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Introduction
Candy Darling entered this world on November 24, 1944. By all appearances she was a baby boy and was thus assigned the gender male. Candy’s parents named her James Slattery. She grew up known by all as Jimmy. But Candy felt she was different. She came to realize that things didn’t exactly line up, didn’t quite configure.
Candy was given a short lifetime to figure out who she was. It was an epic struggle. In her time, there were very few precedents, and even fewer role models for transgendered people. Her journey toward self-realization was largely a solitary one: Confronting society’s judgments and her own doubts with very little historical perspective, she was on her own. There was little to no empathy for how she felt, and even less understanding for who she was. (Christine Jorgensen, one of the first people to have sex-reassignment surgery, moved near Candy’s Long Island hometown of Massapequa Park in 1959; a shy but transfixed young Jimmy used to stand in front of Jorgensen’s house for hours). Growing up, there wasn’t even a name for Candy’s gender. The term transgender didn’t exist until 1965 and didn’t begin to find common acceptance for a decade or more after Candy’s premature death in 1974, at the age of twenty-nine.
The depth and intensity of Candy’s struggle, both with herself and with society at large, was not something she chose to share with the world. Candy styled herself after the stars of Hollywood’s golden age, actors who benefited from the legions of image experts employed by the wealthy and powerful studio system. Oftentimes those stars paid a high price for the bewildering gap between their own reality and the fantastical image constructed for the ticket-buying public.
Candy did not have the benefit of a Hollywood budget; she had to craft a glamorous, enigmatic image on her own … and she had to live it, day in and day out. Loneliness, rejection, and self-doubt were not qualities that fit into that public persona. Loneliness, rejection, and self-doubt are not glamorous. They are not what the public expects from an elegant star leading the dream life, never allowed to seep through the glossy surface of a perfectly lit photograph. Candy wasn’t going to let any of those qualities pierce her painstakingly constructed image either. Makeup, hairstyle, and clothing were more than just a costume; they formed a gorgeous, meticulously crafted suit of armor, designed to protect, impress, beguile, attract, and intimidate.
It is only in Candy’s diaries, going all the way back to her early teen years, that we start to understand some of what she privately felt and thought. In those pages she comes across as the brave, joyful, funny person that she was, but also, even as an adult, as the little child Jimmy trying to understand the transformation into … whom? How did this happen? Who else is like this? How do I deal with this?
In spite of her confusion, Candy moved forward. She was courageous and forceful. She was who she was, the whole package, and she couldn’t be anyone else. Without intending it, without any agenda other than trying to find herself and her own happiness, she was a pioneer.
She went to New York City and found a world that was more tolerant and open-minded than suburban Long Island—but only marginally so. Yes, the city gave her an artistic community in which she could flourish, but her aspirations as an artist were still limited by ignorance and prejudice: “You’ve got to check out this chick Candy Darling! She is gorgeous, but guess what? She’s really a man!” That was the kind of thinking she had to overcome or subvert. Even in New York City she was often seen, and exploited, more as an oddity than as an artist.
Perhaps it was all too much to expect anyone in those days to fully understand or accept. Ignored, oppressed, unrecognized, and conveniently “invisible” for generations, transgendered people were just too far outside the mainstream for even the most open-minded of people. A man could still be arrested for walking down a New York City street dressed in women’s clothing. Again, there wasn’t yet a word for Candy Darling’s gender.
But there was always a word for what Candy was, then and now: human. These diaries give us a glimpse into Candy Darling, human soul. Where did the “real” Candy Darling start and the carefully constructed public persona of Candy Darling end? Was there a difference? Candy was a complex, frequently self-contradictory person. She was even a mystery to herself in many ways. Her gender and sexuality made her life desperately complicated, and she paid a heavy price for other people’s fear and ignorance. But she did not define herself solely by her gender or her sexuality. She longed to be seen, respected, and most of all, one day unconditionally loved (by one fully committed man) for the sum of all her many, many parts.
Did Candy succeed in attaining all that she desired? Who ever really does? And who is to say? Her personal struggle, against great odds, for identity, for fame, for love created an enduring legacy for which we should all be humbly grateful. Brave pioneers such as Candy make it easier for all of us—no matter who we are—to find and make our own paths in a world that does not easily tolerate anyone who asks, “Why? Why are things the way that they are? Why should we be defined or controlled by anyone or anything other than ourselves?”
Of course, Candy said it best: “You must always be yourself, no matter what the price. It is the highest form of morality.”
James Rasin
Director of Beautiful Darling: The Life and Times of Candy Darling, Andy Warhol Superstar
October 2014
New York City
Candy Darling
INTRODUCTION
THIS IS THE VOICE of Candy Darling speaking, alive once again through her words, over 18 years since her death in 1974. Candy often confided in me as her friend that her writings were an integral part of her creative process, so during the course of the day, she committed her thoughts to a soft-covered notebook—the type used by schoolchildren—writing about such things as recipes (she was an awful but, nevertheless, hopeful cook), drafts of letters or ones she had completed but decided for one reason or another not to send, makeup tips, addresses, lists of her favorite performers such as Joan Bennett, Kim Novak, Yvonne DeCarlo and Lana Turner.
Then, there are pages of speculation; words meant to be used as a rebuke or compliment, dialogue to be stored away for future use—perhaps for a play she was writing, jokes. The journal recorded her thoughts at that moment on that given day.
She was born a he: James Lawrence Slattery, in November of 1944 to a mother who worked as a bookkeeper at Manhattan’s glamorous Jockey Club, and to a man who was a violent alcoholic who squandered family finances at the race track.
There was a half-brother through his mother’s earlier marriage who would later, as an adult, deny Candy’s existence to his own children, and a grandfather once billed as the “strongest man in Boston.”
With this cast of characters in mind, it could be safely said that her family—and even Candy herself, could have been created through the pen of her great mentor and champion Tennessee Williams; but instead, in the best American tradition, Candy Darling created herself with the help of television’s Million Dollar Movie.
During the 1950’s Million Dollar Movie with its haunting theme song from Gone With the Wind (the perfect dirge for a vanished Hollywood), entertained Jimmy who often played hooky in order to watch the same movie aired three times a day, seven days a week.
Hollywood and its mystique fascinated him, and slowly transformed and transfigured the depressing reality of a lonely boy living a bleak existence in a small Cape Cod bungalow in Massapequa Park, Long Island.
The frequency of Million Dollar Movie enabled Jimmy to carefully study the workings of his favorite performers; makeup and costumes, the nuances and style, the contrived plots and dialogue. It wasn’t long before he became a champion mimic … only he wasn’t doing male leads. His forte was the women and he could and would perform for anyone who would listen.
But while the adults were amused by Jimmy doing Constance or Joan Bennett impersonations, his contemporaries were not, and soon Jimmy was looked upon as a bizarre sort of local pariah. Yet this wasn’t unusual for a child who had been judged as the most beautiful female baby for Gertz Department Store. From the very beginning of his life, Jimmy Slattery was mistaken for a girl.
His skin, so milky white, his brown eyes framed with thick eyelashes—there was just a way about Jimmy that could not be denied.
However local parents did not want their children playing with him, and thus ostracized, this unusual child was left to his own means, content to live in a Technicolor Hollywood dream world writing letters to his cousin Kathy Michaud, in which they discussed earth-shattering issues such as Kim Novak’s fan club and Lana Turner’s secret romance. Photoplay and Modern Screen were their favorites.
As time went by, with his divorced mother working at the local telephone company and his brother ensconced in the service, Jimmy had ample time to begin experimenting with his mother’s makeup and clothes. He loved to draw luxurious colored bubble baths while playing tangos and mambos on the stereo and acting out scenes from The Prodigal.
Time passed, Jimmy matured and then came the day when his mother, alerted by a local snoop, confronted Jimmy with the shattering news that Jimmy was seen dressed “like a girl” at a local gay bar.
Taking his mother by the hands, he gently asked her not to say a word, but to sit at the kitchen table and wait.
Minutes passed. The mother, upset and full of questions, sat waiting, the sound of the kitchen clock ticking sounding so loud.
Finally, Jimmy came out, transformed, as it were, into a beautiful young woman.
Candy Darling was born.
“I knew then,” her mother would tell me, “that I couldn’t stop Jimmy. He was just too beautiful and talented.”
The works published are taken from Candy Darling’s journals of 1970, 1971, 1972. These were busy times for her … she made two films for Andy Warhol: Flesh and Women in Revolt; two feature films in Europe for German director Werner Schroeter, as well as two American features: Brand X and Some of My Best Friends Are … Even though over 18 years passed, recently at a retrospective of Warhol films at the Whitney, I was delighted to hear the audience respond to Candy’s antics with delight and laughter. Candy never knew how many people would miss her—how many friends she had and would have had if she had lived.
I miss my friend. But she lives again through her words.
Jeremiah Newton
September 18, 1991
New York, N.Y.
Editor’s Note
In Candy’s journals are references to the following people: Sandy Amerling (her first agent); Kathy Michaud (Candy’s cousin who shared her interest in film); Jackie Curtis (who wrote his first play as a teenager that Candy starred in called Glamour, Glory and Gold while on the Long Island Railroad en route to Massapequa Park, Long Island, to visit Candy); Holly Woodlawn, co-star of Flesh and Women In Revolt (with Jackie Curtis); Ron Link, the man who “discovered” Candy; Bob Heide, a playwright and friend who worked at the Cafe Cino; Tony Mansfield, Jane’s “baby brother” and first disk-jockey in New York City; Warren and Maryann, her brother and sister-in-law; Bill King, the late photographer; Pat Thorne, a friend in London; Ron Delsener, the producer; George Abagnalo, screen writer of Warhol’s Bad and Candy’s “social secretary”; Taffy Titz, one of Candy’s cronies; and Jim Hanafy, a friend.
Idiosyncrasies in the original spellings have been retained throughout.
J. N.
CANDY DARLING
Your voice will thrill a nation
You’d be terrific at RKO
Jane Russell would have to go.
A grief shared is half a grief
A joy shared is twice a joy
One hopes that Carroll Baker is being well payed.
Barbara Stanwyck just gambled her whole place away to Ray Milland.
I try to get what I want whenever its possible.
I have always found that socially unacceptable people make the best lovers because they are more sensitive. Sandy spoke to me on the phone today and suggested a sex change.
TRICKY MOTHER NATURE
I can be happy and fullfilled I will never doubt it. I can not afford to. Each thought Each movement tuned to some great moving force.
They don’t show love anymore in movies just sex and violence. A man and a woman are no longer idealized in pictures but they are shown as if a couple of dogs in heat.
What is it you wish?
I desire believing.
Dear Kathy,
I was glad to hear from you. I was in Toronto, Canada, on a publicity tour with Andy. It was so exciting. Did you see my picture in Photoplay? What? You didn’t know? Yes my dear your famous cousin has finally made page 5 of the January issue of our old bible. Remember how we used to pour over them fan magazines? Drooling over Liz and Kim—hating Debbie. Well now they can drool over me cause I’m famous and I’m beautiful! (In my 82 lbs. of makeup.)
I am so pissed. My manager called me tonight told me about this new show “Applause.” It’s a musical version of “All About Eve” and it stars Lauren Bacall. Now my manager handles an actor named Tas Pengley. He’s very handsome like Gregory Peck but he’s a real conceited punk. He has an attitude like Laurence Harvey asking me personal questions and acting so superior and snotty. Well he has tickets for opening night. He was going to take Sandy but she can’t go so she asked him to take me because its a very Big opening. Now this fuck won’t because he’s too afraid of his image to be seen in public with me. He’s afraid of being read for being a fag—well I can get very evil. I’ll just tell every one he’s a fag. I can get very Joan Crawford about the whole thing. Any way I shouldn’t be acting like this.
Another frig in my life. My date for New Year’s Eve. Jim Hanafy. Get a load of this. New Year’s Eve I went out with Jim, Geraldine and Leonard. When we were in the building where I live with my manager Sandy we asked the doorman to get us a cab. Now I can’t tell him to give the doorman a tip can I? He never sees that doorman but I’m always making him get me cabs. So I gave Jim a dollar to give to the doorman cause he’s the man. Well when we got in the cab he still didn’t give the doorman the cab he stuffed it in his pocket. I said give me that dollar and rolled down in window and gave it to the doorman. I just got over a terrific cold. I got it when we went to Canada. I think it was pneumonia or pleurisy because I was taking everything and couldn’t get rid of it. You see I went up to the frozen north in a micro-mini and a monkey fur jacket. Oh, and my other coat was a plastic trench coat. Bought one of those wet look coats it was $70. I hate it. When it’s warm out the coat is warm when it’s cold out the coat is cold. The monkey coat is glamourous but not warm. A friend of mine (Andrea Feldman) killed herself and she had a new black mink coat. I would like to buy it from the mother but I don’t know her. I found this great makeup for the lips. Max Factor’s “Germinesse” tawny tint and with it Max Factor’s lip gloss in the compact but you need a lip brush.
Looper $2.98
Box 1328
FDR Station
New York, N.Y. 10022
As Life is action in passion
June Haver
“The Daughter of Rosie O’Grady”
Well thanks for the punch in the nose I’d like to give it right back to you but I don’t think you could take it.
men of prayer
The Hydrophobia Hop is a dance where your dogs go wild.
He’s got a lot of polish he sells it after the show.
Stage Struck Suzie
Miss Ted Marks
Frances Lee
Astrology in the Aquarian Age
the new practitioner
Always be good and care for others.
8 W. 62nd St.
1) Call Ronald to move your things.
2) Get pattern & material
3) Call Gail
504-523-0881 Channel 26 only underground radio station 100’s of 1000’s of kids listen to it and it will bring in another 15 thousand.
Dr. Berger 10 a.m.
I must do whatever furthers my career, I must take the steps necessary to further my ability to function on the highest level I can operate on. I operate better as a woman.
New book by Jackie Curtis “101 Tips on How to Look Cheap & Common.”
pray for God’s guidance.
10 a.m. Dr. Berger
The children always referred to me as Marilyn Monroe or Greta Garbo.
Le Club E. 55
212 EL 5-5520
6:30
gut crunching
Oh Kathy dig this. I was in Max’s Kansas City (the chic hang out for the jet set of the world) earlier. This girl I know came in and told me she found a diamond bracelet in Le Club before she came to Max’s. She gave it to the owner and I when I heard this ran right to the phone and called “Le Club” and informed them that I left my diamond bracelet there. I grabbed Burt but by the time we got there the fuckin place was closed.
This is how I look now
Heather rouge from 5 & 10
Revlon natural wonder
lid shadows
cornflake brown enough
amber blonde
bottom lashes
Max Factor lip gloss
glows
glows
Aw Rite
Right now I’m on the Long Island R.R. on my way home. It is 5:15 a.m. Saturday, Jan. 17.
To Bill King
I’d go in a burning building for you. If you fell overboard I’d jump in.
1/19/70 Mon.
Be good, good, good, better, better, best, best, best you can be. Real, real, very real.
goodness sweetness simplicity all the things you are.
Zachary Scott and Sydney Greenstreet join Joan down the road of mystery murder & men.
Anna-Fanny-Nanna-Ann-Zanobia-Zanubia-Lenore-Delita-Empress-Abdulla Miranda Mirandelle-Chicquita
Candy Darling
Candy Darling
Candy Darling
Candy Darling
Candy Darling
Candy Darling
Candy Darling
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Candy Darling
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Candy Darling
I never had anything that made me this sick before Manhattans.
1—a beautiful big house in Long Island and one in California.
2—learn languages & sew
3—Cabin on Lake Winnepesaukee
Rug for my room—color T.V. fall—new clothes white backless shoes, hormone treatment electrolysis. dog—fur coat—car—new house
My goal is to be a beautiful woman, rich and married by 1971.
Sun., January 25, 1970
I used 1 oz. hair lightener 1 oz. Winterheat ½ oz. crm.
Dear Pat,
This is awful stationery to write on I know but I feel I better write when I’m in a writing mood. Thank you for your cards and letters. I’ve been abominable about keeping in touch.
I was very displeased about that picture of myself in Nova. It’s a horror. Partly the makeup man’s fault. Anyway I am also in the December Esquire p. 88 and the January Photoplay p. 5 and the Feb. Photoplay but no picture in that one.
