








‘I would find her throat with one hand
and with the other T would switch on
the little bedside lamp. Then would
come the moment that would heal 2l
the wounds she had inflicted on me.
That brief moment when her senses
would awake from slecp and her cyes
would recognize me, She would know
why I was there and what I was going
to do. I would sce the helpless,
terrificd look that would come into

her eyes. ..

I would kill her quickly with my kmee
en her chest and my hands about her
throat, Pinning her to the bed with my
weight, she would not have a chance,
No onc would kmow who hod done it
It could have been any of her men
friends . . )
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CHAPTER ONE

T

BEFORE I begin to tell you the story of my association with
Eve, I must first tell you, as briefly as possible, something
about myself and the events that led up to our first meeting.

Had it not been for the extraordinary change in my life at the
timeé when I had resigned myself to the mediocre career as a
shipping clerk, I would not have met Eve, and consequently, I
would not have endured an esperience which was ultimately
responsible for spoiling my life,

Although it is now two years since last I saw Eve, I have only
to think of her to feel again the craving urge and angry frus-
tration which kept me chained to her during a period when all
my energies and attention should have been focused upon my
work.

It does not matter what I am doing now. No one has ever
heard of me in this Pacific coast town where I came nearly two
years ago after I had realized what a worthless and elusive will-

-the-wisp I had been chasing.

But it is not the present nor the future that is important. My
story is to do with the past.

Although I am anxious to bring Eve upon my stage wuhout
delay, there are a few details about myself, as I have said
before, that first must be told.

. My name is Clive Thurston. You may have heard of me. I
was supposed to be the author of that sensationally successful
play Rain Check. Although I did not, in fact, write the play I
did write three novels which were, in their way, equally suc-
cessful.

Before Rain Check was produced I was, as I am now, a
nobody. I lived in Long Beach in a large apartment house near
a fish cannery where I worked as a shipping clerk.

‘Until John Coulson came to stay at the apartment house I
lived a monotonous and unambitious existence; the kind of life
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that hundreds of thousands of young men léad who haveé fio -

- prospects and who will be doing the same work in another -

twenty years’ time as they are doing now. L

Although my life was monotonous and lonely-I accepted it
with apathetic resignation. I could see no escape from the rou-
tine of getting up in the morning, going to work, eating )cheap

meals, wondering whether I could afford this thing or that and .

having an occasional adventure with a woman if money al-

lowed. There was no escape until I met John Coulson and even

then it was not until he died that I saw my chance and took .

it - C o

John Coulson knew he was going to die: For three years he
had been fighting tuberculosis and now he could fight no more.

Like a dying animal who goes into hiding, he cut himself off

from his friends and connections and came to live in the sordid

apartment house in Long Beach. A

There was something about him that attracted me and he
scemed willing enough to share my company. -

Perhaps it was because he was a writer. For a long time I had -
., wanted to write, but the labour involved had always dis-.
“# couraged me. I felt that if I could once get started, my latent

talents, which I was confident I possessed, would bring me .

. fame and fortune. I suppose there are many of us who think like
this, and like many of us, I lacked the initiative to begin.

. John Coulson told me that he had written a play which, he
assured me, was the finest thing he had ever done. I gladly
listened to him, Jearning some surprisingly interesting things

- about the technique of play writing and the money that a good

play will earn. .

. Two evenings before he died, he asked me to send his play to 4
-his agent; He was now bedridden and could do little to help
. himself.
‘I. don’t think I'll live to see it produced, he said moodily,
§tarmg out of the window. ‘God knows who’ll benefit, but that’s

. ‘something my agent will have to arrange. I’s'a damn funny

thing, Thurston, but I have no one to leave anything to. I wish I

hﬁl children now. It would have made all this work worth
while? ‘ S ’ S
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. T asked him casually whether his agent was expecting the'
\play and he shook his head. “No one but you knows that T’ve
even written it.’ ,
- The following day was Saturday and the yearly Water |
Sports Carnival was being held at Alamitos Bay. I went down
to the beach with the thousands of other weekenders to watch .
the yacht racmg |
. -I disliked mixing with crowds, but it was obvrous that g
Coulson was sinking and I felt I had to get away from the
atmosphere of pending death that pervaded the house.

I arrived. at the harbour as the tiny yachts were being
prepared for the most important race of the afternoon. The
pnze was a gold cup, and competition ran high. ,

One particular yacht attracted my attention. She was a grand
little boat with bright red sails and her lines were designed for
speed. There were two men working on her. One, whom I gave
only a cursory glance, was a typical longshoreman, but the
other was obviously the owner. He was expensively dressed in
white flannels and buckskin shoes and around his wrist I no-
ticed a heavy gold bracelet. His big fleshy face had that arro-
gant expression which comes only from much wealth and
power. He stood by the tiller, a cigar clamped between his -
teeth; watching the other man put the final touches to the boat.
I wondered who he was and decided finally that he might either
be a movie director or else an oil magnate.

After watching him for a few minutes, I moved away only to
turn back at the sound of a heavy fall and a shout of alarm.

The longshoreman had slipped and was now lying on the
harbour with a badly fractured leg.

The accident was immediately responsible for my extra-
ordinary change of fortune. I had some experience of handling
yachts and I volunteered to take the longshoreman’s place and
by doing so I shared the honours with the owner of winning the
-gold cup.

