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Rebecca Gayheart slips off her high-heeled
mule and tucks her white-polished toes un-
der her as she curls back into a comfortable
sofa in the bar of the Four Seasons Hotel.
“I kind of like this place!” she says, sound-
ing a little bit surprised that anything in
Beverly Hills should appeal to her.

For the most part, Gayheart is bemused
by Beverly Hills, and as for Rodeo Drive, it’s
not her speed at all. “Everything’s so shiny
and clean. Who can shop there?” Obvious-
ly, shopping wasn’t required to join the cast
of Bewverly Hills 90210. For eight episodes,
Gayheart appears as Antonia, the sheltered
rich girl who finally makes an honest
man of Luke Perry’s Dylan McKay.

The real-life Gayheart was born and
raised far from Beverly Hills, in the
working-class town of Pine Top,
Kentucky, where her daddy is a
coal miner and her mama sells
Mary Kay cosmetics. Today she’s
wearing black hip huggers and
a white T-shirt, looking and
acting nothing at all like
Elly Mae Clampett as she
pulls a Marlboro Light from
a silver cigarette case, lights
it, and sweetly asks the
waitress for a second double
cappuccino. When I picked
her up ten minutes ago at her ob-
scure West Hollywood hotel, she’d
just woken up from a cat nap, and
there are still creases on her cheek
from the bedclothes. We talk for a
while about our mutual problems with
sleep. “When I get a job I'm so excited
that 1 give myself insomnia,” Gayheart
confesses. “I've taken valerian root, teas,

baths—nothing ever works. [ can’t even

focus on sheep. It turns into a dog, then it
turns into a cat, you know what I mean?”
I do, and this is what I like about
Gayheart: she’s unspoiled enough to
get excited about a job and honest
enough to admit it.
The road from Pine Top to Holly-
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wood proved not to be so difficult. She
struck out for New York City at the age of
15, armed with a list of phone numbers pro-
vided by her local modeling school. It was
an auspicious beginning. “I was just sup-
posed to stay the summer,” Gayheart says
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" Tnischievously. “But once I got there I called

home and said, ‘’'m never coming back,
Mom!” ” Her parents flew to New York in an
attempt to dissuade her. In the end Gay-
heart won, though she still winces with guilt
at the retelling of it. “I wasn’t the nicest to
my family, but I've apologized every day
since then.” I remind her that most 15-year-
old girls aren’t very nice to their parents,
but she doesn’t seem to believe me. “It was
so out of character for me, since I'd always
been the one to try to please them, the
straight-A student, the good girl. But that’s
also the reason they finally agreed.”
She stayed, enrolled at the Profession-
al Children’s School, waitressed, and
modeled. Her first big break came
when she became the Noxzema Girl,
an ad campaign that still gets her
recognized on the street. She stud-
ied at the Lee Strasberg Theater
Institute for two years and later
made the switch from model-
ing to acting, with soaps and
guest-star spots and a role on last
year’s NBC sci-fi series, Earth 2.
‘ But the lure of Hollywood
only goes so far. With 90210 in
the can, Gayheart can’t wait to
get home to New York, where
you’re likely to find her reading Mar-
tin Amis or in-line skating around
her neighborhood. “I miss my deli
guys,” she says, and she means it. Sud-
denly I'm afraid she might become a
huge TV star and never even notice
that she is one. For her birthday last
month, friends in Los Angeles took Gay-
heart out to dinner. “We went to a restau-
rant called Jane’s—no,” she pauses, trying
to come up with the correct name. “You
must mean Jones,” | say, naming the
coolest see-and-be-seen restaurant in
town. She nods, then shrugs. “It was fun,
but it was a little bit crowded.” O
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