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YESTERDAY ...
Huntington Hartford on Bahamas enclave of Lyford Cay,
Paradise Island with his Huntington Hartford picks up
third wife, Diane, in the one photograph after the other
early 60s, and, inset, with with a gnarled, claw-like hand

the Beatles and actress
Eleanor Bron, 1964,

he photographs and news-

paper clippings, yellowed

\ with age, lie scattered on
Huntington Hartford’s bed, reminders of a
time long gone. There is Hartford with the
Surrealist painter Salvador Dali at a night-
club/in New York City in the 1960s, and
Hartford in black-tie with the Duke and
Duchess of Windsor in 1964, There is Hart-
ford ‘with Errol Flynn at El Morocco in
1957, with Richard Nixon in 1962, and, two
vears later, with the Beatles on the beach
near his home on Paradise, the Bahamian
island he once owned. Lying in his queen-
size bed, the sun streaming into
the bedroom of his house in the

and studies them carefully. To-
day he is 93 and bedridden, and

Hostage to Fortune

After squandering his vast A&P inheritance,
Huntington Hartford turned to drugs, then vanished from
sight. Finding the 93-year-old former playboy
in Lyford Cay, the author learns about his gilded past, his
dark years as a recluse, and how his daughter Juliet
came to his rescue

BY SUZANNA ANDREWS

292 VANATY FAITR

he has lived in near isolation for
the last 10 years, but the photographs are
bringing back memories. There are Hart-
ford’s friends, now long dead—the heir John
Jacob Astor VI, Charlie Chaplin, and the
society tennis champion Frank Shields—and
Hartford’s business rivals Howard Hughes
and Aristotle Onassis. And there are the
women—Doris Duke and Barbara Hutton,
Lana Turner and Marilyn Monroe, the
heiresses and movie stars with whom Hart-
ford was romantically linked over the years.
Slowly, he sifts through the pile of photos
again and then puts them down on the
white quilted coverlet. “Yeah,” he says af-
ter a long silence. “I knew them all. I knew
everybody in those days.”

In those days, Huntington Hartford was
one bf the richest men in America. The
heir to the vast A&P fortune, he had homes
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then in Cap d’Antibes, Palm Beach, and
London, as well as a 240-acre estate in Los
Angeles and a 13-room duplex on Beek-
man Place in Manhattan. An author, a
collector, a developer, and a patron of the
arts, he was a man with so much money
that he could—and did—buy almost any-
thing he wanted. Forty years ago, The New
York Times covered the opening of the art
museum he founded in Manhattan, as the
Times—and almost every paper in the coun-
try—covered most of Hartford’s exploits.
In 1962 reporters wrote breathlessly of the
opening of his new resort on Paradise
Island, just as they had about the 1954
opening of the Huntington Hartford The-
atre, the first legitimate theater in Los An-
geles in nearly 30 years. In the early 1950s,
they chronicled the happenings at the 145-
acre artists’” colony he founded in the Santa
Monica Mountains, where Edward Hop-
per and the Pulitzer Prize-winning com-

lars spent. In 1989, Huntington Hartford
gave his last interview. Strung out on drugs,
he lay curled in the fetal position, barely
conscious, in the bedroom of the Manhat-
tan town house he shared with the junkies
and dissolute hangers-on who were the
only companions he had left. And then
he disappeared.

If people thought of Huntington Hart-
ford at all, most presumed that he was
dead. But earlier this year, phone calls went
out to the few people with whom Hart-
ford still wanted to speak. His story was
disturbing. For nearly a decade, the A&P
heir had been living, first in an apartment
in Brooklyn, and then in a house in up-
state New York, in the care of an attorney
who had taken over his affairs. Isolated, un-
able to walk, he had watched as, accord-
ing to his family, she slowly sold off many
of his remaining paintings and his person-
al papers—until last January, when, accom-

Hartford was a fixture at Ciros, the

Stork Club, and El Mos, always surrounded

by an armada of young women.

poser Ernst Toch were artists
in residence—and they later fol-
lowed his crusade against “vul-
garity” in the arts, in which he
denounced William Faulkner,
Tennessee Williams, Pablo Picas-
5o, and modernism in general.
And in 196}, when he launched
Show, his sleek magazine of the
arts and culture, they covered
that too.

