











Casey or Clancey who lost Clark Gable
to Jean Harlow, but would always re-
main his pal.

Mummy was Isabel Moore, one of the
breed of old-time prolific writers who
ground out fiction for the slicks. Several
of her novels were in a bookcase, and 1
took a sampling. A typical opening sen-
tence was, “Gwendolyn Farrington press-
ed down the accelerator of her yellow
roadster and watched the speedometer
climb towards 90."

I had already met Pamela’s father,
Don Moore. He'd come to Columbia
to see one of the productions Pamela
stage managed, and we'd met briefly in
the theatre lobby. He was quiet and
pipe-smoking, seemed more like a schol-
ar than an editor, and I couldn’t picture
the elder Moores as a couple. Appar-
ently neither could they, and for several
vears, I gathered, they'd been divorced.

It was clear that to Pamela, as far as
writing was concerned, and personal-
ities not counting, her father represent-
ed the world of serious literature, while
Isabel's work placed her among the
hacks.

Aside from this, Pamela and her moth-
er seemed genuinely fond of each other.
I had the feeling that Pamela was show-
ing her mother off for the approval of
her peers. She was proud of her mother’s
go-to-hell attitude, of her mother's
bright and brittle conversation, and as
the evening went on Pamela withdrew.
She curled up on the sofa and glowed
while her mother and I battled out
Smart Talk—the college boy trying to
impress the woman of the world, the
woman of the world trying to embar-
rass the college boy.

At one point we ran out of liquor,
and Isabel phoned a store to send more.
“I suppose I ought to feed you kids,”
she said, and then phoned a delicatessen
to send up some sandwiches. To one
who had been brought up in a conven-
tional small town it seemed a strange
way to entertain, but I liked the inform-
ality, and I also liked Isabel Moore. She
wrote like a Keepsake ad, and there
were obviously demons gnawing at her
vitals, but she was like her daughter,
bright and fun, and I liked her.

1 was amazed at how guick Isabel was
to acknowledge the eternal war be-
tween the gencrations. It was as though
necither Pamela nor Isabel asked, nor
expected anything from the other. Pam-
ela’s attitude seemed o be, “I didn't
ask to be born,” and Isabel’s scemed to
be, “I didn't ask that you be my kid.”
Of course the war does exist, but I was
shocked at the lack of pretense, and
would have welcomed some soothing
deception. It's the place for children w0
feel the war, but parents, older and
more compassionate, if not wiser, are
supposed to lie, to make believe there
is no conflict. The honesty of Pamela
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and Isabel was bare and frightening.

There were a [ew more visits with
Mummy, and then Pamela gave a cock-
tail party. At that time, Mummy was
editor of Photoplay and Van Johnson,
in New York to film Miracle in the Rain
with Jane Wyman, showed up as the
Celebrity of the Evening. We'd all
grown up with Van Johnson, but now
that life imitated art, he seemed o us
not like a real person, but a mirage. Un-
sure whether we were in the second
balcony or a living room, the smart
young college kids avoided him like the
plague, and the Celebrity of the Eve-
ning was laying a great bomb. Pamela
finally went over and graciously res-
cued him from the hors d’ouvres.

Youth, the real young men, and the
Young Man—it was an unreal atmos-
phere. Van Johnson was past his prime,
June Allyson was getting crow’s [eet
and the last bomber had returned from
over Tokyo. Although chronologically
he had a good 15 years on us, Van
Johnson’s screen age was only slightly
more than our own. We pitied him his
years and privately considered him a
figure of fun, for he was the person-
ification of yesterday's Bright Young
Men and ridiculous to us, for we were
still young enough to think we'd never
grow old.

eef YTHOCOLATES for Breakfast" was

completed the following fall, and
then submitted to Monica McCall, who
either was, or had been, Isabel's agent.
I was coming out of class one Friday
in the spring of 1956 when Pamela met
me at the door and handed me a letter
saying that Rinehart’s would publish
“Chocolates” on their fall list. We decid-
ed to celebrate. I had about five dollars
in my pocket, so together we raced to the
Columbia's Bookshop, where 1 could
cash a check. The limit on checks was
$35.00, so that meant our celebration
could cost no more than $40.00.

I hadn’t read the book, so first of all
we grabbed a cab for Mummy's. Mum-
my was away somewhere, but there was
a copy of the manuscript and plenty of
scotch, and while I fixed us drinks,
Pamela started abridging the novel.for
me. “Here, read this,” she’d say, and I'd
read five pages or so. Then she'd tell
me plot, skipping as she went, and then
I'd read more. It took two hours and
several drinks to get through the book.

We wanted to go jump in Zelda's
fountain, or waterbomb Park Avenue,
but that wasn't our style and besides we
were hungry. Isabel’s refrigerator con-
tained half a bottle of cocktail onions
and a can of beer, so we decided to go
out. There was a restaurant around the
corner. I suspect it thrived on maid'’s-
nightout clientele, for there was no
atmosphere, and not very good food, but
you could take kids there. We decided

on it because it was close and quick and
we could then decide what to do after.