I hope you and Julian enjoyed your cruise. I was in Toronto, Canada, for the opening of a theatre.
In your last letter you asked about Barbara Kravitsky. I received a phone call from her. She is living with her husband “Teddy” now in New Orleans. She is coming up to New York soon and said she will take me back with her for a little visit. Everyone’s married and I plan to also. Yes Pat I have decided to be sex changed. I am too female to be half & half. There is a very good book on the subject written by Dr. Harry Benjamin “The Transsexual Phenomenon.” I think you should read it Pat it would be fascinating to you both. Let me know what you think of this step I want to take.
You asked me about writing to Valerie Solanis. I think you should. I know she did a terrible thing but she has paid or is paying for it and she needs a friend. It is very thoughtful and kind of you and you should do it.
He comes home and she pretends she was just going out or just came in.
Oh boy can you tell me where my Johnny has gone
Is he huntin’, Is he fishin’, Is he swimmin’
Say lady can you tell me where my Johnny has gone
Is he gamblin’, Is he drinkin’ with da wommin’.
Oh Johnny Oh Johnny
Your lady grows cold
Her kisses she’s waitin’ ta give ya
Oh Johnny Oh Johnny
Your lady grows old
Oh Johnny Oh Johnny dear is dat you
Well how are you where were you not dat I care.
The only thing to do is make a remake of Myra.
Imitations of Barbra Streisand living in cheap flea bag hotel!
Do you think I like eat in bean soup and peanut butter for strength and protein instead of steak well I don’t like it. Do you think I like this mop of goldish red hair instead of the darkest ash blonde with tan pearl streaks?Well I don’t like it and I don’t like wet cakes and day old bread either and I’m tired of going to beauty culture school for a permanent. I’m just tired Frank.
Take your head out of the washing machine mother or you may get a sock in the puss. Talk about inflation Do you know pumpernickle is now pumperdime? What a band The only time they finish together is when they’re eating.
If you’re driving, watch out for children, they’re lousy drivers.
Myra watching Television in crummy room. Brigitte Bardot picture close ups of Bardot and close ups of Myra looking envious. Next scene Myra goes out to dept store done up as Bardot walks over to counter and asks man for sex? Before leaving store buys dynel fall doesn’t have it put in bag just puts it right on. Should be done in Macy’s.
Then imitating Barbra Streisand.
With high heeled boots, she whips the furniture with a belt.
While she’s cooking, she’s yelling I gotta get that bastard’s money.
I gotta get money—
CUT
next scene—colored boy or girl friend named Platinum—She half runs half walks across the room and hits him with her coat screaming Shut Up.
for Rona Jaffe
You better act right cause I’m gonna be in around here and I play favorites Now sit in the corner and see if you can keep your bee-stung mouth shut. Ya little chatterbox two face—
She starts up
Take your nose job and get out. She leaves furious
MYRA I’m only kidding darling come back Rona.
Myra is beating eggs for Rusty faster & faster as she looks at his crotch.
Candy Darling is the worst woman in world as MYRA
Oh you Beautiful Doll
A SLOB
available for filthying, dirtying, messing & lousing.
I want to be good just to be good.
When I went to the beauty shop Cinandre the other day I went into the room to change into a smock and forgot which side to wrap it to.
Dear Kathy,
Please tell me why you haven’t written to me by now. I mailed you a letter some time ago and it is not like you not to write. Did you not get my letter? I would be absolutely sick over it so don’t lie. I wrote all about my affair with Roger Vadim Jane Fonda’s husband. I will die if you didn’t get that letter. I was in Vogue March 1 and March 16.
How about my rehearsal
money?
I can’t wait
till it’s
released.
70 pay
-15
——
55
-20 electro
——
35 DR. RICH
Mark Hicks 362-6818
where were you
him—out. her out where—him look just leave me alone—she slaps him they fight! he beats her she runs into bedroom falls on bed crying. After she’s all cried out she very composed gets up slowly very dignified and walks calmly out of the room.
Today I met Tonight I met Laurie—transexual. She goes to Dr. Rich. He gave her the famous silicone bust which she claims is much softer than the implants but I forgot to ask her whether she was talking about the fat tissue implants which is done in Germany. She said she has a job as a barmaid but didn’t say where. She said she makes $250.—a week. Also she said she is having the operation in 6 mos. Tiffany was there too who I thinks is really gorgeous. I still can not decide about the nose job. The sex change and everything else yes yes yes.
If I am going to be a woman I want the whole thing a home in the suberbs, a husband and strange as it may sound children.
I have just spoken to Taffy. She called me. I told her that I saw Anita Ekberg on television in a movie called “Screaming Mimi.” I told her how beautiful and alluring Miss Ekburg was and perhaps that is what we want to be. Taffy said that she is in analysis and no longer thinks she is a woman and perhaps she should be a man. Bob (her lover) has already said he would accept her that way. She said it may take 3 years but it is better than what she has this way. She said the reason we are the way we are is that we did not have suitable male identities while we were growing up. And just because we did not have suitable identities is no reason for us to think we are women. Perhaps she is right. She says it is $30.—per visit and it would help. Maybe God is speaking to me through Taffy. I am going to go to the premier of Barbarella tonight. It will probably be just a meaningless bore. I hope if it is I can visit Carlos and get him to get me that coat!
I also spoke to Ron Link today (I called him) and he said to forget the play that it was not enough time.
I am right now on the train on my way to N.Y. to the premier of Barbarella. I will get to N.Y. Penn. Sta. in just enough time to take the subway downtown to the Garrick Theatre on Bleecker St. just in time for the end. Well may be there’ll be a party afterward. My upper lip is all bumpy I hope no one notices it. I feel I am rather through with men. Love of God will replace love of men and actually I don’t feel I need a man. I don’t hate them or anything. I see men and sometimes I feel if I were to have a man I would like one like that. But I have no longings or crushes or anything. And yet maybe I’m always hoping.
Candy by Candy
I want a taste of life.
My own little taste was on being mediocre unimportant and unsuccessful.
Learn to Sing
Let Someone in with deep love to give
When depressed—
Make yourself as pretty as possible.
1. Get hair done. No money? Do it yourself.—
Do whatever you feel given to do.
Clean:
visit Seymour
Wed.—got to see Andy Wed. night after getting the dress. if I can’t get the dress until Wed. I’ll go on Thurs. Go to doctor on Wed.
I want to get a suntan tomorrow invite Cherly over—go shopping.
Dec.
I just finished doing my hair. I bleached it this morning (again I didn’t leave it on long enough and I used balsam and Roux white minx rinse. I’m going to let it dry partly and reapply it. Yesterday in the mail I received a letter and wind up toy from Kathy.
I think music can elevate the human spirit.
You’re always apt to being the target of someone’s bad joke. Or known to be unacceptable. Like you know you’re never going to meet someone’s mother.
help me to be less lonely.
Maureen O’Hara The Foxes of Harrow
He doesn’t want to use her money. It didn’t bother Jimmy to use my money. To sponge off me./who / In this movie Ernie Borgnine doesn’t want to use Ann Baxter’s $. It didn’t bother Jimmy.
There exists a whole sub culture of people that are movie star oriented. There are many women who try to look like Elizabeth Taylor, Kim Novak, Veronica Lake, Jackie O.
Cocteau—The Telephone
Topper
Steven wake up. / Oh lovely let me sleep / Don’t you want to see Mr. Garbage he’s gorgeous. Hurry up Steven he looks like a young Burt Lancaster. There’s something about a working man. Oh Steven he has muscles. / Are they looking up and whistling. /They saw me one told the other and then the other. / Are they carrying on and saying who’s that gorgeous blonde? / They wouldn’t waste their time on me. They know I’m not garbage.
You shouldn’t look so disapproving Lavinia. It makes you look older and age will come soon enough to destroy that pretty face. A thing of beauty cannot remain so forever.
I was not always as you see me now there were kinder sweeter happier times.
I don’t mind that little smile around a persons face when they talk about me.
Look for meaning.
Sermonette
MY 1 YEAR PLAN
It matters not what men see. For they see but what is put in front of them.
I’m a thousnd different people—Every one is real.
The Moments
Love On a Two
Way Street
Mother,
Will you wake me up
before you leave?
I need time. I’ve got to figure out what I am.
Candy Darling Candy Darling Candy Darling
the manner in which you answer the question and not the specific answer
Broad road to destruction.
Do not allow the mind to be affected by the world.
Human nature motivated by sin.
Opposition to God is bound to be punished
Following Godly will cost you
1. Repent 2. have faith 3. Obey
minimum—maximum
annihilate the fables of mortals whose flimsy and gaudy pretensions, like silly moths, singe their own wings and fall into the dust.
Necromancy—motive what is the motive. The motive of the crime will be displayed in the court.
Jean Cocteau by Patricia Knapp
The Ego has Two Heads
Dear Donald,
I regret to inform you that I have unwittingly been prodded into writing a paper to the benefit of your wife that she may benefit further from your pending divorce.
Please realize that I regret having done so most heartily. The paper that is written I am sure will have no credulance without my testimony which I do not intend to willingly give. If impelled to testify I can do no less than tell the truth which I am certain would damage Mrs. (Sandy) Amerling’s case immeasurably. I do not quite appreciate the law which impels a man to be locked out of his own apartment which he has occupied and furnished before his wife.
Dear Niel,
It was so nice to hear from you. I’m glad to see you are doing well. Everyone from Mervyn’s class is doing well. That’s because they are all so good (not as actors, as souls.) Dana I know is in Japan giving the oriental populace a few thrills. Perhaps right now some suave Japanese man is showing Dana his junk. Some actors are so desperate to reach their goal that they never make it. I mean they reach their goal in the acting profession but never make it as people.
Tell Maria I said hello. Has anyone else over there even heard of me? By the way I am in Jan. & Feb. Photoplay, Dec. Esquire Dec. Nova, and the March issue of Vogue! I know I’m destined for stardom because when I walk along the street I sometimes see people staring at me and pointing. And the other day I overheard one woman saying to some man “I know where she belongs!” Also while uptown on a bus I had a tremendous black velvet slouch hat on, a trench coat, (knotted around the waist), and large dark glasses with aurora borealis trim, and when I put the two dimes in the machine the bus driver called me back and said “It’s thirty cents Greta.” Around the village I’m affectionately known as “the actress.” My friends have many pet names for me like Marlene D-Train to Queens, Mamie Van Doorway or Diana Doorways. Instead of Audrey Hepburn Tawdry Heartburn Tana Lerner. All these things combined (last week I went to IFA and was so glamorous that I overheard a man in the outer room gasp out loud. Also the receptionist told the agent I was trying to see that “this one must be seen to be believed.”
This I hope will amuse George.
I’ll never forget the night Sandy, George and I came home from the Sanctuary. When I asked her if I could stay over with George she said she didn’t know where we would all sleep as Gil Gerard was staying over. What can I say? I was stunned. Gil was one of the most gorgeous studs on the set. I mean real A-l top quality grade A male flesh. I hoped to God he wasn’t sleeping in the bed but on the sofa. My highest hope was that perhaps since we were coming in so late he would make an excuse to leave early and get dressed and get out. But my hopes were not realized. When we arrived at the apartment somewhere around 6 a.m. Sandy rang the bell cursing him and saying she hoped he hadn’t left with the key. I said a silent prayer of thanks. However there was no reason to be thankful. Gil opened the door in nothing but his undershorts displaying a marvelous set of biceps, a deep rippled chest and muscular thick legs covered with a golden brown down. What a majestic sight! What a lump in the throat I got when walking into the apartment I discovered much to my dismay that gorgeous Gil had been sleeping in the spiders web and would probably continue (after he plunged into Sandy for a while) I felt. It was useless to hope for Gil and Sandy to just fall off to the land of Nod like a couple of tired children and it was useless. All I could concentrate on for the rest of the morning was the grunting and groaning and the sounds of the bed creaking. Gil left around 9 a.m. I was still too stunned to sleep, being persecuted to capacity. As Mr. Right was going out the door he saw I was not asleep and said goodbye. His face seemed to be saying to me it’s really you I love mentally it was all you. But then I am not mentally well.
Mrs. Julian MRS.
work work
work work
work work
work
I think I will become a nurse and help humanity and just go on like that never giving a care for myself and become an old maid.
I am a star because I have always felt so alienated and I project this feeling to others.
I a mutant
A woman without a man is a slave without a master.
Mr. Mrs. Julian Douglas
Mrs. Julian D
I, Minette
make friends &
influence people
influence friends &
make people
leaping to conclusions—what else is there to leap at except men. One keeps me in condition for another.
I know it hasn’t all been beer & pretzels for you either.
Lilli Lilli Lilli
personal considerations sunburned pseudo virile types they get a girl all confused then leave her that way
I have always been the goddess above it all untouchable. I explain my influence over men as simply this. I represent to many men a goddess who is untouchable and yet a goddess who needs him to make her happy. I was born to be a queen and every time I come down from the thrown I am humiliated for it and suffer many indignities.—
The Movie Game
Prize
P.O. Box 701
Hollywood, Cal. 90028
Candy Darling Candy Darling
Candy Darling
Kim Novak Candy Darling
Kim Novak
Candy Darling
Candy Darling Candy Darling
Money doesn’t
Money doesn’t buy everything but it does buy some nice goodies—
He’s a very handsome man.
I wouldn’t have anything but.
Welcome to the Ponderosa
No, it’s the White House but the president is out demonstrating.
Yes it is up to me. That’s kind of nice to say. It’s up to me.
If you ever do progress to a higher level of human awareness. Stay there and do not ever come down. Think not to glorify the self but the great schemer. Seek no approval or applause from man.
—July
Fri. P.M. 1970
Today is Jim’s birthday. I am on the Long Island R.R. on my way to see him. I am suffering again. Desperately desire lover. Want to please a man. Despise my body. Will appeal to God to help me.
Jeremiah
I made this as I was taking a bath in your bathtub.
Jeremiah
Landaw
—Landaw
Landau
Sybarites
Very important
Dear Yvonne,
I happened to watch The Movie Game on which you were a guest Monday June 8. I was about to turn it off and do the dishes when I saw you were on the panel. I’ll be honest the first thought was is she still beautiful. You were. I am glad to see your hair is still black and you wear a deep lipstick. I am only 22 and I’m some what of a celebrity myself. My name is Candy Darling and I am in Andy Warhol’s “Flesh” etc.
The other women looked awful in those atrocious clothes. Yours were not too hot either. You looked terribly top heavy.
That jacket is awful throw it out. You should never squint.
The face and clothes don’t go together. You see this beautiful woman’s face and this big bush jacket Have you ever tried Helena Rubenstiens face cream?
At the “Stud” Sandy Amerling arrives. It is a dark smokey afterhours joint filled with male hustlers S & M. Who does she see but Ed La Motta, head of Movie department at International Famous. Sandy wearing a black & White striped gown with stole spots Ed wearing faded denim pants and Leather jacket with chains. He has a T shirt on underneath that says Budweiser Beer. When Ed sees Sandy he is panic stricken and walks into the back room where no females are allowed.
Charlie takes her home puts her on the bed.
I’d offer you a drink only I don’t have anything here.
him—Well I know of a place that’s open. I’ll get something be back in a little while.
No don’t leave me. Charlie please kiss—
boy friend comes back
don’t come in here get out. No please leave cause
I got somebody inside here and he’s bigger than you are so he might hurt your feelings.
… said my hair was a mess that she thinks I am one of the most beautiful women she’s ever seen. Fat lot of good it’s doing me. 2:00 P.M.
Canned Heat, “Lets work together” Joe Cocker, “Cry Me a River” If I am not working by Jan. and nothing’s happening I am going to go down to New Orleans and stay with Barbara & Teddy. There’s a club I can work in down there and I’ll change my name for luck to Chicquita. 7:30—Tony Mansfield called me up and when I told him it was my birthday he said “How old are you?” Jerry called and said he saw Lucian’s place it’s called everything for everyone. I called Nick Cantrell.
As a girl you’re entitled to certain hopes certain needs. You have a right to expect that there will be a special place for you. These feelings are luxuries to me.