. It was only after the race that the owner of the yacht intro-
duced himself to me. When he told me his name I did not at
‘first realize my good fortune. Robert Rowan was, at that time,
one of the most powerful men behind the Theatre Guild. He
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ywned eight or nine theatres and he had a long stri_ng-o_f the--
strical successes behind him. ~ -~ = S
. He was childishly pleased to have won the cup and embar-
rassingly grateful for my help. He gave me his card and
solemnly promised that if there was anything he could do fo; ‘
mehewoulddoit. = .. o
You can now probably see the temptation that lay ahead of -
meé. On my return to the apartment.I found Coulson was un-"
conscious; the next day he was dead. His play, ready to be-
mailed to his agent, lay on my bureau. I did not hesitate for
long. Coulson had admitted that he knew of no one who would -

‘benefit by the play and I had felt at the time that he might:at
least have thought of me. It took me only a few minutes to ~
reason with my protesting-conscience and then I opened-the
parcel and read theplay. - . . o
. Although I knew little about play writing, I realized when I

.had finished it, that the play was outstanding. I sat for a fong -
time considering the chances of detection, but I could see no
danger at all, Then before I went to bed I substituted 4 new. .
title page and cover to the manuscript. Instead of Boomerang
by John Coulson, the title page now read, Rain Check by Clive
Thurston. The following day I sent the play to Rowan: i
It was.almost a year before Rain Check was produced. By :

- that time many alterations had been made to the original script .
as Rowan liked to have his personality impressed upon. any
theatrical venture that he financed. But in that time, I had
become quite used to the feeling that the play was mine and
when it was finally produced, scoring an'immediate’ success, I
was genuinely proud of my achievement, . . - © .- -

It is a great feeling to walk into a crowded room and have *
someone introduce you and see by the people’s faces that yoiui
mean something to them. Anyway, it meant a lot to me.-It
meant a lot too when I began to- receive large sums.of .-
. mox{:y, where previously I had to manage on.forty dollars a
week. - o S

When I was assured that the play would enjoy 2 long ruri: L.-
" left New York for Hollywood. Ilgélty that with r)n;, presex%tl;g,u{ )
tation I should be in demand and perhaps establish myself as a.
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top flight script writer. As I was now drawing almost two thou-
sand dollars a week from royalties, I did not hesitate to take an
apartment in a modern block off Sunsct Boulevard. -

- Once I had settled down, I determined to exploit my oppor- -
tunities and after considerable thought and planning I began
work on a novel. It was a story of a man who had been hurt in_
the war and could not love his girl. I had known such a case and
I knew what had happened to the girl. It was explosive material
and it had made a big impression on me. Somehow I managed
to get that impression over in the book. My name helped it, of
course, but even at that, it wasn’t such a bad piece of work. It
sold ninety-seven thousand copies and was still selling by the
time my second book was on the market. This one was not so -
good, but it sold. It was my first attempt at creative writing
which I found exceedingly difficult. My third novel was based
on the lives of a married couple I knew intimately. The wife
had behaved outrageously and I had felt very bad about the

- final break up. All I had to do was to sit at my typewriter. The
book wrote itself and when it was published it scored an
immediate success.

I was sure after this that I had the golden touch. I told
myself that I could have succeeded without John Coulson’s
play. I marvelled at my stupidity to have wasted so many years
of my lifc on an office stool when I could have been writing and
earning big money.

A few months later, I decided I would have to write a play.
Rain Check had finished playing on Broadway and was now
touring. It was still doing excellent business, but I knew that
before long I would be receiving smaller royalties and I did not

“#wish to lower my present standard of living. Besides that, my
friends were asking me when I was going to write for the
theatre again and my constant excuses were becoming thread-
bare.

.When I began to plan a play I found I had no ideas that
could be dramatized. I kept trying. I talked to people, but in
Hollywood, no one gives away ideas. I thought and worricd, but
nothing came. Finally I said the hell with a play, and decided
to write another novel. So I sat down at my typewriter and
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wrote another novel. I just cut into it and kept writing until X
" finished it. Then I sent it to my publisher. , o
" Two weeks later, my publisher asked me to Junch. He was
very direct and said bluntly that the book was no good. He did
‘not have to convince me. I knew the book was no good the.
moment I had finished it. So I told him to forget the book. I
explained that T had rushed it; that I had been constantly inter-
rupted and that T would let him have something up to standard
inamonthorso., - ’ Co L
I began to hunt for a place where I could work without
_ interruption, I told myself that if T could get away from the
" mob that demanded my time and attention, if I could find some
. quiet spot with a good view.so that I could get my nerves right,
"', 1 would write another best seller, and even a,great play. I was
" so sure.of myself now that I was certain that, given the right
- surroundings, I could do really good work. Eventually I found a
* place that I felt was ideal in every way.. . - o
.. Three Point was a one storey cabin which lay back a few
bundred yards from the road to Big Bear Lake. It had a wide
- porch and a magnificent view across the hills. It had been fur-
“nished with every conceivable luxury and a number of modern
labour.saving devices had been installed, including 2 small, but
powerful generating plant. I was ‘delighted to hire it for. the
summer. ., A N

I-hoped that Three Point would be my salvation, but it
didn’t work out that way. I would get up around nine o’clock
and sit on the porch witha pot of strong coffee at my elbow and
my typewriter before me. I would stare at the view and get
nowhere. I would spend the morning smoking, looking at the

, view, writing a few lines and tearing them up. In the afternoon
I would take the car over to Los Angeles, where I would
wander around talking to thé movie writers and watching the
film stars. In the evening, I woild ty again, get irritated anc
finishoff the evening by goingtobed. . -~ - =~ .

It was during this crisis of my career, when success or failure
could be influenced by the slightest mental disturbance, tha’
Eve came into my life. Her influence became so great that I wa:
drawn to her.as a pin is drawn to a giant magnet. She neve.
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knew the real extent of her power over me and if she had
known, she would not have cared. Her arrogant indifference
was the hardest part of her character I had to endure. When-
ever I was with her, I had an overwhelming urge to obtain some
moral surrender from her, to make her give up the secret
strength that she had. The struggle between us was an infernal
obsession with me. ,

. But this is enough. My stage is set and my story can begin, I
have long planned to write it. I have tried before and failed.
This time I may succeed.

