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UNE AFFAIRE
DE FEMMES

Editor JENN Y VÅGA N 

They have attained the status of legend in their own right, inspired generations, been 
muses to directors, writers and poets. Some have achieved it with unlimited ambition 
and others with passion, or a canny sense of business.Whether their craft came from 
pure talent, raw emotion or a longing to make great art, these women are all united by 
their personal strengths and approaches to their profession. In this literary portfolio we 
have selected female writers who have celebrated actresses and the personalities behind 
the façade of the screen. From Simone de Beauvoir, to Joyce Carol Oates, Susan 
Sontag and Patti Smith, we wanted to look at the curiosity and admiration that 
actresses have provoked. Intrigued by the mystery they possess, there is also a degree of 
identification. Perhaps in the very notion of not revealing it all, we find magic.

B Y  
JOYCE CAROL OATES

hat a sleek hot-skinned little rat-beauty she was. No one 
like her in all of Hollywood.
Ohhhh, God. The Blond Actress got high staring & staring. 
Essence of Brunette. No need to bleach her pubic hair, 

eh? The Blond Actress’’’s dark sister. 
 Yet in her presence, the Blond Actress was shy. It was the Brunette who 
approached her smiling & seductive. Both women had come to the party 
(in a Venetian palace of a house overlooking a Bel Air canyon & in the 
near distance mists as of Shangri-La) without male escorts. (Yet both 
women were married. Or were they?) The hot-skinned little rat beauty 
from rural North Carolina. The L.A.-born Okie meringue beauty. The 
one talked & smoked & laughed like a man from the gut, the other emit-
ted faint breathy laughing noises as if not knowing what they were & 
meant. Oh, the Blond Actress was tongue-tied & stammering & too tall; 
& heavier than the Brunette by twenty pounds. What a sad, fat cow I am. 
 They were on a balcony. Night air & mist. The Brunette was saying, 

“Why take it so seriously? - acting.” 
 Had they been discussing this subject? What subject? The Blond 
Actress was confused.
 Was she drunk? At the long, long dinner she’d been toasted, for Some 
Like It Hot was a hit. Another hit for MM. A masterpiece & MM’s best 
performance. She wasn’t drunk though she’d had (how many?) glasses of 
champagne that evening. And before dinner, at somebody’s house? Nor 
had she had medication, she could recall. Not since whenever it had been, 
in somebody’s car.
 The Brunette had soared to fame & notoriety years before the ascen-
sion of Marilyn Monroe & yet was not much her elder.
 Saying, “Acting, the movies, it’s mostly shit,” & the Blond Actress pro-
tested, “Oh, but! - it’s my l-life,” & the Brunette said in derision, “Bullshit, 
Marilyn. Only your life is your life, Marilyn.” It would not escape the 
Blond Actress that her dark-mirror sister had been sent to her, an emissary, 
to deliver a profound truth; yet it was not a truth the Blond Actress could 
accept. She winced & said, almost pleading, “Please? Don’t call me 
‘M-marilyn’? Is that to mock?” & the Brunette stared & contemplated her 
for a poignant movie moment as if pondering Is she deranged? or only drunk? 
Such rumors you heard in Hollywood, of MM. She said, “Why do you say 
‘Is that to mock’? I don’t understand.” The Blond Actress said eagerly, 
“You could call me ‘N-norma.’ We could be friends.” How wistful, the 
Blond Actress’s voice. “Sure, we could be friends. But Norma’s a bad-luck 
name.” (Meaning Norma Talmadge had died a junkie’s death not long 
ago.) The Blond Actress said, hurt, “I think it’s a beautiful name. It’s for 
Norma Shearer who was my godmother. It’s mine.” “Sure, Norma. 
Anything you say.” “ But it is.” “Right. It is.” All evening at the dinner 
table they’d been eyeing each other, assessing. Their mega-millionaire 
producer host had seated the Blond Actress & the Brunette at opposite 
ends of the table, as ornamentation. The Blond Actress in sexy white silk 
low-cut to her navel & the Brunette swathed in elegant purple. The Blond 
Actress reticent & the Brunette a raconteur like a man. Except for her size & 
body & that face, she’s a man. Oh, God. It was said of this Hollywood actress 
that she fucked like a man. Took sex where & when she wanted, like a 
man. (But which man?) She’d been married young & divorced & married 
& divorced; married to famous wealthy men & she’d walked away from her 
marriage like one slipping out a back door unencumbered & without re-
gret & no backward glance. Women don’t behave this way! How many times 
she’d had abortions it was speculated. She boasted she had no maternal 
instinct. Was she a secret lesbian, or not-so-secret. She’d become one of 
the world’s highest paid film actresses yet liked to shock by saying frankly, 

“Y’know, I don’t know a shit about acting. I’ve brought nothing to this 
business. I don’t respect it. It’s a living. You don’t have to get down into the 