William F. Buckley
Mayor John B. Lindsay
Garson Cannon, Zachary Taylor
Darling who were you talking to?
N.N. Why no one dear
Did I hear a man’s voice
N.N. Oh that was Mary wasn’t it Mary. She has a frog in her throat.
Mary—Oh yes there’s no one here (very deeply)
Constance Bennett in Topper wore a dress like this. I want one too. I think in red chiffon.
I ask for spiritual enlightenment
a husband—your choice responsibilities accepted.
a career—utilizing wisdom—K.L. Rhodes for my things
Call Paul about moving my things
Pick up things from
Bob Heide
Call Viva—
Elspeth Terry
get $ from Andy
Call Danny
Nelson Jerry—Jim
I would prefer to live in a more romantic age when people danced together.
Ah’d rather be silly old fool than a lonely old woman you see.
Don’t I deserve pretty things like other girls.
him—Oh you don’t need pretty things you are a pretty thing.
Oh I wanted that dress and those pretty lamps. They were so dear.
All of the protests embued with political views and social criticism that I am usually made to feel embarrassed by my lack of knowledge. I am used to watching television with my friend who is a U.N. diplomat and having him explain it all to me. Sometimes I may disagree on a point but I feel that he knows better than me. I’m not saying that all women should be like me. I’m just saying that my intuition or guardian angel or whatever that steered me to a right thinking man steers me right away from Betty Friedan and Gloria Steinem. They both come across very hard to me and I don’t like hardness especially in women. I’ve seen a certain hardness in certain men like Robin at Max’s K.C. but its a hardness that only covers up something good and gentle and I find that most exciting. But it is my opinion that Betty and Gloria are hard all the way down right to the bone marrow. That Betty has a purpose. I don’t know what it is but I have my suspicions. I can’t forget the visual image of her standing on a platform in Bryant Park like a field marshall. I would chicken out on a real debate with her. It would take a man to stand up to her. I see the day coming when the words femme and butch will be more commonly used. I mean to be used for heterosexuals not just gay or bisexuals. Think of the interesting types.
Female—Heterosexual—type—
Basic Butch with Femme overtones. the drag type
Raq. W. / J. Craw. / Jane Russell
Basic femme—Butch overtones
Greta Garbo
Basic femme—femme overtones
M.M. L.T.
I have only listed women because that is what we are talking about of course. I chose the most obvious types so. And may I add insult or pun intended. As each is successful and would be considered highly attractive to multitudes of men and women. But getting back to womens lib bascially I’m just an old fashioned girl.
Candy Darling
In each example of types has been chosen because each example seeks to be (and generally is) alluring except for Type VI which does not seek to be alluring.
I don’t think the sunrise is as good as the moonlight
See this is for the morning the other is for the evening.
hip culture which has no grace
the noble savage—turning to primitivism.
Competence must match the level of concern.
sit around on the sidelines and criticize.
fiercely exclusive society
dearest most loving stoned society anti-organizational
Maybe by the time my nails are a decent ladylike length I will be rehearsing for a play maybe the one Jeremiah and Burt are writing for me (if it’s any good) I like the title—“Camille’s Cough.” Do not know what is happening for Thanksgiving. It snowed so Warren and Mary Ann may not come down. I am going to call Senator Halpern tomorrow for my mother. I told my mother I want Diana (Burt’s sister) to come and live with us if I get a show. She can be my maid and companion. Please God if you hear me grant this wish. Jerry Bradley wants to help me with a nightclub act.
Luciano says I can open in the back room of his bar.
Jeremiah said Eileen thought I was so beautiful.
Plant seeds and bulbs—tomatoe, tulips, iris. Speak to Jeremiah about play to show to R.L.
It is now November 24 about 4:00 a.m. Today is my birthday I am happy. Ron Link called me and told me that Jackie did not show up at Ron Delsener’s office. I want to do “Glamour Glory & Gold” more than anything. I will have to wait around Max’s some night until Jackie comes in and bargain with it. My nails were completely bitten to the quick last night and I have promised myself that I will never pick or bite my nails again and from now on I will apply RRP nail conditioner every night. Tomorrow I will have to wax my arms. Jeremiah is such a dear he called and wants to have a party for me. I hope we are friends forever.
I am not a genuine woman but I am not interested in genuineness. I’m interested in the product of being a woman and how qualified I am. The product of the system is what is important. If the product fails then the system is not good. What can I do to help me live in this life? I shouldn’t be disturbed all the time. The main thing is, will I benefit by it.
I am watching the Newly wed game. I’m glad to see some people that are happy even though I can never be happy.
irregularity keeps you from really living
Where I was brought up to believe in honesty and decency and truthfulness between two people.
Guess I was brought up wrong.
Liberace’s mother’s Blue Ribbon
Potatoe Salad
2 T. Bacon fat 2 T. flour
Marilyn Monroe towards the end of her career showed the world how beautiful and desirable she was at the same time how unhappy and lonely she was.
11:05 P.M.
Jim Hennessey called
WC Tom. morn.
YVONNE DE CARLO
let’s get back home and plan our next
cataclysmic move
Eartha Kitt
GRIMALKIN Synonym for cat its purrfectly obvious
Lucky Pierre
Little Louie Groovy
BORSCHT
1 ¾ cups sour cream into blender
¼ t celery salt ¼ salt ¼ onion salt
1 cup diced cooked beets
low speed. add lemon.
garnish with sour cream & chopped parsley.
Ribs—cover in barbeque sauce bake in covered dish or pan 350 degrees
when tender remove cover
bake ½ hour at 400 degrees
for crispness.
I was 135 lb. at birth.
I was a size 12 at birth that’s right.
I went to Lane Bryant for my layette
Objectivity is commercial now the guts that isn’t in fashion embarrassed by emotion
To Whom It May Concern,
Dear Sir,
This is just one letter to tell you how one person enjoys and appreciates the ROUTE 66 program you show every week day. The stories are so touching and meaningful. The acting is so real and true to life. I never knew how good this series was when it was on prime time. God bless television.
Without it many would probably never see such great modern day stories. I am an actress myself.
(Signed) Candy Darling
STRIVE REGARDLESS
Reform and grow in wisdom
When a woman wears the same dress twice
Then she doesn’t feel chic.
And when she doesn’t feel chic
She feels insecure
Then she can’t sleep at
night then she suffers from
nervous exhaustion then
that could lead to a
nervous breakdown.
stockings in hat and
rollers under hat.
It isn’t what you have It’s what you do with
what you have.
we all come equipped with a false front.
My, My, such a thin skin professor.
suicide prevention
Priest: I’d just be using you Betty.
That’s all right with me use me.
what’s wrong? (OK) I don’t mind being used.
I’m alive I’m healthy and willing
I give you my full permission why me?
Because with you it wouldn’t be just sex.
Lydia: Sex to you is dirty isn’t it.
You wouldn’t be using me.
tear down the work of a lifetime
destroy crush obliterate
everything 40 years of human life have
stood for and carve dollar signs in the ruble.
reading lines that he did not create and when the play is over what is he? A man in his undershirt wiping off his make up.
The 3rd is coming to an end.
I’m sorry but that’s what happens to a play.
How do we know how it goes—we’ve not yet finished.
Pass Booklet
WNEW-TV
N.Y. N.Y.
Valley of the Dolls
ends a girl scout manual
I’m not ready to go to bed yet
when I do I won’t need any help
Somebody fresh + young not tired
I guess I kinda hung on to that
I want you to have it
Sure I’m just tired. I just need some sleep.
—A Life of Her Own—
ex fashion model—new young fashion model.
It’s gonna be fun getting back into harness again and this time I’ll be good. You have an unsettling manner of always being right Tom. Oh well have one mink coat you’ve had em all.
You didn’t call me—I did / don’t give me that I was sitting right next to the phone / It was busy / It couldn’t’ve been that busy.
That room of mine would’ve been pretty awful tonight. / It’s pretty awful everywhere tonight.
Why grandma what a sharp tongue you have.
I am a pretty flower the envy of many
The only law she never broke is the law of gravity.
Tell him Mlle. FiFi is so temperamental that she annoys herself!
He’s so crooked he uses a corkscrew for a ruler.
The crave man
This show’ll be runnin while your pan handlin the bowery.
The only security is health and the ability to adjust in life.
A flower is pretty and blooms in the light. I am the flower that blooms in the night.
I am a flower that stands in the garden
that waits for the bee to
come
I am the flower that waits until
Spring is over and summer has come.
When summer has gone and autumn
is come
I am the flower that welcomes
the visitor knowing he never will
come.
Sunday June 28, 1970
wallpaper or paint for my room.
salt & pepper shakers
look at color T.V. sets Sylvania
paint for kitchen cabinets also wallpaper
wigs.
Now that I am attractive to men there
isn’t a man I want.
Most people like me
My dear Pat,
I must say I am most surprised at not hearing from you in such a long period of time. I am very anxious to hear from you please write immediately. You have been so good in the past always sending such long letters full of news and photographs and I have always been the tardy one. It seems so unlike you that I sometimes wonder weather you are dead or alive. Since I have no way of knowing wether or not you will ever receive this letter I will keep it brief. Do you know that I sent a long very personal letter some months ago. I am very well and will have two films coming out soon. One is called “The Bar” [called later “Some of My Best Friends Are …”]. It is a major film about homosexuals in a bar on Christmas Eve. I have a sizable part in which I am beat up and cry alot. My name in the film is Karen and I wear all pink. It was one of the most enjoyable sequences of my life making that film. I have been in The American Cinema, Vogue and right now I am in a film called Brand X which is a satire of television. My name is on the movie marquees (at last!) I will send you a photo.
Love is a delicate spirit that loses its essence under scrutiny.
Dear Kathy,
So much goes on I forget to write. But my life changes so much and so quickly I’d better start telling you. Did you see me in Photoplay last month? What? You didn’t know? Yes my dear your famous cousin has finally made page 5 of our old bible. Remember how we used to pour over those movie magazines. Kathy did you ever think I’d be in one? Remember drooling over Liz & Kim hating Debbie for making Liz look so mean. Well now they can look at me page 5 January 1970. Also hold on to your hat I’m in the March issue of Vogue. Also I’m in Dec. Esquire and have a full Color page and article.
Tonight I met a boy who wants to be my slave. He calls me goddess. Kathy I don’t think you can understand these things. You are so simple and I so jaded—not really—worldly lets say.
You will be surprised to know that Jane Fonda’s husband Roger Vadim who was married to Brigitte Bardot is in love with me. I was out with him last night. He told me he loved me so much that he would fight a war over me. I gave him a silver ring with a turquoise. He kisses me and holds me in public because he is truly innocent and cares not what people think. I always feel I have to protect him. We have not been to bed together.
Last night was the last night of my two week play and at the end I changed it around. I played a woman who invited her ex-family over for a re-runion. It was caled “The Re-union.” Her family did not like her because she is mad. I felt that play lacked sufficient drama and did not allow me to show everyone what I am capable of doing so because it was the last night and because Vadim was there I changed the ending. I went into a long monologue laughing, screaming, and crying. When the writer who is also the director and also works the lights saw this he turned out the the lights but I kept on even on a black stage! Actually it wasn’t even a stage it was the back room of a bar on East 3rd St. called The Old Reliable. After the show everyone was coming over to meet Vadim. I didn’t know how to act because when average people meet someone who is famous they think that they can turn over their problems. Even the owner of the bar was telling Vadim of his problems how he’d like to have a bigger place etc. But Vadim has this quality of being like a savior. And I know I have a look of refinement and nobility which is sometimes thought of as being angelic and athereal. Perhaps people think my touch will heal them. Why must I be deified? It is such a burden. I don’t know what else to say I better end this letter. Be sure never to throw my letters away but put them in a safe place as some day they are sure to be worth money and it will be your good fortune to be prudent now. Besides I may wish to look them over too myself someday when I write my memoirs. When will your telephone work? Would you like me to visit sometime? I would have to come with my manager, Sandy, or a boy friend. Yes in spite of all the places I’ve been I’m still not able to take care of myself. Write to me soon I’m sorry for the delay.
Love
Candy
Dear Kathy
First of all please forgive me for not writing sooner. I’ve been so involved with my own identity, which has been so vague, and social commitments, basic living procedures and affairs of the heart that for a while I ceased to exist. Except for other people.
Don’t expect to see me for the holidays. I will not cease to be myself for foolish people, no matter how dear, for foolish people to make harsh judgements on me that may hurt others that I love. As dear as certain members of the family are to me I owe them nothing but what I feel for them. If what I feel for them is going to hurt me then let it hurt me. Only the rejection will hurt. But it can never hurt me as much as I can hurt myself by not being myself. There is one thing I must tell you because I just found it to be a truth. I’m sure it must have come to you. You must always be yourself no matter what the price. It is the highest form of morality. We should both try to live it. You’ve got to always keep your heart and mind open. You can disguise your emotions you can even numb them and finally you can paralyze them. And that is tragic. Our emotions are the only clues to our identity. The only true meaning in life is passion. The passion to learn, to paint, to love etc. Don’t dare destroy your passion for the sake of others. When you do you’ve lost the beauty of life and that’s what a sin is. By robbing yourself of your very reason to exist you have cheated. You must laugh when you must laugh, you must weep when you must weep, and you must love when you must love. I’m telling you this because we are in the same bag and also because I love you dearly. We are so close that you are actually a part of me and that part can never be taken away. You are always inside me, in my memory and in my heart. We should do a lot of exploring together. I’d like you to come to N.Y. to live with me. By January I should have enough money. It’s time to live our own lives and I hope we can enjoy a long, but not too long, relationship where we could share our room and board and ourselves. Hopingly presuming that we will both find lovers that will want us and need us to stay with them. As long as we have to grow up, (and we really should you know), lets do it together.
Love Always
Candy Darling
c/o Seymour Levy
173 Bleeker St.
N.Y.C.
(hearts and flowers)
Dear Pat,
Hi. Nobody loves me or wants me. I lead a dull uninteresting existance. At least you have your mother to turn to. I have Kathy but she isn’t near my locale. I am in homeroom now. There’s a bunch of chicks in here and they all hate me. Someday I’ll be a movie star……that’s it ! ! And I’ll be rich and famous and have all the friends I want. Can’t you just picture some “dramatic chick” saying this.
You’re just a
star-struck
starry-eyed kid
Stella
So how’s tricks. I’m the “Earthy” type huh? Hell ! ! ! ! All I do in homeroom is sit here and watch these
Dear Gary
How is my little? Thank you for your card. I wanted to write to you and Wade but I didn’t have your address. I see you are c/o someone else now so I gather you two are no longer chummy. If so its too bad—he’s very nice.
I got back from Europe about three weeks ago. I was in Austria Germany & Sweden. I was in a picture in Germany with Christina Kaufman, Tony Curtis’ ex-wife. I spent Christmas in Sweden (Stockholm).
After I left Washington I became very busy doing interviews in New York. Terri Maki came to see me
Hi Tommy.
Surprised to hear from me? I never thought I’d be writing to you. I’ve been up all night alone wondering about my identity. I’m living on East 6th St. now with a straight couple and a couple of drag queens. One of the queens triggered me off trying to look for an explanation for living in this strange stylized sexuality. She asked me when she got in drag what I felt she looked like. Male or female. I tried to tell her there is no feeling about it. Realization cuts feeling off. I tried to explain my identity as being a male who has assumed the attitudes and somewhat the emotions of a female. I’ve been slowly strangling my ego. With the ego and fear I haven’t many people to classify myself. The role is rather drab and without glamour and mystery. I don’t know which role to play. I would like to live with someone whom I could—
What promised to be a long and rewarding career fizzles out into disillusionment
Once popular off-off Broadway and underground
Star Seeks work
Contact Candy Darling
The Once Popular Underground Goddess.
the ex-denizen of glamour.
It Hurts to BE A HAS BEEN
a fallen Star
Aida
up your keester drek
ask the good father what that means.
Dear Miss DeCarlo
This is just a note to tell you that you are so lovely and warm. I love you. I am an Andy Warhol star who has been in Flesh.