It may be that if this book is ever published, it will find its -
way into Eve’s hands. I can imagine her lying in bed, a cigarette -
between her fingers, reading what I have written. Because her
life is peopled by so many unidentified men, who must inevi-
tably be shadowy figures in her mind, she will have forgotten
most, if not all, of the things we did together, It may interest
her to re-live the futile moments of our association and it may
also give her confidence in her strength and ability to continue
to stand alone. At least, she will learn when she has reached the
end of my story that I have probed deeper into her life than she
imagined, and, in stripping some of the camouflage from her, I
have also stripped myself.

And when she has reached the last page, I can imagine her,
with that contemptuous, wooden expression on her face I have

seen so often, tossing the book indifferently aside.



CHAPTER TWO

ATa gas station in San Bemardmo, they told me there wasa
tornado warning out. '

The attendaft, in smart white overalls thh ared tnangulard N
badge on his breast pocket, advised me to stay in San Ber-.
nardino for the night, but I wouldn’t listen. .

When I got into the hills, it began to blow. Tkept gomg anda

mile furt.her,m the stars were blotted out and then torrential -
rain came d5%n like a black steel curtam shuttmg in the night
with mist and water.
. AILT could see through the half crescent cleatmg made by~
the wind-shield wiper was the rebounding rain on the car’s
hood and a few feet of the shmy black road in the hght of my
headhghts

The noise of the Wmd and the rain agamst the car made me -,
feel that I was imprisoned in a giant drum upon which some: -

- lunatic drummer was beating. All around me came the sound of -
trees falling and rocks shifting, and above all this; the noise of -
water against the wheels of the car, Rain flowed ‘down the side
windows and reﬁected my. face, lit by the yellow hght from the .
dashboard. ‘

Then I nearly ran off the road. I had the hillside on my left.
and nothing but'a clean drop into the valley on my right. My
heart raced as I wrenched at the driving wheel and I fed more -
gas into the engme The wind was so-fierce that there was
hardly any increase in the car’s speed. The needle of the speed— :

- ometer flickered between ten and fifteen miles an hour which

seemed to be the best speed I could squeeze out of the .
engine. .

Commg slowly around the next bend I saw two men stand— .
ing in the middle of the road. They had lanterns and they wore :
black slickers that shone in the rain and lantern light. -

. I'slowed down to a crawl as one of them came over,
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‘Why, hello, Mr. Thurston,’ he said, rain from his hat drip-
ping onto my sleeve, ‘Making for Three Point?* o

I recognized him. ‘Hello, Tom,’ I said. ‘Can I get
through?’ . -

‘T don’t say you won’t make it. His face was the colour of
bruised meat from the wind and the rain. ‘It’ll be bad though.
Maybe you’d better go back.’ o

I started the engine. ‘I'll take a chance. Do you think the
road’s open?’ ' ‘

‘A big Packard went through two hours ago. It ain’t come
back. Maybe it’s still all right, but you’d better watch out. The
wind up there’ll be hell. R

“If a Packard can get through, I'm damned sure I can,’ I said:
and wound up the window and drove on.

I drove around the next sharp bend and edged up the hill,
keeping close to the mountain-side. A few more minutes’ driv-
ing brought me to the narrow mountain track that led through
to Big Bear Lake. : :

The forest stopped abruptly at the foot of the track, and,
except for a few jagged boulders on the mountainside, the rest
of the track to Big Bear Lake was bare and exposed.

The wind crashed against the car as I drove out of the shelter
of the trees, I felt the car rock. The outside wheels lifted a few
inches before thudding back onto the road. I cursed. If thathad
happened when I was pulling around a bend, I would have been
flung into the valley. I shifted into low gear and decreased my
speed. Twice the car was brought to a standstill by a sudden
gust of wind. Each time the engine stalled and I had to act

~ quickly to stop from rolling backwards.

* My nerves were badly frayed by the time I reached the crest
of the hill. The rain drove against the windshield and I had to
lean out of the window to see where I was going. The road was

- not more than twenty feet wide and I rounded the next bend

- more by luck than judgment with the the wind tearing at the
car, shaking and lifting it. Once round the bend, I found shel-
ter. The rain continued to drum on the roof of the car, but 1
felt easicr knowing that the rest of the run was downbhill, out
of the wind.
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CHAPTER TWO -

ATagas station in San Bernardino, they told me there wasa '
tornado warning out. S o
“The attendant, in smart white overalls with a red triangular.
‘badgé on his breast pocket, advised me to stay in San Ber-
nardino for the night, but I wouldn’t listen. ~ .-
When 1 got into the hills, it began to blow. I'kept going and 2
mile further pn the stars were blotted out and then torrential
rain came doWn like a black steel curtain shutting in the night
with mist and water. - L
All T could see through the half crescent clearing made by
the wind-shield wiper was the rebounding rain on the car’s
“hood and a few feet of the shiny black road in the light of my
headlights. PR o o o
;. The noise of the wind and the rain against the car made me .
feel that T was imprisoned in a giant drum upon which some
lunatic drummer was beating. All around me came the sound of
- trees falling and rocks shifting, and above all this; the noise of -
water against the wheels of the car, Rain flowed down the side
windows and reflected my face, lit by the yellow light from the

dashboard.

Then I nearly ran off the road. I had the hillside on my left .
and nothing but a clean drop into the valley on my right. My
heart raced as I wrenched at the driving whee! and I fed more
gas into the engine. The wind was so fierce that there was
hardly any increase in the car’s speed. The needle of the speed-
ometer flickered between ten and fifteen miles an-hour which
scemed to be the best speed I could $queeze out: of the
engine. - Do ' .
' Coming slowly around the next bend, I saw two men stand--
- ing in the middle of the road. They had lanterns and they wore

 black slickers that shone in the rain and lantern light.