actual dirt like in porn or turning tricks.” It was said of the Brunette 
beauty that she walked through her film roles performing scene after 
scene in whichever order the director directed, with few retakes. If it was 
good enough for the director, it was good enough for her. She rarely read 
a script through & knew & cared little of her co-actors’ roles. She memo-
rized her lines by scanning them swiftly while being made up & costumed. 
She had a passion for gambling & a gambler’s quick cunning shallow mind. 
She had a perfect body, not so busty as the Blond Actress, nor with the 
Blond Actress’s billowy rear. She had a perfect face with defined cheek-
bones, subtly heart-shaped, a delicately cleft chin, & lustrous dark eyes. 
You saw that face & thought of Botticelli. You thought of classic Greek 
sculpture. Certainly you didn’t think of Hollywood CA in 1960 & still less 
did you think of Grabtown NC in the early 1920s. If I could be this woman! 
Yet myself, inside. 
 The Blond Actress heard herself saying in a raw scratchy adolescent 
voice, “See, I’m an actress? It is my life! That’s why I want to do my best. 
It’s my best self that is the actress.” With bemused disdain the Brunette lit 
a cigarette as a man might light it, one-handed, not with a lighter but 
with a match expertly struck, & exhaled smoke, making the Blond 
Actress’s eyes tear & saying, not unkindly, very like an elder sister, “Your 
best for who, Norma? For the fans? The Studio bosses? Hollywood?” The 
Blond Actress said, “No! For -” For the world. For time. To outlive me. She 
faltered, eyes widened in perplexity, alarm. “For -” The Brunette’s beau-
tiful long-lashed eyes were so fixed upon her, so seductive. Hypnotic. She 
was trembling & could not think. In a rush of recollection with the force 
of a Benzedrine hit she saw Harriet’s imperturbable dark gaze, & tendrils 
of smoke rising across that face. My dark seductive sister. My rat sister. The 
Brunette was saying, “Why get so agitated? You’re MONROE. What you 
do is MONROE. Every movie you make from now on can be a box-of-
fice failure, but you’re MONROE for life. You’ll be MONROE after life. 
Hey.” Seeing the look on the Blond Actress’s face. But I’m alive! I’m an 
alive woman. “Nobody can play the blonde like you. Always there’s a 
blonde. There was Harlow, and there was Lombard, and there was Turner, 
and there was Grable; now there’s Monroe. Maybe you’ll be the last?” The 
Blond Actress was confused. What was the subtext here? Or was there no 
subtext? Some evenings, if she’d been awake too long, now her husband-
the-playwright (as Hollywood deferred & condescended to this mystery 
man) had departed for New York City at her behest, & again she was liv-
ing alone in Hollywood like one floating on an iceberg in the midst of a 
turbulent ice sea, not just her spoken words but her thinking became 
scrambled. She could feel thoughts cracking & breaking apart. Out of the 
anguish of ceaseless thinking & self-blaming there had arisen the antidote 
for anguish, which was disintegration & madness & that blasted-clean 
look of Gladys Mortensen’s gaze & this Norma Jeane both knew & re-
fused to know; this was the secret subtext of her life. The Brunette may 
have guessed some of this. The Brunette was powerfully attracted to the 
Blond Actress. The way, as a girl living on her family’s rundown farm in 
North Carolina, she’d been attracted to wounded things: the young 
chicken, once beautifully feathered, now missing feathers & pecked at & 
bleeding & doomed, having aroused the mysterious fury of other chick-
ens; the runt of a sow’s litter, unable to nurse & doomed to be trampled, 
pummeled, even devoured by other pigs… So many of these, the wound-
ed. You wanted to save them all. As a child, you wanted to save them all. 
 The Brunette said, “Hollywood pays. That’s why we’re here. We’re 
higher-class hookers. A hooker doesn’t make a romance of hooking. She 
retires when she’s saved enough. Movies aren’t brain surgery, honey. Not 
delivering babies.” Babies? What had this to do with babies? The Blond 
Actress said, confused, “Oh I’d be – I’d be ashamed, talking like that.” The 
Brunette laughed. “There’s nothing much that can shame me.” Yet the 
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Blond Actress persisted. “Acting is a l-life. Not just for money. It’s – you 
know. An art.” She was embarrassed to speak so passionately. The 
Brunette said sharply, “Bullshit. Acting is only acting.”
 But I want to be a great actress. I will be a great actress!
 Pitying her maybe. Seeing that look in her eyes. The Brunette changed 
the subject & began to speak of men. Witty & cruel. Men they knew in 
common. Studio bosses, producers. Actors & directors & screenwriters & 
agents & the shadowy shifting inhabitants of the fringe culture. Sure, she’d 
fucked Z “on my way up. Who hasn’t?” She’d fucked, years ago, “that sexy 
little dwarf-Jew Shinn” & she missed I. E. even now. There was Chaplin. 
In fact, there was Charlie Sr. and there was Charlie Jr. There was Edward 
G. Robinson Sr. and there was Edward G. Robinson Jr. “Those two, Cass 
& Eddy G: your buddies too, Norma, eh?” There was Sinatra, she’d been 
married to for a rocky few years. Frankie, who’d lost her  
respect when he’d tried to kill himself with sleeping pills. “For love. For 
me. Somebody called an ambulance, not me, & they saved him. I told him, 
‘You shithead. Women take sleeping pills. Men hang themselves or blow 
out their brains.’ He’ll never forgive me, but other women, even more 
he’ll never forgive.” The Blond Actress said hesitantly how much she  
admired Sinatra’s singing. The Brunette shrugged. “Frankie isn’t bad. If 

you like that American white-guy crooning crap. Me, I go for down-dirty 
Negro music, jazz & rock. As a fuck, Frankie was OK. If he wasn’t drunk 
or doped. He was wired. A quivery skeleton with a hot prick. But noth-
ing like his wop buddy what’s-his-name – you were married to him, 
Norma, for a while. In all the papers, we read about you two.” Nudging 
the Blond Actress, winking. “ ‘Yankee Slugger’ he liked me to call him. 
Got to hand it to the wops, eh? At least they’re men.”
 The look on the Blond Actress’s face. From some distance, this was be-
ing observed & preserved & one day would be replayed in indistinct yet 
classic black & white. The sexy rat-beauty Brunette in purple silk laugh-
ing & taking hold of the Blond Actress’s stricken baby face in both hands 
& kissing her full on the mouth. 
 Essence of Brunette, essence of Blonde.

Monroe wanted to be an artist. She was one of the few I’d ever met who took all 
that crap seriously. That’s what killed her, not the other. She wanted to be ac-
knowledged as a great actress and yet she wanted to be loved like a child and 
obviously you can’t have both. 
 You have to choose which you want the most.
 Me, I chose neither.   

ELL, MY ANGEL – this is the first Sunday and no work. 
Have a cold and antibiotics keep me in shape to work. 
Voice doesn’t matter which still seems funny. Entire film 
will be dubbed. Still, they fell into each other’s arms 

when I played the first scene words and all. They are not used to that. 
They more or less mouth their lines like we do when we shoot a song 
and the soundtrack is playing. They do a silent picture and concentrate 
on the expression and the eyes and say the words rather tonelessly. I had 
a hard time playing to De Sica because there was no meaning to the lines. 
This all happened after they had just gotten over the shock that I was 
there in time, or there at all. The politeness is killing me. After the day’s 
work, which was two lines at a time at the most and over my shoulder (I 
had to remind them gently that this was Cinemascope and I would be on 
the screen in full shots e.t.c.) I was kissed and hugged for performing 
molto bene bellissimo and: “How do you do it with all the expression in 
your eyes and in the voice.” I should have been a silent Film Star or 
Italian to start with. They sure have an easy life. Also found out that 
Lollobrigida and Sophia Loren, Mangano, e.t.c. don’t even dub them-
selves. They have other actresses dub for them. Their accents are too 
low-class for Rome consumption, also their acting talent when they 
speak.
 The young girl in the film is called Trundy. Never made a film and 
looks not only 12 years old, but also has my color hair and complexion 
plus a few freckles. I thought they were kidding because in the script 
there is a lot of talk of her being 22, but to choose the same color hair for 
the other woman in the same film seems ridiculous. Everybody says it 
wasn’t his fault and that’s how it was until at midnight we saw the rushes 
in the local cinema and I saw her on the screen I finally said to Sam 
Taylor who takes director’s credit on the screen, “I don’t think it’s funny 
anymore.” He then asked me to put my foot down and ask the producer 
to change the girl. He said he couldn’t do it. Well, you know that my 
hands are tied, because I can see the stories in print when the girl returns 
home: I was jealous, she looked too young e.t.c.
 De Sica gambles all night at the Casino and I see him only during the 

