STAGE DOOR
By Edna Ferber & George S. Kaufman
Teri

I feel so low because this show closed after only 4 performances. The idiotic part of it is that I didn*t feel so terrible after the first minute. I thought, well, Keith*s coming around after the show, and we*ll go to Smitty*s and sit there and talk and it won*t seem so bad. But he never showed up. I don*t expect Keith to be like other people. I wouldn*t want him to be. One of the things that makes him so much fun is that he*s different. If he forgets an appointment it*s because he*s working and doesn*t notice. Only I wish he had come tonight. I needed him so. Kaye, I*m frightened. For the first time, I*m frightened. It*s three years now since I’ve been trying to be a professional actress. The first year it didn*t matter so much. I was so young. Nobody was ever as young as I was. I thought, they just don*t know. But I*ll get a good start and show them. I didn*t mind anything in those days. Not having any money, or quite enough food; and a pair of silk stockings always a major investment. I didn*t mind because I felt so sure that that wonderful part was going to come along. But it hasn*t. And suppose it doesn*t next year? Suppose it never comes? I know I can always go home....and marry some home-town boy—like Louise did.I can*t just go home and plump myself down on Dad. You know what a country doctor makes! When I was little I never knew how poor we were, because mother made everything seem so glamorous—so much fun. Even if I was sick it was a lot of fun, because then I was allowed to look at her scrapbook. I even used to pretend to be sick, just to look at it—and that took acting, with a doctor for a father. I adored that scrap-book. All those rep-company actors in wooden attitudes—I remember a wonderful picture of mother as Esmeralda. It was the last part she ever played, and she never finished the performance she fainted, right in the middle of the last act. They rang down and somebody said, "Is there a doctor in the house?" And there was. And he married her. Only first she was sick for weeks and weeks. Of course the company had to leave her behind. They thought she*d catch up with them any week, but she never did. I know now that she missed it every minute of her life. I think if Dad hadn*t been such a gentle darling, and not so dependent on her, she might have gone off and taken me with her. I*d have been one of those children brought up in dressing rooms, sleeping in trunk trays, getting my vocabulary from stage-hands. (As she creams her face.) But she didn*t. She lived out the rest of her life right in that little town, but she was stage-struck to the end. There never was any doubt in her mind—I was going to be an actress. It was almost a spiritual thing, like being dedicated to the church.