Hartford was famous then as
the very embodiment of a more
gilded American age. His many
marriages and divorces made the
headlines. He was a fixture in New
York and Hollywood society, holding court
night after night at Ciro’s, the Stork Club,
or El Mo’s, always surrounded by an ar-
mada of young women. Two thousand
guests flew to the Bahamas on private jets
for the opening-night party of the Par-
adise Island resort. Fireworks experts were
brought in from Monaco. The hotel rooms
were filled with white roses.
“What’s he going to do for
an encore?” the Daily News
gushed. “Versailles?”

Twenty years later, it was
all gone—the resort, the art-
ists’ colony, the museum,
Show. Gone, too, was most
of Hartford’s fortune—nearly
$500 million in today’s dol-

ARTS AND LEISURE
Top, Hartford with his
second wife, Marjorie,
at New York's El
Morocco, 1953, and,
right, at the opening
of his art museum,

at 2 Columbus Circle,
with the Duke and
Duchess of Windsor,
March 21, 1964.

panied by local authorities, Hartford’s
daughter Juliet rescued him. Last spring,
Juliet took him by private plane to the Ba-
hamas, where, after being nursed back to
health, Huntington Hartford, the last of
the great American heirs, was determined
to speak publicly once again, probably for
the last timé, about his life.

cool'breeze wafts through the open
windows of Hartford’s bedroom,
which looks out on a lush, mani-
cured lawr, and on the table by his bed
there is an gnormous arrangement of fresh
flowers. Bverything about the room, from
the butter-yellow walls to the gauzy white
curtains and crisp, colorful sheets, is light
and cheerful, so different from the dark,
dirty room where ae was last photographed,
in 1986 by Annie Leibovitz for Vanity
Fair. But éven in these happier surround-
ings, it is a shock seeing Hartford for the
first time: Propped up against a moun-
tain of pillows, wearing a navy-blue termnis
shirt, he looks shrunken. His shoulders
are as thin as a young boy’s and his face
is deeply lined; his cheeks are sunken be-
cause he has lost all his teeth and refuses
to wear the false set that Juliet got for
him. Yet the handsome, high forehead and
prominent nose are the same, and al-
though his hair, once dark, is completely
white now, it is as thick as it was in the
old photographs. Most striking are his
eyes. Behind his gold-rimmed glasses, the
gaze is still searing, with a tinge of wari-
ness, or sadness, or both. It was always
his eyes—dark and intelligent, seeming to
convey some unfulfilied yearning—that
made it hard to dismiss him as another
arrogant rich man.
There were those who said that he
was spoiled, motivated entirely by the




desire, as one friend put it, “to see his name
on things.” Others said he had aspirations
but no self-discipline. Hartford “is the sort
of man who will come up with an idea,
pinch it in the fanny and run,” Frank
Lloyd Wright said in the late 40s after de-
signing a California resort for Hartford
that never came to pass. Burdened by the
seemingly limitless possibilities his inberit-
ed fortune offered, it was said, he cracked
under the sense of inadequacy that came
from not being able to fulfill them. In
time, some would say that he had wasted
his fortune and accomplished nothing.
Hartford rarely struck back at his critics,
but the attacks stung—and still do. Sitting
with Juliet on his bed, I ask him—writing
the question out on a notepad because an
ear infection has made him temporarily
deaf—if there was anything he would have
done differently. “Nothing,” he answers as
soon as he’s read the question. His breath-
ing is labored, his voice thin and rasping,
but he speaks without hesitation. “T always
tried,” he says, “to do the right thing.”
Gborn on April 18, 1911, and was
named after his grandfather, a tea
dealer from Augusta, Maine, who in 1869
founded the Great Atlantic & Pacific Tea
Company. Serious and frugal, the first
George Huntington Hartford started his
business with a shop on Vesey Street, in
Lower Manhattan. Its exterior was coated
in vermilion paint imported from China,
and the cashiers sat in gold pagodas—the
first sign of the marketing flair that would
make the elder Hartford a legend in Amer-
ican business. Over the years, as Hartford
moved into the grocery business and ex-