day when we work. He is charming, but a little stiff, very conscious of 
his profile, this being the first part of an elegant man and lover. His 
makeup is thick and pasty and I told them last night: that in America 
people will laugh at a man who looks made-up, men don’t make up with 
grease in Hollywood. For color they have a water-soluble makeup 
which does not show, just for color sake. Sam Taylor said: “I know noth-
ing about all these things.” The little, very good cameraman was very 
sad and De Sica was still gambling and had not seen anything. I sug-
gested they get another makeup man and make tests with De Sica before 
we get into the indoor scenes, which, by the way, will almost all be made 
here in the actual Hotel lobbies, restaurants, gambling rooms. There is 
very little left for studio work in Rome, which is very disturbing, be-
cause I looked forward to a dressing room and calm studio work instead 
of this location business where you have to change behind your retinue 
spreading their skirts. No mirror, no light, no place to stretch out or take 
your clothes off in this heat.
 My wardrobe girl only speaks Italian and I understand everything she 
says but I still cannot speak it. Some words which don’t make sense at all 
I have to ask for, like who can know that Left is sinistro, although Right 
is diritto, which makes sense. Pronto is the most important word on the 
set. And I run like the circus horse when I hear it. 
 The Hairdresser is very good and speaks French so we can communi-
cate. Guilaroff will leave soon which I don’t regret, but if I hadn’t brought 
him I would have had more sleepless nights before I got here than I had. 
 My test was all right, they again fell into each other’s arms about it, 
although they must have known that there was film in the camera when 
we made it! The eyes were not blue but some sort of mush and I told 
Peppino about the eye light we have and when I see my first rushes I will 
know more.
 The Make-Up man is a little short fellow who speaks an Italian I can 
hardly understand and has hot, fat hands and they are heavy. He has al-
ready lost onto the floor, or they must have glued to his pants, 6 pairs of 
my precious eyelashes, but I always say: Non importa, non importa. 
(They say everything twice here) and he takes out another pair. Then he 

W

TO  
MARIA RIVA

squooshes the liquid adhesive onto the band with a big squoosh which 
makes it get all over the lashes and sticks it onto my eyes, much too far 
into the corner, and I signal to put it further out. He then pulls on the 
band which by now is stuck to my lid and my lashes, presses it down on 
the outside and says: Va bene. I have slits for eyes and as I can still see the 
clock ticking away I say: Va bene too. When he is gone, I pull them off 
and get out another pair, because these being full of guck and he had 
them too long in his hot fat moist hands and the lashes are going every 
which way. I now get up an hour earlier and make-up myself. But he still 
insists on starting on the eyebrows and put his fist into my cheeks, twist-
ing it while he sketches the eyebrows while I twist inside. He also loves 
to pat my face from the jaws up to the eyes using the same moist fingers 
from the darker color over the lighter highlights. I have stopped that 
with: Stop! which they all understand. 
 Yesterday the crew took me to St. Paul de Vence in a very fast Italian 
racing car for dinner. There I finally met Coxinelle, the young man who 

is a dead ringer for Marilyn Monroe, except he has a better voice. He 
sings in Juan-les-Pins and I must go one night, when I don’t work in the 
morning. I naturally couldn’t help looking at the beautiful décolleté of 

“her” evening dress and it was quite something. “Hitler should have had 
them for tonsils!” You should have seen the reaction of the Americans, 
Taylor and his society wife and Guilaroff (for more reasons than one)! 
We took a picture together, I will send it. Although I wish I could do 
one with me in tails that would be much more fun.
 Grace has returned to the Castle we hear and Guilaroff claims he tel-
ephoned her, but I don’t know if he just says that to impress me. He is 
like all MGM people devoted to her which is rather nice. I have a suite 
of rooms, if you could only get the kids into the air, even if it is not this 
air, which is not very bracing anyway.

I love you
Massy
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orrie and I got out of the limo to bandstand platforms full of 
screaming people. Kirk Douglas spoke into Army Archard’s 
microphone as he waved to the crowd. The frenzy of out-
stretched arms couldn’t have cared less about Kirk Douglas. 

They were shouting for the attention of a twenty-four-year-old stunner 
named John Travolta, approaching his first big moment on the red car-
pet. That’s what I noticed. Nothing lasts. 
 The three-hour ceremony was endless anxiety. Midway through, I 
snuck to the lobby, where I caught Richard Burton smoking a cigarette. 
He looked up and said something about doubting he would ever win 
one of “these damn things”. I nodded. What else could I do? I was stand-
ing next to a legend. He was right. He didn’t win. Richard Dreyfuss did. 
The image of Dreyfuss slapping his hands and pumping his fists was hard 
to top, but the encounter with Richard Burton’s face up close and per-
sonal had more staying power. I guess losing is a more human 
experience.
 At the time it didn’t dawn on me how inappropriate I looked in my “la 
de da” layered getup, set against the backdrop of gorgeous women in 
spectacular gowns. Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Jane Fonda. Oh, 
my God. Who was I kidding? I wasn’t better than Jane Fonda or Anne 
Bancroft or Shirley MacLaine or Marsha Mason. They were fabulous.
 Dorrie sat next to me and it helped, but I didn’t know where I was, or 
who I was, or how I got there, or what to say. When I heard the D sound 
in a first name that became Diane, I still wasn’t sure, but I got up anyway 
and more or less rushed to the podium. I knew winning had nothing to 
do with being the “best” actress. I knew I didn’t deserve it. And I knew 
I’d won an Academy Award for playing an affable version of myself. I got 
it. But the fact that Annie Hall, a comedy, won best picture thrilled me. 
For some unfathomable reason, comedy is invariably relegated to the 
position of second cousin to drama. Why? Humor helps us get through 
life with a modicum of grace. It offers one of the few benign ways of 
coping with the absurdity of it all. Looking back, I’m so happy and so 
grateful and so proud to be in a Great American Comedy.
 My first fabulous woman, the most fabulous woman of all, had been 

