
getting my 
BOOK 

TOGETHER 
Thousands of gorgeous girls 

dream about working as a model 
--b- ut only a gutsy few actually 

go out , bang on doors, and per-
sist in becoming one. Here, a 

lovely, adventurous beginner tells 
how she got her start in this 

crazily competitive world .. . 

By Norris Church 

0 You get whi stl es as yo u walk down 
the street . When yo u were 5' in the 
ninth grade your moth er to ld yo u · to 
s tand up stra ight beca use a l.l Miss 
Americas a nd models are ta ll. So th ere 
you were, pee ring over ranked heads 
from the bac k row in school pictures. 
You look at the fashion magazines and 
think , " I co uld do that. " 

For yea rs people had been as king me 
if I were a mode l, and now I was ac tu a l-
ly on my way to become one. I carried 
a brown envelope of pictures into the 
Wilhelmina Model Agency in Manh at-
tan. The e levator door opened at the 
twelfth floor onto a rather ordinary 
waiting room-except that the walls 
were covered with Wilhelmina's beauti-
fu l face on cover after cover. She had 
been the top model for yea rs before 
sta rting her own agency, and I had 
adored her, clipping every photograph 
I fo und. The room was packed . I had 
neve r seen. so many skinny women-
wearing boots and a rmy fatigues , look-
ing like Arab sheiks in caftans and a rm-
Joads of bracelets, dark and li ght. They 
flitted in and o ut like swarms of bees, 
buzzing and pausing to light here and 
th ere to bring each other up to da te. 

"H ey, Jani ce ! When did yo u get 
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hack?" a gi rl in hi gh hee ls and ti ght 
jea ns ca lled out in a Bronx acce nt. 

"Just thi s morning," replied a cl ark-
ha ired bea uty I had seen often in 
Vogue . 'Tm leav ing Monday fo r the 
Bahamas." 

··v a :::ation or bookin g?" asked her 
friend , so rting thro ugh a stack of en-
ve lopes. 

" Vacation! 1 wi sh it was!" 
Nonchalantly 1 smoothed my long 

red hai r, which had bee n tangling in 
the January wind , sucked in my cheeks, 
and walked up to the desk. 

"Hello. I'm Norris C hurch and I ha ve 
a n appointment at ten o'clock to see 
Wilhe lmina ." 

·'Oh, yes. H ave a sea t, Norri s. Some-
one is with her now, but 1'11 call yo u 
when she's free ." 

The receptionist was cute. l won-
de red if she had once tried modeling. 

The re was only one empty sea t, a 
white molded p.las tic chair in the far 
corner, and I sat down in it , trying no t 
to look 1:ke a girl from Arkansas full 
o f foreboding about be ing turned down. 
Good-looking men and g irls were com-
ing in and out of the back offices carry-
ing leather portfoli os . Most of us in the 
waiting room had unimpress ive brown 
envelopes. The nex t '15 minutes were 
spent trying to decide whe ther to take 
a chance on losing my sea t by going to 
ge t a magaz ine. By the time I decidedto 
chance it , the recepti oni st called out, 
"Okay, Norris. Willi e will see yo u now." 

Taking a deep brea th , I walked in, 
closed th e door, and looked around , 
thinking 1 was in the wrong office. In-
stead of the ultraglamoro us mode l on 
the covers in th e wa iting room, 1 saw 
an a ttractive businesswoman dressed 
simpl y in a black turtl eneck swea te r, her 
ha ir in a ponytail. She was wearing no 
makeup, cha in -smoking into the tele-
phone, had a cold , and was impressive 
as hell. One tough lad y. 

She motioned me toward a chair and 
continued her phone conversation while 
I wished I could so mehow sneak out a 
mirror to check my makeup aga in. 
Fina ll y, she hung up. 

" Now. You a re .. . " 
"Norri s Church." 
" Norris. Let me see what you've 

brought," she said in an undeterminable 
accent. 

She took my envelope and flipped 
through the six or e ight prints a pho-
tographer friend had taken. 

"Stand up. My-a ta ll one! How tall 
a re you?" 

" Five ten ," I answered proudly, re-
membering Miss America . 

" No. Yes. I guess you are. I can 
usua lly tell by how high my desk comes 
on a girl. That's a lovel y coat," she 
added , referring to my dark purple 
ca pe . 'Tel .like to see some outdoor pic-
ture s of you in tha t coat. And more 
head sho ts. You ' ll have to get so me of 

th at hai r cut off, and I think we must 
dye it brown.' ' 

' 'Wha t!" I sq uea ked. ··1 thought my 
hair would be my biggest asset! ' ' 

"It 's too red . Bruce, don't you think 
Norris should tone down her red ha ir?" 