Candy Darling
TROPICAL TURKEY SALAD
2, 5 oz. cans of boned turkey, chopu p. 1 16 oz. can sliced pineapple use 6 rings on serving platter place remaining 5 and chop into salad add ¾ cup mayonnaise, add ½ cup unsalted peanuts. now ½ cup chopped celery, add few drops tabasco sauce chill 1 T wastershire sauce & 1 T lemon juice cucumber on top and spread each …
I don’t like to go out with people who do not feel they are my social equals. People that are too nice to me. Tonight I went out with Jeremiah and his friend whatsisname. Jerry met me at Lincoln Center and we had a drink (Irish Coffee) ata bar. Then we went back to Lincoln Center (the fountain) and met whatsisname. Then we walked over to take the bus on Broadway and who did go riding by on his bycicle bicycle bycicle bycicle bicycle bicycle but Bradford Riley. We were programmed to meet I know it. I knew I would meet him today. Because I am wearing the black skirt and printed blouse. It is the 3rd time he has seen it. The last time was at the premiere of “Barbarella.” The time before was the play Arresties.
To think I once loved him. I am sitting next to a primitive and there is one sitting across from me. I hate riding with scum and thats just what they are hard faces and they both have their feet up. Naturally they are scrutinizing me with their hard eyes and talking childish voices. Do I still love Brad? I don’t think so but I do like him as much as I can like any man who is that attractive to me. If he were mine I’m sure I would wear him as proudly as a diamond brooch. I told him to call me.
What do you mean I’m not alluring enough maybe my name isn’t Tondelaya but I’ve brushed off more men than the porter at the Waldorf.
There are people that wanna be that can’t be so they put something on so they can be.
date:
Saturday July 18, 1970
condition of hair:
very dirty, tangled, not smooth, heavy regrowth in back of head, light regrowth in front.
material:
ultra blue starting at back right to back left to left side, to right side. Left on 1 hr.—result lemon color roots few black spots. Born Blonde beautiful beige. 30 min.
CANDY DARLING IS
the most beautiful girl in
the world.
Ondine
Ondine
Lois Smith
LOUISE HEUBNER
2 cups certified raw milk
2 fertile eggs
2 T protein & banana
in blender—
freeze
I have a great deal of mental energy that’s projected to an audience
if you want to pay me 50 you should’ve told me.
it’s amazing the $50 is very least you can do
I’m being a lady and look what happens—all my clothes are gone.
Faith for Today
Box8
N.Y. N.Y. 10008
Everyone needs some portion of Leadership. Look for opertunities to be of servise Set definite goals plan purpose and strive to be the best thing you can be
weigh the consequences
Consiencious leadership spreads divine light and love.
Be patient wait for the right time. temptaton to quit and take it easy.
inspiration
ask holy spirit to breath into you
Do what you can because there are many things that need doing.
Mission from God
The Christophers
… liberalized the Housing Authority in N.Y. at one time if you were suspected of belonging to a gang you were denied the low rent housing. If you were connected with drugs you were denied low rent housing. If your children were born out of wedlock you were denied—
Taken out of neighborhood that you liked and they put you whose knows where—
We decided in 1965 we did not like the methods.
Constructive alternative
each apt. air conditioned
” ”terraced
$21 per room
5
—
105
21
2
—
42
Candy Darling
in
“Revolting Women”
Keep that thought inside you don’t wast it.
All we think here is how to live.—fanatic
Hi Dear,
How are you? I have a new secretary—his name is George. He’s only 18 years old but very wise. My hair is butter blonde and I have a Carroll Baker look. I love Carroll Baker don’t you? Doesn’t everybody? Who doesn’t?
I sure wish we all could get together this summer. Remember that loveable cottage on Lake Winnepesaukee? I still remember the people’s name—Horn. It would be just so wonderful if we all could rent it for a week you and Bob, George and I. What do you think? It’s so private and such a beautiful lake. Don’t worry about George he does what I tell him! Just like Joan Crawford in Queen Bee. In Mildred Pierce in Harriet Craig. George and I love Joan Crawford. We saw her in a film called Beserk! It was supposed to be a horror film but it was really a laugh riot. Joan owned a circus this time and all these performers were getting killed in gruesome ways. Diana Dors was in it and she was sawed in half. You remember Diana Dors don’t you? England’s answer to Jayne Mansfield? Oh you remember a real cheap looking tomatoe with a tremendous bust, platinumized hair, big lips a hard trashy face. She got hers the day after she was discovered in Joan’s boyfriend’s trailor portrayed by some young stud type. Oh it’s a real must see.
If our drinking water was being poisened we wouldn’t take it lightly but when our minds and the minds of our youth are being poisened
If you’ll set that to music I’m sure you’ll have a hit for your singing group.
Claire Trevor
A & P
phoney baloney
Relax you’ll tear my dress
So what I paid for it
Why does everyone dislike you so much? Because they’re all a bunch of phoneys. Even if they are all a bunch of the phoniest bastards in the world why do they all not like you? Weather they are or not to strike fear in people is not a good thing to do and you will one day be sorry you ever did this. To argue a point with you is useless you never give in and I know you feel this your forte. Remember you may win the point argument and get the better of someone but you lose a friend and create a feeling of bitter resentment.
If your so god damned smart did you know that your good friend that blonde German made 13 television shows over in Germany and I’m in practically every one of them. And Flesh is the biggest movie going over there and they (the Germans) asked for the stars to come over and Paul took Joe, Geraldine, and Jane Forth on a tour with “Flesh.” Jane didn’t have to go. Why should Jane go. Paul doesn’t even like her he calls her that dumb thing, misery and Baby Biafra. but she’s so co-operative and does whatever they tell her. Why didn’t you get in touch with Bert? Now they’re going to promote Holly. Can you believe that? They’re sending Holly to all the photographers. She went to this big party with George Plimpton and Tammy Grimes. She’s in the Times and I’m just the forgotten woman. George asked why I wasn’t being taken to Europe and Paul said “too much trouble, too too much trouble.”Sandy’ll be up here and she’ll want to go and then they’ll be another fight. She has bad vibrations. Don’t ever think you’re going to work for Tom Ward Agency because you never will. That’s when you started treating me like a piece of shit. You thought you were going to have a big important job.
Surrounded by hates riots burning buildings
you take a look
around this city and everything is either
vulgar dirty disgusting
rotten or falling apart.
Life is only what you make it.
Sing-a-long and show that you can take it.
Get in the swing and sing darn ya sing.
My Face for the World to See
CANDY SAYS
CANDY SAYS
I’ve come to hate my body
and all that it requires in this world
Candy says
I’d like to know completely
what others so discreetly talk about
I’m gonna watch the bluebirds fly
over my shoulder
I’m gonna watch them pass me by
maybe when I’m older
What do you think I’d see
if I could walk away from me?
Candy says
I hate quiet places
that cause the smallest taste of what will be
Candy says
I hate big decisions
that causes endless revisions in my mind
I’m gonna watch the bluebirds fly
over my shoulder
I’m gonna watch them pass me by
maybe when I’m older
What do you think I’d see
if I could walk away from me?
—Lou Reed, 1969
Foreword
CANDY DARLING WAS BORN ahead of her time, which was both her tragedy and the source of what is most unique, heroic and touching about her. To be a drag queen in the ’90s is a career, but in the ’60s it was a desperate calling, pursued only by those willing to risk a pariah existence. As Candy says in these diaries, “I am a star because I have always felt so alienated and I project this feeling to others.”
When writing I Shot Andy Warhol, my co-writer Daniel Minahan and I somewhat exaggerated the extent of Candy’s friendship with Valerie Solanas, the revolutionary feminist who was Warhol’s would-be assassin. She and Valerie were friends, but not as close as the film suggests. When writing the script we found ourselves adding more and more Candy, because we found the symbolic contrast between the two irresistible: the boy who dressed like a girl and girl who dressed like a boy. Both were social outlaws, rejected and dispossessed, but where Valerie was an outlaw because she rejected traditional femininity, Candy yearned for it. She wanted nothing more than to be a ’50s housewife (or a debutante or a waitress or a showgirl), and became an outlaw because she refused to live as a prisoner of his/her biology.
With her humor and vulnerability, Candy could be described as the Marilyn Monroe of drag queens (anyone who has had the chance to see Candy in Warhol’s Women In Revolt knows that she was a superb light comedienne) but her persona was a synthesis of all movie blondes. Andy Warhol once described drag queens as “ambulatory archives of movie star womanhood.” Candy studied the movies like a doctoral candidate, and crystallised all her favorite elements of traditional femme culture into a dream life of what it is to be a woman. These diaries, with their mixture of heartfelt prayers, soul searching, sharp social analysis, recipes and makeup hints, display all the classic “female” qualities: gentleness, sweetness, bitchiness, malice, passivity, vulnerability, masochism. (And a hilarious section on Women’s Liberation, which she bitterly opposed.) There is also a sensitive intelligence at work, and a brutal honesty: “I don’t mind that little smile around a person’s face when they talk about me.” As the greatest of all drag queen icons, Candy is beyond camp: you can always hear the heart beating beneath the artifice.
Mary Harron
Introduction
This book is dedicated to Lorraine Newman
Brooks, who taught Candy about the beauty of
being an individual, Samuel Adams Green, who
helped Candy to survive in NYC, and to Sean
Duncan Cripps … I remember.
THIS IS THE VOICE of Candy Darling speaking, alive once again through her words, over twenty years since her death on March 21, 1974. As her friend, Candy often confided in me that her writings were an integral part of her creative process, so during the course of the day, she committed her thoughts to inexpensive soft-covered notebooks, the type used by school children, writing about such things as recipes (she was an awful, but nevertheless, hopeful cook), drafts of letters or ones she had completed but decided for one reason or another not to send, makeup tips, addresses and telephone numbers of the famous and unknown, lists of her favorite performers such as Joan Bennett, Kim Novak, Yvonne DeCarlo, and, of course, Lana Turner.
Then there are pages of speculation, words meant to be used as a rebuke or compliment, dialogue to be stored away for future use, perhaps for a play she was writing. She collected lists of one-liners and clever quips that she could trade with her friends Jackie Curtis or Holly Woodlawn. Candy’s journal recorded her thoughts of the moment on that given day.
Candy liked to think of herself as an artist and would draw page after page of designs of dresses, eye makeup, and funny faces. She also liked doing cartoons and would send drawings to her cousin Kathy Michaud or her Uncle Donald, who in return sent illustrated letters back. Drawings were done throughout her writings as a counterpoint to her mood at the time and to illustrate an important or salient fact.
She was born a he: James Lawrence Slattery, on November 24, 1944, to Theresa Phelan, who worked as a bookkeeper at Manhattan’s glamorous Jockey Club, and Jim Slattery, an often violent alcoholic who squandered family finances at the racetrack. His very name inspired fear and hatred throughout Candy’s short life.
There was a slightly older half-brother, Warren, by his mother’s first marriage who would later, as an adult, deny Candy’s existence to his own children; a grandfather once billed in vaudeville as “the strongest man in Boston,” and Candy’s Uncle Donald, who sent “campy” cards encouraging his nephew’s sense of comic timing.
With this cast of characters in mind, it could be safely said that Jimmy’s family, and even himself, could have been created through the pen of her champion and mentor, Tennessee Williams; but instead, in the best American tradition, Candy Darling created herself with the help of television’s Million Dollar Movie.
During the 1950s, Million Dollar Movie, with its theme music borrowed from Gone With the Wind (the perfect dirge for a dying Hollywood) entertained little Jimmy, who often played hooky from the grim realities of school in order to watch the same movie aired three times a day, seven days a week. Hollywood and its mystique fascinated him and slowly transformed and transfigured the depressing reality of a lonely boy living a bleak existence in a small, Cape-Cod bungalow in Massapequa Park, Long Island. The frequency of a Million Dollar Movie film enabled Jimmy to carefully study the fiber of his favorite performers; makeup and costumes, the nuances and style of the actors, the contrived plots and dialogue. It wasn’t long before he became a champion mimic—only Jimmy wasn’t doing the male leads. His forte was the women, and he could and would perform for anyone who would listen.
But while most adults were amused by little Jimmy performing Constance or Joan Bennett impersonations, his contemporaries were not, and soon Jimmy was further looked upon as a bizarre sort of local pariah. Yet this wasn’t unusual for a child who had been judged as the Most Beautiful Baby Girl by Gertz Department Store. From the very beginning of his life, Jimmy Slattery was mistaken as a female. His skin, so milky white and smooth, his large, liquid brown eyes framed with thick eyelashes—there was just a way about Jimmy that could not be denied.
However, local parents did not want their children playing with him and, thus ostracized, this unusual child was left to his own means, content to live in a faux Technicolor Hollywood dream world writing letters to his cousin Kathy Michaud in which they discussed earth-shattering issues such as Kim Novak’s fan club and Lana Turner’s secret romance. Photoplay and Modern Screen were their favorites, along with the publication Vice Squad.
As time went by, with his now-divorced mother working at the local telephone company during the days and his brother ensconced in the service, Jimmy had ample time to begin experimenting with his mother’s makeup and clothing. He loved to draw luxurious colored bubble baths while playing tango and mambo music on the stereo and acting out scenes from the The Prodigal.
As a teenager, Jimmy, who wrote daily in his diary, learned about the mysteries of sex from a salesman in a local children’s shoe store. When Jimmy was 17, his mother, alerted by a local snoop, confronted Jimmy with the shattering news that he had been seen dressed “like a girl” entering a local gay bar called The Hayloft. Taking his mother gently by the hand, Jimmy asked her not to say a word, but to sit at the kitchen table and wait. Minutes passed. Terry later recalled that morning so many years ago when she waited, upset and full of questions, listening to the kitchen clock ticking so loudly. Finally, the door opened and her son came out transformed, as it were, into a beautiful young woman. Candy Darling was born. “I knew then,” her mother would later tell me, “that I couldn’t stop Jimmy. Candy was just too beautiful and talented.”
A new name was needed and her first nom de plume would be Hope Slattery, but it was quickly cast aside for Candy because of her love of sweets. She told strangers that the name Darling came from her father, the “senator,” who lived on a plantation down South surrounded by loving “darkies” who crooned to her at night. She told Andy Warhol that “…the Darling fortune is made from a chain of dry cleaning stores and we’re just cleaning up!” But the truth of her humble beginnings were kept a secret to everyone save her closest friends. Because Candy lived nearly an hour away from Manhattan in her “country house,” she made use of the Long Island Railroad, leaving Massapequa Park late at night so nosy neighbors couldn’t spy and make her mother’s life more miserable than it already was. Because of harsh laws at the time, Candy still dressed like a male, wearing simple, dark clothing (a habit she kept for the rest of her life), but she eventually dyed her brown hair platinum blond. While the stations zipped by, she transformed herself using makeup. Occasionally she would notice another blond Long Island resident on the train, an up-and-coming actress by the name of Joey Heatherton; but they never spoke, preferring the anonymity of these encounters, both lost in their own worlds.
As time passed, Candy made friends through the “salon” of Seymour Levy on Bleecker Street in New York’s Greenwich Village. At night, she danced at a nearby after-hours club, The Tenth of Always, where she first espied Andy Warhol with Lou Reed. For Candy, her direct route to “stardom” would be mapped out for her by Jackie Curtis, “the world’s youngest playwright,” who wrote the part of Nola Noonan for Candy. The comedy Glamour, Glory and Gold was written in one hour while 15-year-old Curtis rode the L.I.R.R.
More assistance would be through friend poet/actor/Superstar Taylor Meade, who brought the man who Candy considered her mentor until the end, Andy Warhol, to see her performance in Jackie’s play. Other friends of the mid-’60s include playwright Bob Heide, whose plays were performed at the now-legendary Café Cino, where unknown Harvey Keitel chewed the scenery. Clyde Meltzer, aka Taffy Terrific, aka Taffy Titz, was a performer who introduced her to the Brooklyn crowd. Soon things began moving fast, and she was swept up in the glamor of the Andy Warhol/Paul Morrissey Factory where, on any given day, one could find personalities such as Truman Capote, Judy Garland, Jim Morrison, and a host of handsome and beautiful unknowns recruited from the ranks of delivery boys, socialites, waitresses, and college students.
