
DECEMBER 26, 1935 
 
WE INTERRUPT THIS BROADCAST WITH THE FOLLOWING 
 
CLIFFORD ODETS, DEAD AT 29  
 
Odets was an original; illuminating and hard-hitting he brought new light to 
the American theatre. Seen by some as the combination of the best 
qualities of O’Neill, Chekov, and O’Casey. 
 A bit actor in the Group Theatre at the beginning of 1935 by June following 
productions of Waiting for Lefty, Awake and Sing and Till the Day I Die, 
Odets was hailed as America’s cultural messiah. Clifford’s mother, Pearl, 
would go to see Awake and Sing over and over again, but Pearl would skip 
the performance and sit in the ladies’ room eavesdropping on the praise for 
her son. 
 
Clifford himself, confused by his fame, would have a repeated dream: 
“I would see my clothes walking in front of me with a hat stuck on top and I 
heard his own voice say, ‘Everybody is talking about Clifford Odets, but it 
doesn’t seem to be me at all." 
 
Clifford scoffed at F. Scott Fitzgerald who thought there were no second 
acts in American lives, Odets, on the other hand, feared it was the third act 
that was the moment of reckoning, where one showed they had a 
commitment or not. 
 
Clifford’s last play of the year, Paradise Lost, a schicksified version of 
Awake and Sing, Clifford new was troubled by a weak third act, reviewers 
of all dominations savaged the play. 
 
Former group theatre member Franchot Tone and his wife Joan Crawford 
lured Clifford to California to celebrate Christmas. They told him about their 
orange trees and assured him it was not only oranges but also dollar bills 
that fell off the trees. 
 
Clifford thought of his father, L.J., who had often said only half kidding, “A 
good businessman could convince you that he had brought the sun to 
California." 
 



As a boy, Clifford would often feign illness so he could stay over at his 
Tante Esther’s savoring oranges and toast. 
 
When Clifford reminded his father of his boyhood reminisced. He scoffed,” 
Forget the oranges boychick in Hollywood they have girls that peel like a 
tangerine.” 
 
On the morning of December 26th having breakfast with Franchot and 
another member of the Group Theatre clan, J. Edward Bromberg, Clifford, 
scanning the breakfast table asked, "where are those oranges I was 
promised," Bromberg with a mouth full of toast, said, putz you’re in 
California pick one yourself from a tree in the back”. Clifford turned toward 
the yard, grabbed a ladder, and hurriedly climbed an orange tree, upon 
nearing a fertile branch he stuck out his left hand … he overreached, losing 
his balance, he plunged. As he was falling Clifford heard the voice of Luther 
Adler, playing Moe Axelrod in Awake and Sing saying, in a Bronx accent, 
“What the hell type of house is this. It ain’t even got an orange”. 
  
Odets died on immediate impact with the ground 
It was 9:00 a.m. PST. 
 
The news spread quickly West to East  
 
The phone in Odets’ New York apartment rang incessantly and Henry, 
Clifford’s boyhood friend, now his secretary, fielded the calls. Tallulah 
Bankhead called, but only to invite Clifford to her New Year’s Party. On 
being informed of the tragedy by Henry, Tallulah was speechless and 
nearly breathless, but she quickly regained her composure and asked, 
“When will the burial take place?” Without waiting for a response, she 
shifted to a more upbeat tone and said in that Tallulah way, "if he’s not 
buried by New Year’s Day do bring the corpse to my little party. What type 
of New York party would it be without Clifford Odets?" The secretary 
politely informed Ms. Bankhead that Jewish law commanded the body to be 
buried as soon as humanly possible so the corpse would not be attending 
her little party. 
Clifford Odets is survived by two sisters and his father, the successful 
Businessman, L.J. Odets. The Shiva will be held at Odets’ Tante Esther’s 
home. 