“Miss Hepburn at Home” on the cover of Life magazine in 1953. As pic-
tured, Audrey was the personification of beauty, with a splash of 
innocence and awe mixed in. She took my breath away. The impact of 

such a casual, unassuming, yet stunning photograph must have been the 
inspiration for my obsession with black-and-white covers. You can im-
agine my shock when Audrey Hepburn rushed up to me after I won the 
Academy Award and told me the future was mine. “Really, oh, I don’t 
know. Wow. I don’t know about that, I mean the future and all, but 
you’re...you...you’re my idol, I’m just...what can I say? I’m so honored to 
meet you.” I stumbled and bumbled. What could I do? This was not 

“Miss Hepburn at Home”. This woman was old.
 Everything else about the Academy Awards has all but disappeared. 
I’ve forgotten the ball, the congratulations, the fun, even who was there. 
What remains is Richard Burton and Audrey Hepburn. Nothing could 
have prepared me for the loneliness on his face or the elegance with 
which Miss Hepburn handed over the mantle of “movie star”. It was al-
most as if in a camera’s flash, Richard Burton had become a broken man, 
and Audrey Hepburn, my one true without equal, beyond compare, 
second to none, was no longer a perfect still life.
 Audrey Hepburn was sixty-three when she died of cancer. She was 
forty-eight when I met her, not exactly what you’d call old. Backstage, I 
pretended to listen to her words, but in truth I couldn’t get my mind off 
age and what it does to a person. Maybe it was said best by Cher: “There 
is only value to having the look you have when you are young and no 
value to the look you have when you are older.” Instead of taking the 
time to have a conversation with Audrey Hepburn, I chose to hightail 
my way out of her company as fast as I could. It is another regret in a 
growing list of regrets.
 Woody woke up the morning after and opened the New York Times. 
On the front page he read that Annie Hall won best picture and went 
back to work on his next script, Interiors, a drama. Woody stood by his 
principles. To him there was no “best” in an art form – that included no 
best director, no best picture, and definitely no best actress. Art was not 
a Knicks basketball game. 
 Even Grammy Hall was interviewed by the local Highland Park 
newspaper. She had her picture taken with a photograph of Woody in 
her right hand and one of me in the left. “People say I’m in the clouds, I 
ain’t in no clouds. I’ll tell you one thing about the Academy Awards. It’s 
something big for a small family. That Woody Allen must be awfully 
broadminded to think of all that crap he thinks of.”

D
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iv Ullmann said: ‘I’d worked in twelve films with Ingmar 
Bergman and when he rang me up and said, “I’m hoping this 
time I can get Ingrid Bergman with us,” I was very pleased. 
He thought the combination of me and Ingrid would be 

good, with many similarities between us. He also looks for similarities 
between himself and his artists since we have to project so much of him. 
I was looking forward to meeting Ingrid as a person and working with 
her as an actress, for like the rest of the world I almost felt I knew her. I’d 
read all about her and at a certain time in my life I was compared to her 
because of the scandal of having a child of Ingmar’s out of wedlock. 
Norway, where I was born, was at that time very conservative and priests 
on television reproved me for what I’d done; I could not even find a 
priest to christen my child until she was three years old.
 ‘Meeting Ingrid was a great experience because I thought a woman 
who had been through so many things might be full of regrets and also, 
as a Hollywood film star, perhaps full of sentimentality. Instead, here was 
the most straightforward woman I’ve ever met in my life, and I truly 
mean that.
 ‘In the beginning, of course, there were lots of “discussions” between 
Ingmar and her because Ingmar is so used to me and other people of his 
repertory company. We have a sort of dialogue without words; we un-
derstand him without questioning. But Ingrid, in her very direct way, 
started to question the script at the first reading: “Listen, we can’t talk so 
much. We have to take away a lot of this talking. Do you really mean 
that this woman is going to say all this? I’m not going to say all this.” 
And by the end of the reading, you know, the whole crew who knew 
Ingmar, all of us, were nearly under the table. We thought this was the 
first and last day of the entire movie. I remember I went into another 
room and I cried because I was sure it wouldn’t work. Ingmar was not 
used to it, and Ingrid, if she is this direct and wants this response, won’t 
be happy either. I was disturbed for both of them, but of course at that 

woman. I am here to help you and perhaps we can do it together.” But I 
found it a little strange that the things Ingrid protested against were 
characteristics which were very close to herself. Ingrid occasionally can 
be very brutal in her own opinions, and Charlotte had that quality also.

I went on arguing with him. ‘Seven years! Staying away from her chil-
dren for seven years! Impossible!’
 So to keep me quiet, he cut it to five – even though I noticed seven 
came back in the finished picture – and he still insisted: ‘There are wom-
en who stay away from their children like that; they don’t want to be 
bothered with them; they don’t want to hear their problems. They have 
their own careers, their own lives; they just block everything else out; 
that’s what this movie is about. About them.’
 He didn’t care that all my friends went around saying, ‘I hear you’re 
playing yourself at last!”

Ingmar said: ‘There was a scene in Autumn Sonata – the midnight con-
frontation – the mother is absolutely defeated. She is in pieces and she 
just pleads with her revenged daughter and says, “I can’t take it any more. 
Help me. Touch me. Can’t you love me? Can’t you try to understand.” 
She says this without any expression, just naked in every way. And we 
rehearsed it in Stockholm before we started shooting in Oslo. Ingrid 
and I had the feeling, both of us, that she was not at ease with this scene.
 ‘Then we came to the shooting, and we had set the camera position 
and the lighting. We had a break for coffee, and I was sitting with Sven 
Nykvist, and suddenly Ingrid arrived. She stood in front of me and said 
with such a fury, “Now Ingmar you have to explain this scene to me! 
You can’t let me down like this. You must explain it to me.” Very angry. 
Very very angry. 
 ‘I don’t know what I said. I don’t think I said anything of importance, 
but the fact that Ingrid got furious was her way to discover the expres-
sions and motivations of the scene. Of that I am absolutely convinced.”