. I'slowed down to a crawl as one of them came over. - "~
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“Fhree Point was only a few miles further-on and alfhough I
knew the worst part of the journey was over I conpnged.to 3
drive with caution. It was as well for; thlzout warningy a
stationary car suddenly appeared in my headlights and I only .
managed to slam on my brakes in time. The Whe_els lockcqrand
for one unpleasant moment, I thought I was going to skid off -
the road; then my bumpers hit the back of the other car and T
was thrown forward against the driving wheel. o

. Cursing the fool who had left this car in the middle of the
road without a warning light I stood on.the running board of
my car while I groped for my flashlight. Rain poureq downon -

‘me and before stepping to the ground, I turned the light down
to see where I was going. Water was up to my hub caps and -
sénding the beam of the flashlight over to the other car, I now
realized why it had been left like.that. Water was up -to the
front wheels and had probably got into the distributor. o
T could not understand why there was a miniature lake in the
road,.which, I knew, went steeply downhill for the next few
miles. Cautiously, I'lowered myself into the water which rose to
my calves. Gluey mud sucked at my shoes ds I splashed over to
. the other car. By now, the rain had reduced my hat to irritating
sogginess. Impatiently, I pulled it off and threw it away. :

When I got over to the stationary car, I peered through the
windows. It was empty. I climbed on its running board and
worked my way towards the front of it so that I could sce the
road beyond. The beam from my flashlight showed me that the
road had ceased to exist. Trees, boulders and mud completely
blocked the track, forming a kind of dam.

- The car was a Packard and I decided that this must be the -
car Tom had told me about.” . © ' .
There was nothing for me to do but walk. I went back to my
car and lifted out the smaller of my two bags. T locked the car
doors, climbed past thePackard and splashed through thewater
to the jungle of trees and rocks that blocked the road. Once out -
of the water, I continued to climb without difficulty. I soon

. reached the top of the rubble and could look down onto the road
below which was, as far as I could see, clear of any further
obstruction. ’ . : .
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could only mean that this intruder had a companion and I was
in half a mind to remain where I was until this other person-
appeared. However, the wind and my wet clothes decided me. I
wasn’t going to stand out there any longer. I picked up my bag
and walked around to the front door. The door was locked. I
took out my keys, opened the door noiselessly and entéred the
lobby. I put my bag down and as I stood hesitating, wondering
whether to go into the sitting room and make myself known or
to go straight to the bathroom, the man appeared at the sitting
room door. : ' ' - C
. He stared at me in ugly surprise. ‘What the hell' do you
want?’ His voice was coarse and rasping. ’ - :
1 looked him over. ‘Good evening. I hope I’m not in the way,
but I happen to own this place.” ~ - S
1 expected him to collapse like a pricked balloon, but he
became even more aggressive. His mean little eyes snapped at
- me and two veins at his temples began to swell. :
“You mean this is your cabin?’ he demanded. .
I nodded. ‘Don’t let it embarrass you. Have a drink ~you’ll
find whisky in the kitchen. I’ll run along and take a bath, but
=TIl be right back.’ oL N
" Leaving him staring blankly after me, I walked into my bed-
room and shut the door. Then I became really infuriated.
- Across the room, like steppirig stones, lay various feminine
garments; a black silk dress, lingerie, stockings, and finally
aIt] the bathroom door, a pair of black suede, mud-covered
shoces. e _
- A plgsk}n_ suitcase lay open on the bed from which spilled
other feminine garments.-A blue tailored dressing gown with
short sleeves was draped over a chair before the electric
heater. - ‘ . 4 :
I stood staring at this disorder, angry bevond wi
before I could do anything — I was ’on t%le;ypoirft of walc{\fiiz i]ral?c;t
the bathroom and expressing an opinion of such bad manners -
_the bedroom door opened and the man came in.
I turned on him. “What's all this?’ I asked, \i/aving my hands
at the scattered garments on the floor and the confusion or the
‘bed. ‘Did you imagine this was a hotel?’
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. He fingered his tie uneasily. “Now, don’t be sore. We found
the place empty and— ‘ ’

“All right, all right.’ I snapped, fighting down my annoyance.
It was really no use making a fuss. They happened to be un-
lucky that I had returned. ‘You certainly know how to make
yourself at home,” I went on. ‘But never mind. ’'m wet and -
irritable. It’s a hell of a night, isn’t it? Excuse me, I’ll use the
spare bathroom.” I pushed past him and walked down the pass-
age to the guest room. :

- ‘T’ll fix you a drink,’ he called after me.

-1 liked that too. To have a stranger offer me my own Scotch
is something I go for in a big way. I slammed the bedroom door
and got out of my wet clothes.

After a hot bath, I felt better. After a shave, I felt sufficiently
human to wonder what the woman would be like. But my mind

.recoiled when I thought of the man. If she were anything like
him, I was in for an indescribable evening. ,

I put on a grey whipcord, fixed my hair and glanced at
myself in the mirror. I did not look my forty years. Most people .
thought I was in my early thirties. All right, I was flattered by
this. I’'m as human as they come. I looked at my square jaw, my
high cheekbones and the cleft in my chin. I was satisfied with
what I saw. I was tall, rather on the thin side, but my suit fitted
me excellently. I could still qualify as a distinguished play-
wright and novelist, although that was a tag a newspaper had
yet to put on mie. .

1 paused as I reached the sitting room door. The man’s voice
came faintly through the panels of the door, but I could not
hear what he was saying. Squaring my shoulders and settling

. the casual, disinterested expression on my facg that I reserved
for press meetings, I turned the knob and went in.



SHAPTER THREE

I saw the woman, slight and dark haired, squatting on hi
heels before the fire. She had on the short-sleeved dressin
gown that had been on the chair in my bedroom. Although sh
must have known that I had entered the room, she did not loo
round. As she held her hands towards the fire I saw her wed
ding ring. I also noticed that her shoulders were a shade wide.
than her hips and that is the way I like a woman to be built. -

I did not mind her ignoring my entrance. I did not mind the
wedding ring. But I did mind the dressing gown. Co

No woman looks her best in a dressing gown. Even if she did
not know who I was, she might at lcast have dressed. It did not
occur to me that she might not give a damn how she looked. I
was judging her by the standards of the other women I knew.
They would prefer me to see them naked than in a dressing
ygown. .