eorge Huntington Hartford 1T was
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A
FLAWED VISION
Hartford in 1969 at
the resort he built on
Paradise Island.

Today the resort is
booming, but Hartford
lost it long ago to
more ruthless men.

1992. As for Hartford, he now says sim-
ply, “Uncle John and Uncle George were
tremendously successful, and my father
wasn't.”

The younger of Henrietta’s two chil-
dren, Hartford was without question his
mother’s favorite, and after his father’s
death she took full charge of his life.
She smothered him in a “cocoon of
mother love,” as his sister once put it,
to such a degree that even when he
was a teenager she would reach across
the table at dinner parties and cut his
meat for him. Nothing was too good
for her boy. A vain and beautiful
South Carolina belle who, her daugh-
ter once said, “always believed, as
Southerners do, that she was terribly grand,”
Henrietta insisted that her son have a car
with his own driver, and when they trav-
eled in Europe she made sure that he had
fresh milk sent from New York each week
by Cunard steamship. She controlled al-

“T was like Bugsy Siegel.”
Hartford says of Paradise Island. “Before
me, there was nothing here.”

panded his stores across the country, he
overwhelmed his competition by pioneer-
ing such sales techniques as bulk pricing
and gift-with-purchase promotions. After
Hartford’s death, in 1917, his sons John and
George took over A&P, and by 1950 they
had built it into a $2.9 billion corporation—
the second largest in the world, after Gen-
eral Motors. Huntington Hartford was six
vears old when his grandfather died, leaving
him with an annual income of $1.5 million.

For the first few years, Hartford’s in-
come was managed by his brooding and
difficult father, Edward, the only one of
the Hartford sons who refused to work
for A&P. He was a concert-level violinist
and the inventor of the Hartford shock ab-
sorber—but making money was a concept
he disdained. Declaring that at least “one
Hartford ought to be a gentleman,” Edward
and his wife, Henrietta, lived ostentatious-
ly—unlike the other Hartfords—maintain-
ing a home on Fifth Avenue and a plan-
tation in South Carolina, spending winters
in Biarritz, and building a grand weekend
estate in Deal, New Jersey.

Furious because his brothers would not |
help him financially, Edward eventually
broke off contact with them, and in the
years before his death, in 1922, he with-
drew from his children as well. “I don’t
think Hunt ever saw him at all,” said Hart- ;
ford’s sister, Josephine Bryce, who died in

most every move her sensitive, shy son
made. Today, Hartford scowls at the mem-
ory. “She was domineering,” he says, “very
domineering.”

From the time he was quite young,
Henrietta had told her son that everyone
was after him for his money, but probably
no one coveted it more than Henrietta her-
self. Because the Hartford trusts skipped
a generation, Henrietta had little money
of her own. The fortune belonged to her
son, and it was with his money that, in

ithe 1920s, she bought Seaverge, one of

Newport’s grand seaside estates. From
here, she launched her entrée into New-
port society, with dinner parties where the
tables were laid with goldware and a liver-
ied butler stood behind each chair. There
were those, including the pseudonymous
social arbiter Cholly Knickerbocker, who
sniffed that she tried too hard. But in
1929, Henrietta’s social ambitions were re-
warded when she and Huntington became
the first Hartfords to be listed in the So-
cial Register.