She managed to create an interesting life and she was loved by all, though Candy always had great concerns wondering where the next dollar was coming from and how to repair her teeth, which were in poor shape after years of eating sweets. Although Warhol doled out small sums of money to his performers, financially life was difficult and often depressing. But she had the safety and security of the back room of Max’s Kansas City and a wondrous assortment of loyal friends such as Sam Green, Lorraine Newman, Lauren Hutton, Julie Newmar, Sylvia Miles, Tinkerbelle, Francesca Passalacqua, Lennie Barrin, Pandora, Julie Baumgold, George Abagnalo, Cyrinda Foxe, Tom Eyen, Geraldine Smith, Francesco Scavullo, Tony Mansfield, Tula Inez Hanley, and yours truly. Lou Reed composed Candy Says for her (dedicated to her) along with a memorable section of Walk on the Wild Side. Still, true happiness remained distant; but she held onto her dreams of stardom, new teeth, a permanent place to live, and perhaps one day, a man to love her.
The earliest writings are excerpts from Jimmy Slattery’s diary beginning in 1958 (when he was 14 years old). Several years later, reborn as Candy Darling, his world had radically changed. From the mid-’60s to the early ’70s, Candy kept active doing Off-off Broadway and two films for Warhol/Morrissey: Flesh (1968) and Women In Revolt (1971), several independent films: Brand X and Silent Night/Bloody Night, a co-starring role as a gay-bashing victim in Some of my Best Friends Are …, a memorable scene in Klute with Jane Fonda, and Lady Liberty with Sophia Loren. A quote Candy used many times was “I’ve had small parts in big pictures and big parts in small pictures.” In 1971 she went to Vienna, where she did two films for director Werner Schroeter, the first entitled The Death of Maria Malibran. Unfortunately, the second film was never released.
Several years ago, director Mary Harron approached me in the preplanning stages of what was to be I Shot Andy Warhol. She had heard of my friendship with would-be-Warhol-assassin Valerie Solanas and later read my writing on this relationship and incorporated it into her film, along with some of Candy’s words. Through our conversations it didn’t take much persuasion to convince Mary of the importance of using Candy Darling as a character in her film. Although it is impossible to duplicate an individual, I personally felt that Stephen Dorff gave a haunting performance capturing Candy’s very essence. For me, Candy Darling lived again on screen. And I may add that actor Danny Morganstern portrayed a very credible Jeremiah! Mary created an era through her work and has emerged as an important new director.
Over two decades have passed since the death of my friend; and in those years, the world has indeed changed. Candy would have been severely distraught by the deaths of Andy Warhol, Tinkerbelle, Jackie Curtis, Tom Eyen, Charles Ludlum, Sharron Lyn Reed, Eugene Siefke, and so many others who made up the rich and varied weave of her world.
She would have been proud of the Harvey Milk School, an institution in Manhattan that educates and takes care of gay, lesbian and transgendered youth, something inconceivable in her lifetime. The onslaught of AIDS would have devastated her life as it has devastated ours.
Ms. Darling would never have imagined how many people would miss her. At the scene of her funeral, with hundreds of mourners present, a stretch limousine pulled up to Frank E. Campbell’s just as her flower bedecked casket was being carried out, and a tinted window rolled down. Its passenger, Gloria Swanson, saluted the coffin with a gloved hand.
Throughout the years I have attempted to keep my unforgettable friend alive. In life, many of her dreams eluded her, but she lives again through her words, drawings, and photographs.
Note: Amongst Candy’s writings are references to the following people: Sandy Amerling (her first manager); Kathy Michaud (her cousin, with whom she had many interests in common); Off-off Broadway’s legendary Jackie Curtis; Holly Woodlawn (co-star of Flesh and Women In Revolt with Jackie Curtis); Ron Link (the man who “discovered” Candy); playwright Bob Heide; Tony Mansfield (Jayne Mansfield’s “baby brother” and first disc jockey at many important New York clubs); Warren and Maryann (Candy’s half-brother and sister-in-law); Bill King (the late photographer), Pat Thorne (a Greenwich Village friend and companion of Valerie Solanas); Ron Delsener (producer); George Abagnalo (co-screenwriter of Warhol’s Bad); and friend Jim Hanafy.
Jeremiah Newton
Candy Remembered
LIKE CANDY, I, TOO, came from out on the Island. Like many other children of the ’40s and ’50s whose parents were from the city, we were taken from the place of our birth to a presumably safer and more child-friendly atmosphere. And like many of the teenagers of the ’50s and ’60s, we felt confined and restricted by such a place and could not wait to return to the city that our parents had struggled so hard to leave.
In the early ’70s I would travel around the country until my money ran out and then return to New York to earn more so that I could leave again. I met Candy during one of those work periods. I had met Jeremiah first; he was a friend of a one-time hitchhiking companion. Jeremiah and I were both living in less-than favorable conditions in different sections of Brooklyn, so we decided to pool our resources and get an apartment together in Manhattan. We found a one-bedroom apartment that we could afford on the Upper West Side. We flipped a coin for the bedroom, and Jeremiah got it. I got the convertible couch in the living room. This arrangement worked out fine while it was only the two of us. But before long Jeremiah started telling me about his friend Candy who was in Europe making films. She’d return to America soon, he said, and would need a place to stay. Would I object to her coming to live with us? He said she’d live in his room with him, so I agreed.
Candy arrived. She was stunningly beautiful with an ethereal quality. She had suitcases full of gowns and cosmetics. My only interest in how I looked was what I had to wear in order to keep a good-paying job. I called it putting on the disguise, feeling that anything other than natural was a lie. When I was off work, I’d wear what my other friends wore—jeans and t-shirts, and no makeup. But when I went out with Candy, even just to the market, she’d insist that I dress up, often in one of her gowns. She’d do my makeup and hair; and I indulged her. It was yet another disguise to add to the mix. But no matter what type gown she dressed me in or how she did my makeup or hair, I still felt dowdy and butch next to her. She was the tall and glamorous one; I felt short and dumpy.
This arrangement worked well for a short while, but before long, two more people were living in our small apartment. It became clear that we’d have to move, and there was no way we could afford to stay in Manhattan. We found a house in Brooklyn, in Flatbush, near Park Slope, on a block that was partly renovated. We were renting two floors of the house, the rest was still undergoing construction. There were five of us now—Jeremiah and his lover, Joseph Ratinski, Candy, me, and a new friend, Kathy. The unrenovated portion of the block consisted mainly of Puerto Rican immigrants who could not understand what type of a household this was—a gay couple, two young, single (or were they also a couple?) women, and this tall, beautiful blond. There were people coming and going from our place at all hours, and the neighbors made their disgust plainly evident. Kathy and I were the only ones who held straight, 9–5 jobs. We also had different standards of housekeeping from our other roommates. It was nearly impossible to get Candy to clean up after herself. She would finally relent only after being asked a number of times to do the chores, but she would turn it into a suffering heroine role. Quoting lines from her favorite melodramas, she’d turn the task into a performance.
Many times when getting ready for work I would discover that the dress I’d intended to wear had been torn. When I’d ask Candy if she knew what had happened to it, she would deny knowing anything at first; but eventually she’d admit that she had to borrow it since her appearance was surely more important than mine. I tried, in vain, to tell her that my clothes would not be able to stretch to accommodate her frame and to please leave them alone. I was working for a company that had connections with the garment
industry. Through these connections I had the opportunity to purchase 12 dozen pairs of stockings, which I naturally expected would last throughout this work period. I wrongly assumed that these would be safe from Candy since there was a greater disparity between our shoe sizes than our dress sizes. While I was at work, however, during one of her foraging trips to my closet, Candy discovered my cache. Within a few short weeks, the supply of stockings was completely depleted. Of course, I knew whom to question; and Candy finally admitted that she had had to use them since she had to look good when she went out and that I should be happy that I was able to contribute to the cause.
Candy never had any money and always had to beg Andy to help her. She’d usually get promises of money, or occasionally a token bit; but it was never enough to live on. She lived off other people, especially her good friend and supporter, Sam Green.
Most of my off-time was spent with other friends, but periodically I’d get caught up in what Candy and Jeremiah were doing, usually if an opening or party was involved. I’d get dressed in an outfit that met Candy’s approval, and we’d head for Manhattan. Men would be attracted to her, but I was fearful of what would happen if they found out that she was not exactly what she seemed. Often after a long night in Manhattan, Candy and I would share a cab home; and she would reveal to me her pain. She was not attracted to homosexual men since she was not psychologically a man. It was a heterosexual man that she wanted but felt that that would be impossible as she was.
Many weekends we would take the Long Island Railroad together to visit our families. She got off two stops before mine. I would read, but she was always writing. I never knew what the writings were until we began this project.
When I had saved enough money, I again left New York, but this time I never returned there to live. I never saw Candy again. My travels led me to San Diego where I met the man who would become my husband. The desktop publishing company that we eventually formed made this book possible.
Candy lived a full life of fantasy. She had an image of what she should be, what she was capable of being; but she was born in the wrong package. She had a skewed view of her importance, thinking that everyone knew who she was and how famous she was. The truth would have been too hard to face that she looked the part, almost perfectly. She wanted the transformation to be complete but had no way of achieving it.
The final ironic tragedy is that Candy, who did not do drugs or have wild sexual adventures, died at such a young age, simply because she took hormones to make her more of what she knew she was.
Francesca Passalacqua
EDITOR’S NOTE
Material was excerpted from a number of diaries, all in the collection of Jeremiah Newton. Entries often spanned several years and are in no particular chronological order. The most dramatic is a spiral-bound notebook initially filled with young Jimmy’s notes from junior high school classes that segues in later pages to the razor-sharp wit and poignant observations of the mature Candy.
Handwriting styles vary widely in these journals as Candy “tried on” various psychological roles. Many of the entries are drafts of letters to friends and admired stars, and bits of dialogue from movies she loved, which mingle freely with her own witticisms. True to her essence, it is impossible to determine where actual events (“real life”) end and fantasy begins.
Spelling and punctuation have been corrected throughout.
January 6 Monday
Today was the first day of school. Oh how I hate school! I have to get up at 7:00 a.m. promptly instead of 11:00 or 10:00 during my beautiful vacation. I can’t wait until the next one. Sue & I are friends again. Went over Karen’s today; her mother is strict, and Momma wouldn’t let me eat, she says I’m getting too fat. I am!!! It’s 11:00 p.m., I better go to sleep now.
January 7 Tuesday
Got up late this morning. Got to school (prison) very late. I walked home with Ronald Esposito and it was snowing at 2:30 p.m. and until 11:30 p.m. It’s 11:30 now, and it’s still snowing. Made a soap carving today it came out awful. It was supposed to be a fish. I didn’t have Gym today. I lost my gym suit. Goodie Gumdrops. I HATE gym. Nobody likes it, you have to take showers & do exercises & all. Phooey. The snow is so deep there may not be school tomorrow. YIPPIE.
January 14 Tuesday
I almost couldn’t get up this morning. I was supposed to attend a meeting at 2:30 for planning my Program (subjects) for next year in 9th grade. But instead I went over to Pat’s. We went downtown into this abandoned store & broke windows & all. We got a lift to his house & my mother picked me up. It was terrible coming home in the rain & snow. I got it too. I can’t go there any more.
January 15 Wednesday
Today they announced my name over the loudspeaker and told me to come down to the office!! I didn’t go because I didn’t know when to go, this kid was yakkin’ during homeroom announcements. Finally I went down at 8th Period when school was almost over and got my head yelled off. I have to study for the Mid-Terms. Ma said I’d get the Bongo Drums if I passed everything. I hope I pass.
February 28 Thurs.
Today Momma took me to the doctor & he took off the bandages. The scar is so ugly I can hardly bear to look at it. When I first saw it I said, “Oh no, is that my flesh?”
May 28 Wednesday
Today I was in lunch line. Everyone was talking & so was I. So all of a sudden some teacher—Mr. Lagumina pulls me out & sends me to the end of the line. So I asked him why and he said quote “For no reason” unquote. So then I said “Then why do I have to go?” With that he puts his hand on my neck & pushes me forward. I put his hand down then he pushed me across the hall & pasted me in the face & said to get in the office!! I had a big red hand-print on my face! Then this girl who works in the office—Joan—asked me what happened. Then I went to Mr. Jury. He didn’t do a thing. My mother’s coming up tomorrow. They ain’t gonna belt me.
Dear Pat,
Hi. Nobody loves me or wants me. I lead a dull uninteresting existence. At least you have your mother to turn to. I have Kathy but she isn’t near my locale. I am in homeroom now. There’s a bunch of chicks in here and they all hate me. Someday I’ll be a movie star that’s it!! And I’ll be rich and famous and have all the friends I want. Can’t you just picture some “dramatic chick” saying this:
You’re just a
star-struck
starry-eyed kid
Stella
So how’s tricks? I’m the “Earthy” type huh? Hell!!!!
Tuesday, October 30 1962
It is 2:30 a.m. and I can’t get to sleep. I can never get to sleep at night. Not even with sleeping pills. This is a pretty old diary. I was 13 when I had it. Now I’m 17 going on 18. Life has changed so much for me since then.
Here is the beautiful, pathetic story of one of the greatest names in history. It is the story of a young peasant girl who heard voices calling upon her to deliver her beloved France from its English conquerers. So greatly did the French people love her, that although she failed in her mission and died a martyr’s death, the memory of her short hour of glory carried her people on to ultimate victory.
Reprinted from “JOAN OF ARC,”
Classic Comic Books, 1954
chapter 6
The Mask of the Actor
So many times in life one must put on an act. There are so many situations where the true feeling must be covered by a more acceptable one. As a child I learned to don the mask when the occasion called for it. (Later I learned to don the wig.)
Christmas—1965
Dear Kathy,
Merry Christmas! I wish it were. Why can’t I stop feeling sorry for myself? I am so lonely, Kathy. It’s like I was in here. We must find a way to be together to help each other. I want to be at rest, at peace. I’m such a fucking self-imposed martyr. Everyone says I like to suffer. Why do I insist on being so unhappy? Please make me wise and make it snappy!
I think I will become a nurse and help humanity and just go on like that, never giving a care for myself and become an old maid.
I am a star because I have always felt so alienated and I project this feeling to others.
I am a mutant
A woman without a man is a slave without a master
Your voice will thrill a nation
You oughta shine as brightly as Jupiter or Mars
You’d be more than Barrymore
You’d be terrific at RKO
Jane Russell would have to go
A grief shared is half a grief
A joy shared is twice a joy
One hopes that Carroll Baker is being well paid.
Barbara Stanwyck just gambled her whole place away to Ray Milland.
I try to get what I want whenever it’s possible.
I was stage struck when I was around 4.
I want to operate on the highest level I can operate on.
When I was a child, the kids always called me Marilyn or Greta.
Recently when I was at Merv Griffin’s party a dyke came over to me and said, “Is your name Greta? You used to go to the Hayloft a few years ago and they used to call you ‘the actress.’” So everybody knew even then.
I can get very Joan Crawford about the whole thing. Thanks for the punch in the nose. The Hydrophobia Hop is a dance where your dogs go wild.
He’s got a lot of polish, he sells it after the show.
Why don’t you keep your bee-stung mouth shut, ya little chatterbox?
Who does your material?
Your tailor?
It doesn’t fit
Now darling, now please, I’ve come all this way down here from the Bronx on the B.M.T.
Dear Kathy,
First of all, please forgive me for not writing sooner. I’ve been so involved with my own identity, which has been so vague, and social commitments, basic living procedures, and affairs of the heart that for awhile I ceased to exist. Except for other people.
Don’t expect to see me for the holidays. I will not cease to be myself for foolish people, no matter how dear, for foolish people make harsh judgments on me that may hurt others that I love. As dear as certain members of the family are to me, I owe them nothing but what I feel for them. If what I feel for them is going to hurt me, then let it hurt me. Only the rejection will hurt. But it can never hurt me as much as I can hurt myself by not being myself. There is one thing I must tell you because I just found it to be a truth. I’m sure it must have come to you. You must always be yourself no matter what the price. It is the highest form of morality. We should both try to live it. You’ve got to always keep your heart and mind open. You can disguise your emotions, you can even numb them, and finally you can paralyze them. And that is tragic. Our emotions are the only clues to our identity. The only true meaning in life is passion. The passion to learn, to paint, to love, etc. Don’t dare destroy your passion for the sake of others. When you do you’ve lost the beauty of life, and that’s what a sin is. By robbing yourself of your very reason to exist, you have cheated. You must laugh when you must laugh, you must weep when you must weep, and you must love when you must love. I’m telling you this because we are in the same bag and also because I love you dearly. We are so close that you are actually a part of me and that part can never be taken away. You are always inside me, in my memory and in my heart. We should do a lot of exploring together. I’d like you to come to New York to live with me. By January I should have enough money. It’s time to live our own lives, and I hope we can enjoy a long, but not too long, relationship where we could share our room and board and ourselves. Hopingly presuming that we will both find lovers that will want us and need us to stay with them. As long as we have to grow up (and we really should, you know), let’s do it together.