While we were eating, we decided to
phone two other friends and ask them
to join us. They were on their way to
see Wages of Fear, a French film that
was causing a stir that year. It had just
moved from an expensive first-run house
to one of the cheapies on 42nd Street,
and they wanted us to join them. I'd al-
ready seen the film, and a trip to the
cheapies was not my idea of a celebra-
tion, but Pamela said she thought it
would be [un, so off we went.

She hadn’t taken an over-night, which
meant she had to be back at the dorm
by 1:30, so as it turned out, we left in
the middle of the picture. It was about
1:15 when we got back to the campus,
and T remember sitting on the steps of a
greenhouse across from Johnson Hall,
having a last cigarette.

There had been no celebration. We
hadn’t been arrested in front of the
Plaza, we’d been neither smart nor chic,
not even particularly young, and it
might have been her ninth book, or a
celebration for an A in astronomy.
Around us, intense couples pressed
against each other and necked openly,
clumsily and comically. We exchanged a
few quiet kisses, but still it was no cele-
bration, and neither of us really cared.

In the fall, shortly after the publica-
tion of “Chocolates,” Pamela left Barn-
ard and went to Europe. "I lived in
Paris, attended the Sorbonne, and par-
ticipated in the literary life of France,”
she said later in an interview. Rine-
hart's never put much muscle behind
promotion of the book, but in Europe,
apparently Pamela was almost as much
of a celebrity as Francoise Sagon became
over here. Commenting on this period
of her life later in an interview, she
said what she remembered most was
being confused. In, Europe she was
considered an intellectual spokesman
for American youth, while in America
she was treated as a “scandalous young
girl,” a literary freak who had typed
a book at 18, What she found most
upsetting was that, “you don’t know
what's expected of you™ and “you can't
say what you think.”

Later in the year, she published a
short article in one of the men’s maga-
zines. The point of it was that while
swimming nude in the Mediterranean,
she’d been observed by some French
boys who did not see her merely as a
nude girl, but as a wonderful free
spirit, enjoying nature, her senses, her

own body.

Sure.

On the editor’s page, they printed a
photo of Pamela in her trench coat,
ready for that revue sketch again.

I was getting a Master's Degree at
Columbia since my B.A. qualified me to
do nothing else. It must have been the
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spring of 1957 that T saw Pamela. 1
bumped into her in the Barnard Annex,
a student lounge. She told me of her
success in Europe, and expressed ap-
proval of the girl I was about to marry.
A few years later 1T again met her acci-
dentally. She had married a young law-
ver named Adam Kanarek, who was
finishing some work at Columbia. I was
now living in the Columbia neighbor-
hood, and my wife and 1 entertained
them one evening. The first thing that
struck me about Adam was how much he
resembled Pamela. If all married couples
look alike Pamela and Adam might
have been twins. They had the same
stocky frame, the same broad face, dark
hair, sensitive eyes, sincere smile.

Later in an interview, Pamela cred-
ited Adam with helping her overcome
the ordeal of fame. “Fame pushes you
into insecurity,” she said. “You feel
youre confronting the world instead
of just your family and friends . . .
[Adam] pointed out to me that I was
first and foremost a writer, that 1
shouldn't think being a celebrity is an
identity.”

She was working on a second book at
this time, more weighty than “Choco-
lates,” very long, not especially sexy,
which as I recall, was to be called “Pro-
phets Without Honor.” Her American
publishers, however, wanted her to fol-
low “Chocolates,” which was selling ex-
tremely well in paperback, with some-
thing on the same line, and the literary
schizophrenia was tearing her apart.

She and Adam seemed very happy.
They were looking forward to returning
to Europe, to having children, to more
and better books. And the next I saw
her, she was lying in her coffin in Frank
E. Campbell's Funeral Home on Madi-
son Avenue and 81st Street, while Adam
stood red-eyed nearby, his grief obvious.

“If you put it all together,” said
Robert Gosselin, the detective who in-
vestigated her death, “the last four
pages [of her diary] under the date June
7 [1964] indicated that she was having
trouble with her writing and intended
to destroy herself. . . . There was a ref-
erence to that guy Hemingway and how
he died. . . . She wanted the last four
pages, the suicide note, added to the
novel she was working on.”

In the last sentences of those pages,
she wrote of the rifle barrel as “cold
and alien” to her mouth.