All of which meant little to Hartford.
Determined that he should attend the
right school, Henrietta had sent him off to
St. Paul’s, in New Hampshire, an experi-
ence that crushed him. Modeled on Ea-
ton and Harrow, St. Paul’s was, in those
days, a formidable bastion of the Ameri-
can Protestant upper crust. Smaller than
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the other boys, Hartford was ribbed mer-
cilessly, subjected, one of his wives once
said, to humiliations in the communal show-
er. Richer than his classmates, he was
mocked by students and teachers alike be-
cause he came from “new money.” He was
the target of anti-Semitism as well, because
his grandfather, Henrietta’s father, was
a Jew. When I ask him about St. Paul’s,
Hartford’s eyes grow wide with a look of
fear. He shakes his head, over and over.
“Awful” he says. “I was very innocent, 12
years old, and I was sent to a very horri-
ble place. My mother never should have
done it,” he says, his voice rising in dis-
tress. The memory disturbs him so much
that he has trouble breathing, and Juliet
has to stroke his hair to calm him down.
“I was very innocent,” he says. “Spoiled
and innocent, and then I went to St. Paul’s,
six horrible years.”

Hartford spent most of his time at St.
Paul’s reading and writing. He played
squash, and was top-ranked, but that, too,
was essentially a loner’s activity. “He got
used to being isolated,” says his third wife,
Diane Hartford, Juliet’s mother. “Hunt
did many things, but all on his own. He
had his own island, his own magazine, his
own museum,” she says. “He learned at an
early age to be alone.”

artford married for the first time
H in 1931, when he was a 20-year-

old sophomore at Harvard. When
Henrietta heard that he had eloped with
Mary Lee Epling, a dentist’s daughter
from West Virginia, she threw herself on
the floor and wept. “I was a mama’s boy,
and instinctively I wanted to have a lit-
tle freedom,” Hartford once said of this
first act of rebellion against his mother,
who had hoped to marry him to the
tobacco heiress Doris Duke. But Hen-
rietta was even more horrified by what
he did next. Encouraged by Mary Lee,
who wanted her new husband

to do something with his life, Hartford de-
cided—over Henrietta’s protests that com-
merce was beneath a man of his breed-
ing—to go to work at A&P. As a Hartford
and a Harvard graduate, he had expected
to get a lofty position in A&P’s manage-
ment, but John and George Hartford were
determined to discipline their pampered
young nephew. When he showed up for
work at A&P’s Manhattan headquarters,
they assigned him to the company’s sta-
tistics department, where he was put in
charge of monitoring the sales of bread
and pound cake.

Hartford was stunned. “I had an income
of over a million dollars a year,” he told
Lisa Rebecca Gubernick, the author of
the 1991 Hartford biography, Squandered
Fortune. “Can you imagine me sitting out
with a bunch of clerks?” He spent his days
at work writing poetry and talking on the

phone with art dealers or, often, asleep on -

the floor of his office after a long night of
partying. After six months at A&P, Hart-
ford walked off the job one day to head up
to Cambridge for the Harvard-Yale football
game, and his uncles fired him. Shattered,

Hartford begged them to reinstate him, but
they refused, cutting the only male heir out
of the family business forever. As much as
he craved it, Hartford never won the respect
of John and George, but he laughs about it
now. “They didn’t need me, and I didn’t
need them,” he says. “I had a lot of money.
The last thing T was interested in was the
grocery business.”