I remember that flare-up very well. I came out and shouted at Ingmar, 
‘I can’t do this scene. You have not given me a reason.’ Liv was sitting 
next to him, and she got up and left very quickly, and then just as 
quickly came back again with a little smile on her face. She was going 
to observe how far I could get with him.

time mostly for Ingmar because I know how vulnerable he is about what 
he has written, and how often he thinks, Oh this is perhaps silly? And if 
somebody says it is silly, then he’s shattered. I was just standing there cry-
ing and Ingmar came in; he looked like a dog who had been through 
storm and rain. He said, “I don’t know what to do. Is the script bad?” I 
said, “No, it’s not bad. And I’m sure Ingrid doesn’t feel it is bad either. 
She’s not used to your language, and you’re not used to hers. But maybe 
you will get used to each other.” ’

We certainly had our troubles to start with.
 We began filming in the autumn of 1977. There were only fifteen in 
the whole company making Autumn Sonata in the Oslo studio, and two-
thirds of them were women. Ingmar told me he found them so much 
more efficient and less hysterical than men. With Ingmar there is so 
much concentration, so much intimacy – that’s how he creates the inten-
sity that he is after, and that’s what makes him the artist he is. He hardly 
seems to eat at all; he lives on yoghurt, very little sleep, and a lot of worry 
all the time he is making a film. 
 Whatever I play – even if I play a woman who is not like me at all – I 
must understand her. In The Visit for example, I played a woman ob-
sessed by a great vendetta: her desire for the death of the man who had 
ruined her. It’s not in my character to be compelled like that, but I can 
understand her feelings. It’s perfectly possible that it could happen; I can 
understand that feeling and that I can play. But I cannot play things I 
cannot feel, and there were many things in Autumn Sonata that I could 
not feel, and that did not feel right. Ingmar kept saying, ‘But other  
people are different from you. You are playing a different kind of mother, 
so just get in there and do it.’

Ingmar said: ‘I told Ingrid, “This mother, Charlotte, is not going to be 
easy for you. You have to discover the functions and realities of this 

 He jumped out of his seat and marched right at me. He was 
furious but instinctively I knew he recognized my predicament. And 
he said the right words: ‘If you had been in a concentration camp, 
you’d say anything for help!’
 At once I understood him, the hopelessness and depths of my 
defeat and despair. 

Yes, in a concentration camp – it must have been like that. I could play 
the scene now.

Ingmar loves actors and actresses. He’s lived all his life in the theatre, and 
he treats them like his little children. He’s so concerned that they be 
happy. And as a director you know he’s suffering for you and with you. 
When you are struggling through a difficult scene, he’s helping you with 
the struggle. You just look at his eyes and you can read, ‘That wasn’t any 
good! But this – now this’ – and there are tears in his eyes. 
 Maybe he’ll direct you with a few words, but he’s not like some direc-
tors who do the whole scene for you and speak all the dialogue, so you 
wonder maybe he should be playing the part instead of you. He’ll give 
you a little picture; give you the image in your head which opens up 
what he wants. He doesn’t waste your energy. He immediately sees your 
discomfort and stops to see what’s wrong. Or he’ll say, ‘We’re not going 
to rehearse anymore, it’s fine.’ Sometimes he says, ‘What are you thinking 
about?’ You tell him and he says, ‘That’s all wrong,’ and he gives you the 
thought that gives you the idea. And he never raises his voice. At least he 
didn’t in this picture. 
 Ingmar’s wonderful craft is that he gets so close, so deep into the char-
acters he creates: the camera is always in close-up, picking up every 
nuance on your face, every suggestion made by the brow or the eye, the 
lips or the chin. To a certain extent this was new to me. I’d been so long 
in the theatre where you have to play out to people up in the third bal-
cony that I’d always been very big in my gestures and my voice. They’ve 
paid for the tickets so they’ve got to get something. They may not be 
able to see you very well, but at least they can hear you. On the other 
hand, I knew the things a close-up can do, sometimes invent things that 
aren‘t there at all. In Casablanca there was often nothing in my face, 
nothing at all. But the audience put into my face what they thought I 
was giving. They were inventing my thoughts the way they wanted 
them: they were doing the acting for me. 

B Y  
LIV ULLMANN

L

ll men are drawn to BB’s seductiveness, but that does not 
mean they are kindly disposed towards her. The majority of 
Frenchmen claim that woman loses her sex appeal if she gives 
up her artifices. According to them, a woman in trousers 

chills desire. Brigitte proves to them the contrary, and they are not at all 
grateful to her, because they are unwilling to give up their role of lord 
and master. The vamp was no challenge to them in this respect. The at-
traction she exercised was that of a passive thing. They rushed knowingly 
into the magic trap; they went to their doom the way one throws oneself 
overboard. Freedom and full consciousness remained their right and 
privilege. When Marlene displayed her silk-sheathed thighs as she sang 
with her hoarse voice and looked about her with sultry eyes, she was 
staging a ceremony, she was casting a spell. BB does not cast spells; she is 
on the go. Her flesh does not have the abundance that, in others, symbol-
izes passivity. Her clothes are not fetishes and, when she strips, she is not 
unveiling a mystery. She is showing her body, neither more nor less, and 
that body rarely settles into a state of immobility. She walks, she dances, 
she moves about. Her eroticism is not magical, but aggressive. In the 
game of love, she is as much a hunter as she is a prey. The male is an object 
to her, just as she is to him. And that is precisely what wounds masculine 
pride. In the Latin countries, where men cling to the myth of ‘the 

woman as object’, BB’s naturalness seems to them more perverse than any 
possible sophistication. To spurn jewels and cosmetics and high heels and 
girdles is to refuse to transform oneself into a remote idol. It is to assert 
that one is man’s fellow and equal, to recognize that between the woman 
and him there is mutual desire and pleasure. Brigitte is thereby akin to 
the heroines of Françoise Sagan, although she says she feels no affinity to 
them – probably because they seem to her too thoughtful. But the male 
feels uncomfortable if, instead of a doll of flesh and blood, he holds in his 
arms a conscious being who is sizing him up. A free woman is the very 
contrary of a light woman. In her role of confused female, of homeless 
little slut, BB seems to be available to everyone. And yet, paradoxically, 
she is intimidating. She is not defended by rich apparel or social prestige, 
but there is something stubborn in her sulky face, in her sturdy body. 
‘You realize,’ an average Frenchman once said to me, ‘that when a man 
finds a woman attractive, he wants to be able to pinch her behind.’ A rib-
ald gesture reduces a woman to a thing that a man can do with as he 
pleases without worrying about what goes on in her mind and heart and 
body. But BB has nothing of the ‘easygoing kid’ about her, the quality 
that would allow a man to treat her with this kind of breeziness. There is 
nothing coarse about her. She has a kind of spontaneous dignity, some-
thing of the gravity of childhood.  

A
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eanne Moreau is really something. There’s this scene where she’s 
like a chaste schoolteacher superficially, but inside she’s like a 
barbed wire fence on fire. There’s like this burly Italian Burt 
Lancaster who walks through the fields with a big gold St. 