With my reputation, looks and money, it was inevitable that
women should spoil me. At first I enjoyed their attentions al-
though I knew that the majority of them treated me as they
treated any other elgible bachelor in Hollywood. They wanted 4
me for my money, my name, my parties and for everything
except myself. .

Most women, if they had the right appeal, interested me,
Good-looking, well-dressed women were an essential part-of
my background. They stimulated me, they were my recreation
and they bolstered up my ego. I liked to have them around as
some people like having good pictures on their walls. . Bat,
-lately, they bored me. I found that my relations with them had
developed into a series of strategical moves, in which both sides
were €xpert, to obtain, on their part, the maximum entertain-
ment, presents and attention, and on my part, a few hours of

disillusioned rapture.
Carol was the onc exception. We had met in New York when
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I was waiting for Rain Check to be produced. Shé was, at that

time, Robert Rowan’s personal secretary. She liked me and,
oddly enough, I liked her. It was she who had encouraged meto
go to Hollywood where she was now working as script writer
for International Pictures. - ‘
* I doubt if T am capable of loving any woman for long. In a
way, I suppose, I should be pitied for this, as obviously there
must be many advantages in which seems to me to be the stale
routine of having one woman at your side for the rest of your
days. If there are no advantages, then why do so many people
marry? I feel then, that I have been cheated of something be-
cause I am not like the ordinary man in the street. _

There was a time, before I came to Hollywood, when I did
seriously consider marrying Carol. I enjoyed her company and
considered her more intelligent than any other woman I
knew. ' L
" ‘But Carol was busy at the Studios and we seldom met during
the day. I had a lot of women on my hands and my time was .
taken up not only during the day, but most nights as well. Carol
kidded me about those women, but she didn’t seem to mind. It
was only when I was a little drunk one night and told her that I
loved her that she gave herself away. She may have been a

litde drunk too, but I do not think so. For a couple of weeks, I
felt like a heel when I went around with another woman, but
after that, I stopped worrying. I supposed I became used to
the idea that Carol loved me, in the same way as I became uced
to most things if they lasted long enough.

While I was looking at the woman, the man, who had been
‘fixing drinks at the sideboard came over and gave me a Scotch

» and soda. He looked a little drunk and now that we'were 1n 2

- good light, I saw he needed a shave. ]

-~ “Pm Barrow, he said, breathing whisky fumes in my facc.
‘Harvey Barrow. I’m certainly embarrassed busting 1n like this,
but there was nothing else I could do.” He stood close tome, hzs.
thick set body between me and the woman by the fice.

I was not interested in him. I would not have noticed if he
had dropped dead at my feet. I moved 2 few pa‘ceshbicé:d so I
could see the woman. She stayed by the fire as if shef1o=mE~
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know I was in the room and-oddly enough I found her attitude
of deliberate indifference pleasantly exciting. )

Barrow tapped my arm, I took my eyes off the woman and -
concentrated on him. He kept apologizing for breaking into my .

“cabin so I told him curtly that it was all right and that I would .
have done the same.thing myself if I had been in his place:
Then casually 1 introduced mysclf, keeping my voice low so
that the woman should not hear me. If she wanted to make an

- ifpression on me I would keep my identity from her to the fast

“moment and then enjoy the look of dismay that would be cer-
tain to come when she realized whom she had been ignoring.

1 had to repeat my name twice before he got it and, even
then, it did not mean anything to him. I actually helped him by
adding ‘the author’, but I'could see he had never heard. of me.
He was the kind of stupid ignoramus who has never heard of
anyone. From that moment I was through with him. -

‘Glad to meet you,’ he said solemnly, shaking my hand. ‘It’s
pretty nice of you not to get sore. Some guys would have kicked
me out.’ « - .

' Nothing would have pleased me more, but I said un-

* truthfully. “That’s all right,” and looked past him at the woman.
“Tell me, is your wife frigid, a deaf-mute or just coy?’ .

He followed my glance and his coarse, red face tightened.

*This puts me in a bit of a jam, of’ boy,” he said, his voice a
mumble in my ear. ‘She ain’t my wife and she’s as mad as hell.
She got wet and d dame like her doesn’t like gerting wet.’

‘I see.’ I felt suddenly disgusted. ‘Well, never mind. I want
‘to meet her,’ and T walked over to the fire and stood close to the
woman, . : o '

She turned her head, looked at my feet and then looked ab- ¢
ruptly up at me. - - ’

I smiled. ‘Hello, I said. L

‘Hello," shé returned and looked back into the fire,

I had only one bricf glance at her heart-shaped face with its
firm mouth, stubborn chin and strangely -disconcerting éyes.

But it was enough. I-had a sudden stifffied feeling, the kind of

fecling you get when on top of a high : 3
what that meant, P s _’mountam, and I knew
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It wasn’t that she was pretty. She was, if anything, plain, but

there was something magnetic about her that stirred me.

. Perhaps magnetic was not quite the right word. I instinctively

. knew that behind her mask she was primitively bad and there

was something almost animal in her make-up. Just to look ‘at
-her was like getting a jolt of electricity. -

1 decided that, after all, the cvening was not going to be so
bad. In fact, it Jooked as if it were going to be exceedingly
interesting. . : -

‘Won’t you have a drink?’ I asked, hoping that she would
look up again, but she didn’t, She lowered herself to the carpet
and tucked her legs under her. -

‘I have one.” She pointed to the glass that stood near her in
the hearth. '

Barrow came over. “This is Eve ... Eve ...” and he floun-
dered, his face reddening. .

‘Marlow,” the woman said, her fist clenched tightly in her
lap. . '

p‘Yeah,’ Barrow said quickly. ‘T've a lousy memory for
names.” He looked at me and I could see he had already
forgotten mine. I was not going to help him. If a man cox{ld
not remember the name of his mistress then to hell with
him.
" ‘So you got wet,’ I said to the woman and laughed. .