Bruce Cooper, Willie 's husband and 
pa rtner, had just walked in. 1f Charles 
Boyer had been a star quarterback at 
so me 1vy League college, he would have 
looked like Bruce. 

And no, he rather liked my ha ir. 
" Well , if i t was just so ftened around 

the face . .. at any ra te, we' ll make an 
appointment for you at Pierre Michel. 
Pierre will give yo u a good haircut. The 
rest we'll talk about later. Now, when 
you go there, tell Pierre-tell him that 
... oh, hell, te ll him you're with us." 

I walked out of the office and was 
on the street before I cou.ld take a deep 
breath . Jt was snowing. Fifth Avenue 
had never looked so beautiful , with 
yellow taxicabs, red and green street-
lights, and crowds hurrying through the 
snow. I wanted to race up to everyone 
and tell them I had just been taken by 
Wilhelmina , but settled instead for 
working off my delirious energy by 
walking th e 20 blocks to Pierre Michel, 
one of the more elegant hair sa lons in 
N ew York . 

1t had been a long time since I'd 
se rio usl y thought about doing anything 
with my hair. I'd kept it long and parted 
in the midd le when I was a high sc hool 
teacher in Russe llville, Arkansas. 1t was 
very much a part of my " look. " I took 
great pride in my clay-covered jeans 
and paint-spla ttered swea ters. If people 
mi stook me for one o f my students. 
well , it didn't hurt my feelings. I was 
not unh appy li ving in the Oza rk foot-
hill s, making pots and teac hing kids to 
paint, occasionally going· to the Blue 
Bonnet T avern for pizza or the Go lden 
Arrow Lounge to dance with the few 
unmarried men around. The tota l of 
my mod eling experience was a few ads 
for a loca l department store in the 
Log Cabin Democrat . and a testimonial 
TV commercial that came along he-
cause 1 had the right kind of TV set 
and a college friend in a Little Rock 
advertising agency. 

Then I fe ll in love with a well-known 
writer passing through town on a lec-
ture tour. I had never been so altogether 
impressed by a man before in my life. 
My God! I ran off with him to New 
York! Six months later, nothing had 
changed. I was in the ridiculous position 
of starting a modeling career while be -
ing wild about one man. What a waste. 
Here, for example, was Pie rre- so 
French, with his shirt unbuttoned and 
gold nec k-chains lying in mats of black 
chest ha ir. As I sa t down in hi s cha ir, I 
hesit antl y asked, " Did Wilhelmina ca ll 
yo u about me , Pierre?' ' 

"She spoke to me. Don' t worry. I will 
make yo u beautiful. ' ' 

... 
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" I don't want it too short. M y neck is too long." 
" Don ' t worry. Trust me. We wi ll c ut it just a li t tle." 
H e chopped it halfway to the roots. 
The nex t morni ng, feelin g shorn but chic in m y new head 

of ha ir. I met Kay Mitchell , chie f adviser and probl em so lver 
to the new models a t Wilhe lmina. She gave me a contract to 
s ign a nd fil led out a ca rd with sizes and measureme nts. l 
was then g ive n a list -of photogra phers to see th at day. In my 
new lea ther po rt fo li o, Kay had a rra nged the few pictures I 
had, and ta ped a st ree t guide to Ma nh attan. Thus a rmed, 
I set o ut. 

M y first appoi ntment was a t an advertising agency on 
Fifth Avenue. I didn 't know what I was th ere fo r, but l was 
exci ted as th e elevator opened onto a cheaply decorated 
waiting room . Brown indoor-outdoor ca rpeting. Plast ic 
couch. Pl as tic plan t. 

" Hell o,' ' 1 sa id to the lad y ·behind the desk. '"I'm Norris 
C hurch from Wilhelmina It was to be a sentence J used 
over a nd over like a o ne-word g ree ting. " I'm supposed to 
sec Edna

cs. Have a seat. J"ll tell her yo u' re here." 
Another g irl came in with her book of pictures. I sup-

posed th ey must send more th a n one girl to these interv iews. 
M aybe she was wi th a nothe r agency. Soon the room was 
c rowded with gi rls a nd po rtfoli os . I was there first, so I 
went in first. Dow n a da rk ha ll. First door o n th e left , the 
recepti o nist had sa id. Into a n a ustere office. More indoor-
o utdoor ca rpet ; ba re plaster white walls; a sickl y pl ant peer-
ing at the su n thro ug h a dirty window. The pl ace smell ed of 
l"una fi sh and mimeograph fluid . A plump lady with red hair 
was sitting behind the desk. She didn ' t ask me to s it down. 