Christopher medal on his chest and his shirt open, and he’s reeking of 
the wine fields, and he’s got a chain saw because he’s a lumberjack -- and 
there’s all this tension because you know they’re gonna do it and when 
they do, they don’t let you down.
 When they fuck it’s so heavy. It’s out in the field. He rips off her dress 
and she’s like an instant animal. He makes crawl through the field bark-
ing like a dog and she’s got this chiffon dress on, which he rips to shreds.
She’s so great. To me, the way she conquers a guy . . . I’m really studying 
Jeanne Moreau. If I turn out like Jeanne Moreau when I grow up I 
couldn’t ask for anything more. She’s so self-contained. She could start a 
forest fire. She came to my concert in France. I was so honored I didn’t 
even talk to her.
 I’d like Jeanne Moreau to cut me down to size, 'cuz in the process of 
being cut down to size by her I’d really start to grow. She’s great. Anna 
Magnani was great. Piaf was great. They were so much emotion. Like 
Janis Joplin -- she had so much too -- but Jeanne Moreau, she’s got 
brains. It’s like she’s got an intellect in her movement.

 Then she sold this guy down the river. Like they fucked for two days in 
thunder and lightning, and the sky was just totally opening up, the fields 
were on fire, the whole world was going berserk -- and they were just fuck-
ing right through it all. There was racial strife and poverty and people 
killing each other and everything was in flames, and they were still fucking.
 And then he says at the end -- he’s so stupid -- he’s in love with her so 
he’s trying to be nice, but he fucks up and says, "I’ll be leavin’ tomorrow." 
He’s an Italian and he’s not accepted in this French village. He’s so stupid. 
You don’t tell a woman you’re leaving her after you fuck her for two days. 
If you are, you split fast, 'cuz else you’re gonna die.
 So she runs off and walks into town all fucked up, like she’s a chaste 
schoolteacher with a bun and everything. She’s like Jeanne Moreau, she’s 
like a lioness and she comes in with her chiffon dress all blood and filth 
and she’s like real satisfied and they see her and the women all get hys-
terical. She’s like the symbol of purity, their Madonna, Marianne 
Faithful, and they can’t believe she’s been so defiled. "Was it the Italian? 
Was it, was it?" She looks at them and she goes "Oui." She says oui so 
great it’s like "yeah" -- in fact I coulda sworn she said "yeah."
They killed the guy with sledge hammers, pitchforks and stuff, but that’s 
another story. Thing was, after she sold him up the river, she was just 
exhausted from being fucked so great in the rain and lightning.   

J
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rom the moment of her birth in August of 1893, she was an 
unqualified anomaly. It was Mae West and Mae West alone 
who helped bring S-E-X out of America’s closet. And for all 
of our appearances of Victorian propriety, the American 

people must have liked it, because in 1934 she earned next to the larg-
est salary in the United States - second only to publisher William 
Randolph Hearst.
 But that’s not why she wins my vote as a pioneer. In 1933, when 
Paramount was in serious financial hot water, they turned to Mae West, 
the playwright, for help. Her play Diamond Lil (1928) had been a huge 
success on Broadway. At first the Paramount attitude was, "We don’t 
think Mae West’s play would make a good picture. The period, the Gay 
Nineties, would be all wrong for the moviegoers who are college stu-
dents, teenagers, and children." As Jon Tuska has written, "Things were 
no different in 1933 Hollywood from what they are today - the fact that 
the stage play had enjoyed immense financial success impressed almost 
no one. Which is probably how Paramount got itself into box-office hot 
water in the first place." Astutely Tuska points out, "It was the Hollywood 
pattern to secure a new property of seemingly unique interest, decide 
upon a mode of exploitation, pursue that mode until it was exhausted, 
and then again to secure a new property. Mae West is one of the few 
who beat them at their own game."
 And so, although her tenure on the screen was not long, her Diamond 
Lil creation from the stage had already made her infamous in America’s 
mind. The studio brass had nothing to lose by jumping into what they 
wrongly anticipated to be another commercial flop.
 What they hadn’t counted on were the conditions. First Mae West 
said that she would have the final cut. And although she wouldn’t re-
quire the screen credit, she’d have all creative control, including the 
choice of director. Second, she wanted to choose her own leading man. 
Okay, okay, they said, so who would you like this leading man to be? 
She didn’t know exactly. But as she was walking with two producers on 
the Paramount lot, she spotted a “sensational-looking young man.” 

“Him!” she said - to their shock and dismay. “What’s his name? I want 
him for the lead.” With anyone else, such whimsical insanity might have 
been the last straw, but Paramount chiefs were desperate. They ended up 
giving Mae everything she wanted, reticence be damned. Overnight, 
that unknown lead, Cary Grant, was launched into stardom in She Done 
Him Wrong (1933). Who said female intuition and business don’t mix?
 Similarly, she was right about her choice of Lowell Sherman as direc-
tor. Sherman was a former actor from the legitimate stage with a 

“trained sense of the theatre and a knowledge of filmmaking that went 
back to D. W. Griffith in his heyday.”
 What is not always instantaneously observed about West is that she 
was a heck of a writer. Certainly she was in a class all by herself as a per-
former. But without the witticisms of her innuendoes, she would have 
been just another studio puppet. First and foremost, Mae West was a 
writer. And a genius at that. She knew how to take the pulse of the times 
and translate it directly into comedy. Sex goddess par excellence, she 
never once disrobed or used profanity.
 The question arises again and again with women writers along the 
decades of Hollywood’s train, did she use her pen as a vehicle for 

endemically female transformation? Or did she merely seek to be a cog 
in the system and feel grateful to be working at all? Very clearly, Mae 
West spoke directly out of her instincts as a woman - all the time. As if she 
were born with unflagging confidence, she had little worry of pleasing 
anybody. “I don’t read,” she said in an interview, “never have read and I 
guess I never will. I write in my books what I learned myself, from life.”
 “In many ways,” writes Jon Tuska, “her material for the stage sur-
passes her films in brilliance. Her plays and stories ... reveal a stylistic 
command of literary technique both rare and unusual, if undeservedly 
neglected.”
 From the very start, West wrote her own material. She began in 
vaudeville with her sister in an eighteen-minute original act. Already 
the critics were balking: “Unless Miss West can tone down her stage 
presence in every way she just might as well hop right out of vaudeville 
into burlesque.” That was it. Stock companies billed her as “The Baby 
Vamp.” But it was her introduction of the “shimmy” to the stage that 
would begin her infamy.

 I was in Chi at the time, doin’ vaudeville, a single. And after the show one  
 night I goes to this jernt where spades have a cabaret, see? And I see them  
 dancing the bump and the jelly roll and all them. Then a girl starts doin’ a  
 funny sort of dance and I asks, “What’s that?” and the waiter says, “Oh  
 Lady, that’s shakin’ the shimmy.” Next night, I put it into my act and it 
 like to tore the house down.