She looked up. I don’t believe in first impressions, buf: I

. knew she was a rebel. I knew she had a hell of a temper, swift,

~ violent and uncontrolled. Although she was slight, her vyhole

make-up - her eyes, the way she held herself, her expression ~

. gave the impression of strength. She had two d.eep furrows

4, above the bridge of her nose. They were responsible to some

degree for the character in her face, and coy]d only havc.: come

from worry and much suffering. I became intensely curious to
know more about her.

- ‘I did get wet,’ she said and laughed too. . ’

Her laugh startled me. It was unespectedly pleasing as wc}l
as infectious. When she laughed, she glanced up and her ex-
pression altered, the hard lines went away and she lf"ﬂzid
younger. It was difficult to guess her age. Somewhere in the
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thxrnes, maybe thlrty-exght, maybe th1rty-thrce 3. when she ‘
laughed, she could have been twenty—ﬁvc :

Barrow looked a little sick. He eyed u$ both, susp1c1ously He
had reason. If he lxstened carefully he would have heard my
glands working.

‘I got wet too,’ I said, 51ttmg down in the armchalr close to
her. If I'd known it was going to be as bad as this, T would have
spent the night in San Bernadino. I'm certainly glad now I
-didn’t.’ They both gave me a quick look. ‘Have you comc '
far?’ ‘
There was a pause.. Eve looked into the fire. Barrow rolled

his glass between his thick fingers. You could almost hear hlm
think.

" “Los Angeles, he said, at last. :

‘I get around Los Angeles quite a bit,’ I said, spcang to
Eve: “How come I’ve never seen you before?’
She gave me a hard, blank stare and then looked quxckly
away. ‘I don’t know,’ she said.-
Perhaps Barrow saw what I was going to do, for he suddcnly
finished his whisky and tapped Eve on her shoulder. -
‘Youw'd better go to bed,’ he said in a domineering voice. -
I thought if she has got what I think she has then she’ll tell
him to go to hell; but she didn’t. ‘All right, she sald
" indifferently and rolled onto her knees.
“You mustn’t go yet,’ I said. ‘Aren’t you two hungry? I have
some stuff in the ice box that wants eating. What do you say?’
Barrow was watching Eve with uneasy, possessive eyes. ‘We
- had dinner at Glendora on our way up.-She’d better go . .. she |
must be tired.’ :
I looked at him and laughed but he wouldn’t play. He stared ‘
* down at his emipty glass, veins throbbing in his temples.
- Eve stood up. She was even smaller and slighter than I had
first supposed. Her head barely reached my shoulder. ~
" “Where do I sleep” 'she achd Her ‘eyes looked over. my
shoulder.
‘Please keep the room you're in now. T'll use the guest room.

But, if you don’t really want to go to bed; just yet, I’d be glad to
have you stay.’
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‘I want to go.” She was half-way to the door.

When she had gone, I said, ‘I’ll see if she has everything,’
and followed her out before Barrow could move. '

She was standing by the electric heater, her hands behind her
head. She stretched, yawned and when she saw me in the door-
way, her mouth pursed and a calculating expression came into
her eyes. .

‘Have you everything you need?’ I asked, smiling at her.
“Sure you won’t have something to eat?’ : ‘

She laughed. I had a suspicion that she was mocking me and
she knew why I was so concerned for her comfort. I'hoped that
she did know, because-it would save time and dispense with the
preliminary advances.

‘I don’t want anything. : . thank you.’ :

“Well, if you’re sure, but I want you to feel at home. This is
the first time I’ve had a woman in my.cabin, so it’s kind of an
occasion.” I knew I had made a mistake -as soon as I had
_spoken. ,

.-The smile immediately went from her eyes and the cold
quizzing look came back. ‘Oh?’ she said, moving to the beq.
She took a pink silk night dress out of her grip and tossed it
carelessly into the chair.

She knew I was lying and the way her expression changed
told me she expected me to be a liar anyway. This annqycd me.
‘Is that hard to believe?’ I asked, stepping further into the
room,. .

She bundled varjous garments scattered on the bed into het;
bag and then moved it onto the floor. ‘Is what hard to believe?

<she asked, going to the dressing table.

~  “ThatI don’t have women here?’ e

‘It’s nothing to me who you have here, is 1t?‘ _

. Of course she was right, but I was irritated by her
indifference. © caid. fecti bbed, T suppose it st

‘Put like that,’ I said, fecling snubbed, L.

She patted hér hair a’bsently and looked harc.l at herself in the
mirror. I felt that she had forgotten that I was 1,n the_rOO‘H}iI .

‘You'd better let me have your wet clothes,’ I said. “T'll pu

~ them in the kitchen to dry.’
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: ‘I can take care of the.m She turned abruptly away from the
wmirror and pulled her dressing gown more closely to her. The B
wo fnrrows above the bridge of her nose were kmtted ina"
frown. But, in spite of her plainness, and she Tooked very plam -
wnh that wooden look on her face, she mtngued me. S

She glanced at the door and then at me. She did this twice |

“before it dawned on me that she was silently telling me to go. It
was a new experience for me and I did not like it. : ~

"] want to go to bed .., if you don t mind,’ she saxd and }

"turred away from me. '

_No gratitude, no thanks, no quesnon about takma my room,

“just a cool, deliberate brish-off. .

- Barrow was fixing himself a drmk when I entered the sitting .
room.. He lurched unsteadily as he made his way back to the
armchau' He sat down and stared up at me, screwing up his
eyes to see me tore clearly. ‘Don’t get ideas about her,’ he said, .

- suddenly banging his fist down on the armchalr ‘You lay off. |

Do you understand?” -

. I'stared at him, ‘Are you talkmg to me? I sald outraged that

he dared to take such an attitude. : -
"His red face sagged a lifle. *You leave her alone, he

mumbled. ‘She’s mine for tonight. I know what you’re up to,

but fet me tell you something” He edged forward and pointed a

* stumpy finger at me, his slack mouth working. ‘I’ve bonght her.