After his dismuissal from A&P, Hartford
retreated into the world Henrietta had
outlined for him. He bought a four-masted
square-rigger, named it the Joseph Conrad,
after his favorite author, and, with the writer
DuBose Heyward and the family butler
on board, sailed around the West Indies in
search of pirate treasure. He became a fix-
ture in New York City’s nightclubs—show-
ing up in bedroom slippers and drinking
only milk. And he began to chase women
compulsively. In 1938 he had a son out of
wedlock with a 23-year-old chorus girl who
went by the stage name Mary Barton. The
following year, after Mary Lee left him for
the actor Douglas Fairbanks Jr., Hartford
made headlines by presenting the actress
Arline Judge with a $65,000 orchid-pink

Hartford proposed only after Marjorie
became engaged to Charlie Chaplins

MOTHERLY LOVE

where he grew up.

e

Above, Hartford's second
wife, Marjorie, and her
mother, Ora Steele, in Palm
Beach in the mid-50s. Left,
Wando, Hartford's mother'’s
South Carolina plantation,

son Sydney

diamond. In 1948 he launched a
modeling agency in Los Angeles and
New York—which was actually quite
successful—“to be with the girls,” he
once said. So shy that he would have
associates approach women on the
street on his behalf, Hartford liked his

women young. Even Lana Turner
& (“Way past her prime,” Hartford
? says now) and Marilyn Monroe
. (“Too pushy,” he says, “like a high-
g class hooker”) were too adult for
%
|

his taste. Some said Hartford’s seri-
al womanizing propped up his self-
esteem. Others surmised that it
was yet another effort to break free
from Henrietta. When I ask him
now about all the women in his life, Hart-
ford looks for a moment to be deep in
thought and then he grins wickedly. “Well,
you know,” he says, “I never drank. I never
smoked. But I fucked a lot.”

uring the drug years, Hartford used
D to sleep all day, the blinds in his
dank bedroom closed against the
sun’s light. Now he has trouble sleeping,
an affliction of old age. So Hartford gets
up at five A.M. and occupies himself by

0
i
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Steele was earning her way selling

_ cigarettes and cigars at Ciro’s, in
- Los Angeles, when Hartford,
. then 37, came into the club one
_ night and bought all her ciga-
rettes. Hartford was smitten, al-

. though he proposed only after

. Marjorie became engaged to
Charlie Chaplin’s son Sydney.

_ When Chaplin saw the 22-carat,

. blue-white diamond on the ring

his friend had given Marjorie,

he told his son that
he would be ruining
Steele’s life if he didn’t
let her go. “Chaplin
told Marjorie she
should marry me,”
Hartford says with a
laugh, “because I had
a lot of money.” If it

paid newspapers to publish “The Public
Be Damned,” a page-long tract that equat-
ed abstract art with Communism, he was
condemned not only by art critics across
the country but also by the former First
Lady Eleanor Roosevelt, who wrote in the
New York World-Telegram, “Only a man
with great wealth could have published this
edltc;nal and reached thousands of people

.. with the hope of preventing such art as
he disliked.”

Far from flinching at the criticism, Hart-
ford relished it. He would stand up at din-
ner ‘parties and read his diatribes against
critics who were “misleading the public”
and against artists—“rebels ‘without a
cause’ ”—whose painting was becoming
“thoroughly degenerate,” breaking down
the moral order and inviting social anar-
chy. Friends say the notoriety his work re-
ceived gave him the sense of importance

BIG SPENDER
Hartford in Palm
Beach in the
mid-50s. Around
this time, he built
his theater, founded
an artists’ colony,
and bought lots of
paintings.

watching CNN and reading
The New York Times as soon as it arrives.
He reads voraciously, and on his night-
stand is a stack of his favorite books—
Conrad’s Heart of Darkness and poetry
by Tennyson, Coleridge, and Kipling.
Even in his playboy heyday there was
something serious about Hartford that set
him apart from many of his fellow heirs.
He was never the boorish wastrel that his
best friend, John Jacob Astor, was, or the
dissolute drunk that Reginald Vanderbilt
became. Hartford always seemed compelled
to make something of his life. “I think he
felt guilty about [being so wealthy],” an
ex-wife once said. “About not having done
anything to deserve so much.” He worked
at being a writer, publishing an article
about his search for pirate treasure in Es-
quire in 1938, but, although he had talent,
he never had the discipline to make a ca-
reer of it. He commanded his own ship in
the Coast Guard during World War II, a
time he now recalls as one of the happiest
of his life, when he had responsibility and
freedom. In 1947, determined to try work-
ing for a living, he invested $100,000 in
PM, the famed but short-lived New York
newspaper founded by Ralph Ingersoll,
and took a job as a reporter. For a brief
time he even tried to live on his salary. “I
want to inject the element of struggle in
my life,” he announced to friends, before
he gave up and began arriving at PM’s of-
fices in his chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royce—
when he managed to go to work at all.
In 1949, Hartford married Marjorie
Steele, probably the most beloved of his
four wives. An 18-year-old aspiring actress,
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was a case of money
buying love, it was,
for a time, a deep and gen-
uine love. Inspired by Mar-
jorie’s ambitions, as an ac-