Love always
Candy Darling
I have always found that social unacceptable people make the best lovers because they are more sensitive. Sandy spoke to me on the phone today and suggested a sex change. TRICKY MOTHER NATURE
I can be happy and fulfilled, I will never doubt it. I can not afford to. Each thought Each moment tuned to some great moving force
They don’t show love anymore in movies, just sex and violence. A man and a woman are no longer idealized in pictures but they are shown as a couple of dogs in heat.
What is it you wish?
I desire believing
Dear Yvonne,
I happened to watch The Movie Game, on which you were a guest, Monday June 8. I was about to turn it off and do the dishes when I saw you were on the panel. I’ll be honest, the first thought was, is she still beautiful? You were. I am glad to see your hair is still black and you wear a deep lipstick. I am only 22 and I’m somewhat of a celebrity myself. My name is Candy Darling and I am in Andy Warhol’s Flesh, etc.
The other women Edie and——looked awful in those atrocious clothes. Yours were not too hot either … you looked terribly top heavy. That jacket is awful, throw it out. You should never squint.
The face and clothes don’t go together. You see this beautiful woman’s face and this big bush jacket. Have you ever tried Helena Rubinstein’s face cream?
It matters not what men see. For they see but what is put in front of them.
I couldn’t show up at Genevieve’s party last night at the Plaza. Who knows, maybe Michael Sarne would’ve used me. No wonder Jane Fonda or Hedy LaMarr wants to come to the factory, they don’t want to see Holly. And everyone is sick to hear about Holly being nominated for an academy award. The idea! That she should be given an award just for being the slob that she really is. Andy, I saw her the other day at the Cookery. She had a beard with eye makeup on and a ripped sweater and ripped stockings and she was shaking like a leaf. She takes heroin and amphetamine and picks her nose in public. She has the vocabulary of a 10 yr. old. And the 3 outstanding stars got no awards. Viva, Brigit, and myself. Viva was the best thing you ever had. I’ll never forget that picture of her helping your mother into the hospital. It was a profile shot and she looked like the most beautiful woman in the world. You can’t really think she’s great. You just want to put something over on the public. You just want everyone to say, oh well, if Andy Warhol thinks she’s great she must be. Do you know she rushed over to Viva one day and said, oh Viva everyone tells me I look just like you and that I talk and act just like you. Viva told me and Geraldine that she was never so insulted in her life and she thought that Holly was the most ridiculous thing she had ever seen. Holly also thought she looked like Sharon Tate, this is when Valley of the Dolls came out, and just ask Jackie if you don’t believe me.
When you first met me you said I had such good ideas but you never fixed my teeth. I know Flesh was sold for 400,000 and made plenty here in N.Y.
Dear Kathy,
I was glad to hear from you. I was in Toronto, Canada, on a publicity tour with Andy. It was so exciting. Did you see my picture in Photoplay? What? You didn’t know? Yes my dear, your famous cousin has finally made page 5 of the January issue of our old bible. Remember how we used to pore over those fan magazines? Drooling over Liz and Kim—hating Debbie. Well now they can drool over me cause I’m famous and I’m beautiful! (In my 82 lbs. of makeup.)
I am so pissed. My manager called me tonight and told me about this new show “Applause.” It’s a musical version of “All About Eve” and it stars Lauren Bacall. Now my manager handles an actor named Tas it stars Lauren Bacall. Now Pengley. He’s very handsome, like Gregory Peck, but he’s a real conceited punk. He has an attitude like Laurence Harvey, asking me personal questions and acting so superior and snotty. Well, he has tickets for opening night. He was going to take Sandy but she can’t go so she asked him to take me because it’s a very Big opening. Now this fuck won’t because he’s too afraid of his image to be seen in public with me. He’s afraid of being read for being a fag—well I can get very evil. I’ll just tell everyone he’s a fag. I can get very Joan Crawford about the whole thing. Anyway I shouldn’t be acting like this.
Another frig in my life. My date for New Year’s Eve. Jim Hanafy. Get a load of this. New Year’s Eve I went out with Jim, Geraldine, and Leonard. When we were in the building where I live with my manager Sandy we asked the doorman to get us a cab. Now I can’t tell him to give the doorman a tip, can I? He never sees that doorman but I’m always making him get me cabs. So I gave him a dollar to give to the doorman cause he’s the man. Well when we got in the cab he still didn’t give the doorman the dollar, he stuffed it in his pocket. I said give me that dollar and rolled down the window and gave it to the doorman.
I just got over a terrific cold. I got it when we went to Canada. I think it was pneumonia or pleurisy because I was taking everything and couldn’t get rid of it. You see, I went up to the frozen north in a micro-mini and a monkey fur jacket. Oh, and my other coat was a plastic trench coat. I bought one of those wet look coats it was $70. I hate it. When it’s warm out the coat is warm when it’s cold out the coat is cold. The monkey coat is glamorous but not warm. A friend of mine (Andrea Feldman) killed herself and she had a new black mink coat. I would like to buy it from the mother but I don’t know her.
I found this great makeup for the lips. Max Factor’s “Geminesse” tawny tint and with it Max Factor’s lip gloss in the compact, but you need a lip brush.
My dear Pat,
I must say I am most surprised at not hearing from you in such a long period of time. I am very anxious to hear from you, please write immediately. You have been so good in the past, always sending such long letters full of news and photographs and I have always been the tardy one. It seems so unlike you that I sometimes wonder whether you are dead or alive. Since I have no way of knowing whether or not you will ever receive this letter I will keep it brief. Do you know that I sent a long very personal letter some months ago? I am very well and will have two films coming out soon. One is called “The Bar” (called later “Some of My Best Friends Are …”—ed.) It is a major film about homosexuals in a bar on Christmas Eve. I have a sizable part in which I am beat up and cry a lot. My name in the film is Karen and I wear all pink. It was one of the most enjoyable sequences of my life making that film. I have been in The American Cinema, Vogue, and right now I am in a film called Brand X, which is a satire of television. My name is on the movie marquee (at last!) I will send you a photo.
I must take the steps necessary to further my ability to function on the highest level I can operate on. I operate better as a woman.
I’d go in a burning building for you, if you fell overboard I’d jump in. 1/19/70
Be good, good, good, better, better, best, best, best you can be.
Real, real, very real.
Goodness sweetness simplicity
all the things you are
My goal is to be a beautiful woman, rich and married by 1971,
Sun. January 25, 1970
I used 1 oz. hair lightener 1 oz. wintercheat 1
oz. ermine
I want to be good just to be good.
When depressed—
Make yourself as pretty as possible.
1. Get hair done
No money? Do it yourself—
Do whatever you feel given to do.
Clean.
Visit Seymour.
I never had anything make me this sick before manhattans.
They were going to drive me into the city this morning.
1. a beautiful big house in Long Island and one in Calif.
2. learn languages & sew
3. Cabin on Lake Winnepesaskee
Rug for my room—color T.V. fall—new clothes white backless shoes. hormone treatment electrolysis. dog. fur coat—car—new house.
To whom it may concern,
Dear Sir,
This is just one letter to tell you how one person enjoys and appreciates the Route 66 program you show every weekday. The stories are so touching and meaningful. The acting is so real and true to life. I never knew how good this series was when it was on prime time. God bless television. Without it many would probably never see such great modern day stories. I am an actress myself and I wish you could tell me how I could find out where and how to obtain the script of
Hi Tommy,
Surprised to hear from me? I never thought I’d be writing to you. I’ve been up all night alone, wondering about my identity. I’m living on East 6th St. now with a straight couple and a couple of drag queens. One of the queens triggered me off, trying to look for an explanation for living in this strange stylized sexuality. She asked me when she got in drag what I felt she looked like. Male or female. I tried to tell her there is no feeling about it. Realization cuts feeling off. I tried to explain my identity as being a male who has assumed the attitudes and somewhat the emotions of a female. I’ve been slowly strangling my ego. With the ego and fear I haven’t many people to classify myself. The role is rather drab and without glamour and mystery. I don’t know which role to play. I would like to live with someone whom I could—
July Friday p.m. 1970
Today is Jim’s birthday. I am on the Long Island R.R. on my way to see him. I am suffering again. Desperately desire lover. Want to please a man. Despise my body. Will appeal to God to help me.
What type of society is it that every malcontent is free to rear their ugly head and shout for rights?
date: Saturday July 8, 1970
condition of hair: very dirty, heavy regrowth in back of head, light regrowth in front, tangled, not smooth
material: ultra blue-starting at back right to back left to left side to right side. left on 1 hr. - result lemon color roots few black spots. Born Blonde beautiful beige. 30 mins.
I will never break anyone’s heart or hurt anyone’s feelings. I will be good and helpful to people around me. I will work hard every day. Don’t be a fool. Anyone can be beautiful. At least anyone can have beautiful hair.
Always say and do whatever you feel but not obnoxiously as some rebels do. Stand up for what you believe in and do what you believe in. Be strong. Only a lack of humility and truth can defeat me.—Be a perfect angel.
The name you choose for yourself is more your own than the name you’re born with.
I am an irrestistible magnet with the power to attract unto myself everything that I divinely desire, according to my thoughts, feelings and mental pictures I constantly entertain and radiate. I am the center of my universe! I have the power to create whatever I wish. I attract whatever I radiate. I attract whatever I mentally choose and accept I am choosing accepting the highest and best in life. I choose and accept health success and happiness. I now choose lavish abundance for myself and for all mankind. This is a rich friendly universe and I dare to accept it for its riches its hospitality to enjoy them now.
I dreamt of a nightclub with the atmosphere of a beach. One wall a tide like an ocean, real sand, waiters dressed like beach attendants.
Dear Kathy,
It’s Wednesday morning Dec. 16, 1970, 5:30 a.m. I got up a little while ago. There is a storm outside. The wind is very scary. Every morning I have coffee and cookies for breakfast. I’m having it now. Thank you for the wind up toy and it’s always nice to receive a surprise. It’s a good thing you did not come to the party. I’m glad you didn’t. First of all, these unexpected people showed up and left a boy there who was mentally retarded. Every time I moved he would sit right next to me.
Jeremiah said, “Do you want to sit down in the next room?” (knowing he was cookoo) and the boy said, “No, I want to sit right here next to her” and every time I looked at him he’d look away in shyness. Well we looked in his wallet and found his name and address in Connecticut and called his parents at 2 a.m. He had been missing for two weeks (I was not surprised) and said they were grateful and they would drive right down and be at the apt. at 6 a.m. if it was all right with us. Naturally we said yes and at about 6:30 a very normal looking man with two sons appeared at the door and was very appreciative. There were tears in the eyes. It was very touching and Jeremiah even refused the $20 which the father pressed into his hand in gratitude which will give you a clue to his character. (I do hope the man didn’t hear me whispering “keep it we need it”) Ha Ha.
Between the time we notified the parents and we unloaded him, another drama took place. At about 3 a.m. there was a beating at the door. When the door was opened, a Negro prostitute dripping with blood was seen. We took her in and gave her a seat. She had been stabbed in the head, or slashed or something, and was bleeding all over. I did not know what to do for the poor thing but I felt faint from the shock of it. Jeremiah again acted wisely and called the emergency squad. A few minutes later the police were there. My guests were absolutely mortified and most of them left (all the nice ones). Those who are amused by this sort of spectacle stayed to see what would happen next. Besides the two events mentioned, there were several heated arguments. One of my dear friends spit in another dear friend’s face. I was not flattered when I saw the bathroom door had been beaten in and was lying on the floor. One girl had her clothes ripped off and fell on the bed in a flood of tears. There were, of course, the usual thefts (many of my presents), the animals had to go in hiding, Gary was yelling obscene things to people on the street, and Burt broke a bottle of bourbon on the kitchen floor. All in all it was a marvelous party dahling.
I was on television last Tuesday, you will be surprised to know. I did a song and dance and was interviewed.
There are men who are miserable creatures who only want to ogle girls and fulfill their own miserable lusts and then turn around and deny others like myself the right to have the most noble and worthwhile relationship with another.
I can survive without steak or even hamburger but not without love, integrity and idealism.
Candy’s need for success is very strong and so the man I love would have to put his own work aside to help me reach for the brass ring of stardom.
I enjoy being a woman.
clean entire house
do legs
hang light fixture
candles
note book
noxema - very light
—learn apache dance—
Nightclub Act.
Life size glamour photos of me
Loretta Young theme song music
I appear in a flannel night gown in a bed.
Later the explanation
that I can’t be real in an evening gown.
songs Getting to know you
Have I stayed loo long at the fair
Mirror Mirror from Follies
I’m Still Here
My name is Ronnie. I am very beautiful, spend a lot of time alone, and am very well respected. I collect beautiful clothes and pictures. No one is sure whether I am a girl or a boy.
We heard recently that Candy Darling is so much in love with her newest hearthrob/amour, that she is seen kissing him all around town. She holds him so close that people often remark that he not only smells of her perfume but is frequently covered with her lipstick. We also heard that he was living with her in Sam Green’s duplex penthouse. When asked how Sam feels about living with her “Ronnie,” she unashamedly revealed Mr. Green is in India and doesn’t know what it’s like. Furthermore she pays for everything he eats and loves it. Everyone was dying to meet him until Candy called one afternoon and said she would arrive with Ronnie. Weren’t we all surprised when Ronnie turned out to be a 9 week old Yorkshire Terrier pup, a gift from Candy herself. Speaking of lap dogs, although the exquisite blonde has been seen on a number of laps herself, she could hardly be referred to as a dog.
Ed
When I hold a little baby or a puppy in my arms, I know there must be some kind of God.
I dreamt that I was going to high school and I was in the hall on the telephone. I had Ronnie with me, who was only a little baby at the time and irresistible. He was in my parka asleep and I was talking to my grandmother long distance. These Negro boys came around me and were telling me to get off the phone and all saying I got to call my pussy and all crude things. I told them to just wait or go some where else and got into a little argument. They took my books and my parka with Ronnie and went outside. I got it back and when I went into the dark cafeteria to have lunch three other students joined me. I was telling this girl what happened and then I said where is Ronnie? I reached in my coat sleeve and brought out my hand with blood on it, which I thought was nail polish for a second because the thought of Ronnie bleeding in my coat was too awful. I reached in and brought him out. He was twisted backwards, wet with blood and silent, but still alive. I ran down the hall to the nurse’s office. The apathetic students just sat there. When I got to the nurse’s office I found the miserable bitch sitting down having her lunch. I showed Ronnie to her and begged her to help me, but she said she still had five minutes left of her lunch period and she was going to finish her tea first. At the same time I was talking to the innocent little dear broken in half. Please Ronnie don’t die, I wish it were me instead of you. It was here that I awoke. Immediately I called Ronnie to me and covered him with kisses but he just chewed my fingers.
I’m being a lady and look what happens—all my clothes are gone.
Now that I am attractive to men there isn’t a man I want.
Love is a delicate spirit that loses its essence under scrutiny.
What will I do in Italy to talk to people? They don’t speak much English and my Italian is very limited. After I say pizza, mozzarella and lasagne there’s going to be a big lull in the conversation.
Halloween is a long way off.
You’re always apt to being the target of someone’s bad joke. Or known to be unacceptable. Like you know you’re never going to meet someone’s mother.
help me to be less lonely.
Maureen O’Hara, The Foxes of Harrow
I think music can elevate the human spirit.
I ask for spiritual enlightenment
a husband—your choice
a career—utilizing wisdom
responsibility accepted
I would prefer to live in a more romantic age
when people danced together.