Mae continued to do well with the “shimmy” despite the fearful hand of 
prudish critics. She played the Winter Garden in 1919. Soon she began 
to write musical comedy skits for piano accompaniment only.
 By the midtwenties, “Mae’s interest in the subject of sexuality and its 
dramatic potential for the stage began to consume her.” She read and 
absorbed everything she could about eroticism. The result was her play, 
The Constant Sinner.

 Anyone who reads Mae’s The Constant Sinner will readily concede that 
 the author was intimately informed on her subject. It tells of life in the dives, 
 among prostitutes, the whole of predatory society. Sex (1926) would be the 
 first of Mae’s popular essays in carnal existence.

Here’s what Billboard said about Sex in 1926:

 The piece is not just low entertainment. It is not entertainment at all.  
 Poorly written, poorly acted, horribly staged, Sex does not even contain 
 anything for dirt seekers. The theme is trite and the lines are dull, while 
 the action is simply disgusting.

Apparently, the audience felt quite differently. Sex played 385 sold-out 
performances, and probably would have played longer had it not been 
raided, with West jailed for ten days. So much for critics. One of her 
headlines read, “Welfare Island Fails to Tame the Wild West.” Speakeasies. 
Prohibition. West had her finger on the pulse of the moment. Her talent 
was in speaking of what the heart of all Americans kept silent on, but was 
longing to scream at the top of their lungs.

F
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he 1950s also witnessed the emergence of African American 
starlet Dorothy Dandridge. She was a sex symbol whose life 
and death paralleled Monroe’s, and the two have often been 
compared. Dandridge’s ascent to fame might have been slower 

and more difficult, but her troubled life and untimely death were equally 
mysterious. By 1935, she had already begun working in film (The Big 
Broadcast of 1936 and A Day at the Races, 1937). In 1941, Dandridge danced 
alongside the famous Nicholas Brothers in a “specialty” musical se-
quence of the Sun Valley Serenade. This was not their first meeting. She 
and her sister Vivian played some of the same nightclubs where the 
brothers appeared. On September 6, 1942, she married Harold Nicholas, 
and together they had one child. In the late 1940s she made numerous 
television appearances, but it wasn’t until the 1950s that she was cast in 
leading roles, which legitimated her screen career. Throughout her pro-
fessional life, she appeared in more than twenty-seven feature films, ten 
soundies, four short films, and frequently on television. An actress and a 
celebrity personality, Dandridge was as culturally important as any of 
her contemporaries – white, black, Asian, or Native American. She, like 
Hayworth or Monroe, defined a distinct brand of sexuality at a moment 
when sex was increasingly entering the domain of popular culture.
 Several parallels may be drawn between Monroe’s and Dandridge’s 
personal and professional lives. Both women withstood deeply troubled 
childhoods. Both struggled with unsuccessful and abusive marriages. As 
performers they were personally discontent with their public personae 
(as fetishized sex symbols). Monroe shared with Dandridge the vexed 
position of being a female sex symbol in a religiously conservative, ra-
cially segregated, patriarchal visual economy and society. As a 
consequence, both encountered difficulties when attempting to obtain 
serious dramatic roles and be taken seriously by Hollywood executives 
as artists. Dandridge and Monroe were positioned similarly in terms of 
their iconographic significance. Sadly, both women died young, under 
mysterious circumstances, leaving the question of possible suicide loom-
ing but ultimately unanswerable. 
 In 1965, A. S. “Doc” Young pointed out some of parallels between 
their short lives and careers in an obituary article on Dandridge. 

In the context of their lives and times in the theatrical world, Dorothy 
Dandridge and Marilyn Monroe possessed a great deal in common. 
They were once students together in a Hollywood drama school. But 
little did they know that they were more than merely schoolmates, 
that they were in fact, “tragic sisters” under the skin. Both were bless-
ed with rare beauty. Both were to be ranked during their lifetimes, 
among the world’s five most beautiful women. And, besides, both 
possessed that coveted Hollywoodian quality called “it” - both were 
fully and roundly packed with sex appeal. Neither was satisfied with 
applause, fame and fortune gained principally from good looks. Both 
fought mightily to gain  acceptance as talented artists, as performers, 
rather than as sex-goddesses men lusted for from one corner of the 
earth to the other. But neither was destined to succeed to a degree 
that was entirely satisfying. Except that Dorothy Dandridge was 
Negro and Marilyn Monroe was Caucasian, both lived and died by 
cruel plots of fate or destiny, which were no less than verisimilar.

As instructive as these similarities are, however, the key differences in their 

experiences, and the meanings of these differences, are equally informative. 
 More explicitly than Monroe, Dandridge was a celebrity whose per-
sonal life and public personae reflected the contradictions embedded in 
the sociocultural milieu of the decade. For the mainstream spectator, 
Dandridge represented exoticized black sexuality at a moment when 
race relations were particularly unstable, making her the symbol of sex-
ual taboos and forbidden desires. Monroe became a sign of Americana 
by virtue of her Kennedy family associations. Unlike Dandridge, 
Monroe was not the figurative screen upon which discourses of misce-
genation, race relations, and class mobility were played out. Thus it was 
Dandridge who symbolized black participation in the armed forces as an 
army wife in Since You Went Away (1944). She embodied miscegenation 
taboos as the sexual object of white male desire in Tarzan’s Peril (1951), 
The Decks Ran Red (1957), Island in the Sun (1957), Tamango (1958), and 
Malaga (1960). She represented black middle-class upward mobility as a 
dedicated teacher in Bright Road (1953) and as a shop girl turned secre-
tary in Island in the Sun (1957). 
 Dandridge’s personal life was also emblematic of the social and 
political climate. The public record of Dandridge’s personal life stands 
out as another indication of her significance. She was a key figure of 
racial integration and transgressive interracial relations. Over the course 
of her life she was involved in numerous interracial relationships, 
including affairs with Peter Lawton and with director Otto Preminger 
and a troubled, abusive marriage to nightclub owner Jack Denison. The 
difficult and unfortunate ways in which these affairs ended underscore 
the notion of Dandridge as a tragic figure (e.g., as the woman never 
really accepted by the white Hollywood society folks with whom she 
associated). Consequently, she is read as the sad concubine of a string of 
white Lotharios. Most of these relationships, however, ended for reasons 
that did not necessarily involve race but (with the exception of Otto 
Preminger, who made Dandridge his mistress and refused to leave his 
wife) for other reasons: new relationships, career demands, domestic 
neglect, abuse, alcoholism, or financial indebtedness. The abusive 
relationships she endured as an adult echoed the abusive treatment 
Dandridge experienced growing up. Uncontested by the two major 
biographies, and one posthumously published autobiography, is the fact 
she was physically and sexually abused by her mother’s lesbian lover. 
 Dandridge’s stardom is best understood in terms of a confluence of 
personal and political events: namely postwar contradictions in U.S. in-
ternational and domestic policies regarding race, sexuality, and 
nationalism, and a set of unusual family circumstances. As Robert 
Lightning notes, “An Oscar nomination to Dandridge in 1954 and the 
international publicity surrounding this achievement (including an ap-
pearance at the Academy Awards ceremony as a presenter, and 
subsequent appearance at Cannes at the opening of Carmen Jones) serves 
again to trumpet U.S. liberalism to the world as well as to drive local at-
tention from alternative political models.” Lightning is correct in saying 
that Dandridge’s token status (as the major female crossover celebrity) 
potentially functioned as a diversion from serious social issues. However, 
a more fluid understanding of the relationship between material base 
and ideological superstructure reminds us that African Americans read 
against the grain of the dominant discourse. In other words, Dandridge’s 
international visibility was also a source of pride for African American 
spectators who relished in the achievements of her celebrity.
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ut where is my fear, Maryna asked herself, after sending both 
men away to make her final inner preparation and mirror-
check, and await the call-boy’s summons for her entrance in 
the second act. Standing in the wings, she still registered none 