for which he had always yearned. It was,
some said, why he wrote and built things—
to make people pay attention. But those
who said that Hartford was interested only
in fame missed the philosophical anger

Hartford Tiked bis women young.
kven Lana Turner and Marilyn Monroe
were t00 adult for his taste.

tress and a painter, Hartford was at his most
productive during his years with her. He
founded the artists’ colony in Los Angeles,
opened the theater in Hollywood, and pro-
duced a movie, Fuce to Face, in 1951, which
starred Marjorie and was well received by
the critics. He also wrote a stage adapta-
tion of Jane Eyre, which had a brief and
roundly panned run on Broadway in 1958.
| had left to her son when she died in
1948, Marjorie encouraged Hart-
ford to sell them and buy paintings, which
he did—millions of dollars’ worth of Manets,
Courbets, Wyeths, and Dalis, among oth-
ers. Hartford also began to cultivate his
views on art, publishing his first attack on
modernism, “Has God Been Insulted
Here?,” in 1951, and laying plans, with the
architect Edward Durell Stone, for the
Huntington Hartford Gallery of Modern
Art, the museum in New York that would
house Hartford’s collection of what he
called “realistic art.”
In an era when Abstract Expressionists
such as Willem de Kooning and Jackson
Pollock were all the rage, Hartford’s harsh

attacks on abstract art were derided as re-
actionary and ignorant. In 1955, when he

ninterested in the jewels Henrietta

that underlay much of his work—not only
at artists who violated the rules of realism,
and the intellectual-snob critics who pushed
them onto an unsuspecting public, but also
at the entire Establishment itself, at those
who set the rules and expected the rest to
follow. “1 have always hated the goose
step,” he wrote in his 1964 book, At or An-
archy? It was a distaste, he wrote, which
he acquired at St. Paul’s, and which only
grew as he aged.

His inner rebel, he says now, is what led
him to do much of what he did in his life.
1t was the chief reason, he says, for his
love of artists. “Artists are eccentric and
étrange,” he says, “which is why they are
great geniuses.” Today he regrets the vocif-
ferousness of his attacks—in fact, he spends
hours each day editing out “the negative
parts” of Art or Anarchy?, hoping to have
it republished—but he does not regret his
ipassion. Hartford has “the most flagrantly
‘unfashionable taste anybody in New York
‘has ever heard of,” Tom Wolfe wrote in the
| New York Herald Tribune shortly before the
|Gallery of Modern Art, at 2 Columbus
Circle, opened in 1964, Calling him “a new
,Luther,” Wolfe went on to say that Hart-

ford had “devoted himself to his chosen
‘field—the religion of Culture—with a zeal-
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ous and enduring disdain of the cultural
Establishment.” Forty years later, Hartford
still quotes from the article, proudly. “You
wouldn’t believe it, but he compared me
to Martin Luther,” he says, his eyes light-
ing up. “And I think there was a little bit
of truth in that because I believed in what
1 was doing.”

y 1961 there were many projects that
Hartford was spending his fortune

on—an automatic parking garage, a
shale-0il company, a handwriting institute,
plans for a café in Central Park, and a
table-tennis game called Ten-Net—but his
life was beginning to fall apart. Marjorie
divorced him that year. Still in love with
Hartford, she left him, she once said, “be-
cause of the women”—the finale coming
on the night she arrived home and found
her belongings in boxes and another wom-
an’s clothes hanging in her closet. “Hunt,”
she said, “never understood why I was so
upset.”