Call Viva get $ from Andy
I’d rather be a silly old fool than a lonely old woman
you see
I don’t think the sunrise is as good as the moonlight
Hip culture which has no grace
The noble savage—turning to primitivism
Irregularity keeps you from really living.
People who talk too much and don’t listen all have a problem.
Tonight I met Laurie—transexual. She goes to Dr. Rich. He gave her the famous silicone bust, which she claims is much softer than the implants, but I forgot to ask her whether she was talking about the fat tissue implants, which is done in Germany. She said she has a job as a barmaid but didn’t say where. She said she makes $2–250—a week. Also she said she is having the operation in 6 mo. Tiffany was there too, who I think is really gorgeous. I still cannot decide about the nose job. The sex change and everything else yes yes yes.
If I am going to be a woman, I want the whole thing: a home in the suburbs, a husband, and strange as it may sound, children.
I have just spoken to Taffy. She called me. I told her that I saw Anita Ekberg on television in a movie called “Screaming Mimi.” I told her how beautiful and alluring Miss Ekberg was and perhaps that is what we all want to be. Taffy said that she is in analysis and no longer thinks she is a woman and perhaps she should be a man. Bob (her lover) has already said he would accept her that way. She said it may take 3 years, but it is better than what she has this way. She said the reason we are the way we are is that we did not have suitable male identities when we were growing up. And just because we did not have suitable identities is no reason for us to think we are women. Perhaps she is right. She says it is $30 per visit and it would help. Maybe God is speaking to me through Taffy. I am going to go to the premier of Barbara tonight. It will probably be just a meaningless bore. I hope if it is, I can visit Carlos and get him to get me that coat!
I also spoke to Ron Link today (I called him) and he said to forget the play, that it was not enough time.
I am right now on the train on my way to N.Y. to the premier of Barbara. I will get to N.Y. Penn. Sta. in just enought time to take the subway downtown to the Garrick Theatre on Bleecker St., just in time for the end. Well maybe there’ll be a party afterward. My upper lip is all bumpy, I hope no one notices it. I feel I am rather through with men. Love of God will replace love of men, and actually I don’t feel I need a man. I don’t hate them or anything. I see men and sometimes I feel if I were to have a man I would like one like that. But I have no longings or crushes or anything. And yet maybe I’m always hoping, leaping to conclusions—what else is there to leap at except men. One keeps me in condition for another.
I know it hasn’t all been beer and pretzels for you either.
Lilli Lilli Lilli
personal considerations
sunburned psuedo virile types
they get a girl all confused then leave her that way
I have always been the goddess above it all, untouchable.
I explain my influence over men as simply this. I represent to many men a goddess who is untouchable, and yet a goddess who needs him to make her happy. I was born to be a queen and every time I come down from the throne I am humiliated for it and suffer many indignities.
This is my barbed wire dress. It protects the property but doesn’t hide the view.
Money doesn’t buy everything but it does buy some nice goodies—
He’s a very handsome man.
I wouldn’t have anything else but.
Welcome to the Ponderosa
No, it’s the White House but the President is out demonstrating.
Yes it is up to me. That’s kind of nice to say. It’s up to me.
If you ever do progress to a higher level of human awareness, Stay there and do not ever come down. Think not to glorify the self but the great schemer. Seek no approval or applause from man.
Where were you
Him—out. Her—out where. Him—look just leave me alone—she slaps him they fight! He beats her she runs into bedroom falls on bed crying. After she’s all cried out she very composed gets up slowly very dignified and walks calmly out of the room.
Dec.
I just finished doing my hair. I bleached it this morning (again I didn’t leave it on long enough) and I used balsam and Roux white minx rinse. I’m going to let it dry partly and reapply it. Yesterday in the mail I received a letter and wind up toy from Kathy.
There exists a whole subculture of people that are movie star oriented. There are many women who try to look like Elizabeth Taylor, Kim Novak, Veronica Lake, Jackie O.
You shouldn’t look so disapproving, Lavinia. It makes you look older and age will come soon enough to destroy that pretty face. A thing of beauty cannot remain so forever.
I’m a thousand different people. Every one is real.
The Moments
Love on a Two
Way Street
Mother,
Will you wake me up before you leave?
I need time. I’ve got to figure out what I am.
Candy Darling Candy Darling
Candy Darling
the manner in which you
answer the question and
not the specific answer
Broad road to destruction.
Do not allow the mind to be affected
by the world.
Human nature motivated by sin.
Opposition to God is bound to be punished
Following Godly will cost you
1. Repent 2. have faith 3. Obey
Dear Niel,
It was so nice to hear from you. I’m glad to see you are doing well. Everyone from Mervyn’s class is doing well. That’s because they are all so good (not as actors, as souls). Dana I know is in Japan giving the oriental populace a few thrills. Perhaps right now some suave Japanese man is showing Dana his junk. Some actors are so desperate to reach their goal that they never make it. I mean they reach their goal in the acting profession but never make it as people.
Tell Maria I said hello. Has anyone else over there even heard of me? By the way, I am in Jan. & Feb. Photoplay, Dec. Esquire, Dec. Nova, and the March issue of Vogue! I know I’m destined for stardom because when I walk along the street I sometimes see people staring at me and pointing. And the other day I overheard one woman saying to some man “I know where she belongs!” Also while uptown on a bus I had a tremendous black velvet slouch hat on, a trench coat, (knotted around the waist), and large dark glasses with aurora borealis trim, and when I put the two dimes in the machine the bus driver called me back and said “It’s thirty cents Greta.” Around the village I’m affectionately known as “the actress.” My friends have many pet names for me, like Marlene D-Train to Queens, Mamie Van Doorway or Diana Doorways. Instead of Audrey Hepburn, Tawdry Heartburn, Tana Lerner. All of these things combined (last week I went to IFA and was so glamorous that I overheard a man in the outer room gasp out loud). Also the receptionist told the agent I was trying to see that “this one must be seen to be believed.”
Everyone’s married and I plan to also. Yes Pat. I have decided to be sex changed. I am too female to be half & half. There is a very good book on the subject written by Dr. Harry Benjamin, “The Transexual Phenomenon.” I think you should read it, Pat, it would be fascinating to you both. Let me know what you think of this step I want to take.
You asked me about writing to Valerie Solanis. I think you should. I know she did a terrible thing but she has paid or is paying for it and she needs a friend. It is very thoughtful and kind of you and you should do it.
Imitations of Barbra Streisand living in cheap flea bag hotel.
Do you think I like eatin’ bean soup and peanut butter for strength and protein instead of steak? Well, I don’t like it. Do you think I like this mop of goldish red hair instead of the darkest ash blonde with tan pearl streaks? Well, I don’t like it and I don’t like wet cakes and day old bread either and I’m tired of going to beauty culture schools for a permanent. I’m just, tired, Frank.
Take your head out of the washing machine, mother, or you may get a sock in the puss. Talk about inflation. Do you know pumpernickle is now pumper dime. What a band—they only time they finish together is when they’re eating. If you’re driving, watch out for children, they’re lousy drivers.
The only thing to do is make a remake of Myra.
Myra watching television in crummy room. Brigitte Bardot picture closeups of Bardot and closeups of Myra looking envious. Next scene, Myra goes out to dept. store done up as Bardot, walks over to counter and asks man for sex? Before leaving store buys dynel fall, doesn’t have it put in bag, just puts it right on. Should be done in Macy’s.
Then imitating Barbra Streisand.
With high heeled boots, she whips furniture with a belt.
While she’s cooking, she’s yelling I gotta get that bastard’s money. I gotta get money—
CUT
next scene—colored boy or girl friend named Platinum—she half runs half walks across the room and hits him with her coal screaming Shut Up.
for Rona Jaffe
You better act right cause I’m gonna be in around here and I play favorites. Now sit in the corner and see if you can keep your bee-stung mouth shut. Ya little chatterbox two face—
She starts up
Take your nose job and get out.
She leaves furious.
MYRA I’m only kidding darling come back Rona.
Myra is beating eggs for Rusty faster & faster as she looks at his crotch.
Candy Darling is the worst woman in the world
as MYRA
Oh you Beautiful Doll
When I went into the beauty shop Cinandre the other day I went into the room to change into a smock and forgot which side to wrap it to.
All of the protests imbued with political views and social criticism that I am usually made to feel embarrassed by my lack of knowledge. I am used to watching television with my friend who is a U.N. diplomat and having him explain it all to me. Sometimes I may disagree on a point but I feel that he knows better than me. I’m not saying that all women should be like me. I’m just saying that my intention or guardian angel or whatever that steered me to a right thinking man steers me right away from Betty Friedan and Gloria Steinem. They both come across very hard to me and I don’t like hardness, especially in women. I’ve seen a certain hardness in certain men like Robin at Max’s K.C., but it’s a hardness that only covers up something good and gentle and I find that most exciting. But it is my opinion that Betty and Gloria are hard all the way down right to the bone marrow. That Betty has a purpose: I don’t know what it is but I have my suspicions. (I can’t forget the visual image of her standing on a platform in Bryant Park like a field marshal). I would chicken out on a real debate with her. It would take a man to stand up to her. I see the day coming when the words femme and butch will be more commonly used. I mean to be used for heterosexuals not just gay or bisexual. Think of the interesting types.
Female—Heterosexual—type—
Basic Butch—the drag type with femme overtones.
Raq. W. / J. Craw. / Jane Russell
Basic femme—Butch overtones Greta Garbo
Basic femme—femme overtones M.M.—L.T.
Relax you’ll tear my dress.
So what I paid for it.
Why does everyone dislike you so much? Because they’re all a bunch of phoneys. Even if they are all a bunch of the phoniest bastards in the world why do they all not like you? Whether they are or not, to strike fear in people is not a good thing to do and you will one day be sorry you ever did this. To argue a point with you is useless, you never give in and I know you feel this is your forte. Remember, you may win the argument and get the better of someone, but you lose a friend and create a feeling of bitter resentment.
If you’re so goddamned smart, did you know that your good friend that blonde German made 13 television shows over in Germany and I’m in practically every one of them. And Flesh is the biggest movie going over there and they (the Germans) asked for the stars to come over and Paul took Joe, Geraldine, and Jane Forth on a tour with Flesh. Jane didn’t have to go. Why should Jane go? Paul doesn’t even like her, he calls her that dumb thing, misery and Baby Biafra. But she’s so cooperative and does whatever they tell her. Why didn’t you get in touch with Bert? Now they’re going to promote Holly. Can you believe that? They’re sending Holly to all the photographers. She went to this big party with George Plimpton and Tammy Grimes. She’s in the Times and I’m the forgotten woman. George asked why I wasn’t being taken to Europe and Paul said “too much trouble, too too much trouble. Sandy’ll be up here and she’ll want to go and then they’ll be another fight. She has bad vibrations.” Don’t ever think you’re going to work for Tom Ward Agency because you never will. That’s when you started treating me like a piece of shit. You thought you were going to have a big important job.
Sunday August 29, 1971
Love is not for you yet. Work, be real, follow your intuition, spend time alone to learn truth. Be wise. The only real thing is to be alone and do your work. Be very careful about every move you make. The future depends on the present. Read this over every morning and add to it when you want. I must honestly say that I believe I am here for a life of suffering, sorrow, and longing and not to have it relieved until my death. Always have 5 dimes. And every telephone number. My heart is broken. I don’t believe he wants my love, that’s what I want, that’s what I need. That’s what I long for. That’s what I’ve never had and am afraid will not get. Will my life just be a torture test of endurance? To not be able to have what you love is the most bitter pill to swallow. But I hear that if you can learn to love God he will always be with you and you will not need human love.
Human love, that’s a good title for a picture. Whatever I get I can dedicate my life to beauty, love, and goodness. If God will give me my love, I will promise to always follow his guidance. Maybe Richard does love me. Maybe he thinks I don’t love him because I didn’t go to the movie with him and Paul Ambrose last night. I will try again. After all, he’s sensitive too. He kissed me on the back of my neck. He sang in my ear. He said something to the effect of falling in love at the party. It’s my consciousness that needs to be raised. Yet still I believe it cannot be. Am I in hell?
Monday, August 30, same time
I feel much better. Tonight I must pray for Chuck’s love to come to him.
I don’t mind that little smile around a person’s face when they talk about me.
Look for meaning.
Sermonette
I was always and still am to many who knew me, family, school mates, friends, an inferior (inadequate) person. In a second-class position. This is not to say that I was unable to draw affection, and even respect, but the affection was mingled with sympathy. The respect was given me because of my aloofness.
I feel like I’m living in a prison. There are so many things I may not experience. I cannot go swimming, can’t visit relatives, can’t go out without makeup, can’t wear certain clothes, can’t have a boy friend, can’t get a job. I see so much of life I can not have. I am living in a veritable prison.
It took place here in the house. Tryon was here spouting words of wisdom. I had been married to Elvis Presley. Larry S. was here, and Owen. Lightning was near. I came into the kitchen & saw Tryon taking money out of my mother’s drawer. I asked him what he was doing and he said it was a magic trick. Lightning struck the house. I ran into the bedroom. When I came out, Owen & Tryon were gone. I put on a black hat like Robin Hood and pancake makeup and followed him in the storm. He took a lot of money & left only a $10 bill.
Roux ¼ oz 18 - ¼ - 42 ½
peroxide
rapid hair lightener
Permanent color
5–50% grey select exact color and leave on
25 minutes to match natural color
To brighten natural color select 1–2 shades lighter and leave on 25 min. only.
For maximum brightness—
select desired shade & leave on 45 minutes. The lighter the color used the greater the lightening action.
For more than 50% leave color on 45 minutes.
For more than 50% for lightening & brightening grey select 1 to 2 shades lighter
Leave hair around 6
Virgin head leave fine hairs and ends until job is completed … leave 25 minutes keep it wet.
French Fluff 1 oz., oil bleach. 3 oz. peroxide, 3 oz. shampoo
Glamour bath. 1 oz. tint, 3 oz. peroxide, 3 oz. shampoo
Last night I saw a fabulous movie with Ginger Rogers, Doris Day (ugh!) Ronald Reagan, & Steve Conchran. It was called Storm Warning and they whipped Ginger Rogers. Yeah! She was a witness to a murder by the Klu Klux Klan and Doris Day’s husband Steve Conchran found out what she knew so he called the other members & they took Ginger to a big rally and two men held her and another whipped her. HA HA HA. Serves the dirty wench right. Then Ginger’s sister Doris Day arrived with Ronald Reagan (the district attorney) and the dope thought she was going to stop all these thousands of Klu Klux Klan members. (The bleach must be going to her brain.) Anyway she got shot right in the gut by her own husband, that’s what made it so fabulous.
79 First Ave.
Massapequa Pk.
New York 11762
Dear Werner …
I just finished watching The Damned and it reminded me to write to you. It is right that I do not write to you in so long. You probably do not want to hear from me anyway. Paul Morrissey told me when he met you in Munich he got the impression you were not very pleased by my performance. I was sorry to hear this. I do not know why people use me at such great expense. I don’t think I’m as good on film as on stage. I am like Candy Bergen. The two Candys are just alike.
anyway he is a troublemaker
I dreamed that some woman, a youngish looking woman, Lee Grant, was driving me to a hospital. There I saw Ron Glick, who had become rather deranged but was still attractive. The woman turned out to be his mother. He didn’t recognize me immediately. I said “Remember me? Candy Darling from Andy Warhol’s factory.” He put his arms around me and was laughing, when his mother was leaving he asked me to stay. I did. We realized that we loved each other. He begged me not to leave; I said I never would.
Dear Mrs. Vreeland,
I understand from Sam Green that you are interested in movie stars of the 1940s. Since I have spent the majority of my waking time watching old films on television, Mr. Green feels I should be by now an expert. I have divided these players into 5 categories.