of the tumultuous symptoms of stage fright, the sweating palms, the rac-
ing heart, the knotted stomach. It seemed to her that she must be mad to 
have this certitude that everything would go well. And then she realized 
that she was more afraid than she had ever been in her life, but the fear 
was outside, like an impossible thickening of the air. She was strapped 
into her fear – a cold fear without physical resonance, except for a tight-
ening of her skin – and inside she felt calm and spacious. More than 
spacious enough for all these words she was carrying: English words, 
behind which were the words of the play in Polish, and behind them the 
French words of the original play, which she had studied when she first 
prepared the part in Warsaw...but everything had to be inside, protected 
against the fear. Her skin, all of it, from her scalp to her soles, was the 
barrier against the iron cladding of fear; her upper body – her mouth, 
her tongue and lips, her neck, her shoulders, her chest – was the vessel in 
which the moist words were stowed that would start streaming, in 
English, when she went on stage. 
 She would, as she reminded herself again just before she stepped into 
the light, be starting without the jolt of the ovation that in Poland had 
invariably greeted her entrance, bringing the play to a halt and prevent-
ing her for several minutes from uttering her first line. There would be 
– except from her compatriots – only brief polite applause. She had seen, 
even with the great Booth, that American audiences do not break into 
applause after the famous set speeches that many knew by heart. (“At the 
opera, yes,” Barton had told her.) How did this new animal show enthu-
siasm, indifference, displeasure, the readiness to be tamed? She knew 
how to interpret Polish applause, as well as Polish coughs, whispers, 
shifting in the seats. But this audience seemed too quiet. How was she to 
interpret that? When she started the fable of the two pigeons (Two pigeons 
were lovers both tender and true...) all coughing stopped; when she finished, 
there was silence for a moment, and then a tempest of applause, cries, 
calls. Tom Deane tried five times to begin Maurice’s lines before he suc-
ceeded in going on. He looked quite inconsolable. When the act was 
over Maryna left the stage in a trance, while the audience roared, clapped, 
and stamped its feet. In the interval Ryszard roamed the lobby with 
Barton and Miss Collingridge. “Splendid! Splendid!” he heard over and 
over, rising above the sprightly chatter, the mutual bows, smiles, hand-
shakes, and waves. A man in a top hat greeted Barton with “Now she’s 
worth thirty thousand dollars a year!” - the editor of the Evening Post, 
Ryszard learned from Barton afterward – and his wife, imposing in her 
trained evening skirt, said that while Madame Zalenska’s English had a 
shade of foreignness, she must keep it as it is, for it was “sweetness incar-

nate.” Miss Collingridge did not return Ryszard’s treacherous smile. 
 Maryna floated back for the third act on a wave of energy that seemed 
to be coming from even further inside. She felt haloed, smooth, light-
limbed, invulnerable. In the dark pavilion, scene of Adrienne’s first 
encounter with her rival for Maurice’s love, it was canonical staging for 
the Princesse de Bouillon to approach Adrienne with a candle to pene-
trate the disguise of the unknown woman who has chivalrously offered 
to rescue her from a compromising situation. Receptive, becalmed, 
Maryna watched the candle coming nearer and nearer, its flame pointed 
at the energy inside her, until gasps from the audience that fortunately 
covered Kate Egan’s “Oh, hell!” - and “Sorry!” - made her aware that a 
corner of her veil had caught fire. Wondering whether Egan was apolo-
gizing for the profanity or for the mishap, Maryna flung the burning veil 
on the floor, in a single swift movement redraped her face with 
Adrienne’s moiré silk shawl, and extended her hand to lead the wicked 
princess to safety. Some people thought it was all in the play; others ap-
plauded this daring bit of staging invented by the Polish actress. 
 She was recalled at the end of the third and the fourth acts for more applause. 
 The delivery of the words she had so long labored to say correctly was 
only a part of the flow of rhythmic events in her body. As for the inevita-
ble rhyming of certain lines with some of her own feelings (what actor, 
whatever the role, does not feel this?), only once, and almost at the end, 
did Maryna allow herself to think about the words. When Adrienne says 
in her delirium, Now in this play there are certain lines that I can say before 
everybody and no one will know that I am addressing them to him, Maryna 
thought to herself, If it is a success, then I have been addressing 
Adrienne’s words of love to Ryszard.
 It is a clever thought, is it not? 
 One must love somebody. 
 It was as good a performance of Adrienne as she had ever given – and 
a triumph beyond anything she could have hoped for. Eleven curtain 
calls, eleven. And then hundreds thronging backstage to congratulate 
her, including all the Poles (except for their larcenous friend, though she 
was sure Halek had been in the audience), beaming and chattering and 
embracing one another. Bluff old Captain Znaniecki couldn’t keep from 
chiding her for permitting her first name to be Russified, then burst into 
tears of joy and pride; Maryna cried too, and hugged him. What gave 
her most pleasure was the homage of an auburn-haired woman in bro-
cade evening dress and shoes who was almost first to reach the greenroom 
and introduced herself as Rose Edwards. “I am at your feet, Madame,” 
she said.
 Two hours after the performance had ended, Maryna was finally able 
to leave the theatre. 
 Returning to the hotel with Ryszard, she stopped at the desk and sent 
a one-word telegram to Bogdan. VICTORY.
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