* She.cost me a hundred bucks Do you hear? I've bought her! So

Lecp off the grass.’

- I didn’t believe him. ‘You. couldn’t buy‘a ‘woman lzke that.
Not a down-at-heel punk like you.’

* He slopped whisky over the carpet. ‘What was that?’ He
~ looked up at me with watery, mean eyes, - é

!

~ ‘I said you couldn’t buy a woman m\c that because you re a |
down-at-heel punk.”

“Youw'll be sorry for that,” he' sald The two veins in his templc :

beat faster. ‘As soon as I saw you, I knew you’d start trouble
You’re going to try to take her from me, aren’t you? - (. -

I grmned at him. ‘Why not> Theres nothmg you can” do
aboutit, isthere? .

‘But P’yve bought her, damn you, he exclauned, punchmg thc
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arm of the chair. ‘Don’t you know what that means? She’s mine’
for tonight. Can’t you act like a gentleman?’ .

I .still didn’t believe him. ‘Let’s have her in,’ I said, laughing
at him. “After all, a hundred dollars isn’t a great deal of moncy.
I might offer more.’ A

He struggled out of his chair. He was drunk, but there was a
lot of weight in his shoulders. If he caught me when I wasn’t
ready for him, he might do me some damage. I backed away.

- -‘Now don’t get excited,’ I said, giving ground as he crowded
me. ‘We can settle this without fighting about it. Let’s get her
in...

‘She’s had a hundred bucks from me, he said, speaking in a
low furious voice. ‘I’ve waited eight weeks for this. When I
asked her to come away with me she said all right. But when I -
went to her place her goddam maid said she was out. Four
times she pulled that trick on me and each time I knew she was
upstairs laughing at me and watching me from her window. But
I wanted her. I was a sucker, see? I raised the price.every time
I called. And she came when I said a hundred bucks, It was all
right until you turned up. Neither you nor any other monkey
will stop me now.’

He made me feel a little sick. I still only half belicved him,
but I was certain I could not have him in. the cabin any longer.
He had to go. .

I took out my wallet and tossed a hundred dollar note at }_ns
feet. As an afterthought I added another ten. ‘Get out,’ I said.
“There’s your money with interest.’ o

He stared down at the moncy, blood leaving his face. He
made a soft choking noise as if he were trying to clear the

. phlegm in his throat. Then he raised his face and I saw Thada
fight on my hands. I did not want to fight him, but if he wanted
it that way, he could have it. )

He shuffled towards me, his long arms held forwards as if he
were going to tackle me. When he was within reach, he made a
grab at me. I did not avoid him, but stepped close and sfammed
my fist in his face and ripped down. The big signet g I ""}f’rg
on my little finger ploughed a furrow in his chcclt:}; I;I)c .rdOchzf B
back with a grunting gasp and I hit him again on the brigge o=
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his nose. He went down heavdy on his hands and knees. Then 1 )
walked over to him and deliberately taking aim, I kicked him. .
under his chin. His head snapped back and he collapsed on the.,f
carpet. He 'was finished and he hadn’t even touched me. :

-Eve stood in the doorway watching. Her eyes were wxde with ',
surprxse ' X

1 smiled at:her. “It’s all rxght, I said, - blowmg on my
knuckles ‘Go back to bed. He’s leaving in 2 moment.’ "
" “You didn’t have to kick him,’ she said coldly. -

. *No. I liked the’ flash of anger in her eyes. ‘I shouldn’t have ;
" done that. T guess I got mad. I wish yow'd go away.’ :
“ She went then and I heard the bedroom door close.

Barrow sat up shakily and put his hand 1o his face. Blood ran
_ down his fingers onto his cuff. He looked at it stupxdly and then ,
touched his throat. = ‘
1 sat on the table and watched him. ‘You've got a ‘two mile -
walk to Bxg Bear Lake. You can’t miss the road. Just keep |
straight on downhill. There’sa hotel before you rcach the lake '
They’ll put you up. Now, beat it.’ .
' He did something.I hadn’t expected from hun He put his
hands to his face and wept That told me he was yellow right
* through.

;Get up and beat 1t 1 saxd in dlsgust. ‘You make me
sick” - ‘

He got up- and moved to the door. His arm was across lns _
' eyes and he was snivelling like a kid who's hurt,

I picked up the hundred and ten dollar bxlls and shoved them -
into his top pocket. - ‘

He actually thanked me. He was as yellow as that

- I took him to the frorit door, gave him his ba th t stood in }
the lobby and shoved him into the rain, - : g St

© T don’t like your and I said, ‘so keep out of myw
I watched him move down the stooplz then theyra;yand the»
wind and the dark closed around him. . - |
I shut and locked the door-and stood i in the lobby T had a
tight feeling in my chest and head and 1. badly wanted a drink.
‘But there was one thing I had to know which wouldn’t wait for
a drink. I went to my bedroom and pushed open thc door
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- Eve stood by the dressing table, her arms locked tightly
* across her breasts. Her eyes were watchful. ’
+ ‘He’s gone,’ I said, remaining in the doorway. ‘I gave him the
hundred dollars you owed him and he actually thanked me.”
. - There was no change in her expression, nor did she say any-
- thing. She had the stillness of a cornered, dangerous animal.

I eyed her. “Don’t you feel sorry for him?®

Her mouth tightened in contempt. “Why should I feél sorry
for any man?’ ‘

- When she said that I knew what she was. I didn’t have to kid
myself any longer. I really hadn’t thought that Barrow was
lying, The stuff about the maid and how he had bargained was
too smooth to be a lie, I was hoping it was a lic, but now, I knew

it wasn’t. .