''Let me sec you r book. " 
A quick flip thro ugh the pages. 
" How lo ng ha ve you been mode ling?" she asked uninter-

cstedi y, li ghting a c iga retre a nd toss ing the match into a blue 
g lass ashtra y. 

" Actually, this is m y first day, and yo u are the first person 
I've seen,'' I sa id brightl y, expecti ng- what- congra tul a-
ti o ns, maybe? 

·' Rea ll y? Tha nk you for coming. Tell the next gi rl to come 
in." 

T he nex t three appo intments we re slightl y better, but the 
resul t was th e sa me. Ca ll back when yo u have more pictures. 
D rop ofT your card when yo u get o ne. Come around when 
yo u get so me .:xperie nce. 1 was happy if l made eye contac t 
with the interviewer. T he fifth a nd las t appoin tm ent of the 
day was a t the pho tography studio in Gimbels. I walked in to 
a jumble of dresses, skirts, a nd blouses sca tte red ove r chairs 
a nd clothes rack s. A good -look ing man sa t in the corner a t a 
desk. As I wa lked in, he smil ed . " A redhead! Just what I've 
bee n look ing for! " 

l was sta rtled to hea r enthusiasm in his vo ice, a nd fought 
the impulse to look over my sho ulder to see if someone 
else was sta nding th ere . H e looked a t m y book. 

··w e ll , Norris, 1 lik e yo ur book. Wou ld you be able to 
do a test Saturday?" 

I wasn't quite sure what a test was. but whatever it was, I 
wanted to do it. Soon enough, I lea rned a tes t is a photo-
gra phic sessio n of mutua l benefit to both model a nd photog-
rapher. The model gets experience in front of the camera 
a nd new pictures for her book. The photographer get to try 
o ut new ideas a nd techniqu es without the expense of hiring 
a model. 

l t slowly dawned o n me tha t l was not immediatel y going 
to be o n the pages of glam o ro us magazines. I would have 
to lea rn what 1 was doing in front of the camera. I would 
have to be te ted by photogra phers unt il I fou nd m y look 
a nd th e parti cul ar kind of thing I did best. For me it turned 
o ut th at I photograph~d b tt -:: •· wit h th e hi gh-fas hi on look-

r continued on page 1361 
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high cheekbones, darker makeup, the 
H arper's Bazaar type. I would have to 
get a good book of prints together. 
When this happened, the agency would 
put out a card-a brochure with fo ur or 
five pictures and basic in fo rmation like 
sizes, height, hair and eye color-and 
I'd graduate from the testing board at 
the agency to the big boa rd where the 
working models are listed. How long 
might all this take? The time varies, but 
fo r me it took six months-not an un-
usual training period. 

After my first test at Gimbels, which 
was unremarkable except that the pho-
tographer didn't give me any prints for 
two months, testing became an interest-
ing routine, crazy in its proportions. 
Sometimes I did six or seven tests and 
came out with one usable print. But the 
sheer amount of time spent in front of 
a camera made me more relaxed. I 
lea rned which angles were good for me 
and which moves looked bes·t. I also 
learned each photographer had a differ-
ent image of me-curly-haired vamp on 
a cardboard H ollywood set; wet-haired 
Chihuahua in baby oil and a bikini . I 
wore soft things in hazy light, sexy 
things under red lights. I had pictures 
taken in a gold sequined dress with my 
foo t on a blackened old toilet in some 
obscure men's room ; in sneakers hold-
ing a tennis racquet; and wearing an 
$800 Fiandaca designer original while 
balanced atop a wa.ll in an artist's loft. 
I worked with makeup men and ha ir 
stylists in fancy dressing rooms; or with 
no dressing room at all and mice scurry-
ing across the floor. I lea rned a lot-
fas t- about modeling and the people in 
the business. 

