eople ask me how | spend my nights,” says Sandra Bernhard,
almost wistfully. “Is it glamorous, Sandra” And [ tell them, ves,
in a way it really 1s. | begin with some fresheming up in my
bath, where I steam, scrub, and buff. Wednesday and Satur
day, | shave my legs, usually in the afterncon.”
“But on special occasions, ['1l get up early and shave in
the morning,” she confides. “My most recent favonte evening at home
included a crackling fire and listening to an old Heart album”

It is an early Wednesday morning in Chicago and Sandra
Bernhard is running around her hotel room trying to juggle in
terviews, photo shoots, and the actual time she will make vanous
book store stops. She flew in the night before from New York
after performing an exhausting, off-Broadway, one
woman show called *Without You I'm Nothing™ to a typically
shocked, roaring, pleased, mind- boggled audience. On her days
off, which are getting fewer and farther between, she 1s be-
ing hauled across the country to scribble her name and fondest
wishes on her autobiographical, stream of consciousness
book, “Confessions of a Pretty Woman.”

The book could easily have been called “Confessions of
an Industrious Woman.” In the last 12 months, Bernhard
has published a book that went through a reprint and
captured the title role as a sadistic nurse in Nicholas
Roeg’s “Track 29.” Add to the list a possible cable series and
a probable first novel. She's also finishing a comedy album

On this morning, she isn't the same shock to the
nervous system that has been known to make David
Letterman blush. She is not tormenting, teasing, flirting,
throwing caution to the wind or shocking anyone. Now
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