Leading Ladies, Sultry Sirens, Ingenues
LL | Mary Astor - matronly, aristocratic |
SS | Evelyn Ankers - A lead in B horror films |
Jean Arthur - big star, comedienne & actress of the highest caliber | |
June Allyson | |
Lucille Ball - comedienne, actress | |
Lynn Bari - snobby, suitable for other women | |
Viviane Blaine - musical comedy | |
Joan Bennett - supreme actress & beauty | |
Joan Blondell | |
Ingrid Bergman - serious type | |
Talullah Bankhead - a true great | |
Joan Caulfield - big-boned blonde | |
Jean Crain - young, delicate, & sweet, very beautiful | |
Claudette Colbert | |
Joan Crawford | |
Bette Davis | |
Linda Darnell - dark beauty | |
Olivia de Havilland | |
Yvonne de Carlo | |
Marlene Dietrich | |
Joan Fontaine | |
Alice Fay | |
Jane Frizee | |
Greta Garbo | |
Judy Garland | |
Greer Garson - heroic | |
Paulette Goddard - spunky | |
Betty Grable | |
Rita Hayworth | |
Betty Hutton | |
Ruth Hussey | |
Katherine Hepburn | |
Susan Hayward | |
June Haver | |
Jennifer Jones - glamorous in white fox | |
Adele Jergens | |
Hedy La Marr | |
Carole Landis | |
Ida Lupino | |
Veronica Lake | |
Marie McDonald | |
Maria Montez | |
Marian Martin | |
Mary Martin |
D. McGuire
Character Actors | |
Natalie Schafer | Donald Duck |
Jane Darwell | Mickey Mouse |
Cecil Kellaway | Charles Coburn |
Walter Brennan | Judith Anderson |
Charles Laughton | Charlotte Greenwood |
Clifton Webb | Ethel Barrymore |
Edward G. Robinson | Spring Byington |
Billie Burke | Butterfly McQueen |
Monty Wooley | Hattie McDonalds |
Juvenile Stars | |
Roddy McDowell | |
*Natalie Wood | |
*Elizabeth Taylor | |
*Jane Powell | |
Shirley Temple | |
*Jennifer Jones | |
*Margaret O’Brien | |
(special award oscar) | |
*Mickey Rooney? | |
*Judy Garland | |
Deanna Durbin | |
Skip Homier | |
Dwayne Hickman | |
*Peggy Ann Garner |
also discovered in late 40’s
Arlene Dahl - Tony Curtis
Ava Gardner - Janet Leigh
Shelley Winters - Debbie Reynolds
English Imports
Vivien Leigh, Laurence Olivier
Jean Simmons, James Mason
Deborah Kerr, Merle Oberon
Greer Garson, Stewart Granger
Bob Hope, Lily Palmer
People you love to hate
Strange Ones & specialists
Vincent Price - Boris Karloff - John
Carradine
Bela Lugosi, Sydney Greenstreet,
Gale Sondergard, Peter Lorre
Mae West, Sonja Henie
Mercedes McCambridge
Gene Autry, Roy Rogers & Dale Evans
Lon Chaney, William Boyd (Hop)
For Vogue
Whenever I get tired of getting made up and I feel blah and wearing dark glasses and just withdrawing in general, I do just that, I take a day and do whatever I want. Read, go to a movie, rest, watch T.V., and eat. Go to the A&P and buy everything, come home and eat it. Visit a friend, go shopping, in general get “revitalized.”
No romance in my life, so I feel it is best that he does not call. Even though I long to be loved by a man, I know it cannot be. I must live without love. It is the cross I must bear. I must accept what is.
I think I see a place where I could use a silicone injection above the upper lip and near the nose.
The Greta Garbo Home for Wayward Girls
I’ll be waiting in the other room, you’ll recognize me. Just look for the blonde on the divan. I’ll be wearing a warm heart in my left lapel.
You are what you Eat Salad
1 head lettuce (iceburg or romaine)
2 sliced tomatoes
anchovies
½ cup walnuts
separate 3 egg whites
use yolks
whip yolks
2 T olive oil
whip
½ t dry mustard
½ oregano
wee bit of lemon - now work it
add a flurry of salt
Tonight I met a boy who wants to be my slave. He calls me goddess. Kathy, I don’t think you can understand these things. You are so simple and I so jaded—not really worldly, let’s say.
You will be surprised to know that Jane Fonda’s husband Roger Vadim, who was married to Brigitte Bardot, is in love with me. I was out with him last night. He told me he loved me so much that he would fight a war for me. I gave him a silver ring with a turquoise. He kisses me and holds me in public because he is truly innocent and cares not what people think. I always feel I have to protect him. We have not been to bed together.
Last night was the last night of my two week play and at the end I changed it around. I played a woman who invited her ex-family over for a reunion. It was called “The Reunion.” Her family did not like her because she is mad. I felt the play lacked sufficient drama and did not allow me to show everyone what I am capable of doing, so because it was the last night and because Vadim was there, I changed the ending. I went into a long monologue, laughing, screaming, and crying. When the writer (who is also the director and also works the lights) saw this, he turned out the lights but I kept on, even on a black stage! Actually it wasn’t even a stage, it was the back room of a bar on East 3rd St. called the Old Reliable. After the show everyone was coming over to meet Vadim. I didn’t know how to act, because when average people meet someone who is famous they think that they can turn over their problems. Even the owner of the bar was telling Vadim of his problems, how he’d like to have a bigger place, etc. But Vadim has this quality of being like a savior. And I know I have a look of refinement and nobility which is sometimes thought of as being angelic and ethereal. Perhaps people think my touch will heal them. Why must I be deified? It is such a burden. I don’t know what else to say, I better end this letter. Be sure never to throw my letters away but put them in a safe place as someday they are sure to be worth money, and it will be your good fortune to be prudent now. Besides, I may wish to look them over myself someday when I write my memoirs. When will your telephone work? Would you like me to visit sometime? I would love to come with my manager, Sandy, or a boy friend. Yes, in spite of all the places I’ve been I’m still not able to take care of myself. Write to me soon, I’m sorry for the delay.
Love
Candy
Dear Kathy,
Please tell me why you haven’t written to me by now. I mailed you a letter some time ago and it is not like you not to write. Didn’t you get my letter? I would be absolutely sick over it, so don’t lie. I wrote all about my affair with Roger Vadim, Jane Fonda’s husband. I will die if you didn’t get that letter. I was in Vogue March 1 and March 16.
What do you mean I’m not alluring enough, maybe my name isn’t Tondelaya but I’ve brushed off more men than the porter at the Waldorf.
There are people that wanna be that can’t be so they put something on so they can.
I already know a lot of people and until one of them dies I couldn’t possibly know anyone else.
Everyone needs some portion of Leadership. Look for opportunities to be of service. Set definite goals—plan purpose and strive to be the best thing you can be
weigh the consequences
Conscientious leadership spreads divine light and love. Be patient—wait for the right time. Temptation to quit and take it easy.
inspiration
ask holy spirit to breathe into you
Do what you can because there are many things that need doing.
Maybe by the time my nails are a decent ladylike length I will be rehearsing for a play, maybe the one Jeremiah and Burt are writing for me (if it’s any good). I like the title, “Camille’s Cough.” Do not know what is happening for Thanksgiving. It snowed, so Warren and Mary Ann did not come down. I am going to call Senator Halpern tomorrow for my mother. I told my mother I want Diana (Burt’s sister) to come and live with us if I get a show. She can be my maid and companion. Please God if you hear me, grant this wish, Jerry Bradley wants to help me with a nightclub act. Luciano says I can open in the back room of his bar. Jeremiah said Eileen thought I was so beautiful.
It is now November 24 about 4:00 a.m. Today is my birthday and I am happy. Ron Link called me and told me that Jackie did not show up at Ron Delsener’s office. I want to do “Glamour Glory & Gold” more than anything. I will have to wait around Max’s some night until Jackie comes in and bargain with it. My nails were completely bitten to the quick last night and I have promised myself that I will never pick or bite my nails again and from now on I will apply RRP nail conditioner every night. Tomorrow I will have to wax my arms. Jeremiah is such a dear, he called and wants to have a party for me. I hope we are friends forever.
I am not a genuine woman but I am not interested in genuineness. I’m interested in the product of being a woman and how qualified I am. The product of the system is what is important. If the product fails, then the system is not good. What can I do to help me live in this life? I shouldn’t be disturbed all the time. The main thing is will. I benefit by it.
Saturday June 3, 1972 8 p.m.
Steven is here. Last night I went to the Everything is Everything ball. It was fabulous. I met a lesbian who was tall, strong, and beautiful. There was a model there who was so beautiful she made me look like a frog. It’s all so unreal. I met a man there English Taylor introduced me to worth 20 million, but Taylor exaggerates. He said I was so beautiful it was staggering. He finally left and I was left with the lesbian. She was marvelous, she looked like a young boy. I became very depressed I couldn’t get the guy I wanted. I am filled with frustration and anxiety. Last night I prayed I would die and pictured myself in a coffin having the lid slammed down shut, thrown in a grave and dirt thrown on top and a steam roller going over my grave. I feel that hopeless and forsaken. I’d do anything for the right lover but I guess I don’t do the right things. I received some pictures in the mail today from A.I.P. I looked just awful. I do want to get my nose done and electrolysis. I have to go to Gertz to buy the perma-tweez. I’ll try it, I hope it works. I don’t think I want to be a woman anymore, I can’t be. I’m too strong. I think when I come back from France I’ll go to another city like San Francisco or something and live as something else, but a creme puff I’m not. There is a strong side to me. I want to be like Terry. No more mistakes though, and no more laziness. I’ve got things to do and I won’t rest until they’re done. I don’t have to act like a woman or a man, just be myself. Maybe I’ll go through primal therapy.
My father just called. I told him of my plans to go to Paris. He said, “Don’t be too easy.” I think he’s right. In closing he said, “Good luck Jim.” From now on maybe it would be best to live as a robot for other people and not look for self gratification and self glorification. I do have feelings for other people and it should make me happy to make others happy, but I’m very sure that there is no love or personal happiness for me in this world, this is an incarnation where I must work it out to make up for the past and provide for the future. Today was caused by the past and the future depends on today.
I just saw a picture with Aldo Ray when he was young. What a hunk of man, I’d love to have a man like that—tonight! I feel like getting dressed up and going out looking for a man. I mean I’m desperate.
I’m in hot water if she ever finds this letter. I am going to pray so not to see this person anymore. Last night she wore striped bell bottom pants with white go-go boots that had bells on them. These boots are so designed that they are suitable only for a short dress. They’re the kind that are cut out in the front and have a bow. Also a silver leather coat with a belt from the early ’50s. Are you getting the picture? Isn’t this beauty? A green tiny head band scarf with white polka dots. A leather beatnik pocketbook. She looks like a walking junk shop.
I don’t like to go out with people who do not feel they are my social equals. People that are too nice to me. Tonight I went out with Jeremiah and his friend whatsisname. Jerry met me at Lincoln Center and we had a drink (Irish coffee) at a bar. Then we went back to Lincoln Center (the fountain) and met whatsisname. Then we walked over to take the bus on Broadway and who did go riding by on a bicycle but Bradford Riley. We were programmed to meet, I know it. I knew I would meet him today. Because I am wearing the black skirt and printed blouse. It is the 3rd time he has seen it. The last time was at the premiere of Barbara. The time before was the play Arresties.
To think I once loved him. I am sitting next to a primitive and there is one sitting across from me. I hate riding with scum and that’s just what they are: hard faces and they both have their feet up. Naturally they are scrutinizing me with their hard eyes and talking childish voices. Do I still love Brad? I don’t think so, but I do like him as much as I can like any man who is that attractive to me. If he were mine I’m sure I would wear him as proudly as a diamond brooch. I told him to call me.
It is 10 P.M. I am waiting for a phone call from a taxi cab driver I met last night. He was young and very beautiful. I hope he doesn’t call. He knew who I was, having seen me on television. He drove us uptown to 42nd street where I dropped Andy Milligan off. Then he took me uptown to 77th between Madison and 5th Ave. where I went to visit Jim and Leonard. I told him (David Spalding) I lived there and gave him the telephone number. I also told him I would be on L.I. and gave him the telephone number here. I told him to call at 10 or 10:30.
As a girl you’re entitled to certain hopes, certain needs. You have a right to expect that there will be a special place for you. These feelings are luxuries to me.
Hi Dear,
How are you? I have a new secretary—his name is George. He’s only 18 years old but very wise. My hair is butter blonde and I have a Carroll Baker look. I love Carroll Baker, don’t you? Doesn’t everybody? Who doesn’t?
I sure wish we all could get together this summer. Remember that loveable cottage on Lake Winnepesaukee? I still remember the people’s name—Horn. It would be just so wonderful if we all could rent it for a week, you and Bob, George and I. What do you think? It’s so private and such a beautiful lake. Don’t worry about George, he does what I tell him! Just like Joan Crawford in Queen Bee. In Mildred Pierce, in Harriet Craig, George and I love Joan Crawford. We saw her in a film called Berserk! It was supposed to be a horror film but it was really a laugh riot. Joan owned a circus this time and all these performers were getting killed in gruesome ways. Diana Dors was in it and she was sawed in half. You remember Diana Dors, don’t you? England’s answer to Jayne Mansfield? Oh, you remember, a real cheap looking tomato with a tremendous bust, platinumized hair, big lips, a hard trashy face. She got hers the day after she was discovered in Joan’s boyfriend’s trailer, portrayed by some young stud type. Oh, it’s a real must-see.
This, I hope, will amuse George.
I’ll never forget the night Sandy, George, and I came home from the Sanctuary. When I asked her if I could stay over with George, she said she didn’t know where we would all sleep as Gil Gerard was staying over. What can I say? I was stunned. Gil was one of the most gorgeous studs on the set. I mean real A-1 top quality grade A male flesh. I hoped to God he wasn’t sleeping the bed but on the sofa. My highest hope was that perhaps since we were coming in so late he would make an excuse to leave early and get dressed and get out. But my hopes were not realized. When we arrived at the apartment somewhere around 6 a.m., Sandy rang the bell cursing him and saying she hoped he hadn’t left with the key. I said a silent prayer of thanks. However there was no reason to be thankful. Gil opened the door in nothing but his undershorts displaying a marvelous set of biceps, a deep rippled chest and muscular thick legs covered with a golden brown down. What a majestic sight! What a lump in the throat I got when walking into the apartment. I discovered much to my dismay that gorgeous Gil had been sleeping in the spider’s web and would probably continue (after he plunged into Sandy for awhile) I felt. It was useless to hope for Gil and Sandy to just fall off to the land of Nod like a couple of tired children and it was useless. All I could concentrate on for the rest of the morning was the grunting and groaning and the sounds of the bed creaking. Gil left around 9 a.m. I was still too stunned to sleep, being persecuted to capacity. As Mr. Right was going out the door he saw I was not asleep and said goodbye. His face seemed to be saying to me it’s really you I love mentally it was all you. But then I am not mentally well.
STARDUSK
When you stroll into a party
and the heads neglect to turn
when you’re sipping a Bacardi
and your face begins to burn—
… that’s stardusk
When the dinner’s in your honor
but your honor doesn’t matter
When you’re making a profound statement
and guests begin to chatter—
… that’s stardusk
When the glitter on your eyelids
and your sequins start to tarnish
when pancake fails to do the trick
and the next resort is varnish—
… that’s stardusk
When the spotlight slowly dims
and you’re regretting all your sins
when memories that you hold so dear
are all thats left of your career
… that’s stardusk
To whom it may concern
By the time you read this I will be gone. Unfortunately before my death I had no desire left for life. Even with all my friends and my career on the upswing I felt too empty to go on in this unreal existence. I am just so bored by everything. You might say bored to death. It may sound ridiculous but is true. I have arranged my own funeral arrangements with a guest list and it is paid for. I would like to say goodbye to Jackie Curtis, I think you’re fabulous. Holly, Sam Green a true friend and noble person, Ron Link I’ll never forget you, Andy Warhol what can I say, Paul Morrissey, Lennie you know I loved you, Andy you too, Jeremiah don’t take it too badly just remember what a bitch I was, Geraldine I guess you saw it coming. Richard Turley & Richard Golub I know I could’ve been a star but I decided I didn’t want it. Manuel, I’m better off now. Terry I love you, Susan I am sorry, did you know I couldn’t last I always knew it. I wish I could meet you all again.
Goodbye for Now
Love Always
Candy Darling
Tinkerbell HI!
Life is only what you make it.
Sing along and show that you can take it.
Get in the swing and sing, darn ya, sing.
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