Sooner or later, every model testing 
finds one photographer with whom the 
magic happens. She looks at the prints 
and says, "Is that me? They're gor-
geous !" Then the model and photogra-
pher spend a great dea l of time compli-
menting each other and a kind of 
professional love affair begins. I met 
my photographer under dubious cir-
cumstances, to say the least. I had an 
early appointment with Robert Belott 
at his studio on Park Avenue South. I 
was a little early, and as the elevator 
door closed behind me, I found myself 
in what I thought must be the slab room 
at the morgue. Four nude male bodies 
were spread over the floor. As I turned 
with a s·inking feeling and punched the 
button, one of the bodies groaned and 
shi fted slightly. Belott's not here, 
honey, but I'll look at your book." 

"U h ... that's okay. Tell him I'll 
give him a call." I jabbed at the button 
agai n. 

After a three-minute eternity the 
eleva tor door opened and I banged into 
a neatly dressed man with a black 
beard and grad ient sunglasses. He mut-



MY BOOK l•'o nlinu ecl l 

tered, "Ohmigod," and stepped back 
onto the elevator. We started down. 

" Listen," he said , ''I'm Robert Beloit 
and those guys are just using my studio 
to work in . They' re filmin g a low-bud-
ge t movie and needed a place to shoot, 
but they were supposed to be out by 
now. I'm rea ll y so rry. Let's go next 
doo r and I'll buy you a cup of coffee 
and look a t your book." 

Whether to make up fo r my shock, 
or because he liked me, we set up a 
test for the fo ll owing week, a spec shot 
(taken on specul ation that the in tended 
client will buy it ) fo r a magazine cove r. 
Robert had arranged with my bookers 
for the whole afternoon. I arrived full 
of excitement over the possibility of my 
picture being on a nati onal magazine. 
Robert and his representative, Michael, 
had provided wine and cheese . The hai r-
dresser/makeup man was laying out his 
tools, and the stylist had the clothes 
ready. I was impressed by the organiza-
tion and order. For the fi rst shot I 
wore a headwrap of red and cream and 
a ti ght black dress. T he makeup effect, 
which took an hour, was stark whi te 
skin, red lips, and dark eyes. I co ul d 
hardl y walk onto the fl oor because I 
was sti ff f rom sitting so long in one posi-
tion, and because the d ress was so tight. 

"Look up! Turn yo ur head to the 
right ! Turn yo ur head to the left ! Look 
down!" Belott was the ge neral, shouting 
commands. I was thank ful it was only 
a head and sho ulders shot. I couldn 't 
move my body more tha n a shuffling 
step a t a time. The act ual shooting took 
four minutes. T hen back to the dress ing 
room. Rip off the clothes li ke skinning 
a ca t. Take off the makeup . Start over 
again with new colors. An hour and a 
half later I was led onto the fl oor 
swathed in some kind of green hooded 
cocoon with a plas tic visor and a 
drawstring securely tied under my chin . 
l was half blind from tryi ng to see 
th rough the plastic. It was impossible to 
turn my head, so, craning my neck, I 
tried not to think abo ut the aching dis-
comfort. A green apple with a bite 
taken out was placed in my hand by 
the stylist. 

"Put the thumb more to the side-it 
looks awful! " ordered the genera l. 
"T urn the head more to the ri ght. T he 
apple is turning brown-somebody eat 
off the brown part !" 

I felt like a plaster mannequin being 
manipulated for Bloomingdale's win-
dow. 

"This is just a business," I thought. 
"You've got to realize this has nothin g 
to do with you-you're selling a com: 
modity, that's all. " 

"Put the little fi nger down !" 
Another four minutes, and I was 

propelled to the dressing room and aga in 
stripped of my bonds and makeup. 
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For the thi rd shot I was in a base ball 
cap ho lding a n ice-cream cone. After the 
hour of makeup, I was looking forward 
to gett ing the pictu re ove r with and 
ea ting the ice cream. But someth ing was 
not functioning right. The hot lights 
began to melt the icc cream. "Don' t 
move!" someone sa id . "Yo u're perfect! 
Le t it drip!" 

My arm was cove red in strawberry 
mush. Finall y, the camera was fixed and 
the shots taken. I got two bites of a 
soggy cone. Back to the dressing room. 
N ine hours later eve ryone had packed 
and gone exce pt Belott and me. I was 
waiting fo r my man to pick me up fo r 
dinner. T he wine was gone. We were 
ex ha usted beyond exhaustion. Belott 
picked up a guitar and began to play. I 
put on a straw hat and began to dance 
barefoot. Two chairs sat starkl y near 
the white wall. I danced in and out and 
aro und the chairs, hardl y notic ing the 
music had stopped. Belott was aga in 
taking pictures. For a minute we weren't 
a ti red model and photographer sapp ing 
out our las t drops of energy, but two 
artists, together creating a work of art. 
T hey were the best pictures of the day, 
and marked the start of a solid pro-
fess ional relationship. 