At the time of her death, two of her
books had been published in America
in addition to “Chocolates for Break-
fust.” “The Horsy Set” was published
by Simon and Schuster early in 1963.
Dell brought out the paperback edi-
ton later in the year. “The Exile of
Suzy-Q” was published originally in
France, and appeared in America first
in April 1964 in a Paperback Library
edition. This fall, Dell will publish

“Diana,” which has already appeared
in England under the title, “East Side
Story.” Then, if it is ever published.
there is “Kathy,” the frankly autobiogra-
phical novel she was working on at the
ume of her death.

AMELA never found her voice. At

best, she's F. Scott Fituzgerald re-
visited—30 years later. But after the
Depression, World War II, the Bomb,
and the Civil Rights issue, Fitzgerald’s
advertisements. for self pity have a sort
of charm for us, and we are nostalgic
as he laments wasted youth, squandered
riches and a growing disillusionment.

Her two themes seem to be modern
affluent youth and the war between the
generations. But Pamela never tells us
what actually is happening with today’s
affluent youths, and why vandalism and
violence have become the toys of the
Too-Much Too-Sooners. And the war
between the generations? She never
wrote on the subject in a manner to
match Edward Albee’s “The American
Dream” or “Who's Afraid of Virginia
Wolfe?"

I don't know what happened to “Pro-
phets Without Honor,” but I have read
the other two books that followed
“Chocolates.” “The Horsy Set” was
more of the same, but not as good.
While “Chocolates’” main virtue was
the obvious sincerity of its author, with
“The Horsy Set,” it’s obvious Pamela
had joined the bad guys—the hacks.
“The Exile of Suzy-Q™ wants very much
to be a comic novel. It tells of the en-
forced retirement of a Hollywood mop-
pet who turns into a sexpot before her
studio can plan for the ‘transition. But
it's neither particularly telling about
Hollywood, nor is it particularly funny.

I suspect that Pamela had greater
plans for both “The Horsy Set” and
“Suzy-Q." I suspect the first was meant
to be a serious novel. The press releases
refer to it as a “biting comment on the
environment that produces the poor
little rich girl.” Pamela is quoted as
saying the book concerns “young people
today . . . finding their own morality
in the face of the amorality of their
parents.” In the same way, I suspect
“Suzy-Q" was intended as a biting com-
ment on Hollywood and that aspect of
American morality that turns children
into sex symbols.

I don't think Pamela wanted to write
bad books. I think she failed to write
good ones. I think she wanted to be a
writer, and discovered herself becoming
a hack.

“T guess in a way I have lived through
a little of Mother's life, but not really!
I'd kill myself if I ever thought I was
just doing the same things she did.”

The quote is from “The Horsy Set.”
The context is different, but the words
apply.

So if she couldn't write like a great
writer, at least she could die like one—
and in that last desperate act, relate her
work to Ernest Hemingway, Virginia
Wolfe, and ves, to Scott Fitzgerald too.

And what about our Bright Young
Man grown old, yesterday's Bright
Young Man, that role Pamela chose not
to play? He got hung up on self con-
fidence, and in the end it was this that
undid him. He believed his own pub-
licity. Finally, the self-confidence turned
not into self doubt, but to an extremely
tired Oh well. . . .

He's not even a success at failure.
Indeed, he wears defeat so becomingly
you probably wouldn't even recognize
it as defeat. He did, after all, marry the
boss' daughter. He does, after all, have
that $18,000 a year job, and the boat on
the Sound or at the lake. He wears his
sports clothes well, doesn’t go bald, and
when he turns grey, it's all very Cary
Grant. He's still a cocktail party de-
light, the country club loves him, his
wife is considered the luckiest woman
in the world, and his cynicism is not
unbecoming. He still has his legend,
his clippings, his reviews, his loving
cups.

The race is over and while he hasn't
won, neither has he had the satisfaction
of placing last. The superior turned out
to be merely average, his great gift is
but a nice little talent, and his world
ends not with a bang but a whimper.
Oh well. . ..

Talent, discipline, breaks, and in
writers—a message. The Bright Young
Man starts, with the breaks and talent
of an indeterminate measure. That ratty
kid we left back in the dining hall
starts with a message.He doesn’t really
want to be a writer. As a matter of fact,
he’d rather not be, but he's got to
write. The Bright Young Man tries to
keep his mind on his purpose, but so
many people have said, “Send me an
autographed copy,” that finally the au-
thor image sticks and he ends up like
the man in the ad—As long as you're
up, get me a Grant's.

HEN 1 left the funeral home where
Pamela’s body-was laid out, I drove
out towards my home on Long Island. It
was the first sticky day we'd had of sum-
mer, and it reminded me how unpleasant
New York was going to be in July.
Coming across the 59th street bridge,
I was greeted by the industrial gases of
Long Island City mixed with the odor
of all those Sunshine buscuits burning.
It wasn't a particularly beautiful world,
and its possibilities for improvement
are definitely limited, but it was a world,
and a life lived in it as a hack writer
is nevertheless a life.
Who ever told Pamela that il she
wasn't a writer, she was nothing?
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