A kind and gentle man, Hartford was
also careless with those he loved, and the
first casualty of his ambivalent affections
had been his illegitimate son, Edward “Buz-
zy” Barton. Although he

financially, Hartford
had always refused to legally acknowl-
edge him as a son, which had been Buz-
zy’s greatest wish. In 1967, despondent
after yet another desperate attempt to
persuade his father to recognize him,
Buzzy, then 29, shot himself in the head.
Privately grief-stricken, Hartford did noth-
ing for his son even after his death,

leaving him to be buried by a friend in

an out-of-the-way cemetery in Califor-

nia. The guilt, a relative says, still weighs

on Hartford today. When 1
pass him a note that says,
“Buzzy?,” tears well up in
Hartford’s eyes. “Buzzy com-
mitted suicide,” he says. “It
was a tragedy.”

In 1988, Hartford lost a
second child, his daughter
Cathy, who, like Buzzy, had
wanted more than her father

06 MANY RENNEDYS? by ALISTAIR otk ¥

PLAYBOY MAGAZINE
Top, two Show-magazine
covers: June 1962,
featuring Elizabeth Taylor
as Cleopatra, and April
1963, with a Kennedy-
family U.S. flag. Right,
Hartford, his wife, Diane,
and Salvador Dali in
New York in the 1960s.

was able to give. The elder of Hartford’s
two children with Marjorie, Cathy, like
her brother, John, had grown up with
everything that the Hartford name and
money could buy, including trust funds
totaling $2 million. But for Cathy it was
never enough to make up for a childhood
i which she almost never saw her parents.
Left by their mother in Hartford’s cus-
tody, Cathy and John were shuffled from
one boarding school to another. John, a 50-
year-old musician who now lives in Con-
necticut, managed to survive the paren-
tal indifference, but Cathy crumbled. She
drank and became addicted to drugs—co-
caine, LSD, and heroin. Once beautiful,
Cathy ballooned to more than 200 pounds,
and as she went in and out of rehab, her
torment became increasingly public. On-
lookers at a club in New York City were

told her. “Please, Daddy,” Cathy said. “Tell
me you love me, just once.” As Hartford
tried to push her away, Cathy grew more
insistent. “I’'m serious, just tell me you
love me,” she said, beginning to cry. Hor-
rified, Hartford left, together with the girls
he'd picked up. One waitress later remem-
bered Cathy clinging to the car’s door, sob-
bing, as his limousine pulled away from
the club.

Cathy Hartford was 37 when she was
found dying on a beach in Hawaii. By
then, Hartford was himself deeply into
drugs, and he did not make the trip to see
his daughter before she died. His memo-
ries of Cathy are faded now. All he says
when I show him a picture of her is “Cathy.
Cathy got overweight and she died.” It’s
possible, too, that Hartford doesn’t want
to remember more. “He tried to be a good

Hartford has “the most flagrantl
untashionable taste anybody m New Yor
has ever heard of.” Tom Wolfe wrote.

stunned one evening when
Cathy approached Hart-
ford at a booth where he
was scated with a group
of young women. Drunk,
Cathy tried to embrace her
father. “Daddy, tell me you
love me,” she said. Hart-
ford recoiled. “Ch, Cathy,
will you stop, just stop,” he

father, but he didn’t know how,” says Di-
ane Hartford. “He had no role model.”

things I do,” Hartford told The Wall
Street Journal in 1973, “One way is the
American way, to look at how much money
they make. The other way is, what is it that
I'm doing? What have I accomplished? . ..
For the survival of capitalism, business can’t

‘T here are two ways of looking at the