Not all work ing relati onships are re-
laxed and agreeable, of course . F rom 
the start I ass umed I would be propo-
sitioned by some of the photographers 
or age ncy people I met. Since T had 
what I wa nted at home, my problem was 
how to be f riendl y but not seducti ve. I 
wa nted to be interesting to the point of 
making the photographer want to see 
me aga in for work, without leading him 
to ex pect anything m ore than work . 
When a photog rapher was interested in 
me, and fo und out I wasn' t interested 
back, the si tuation was usuall y cool, but 
onl y once did I get into a scene that got 
completely out of hand . 

T he photographer was in hi s la te 
fi fties-nice looking in a Te ll y Savalas 
way, with a good book of pictures. I 
was anxious to test with him. When he 
answered the door, I smil ed and par-
roted my line: "H ello, I'm Norris 
Church from Wilhelmina

" Yes. You're lovely. And ta ll- ta ller 
than I am." He stepped closer. ''H ow 
ta ll a re you, dear?" 

"Well , in these shoes, I must be six 
one or .two." I turned my face away 
from hi s bad breath . 

He laughed. " You're lucky!" Patting 
me on the rump, he sa id , ' 'I'm doing a 
catalog r ight now and the clothes are in 
t he dressing room. Go in and try on the 
brown pantsuit. " 

Reli eved to get down to business, I 
went into a nice dressing room with 
wooden louvered doors. They d idn 't 
lock. I was tak ing off my clothes when 
he wa lked in . 

"Oh, yesss! Love ly. Don' t be em-
barrassed. You have a beautiful body.' ' 

·'Go away. I'll he out in a minute. 
Please." I stepped back and held a 
blouse in front of me. He snatched it 
away and f rantica ll y grabbed at my 
breasts. 

"Stop it !'' 1 shrieked, my hands 
slipping on hi s swea ty arms. "Will you 
please stop it ! I didn' t come here fo r a 
wrest ling match! Come on! Stop! " 

"Oh, you like it . You all wa nt it , yo u 
know yo u do! You know that girl on 
my wall out there? She's one of the 
biggest names in the business and she's 
crazy about me." 

Sweat ran down into his eyebrows. 
Suddenl y I stopped resisting. 

"Okay. Rape me. Go ahead . Get it 
over with. I don' t have a ll day to play 
games with you. Do it." 

"Rape you? Do you know how many 
women are dying to have me make love 
to them? I don't have to rape a woman.' ' 

I stood staring a hole into the top of 
his head. He turned and stomped out. l 
picked up my things and left. He was 
nowhere to be seen. F rom the fi rst 
phone booth I call ed my booker a t the 
agency. 

"L inda, you know I'm not a seven-
teen-year-old kid who thinks everv man 
is after her A rkansas ass, bu t le t me 
tell you what just happened." 

She was incensed. "Leave it to me. 
N orris. These guys usuall y get a warn -
ing. If we get another compla int, he' ll 
be out of models." 

It 's been six months since I walked 
in the door at Wilhelmina. My card is 
out and I've gone from the testing 
board to the big board . Of the 60 or so 
girls who started a t the same t ime I did . 
J 2 are left. Sure, getting started is hard . 
When I moved to New York I sold my 
house and car, so I had enough money 
to last a few months, but if it hadn' t 
been fo r my man, I would have had to 
wait tables to help pay the rent. Some 
gi rls do that and make it fi ne. Most li ve 
with someone or have help from their 
parents. A fe w are married . An in fi -
nitely small percentage hit it big from 
the fi rst day and are rich a yea r la ter. 
Who knows what will happen? T hat's 
the most tanta lizing part of this business 
- waking up every day and th inking, 
"Today is the day I click big!" I 
wou ldn 't go back to teaching now for 
a ll the certainty of a regul ar paycheck. 
After all , tomorrow it might be my 
turn ! [;;] 

LITTLE HELPERS 
For toothache, apply cotton saturated 
in ammonia to the gum. Bourbon, 
brandy, or rum- they taste better! -
can also be used . 

Sticky zippers slide easily if rubbed 
with lead pencil . 
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