So she was anybody’s woman. No one would have known it
to look at her. She had ignored me. She ~.a woman who was
looked upon by socicty as an outcast — had had the audacity to
ignore me. I suddenly wanted to hurt her as I never had wanted
to hurt anyone before. :

‘He told me he’d bought you,’ I said, moving into the room
and closing the door. ‘You’re very deceptive, aren’t you? You
know I really didn’t think you would be for sale. A hundred
dollars, wasn’t it? Well, I've taken you over, only don’t think I
am paying any more. I'm not, because I can’t imagine you
could be worth more than a hundred dollars to me.’

She didn’t move nor did her wooden expression change. Her
cyes were a shade darker and the sides of her nostrils had gone
white. She leaned against the dressing table, one small white
hand playing with a heavy brass ashtray that happened to be at

> her side.

I walked over to her. “It’s no use looking at me like that. I'm
not afraid of you. Come on, show me what you cando.” =~

As I reached out for her, she suddenly whipped up the alcl
tray and smashed it down on my head. S



" . 'CHAPTER FOUR-

.. 11 is true to say that most men lead two lives ~a normal life
_and a secret life. Society is, of course, only able to judge 2
. ' man’s character by his normal life. If he makesa mistakg:, how-
ever, and his secret life becomes public property, then he is
judged by his own secret standards and is, more often than not,
- gstracized as a punishment. In spite of this, he is still the same
' an who, a moment before, received the plaudits of Society. At
Jeast, he is the same man with the one important difference: he
has been found out. ) A
. By now, because of my complete frankness, you may have
" come to the conclusion that I am an exceedingly unpleasant
" person. You may even have decided that I am unethical, dis-
honest, vain and worthless. These conclusions-are not due to
your insight and perception, they are due entjrely to my own
frankness. . B
If you met me socially, if you became my friend, you would
find me quite as agreeable as any one of your other friends
because I should be most careful always to be at'my best in
your company. - :
I would not bother with such an elementary point as this if it _
were not for the fact that you may wonder why Carol loved me.
Even now I remember her with deep attachment. She was.a
person of great sincerity and integrity. I would not like yoi to
judge her by my standards because she loved me. ' - A
Carol knew only that part of my nature that I chose to reveal
to her. Tow.ards the end of our association, circumstances
?:&::;Bsucl ilfﬁt?tl}tl t;:tgontrolhthat she did finally-discover my
some of vo p at time, I hoodwinked her as successfully as
you are hoodwinking those who love you. - :

It was because Carol was alwa ndi

It v ‘ ys understanding and sym-
palhcpc ;hat, after staying two days at Three Point, follo&g;:g
the night I first met Eve, I drove into Hollywood to see her..
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The service station at San Bernardino had taken care of my
car. They had told me that they had also taken care of the
. Packard. As I drove down the hill road from Big Bear Lake, I

came upon a gang of men working on the obstruction in the
road. They had nearly cleared it, but I had some difficulty in
passing. The foreman of the gang knew me and he had planks
laid across the soft ground and a bunch of men practically
carried the car over.

I reached Carol’s apartment off Sunset Strip about seven
o’clock. Frances, her maid, told me she had only just returned
from the Studios and was changing.

‘But come right in, Mr. Thurston, she said, bcammg at me.
‘She won’t be but a few minutes.’ |

-T followed her ample form into Carol’s living room. It was a
nice room, modern and quiet and the concealed lighting was
restful. T wandered around while Frances fixed me a highball.
She always made a fuss over me and Carol had once laughingly-

told me -that Frances considered me her most distinguished -
visitor.

I sat down and .admired the room. It was sunply furnished. .
The chair and large settee were of grey suede and the hangings
were wine coloured.

‘Every time I come into this room,’ I said, taking the high-
ball Frances offered me, ‘I like it better. I must ask Miss Rae to
get me out some designs for my place.’

" Carol came in while I was speaking. She was wearing a
foamy négligé, caught in at her waist by a broad red sash, and
her hair was dressed loosely to her shoulders.
. I thought she looked pretty good. She wasn’t a beauty — at
- least, she wasn’t stamped from the Hollywood mould. She re-
minded me, as she came in, of Hepburn. She was the same
build, nicely put together with the right things in the right
places. Her complexion was pale which offset her scarlet lips
and her skin seemed to have been pulled too tightly across her
face, revealing the bone structure, Her eyes, her best feature,
were big, intelligent and alive.

-“Why, hello, Clive,” she said gaily, coming swiftly across the
room..She held a cigarétte in an eighteen-inch holder. The long
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- holder was her only mannerism. It was a clever one because it
showed. off her beautiful hands and wrists, “Where have you
" been these last three days?’ Then she paused and looked ques-
tioning at my bruised forehead.-“What have you been doing?’
- 1 took her hands. ‘Fighting a wild woman,’ I said, smiling
down at her. o e
. ‘T -might have guessed that,’ .she said, glancing at my
knuckles, still skinned from the punch I'd given Barrow. ‘She’
must have been a very wild woman.” - - L
- “‘Oh, she was, I'said, leading her to the settee. “The wildest
. woman in California. I’ve come all the'way from.Three Point
to tell you about her.” - ' K ‘

Carol settled herself in the corner of the settee and drew her
legs up under her. = Lo - S
I think I'll have a highball,’ she said to Frances. A little of
her gaiety had gone from her eyes. ‘I have a feeling Mr. Thurs-
ton’s going to shock me.’ o -
- ‘Nonsense,’ I said. ‘I-hope to interest you, but that’s all. ’'m
the one who’s shocked.” T sat down by her side and took her’
- hand. ‘Have you been working very hard today? There are
- smudges under your eyes. They suit you, of course, but do they
. mean tears and toil or are you, at last, beconiing dissolute?’
Carol sighed. “I've been working, I have no time to be dis-
solute.and I'm sure 'd be very bad at it. I am never any good at
anything that doesn’t interest me.’ She took the highball from
Frances and smiled her thanks, - - . . :
. Prances went.away. . | : .
-‘N:ow,’ she ‘went on, ‘tell me about your wild woman. Are
youinlove withher? ~= - - : ' |
.I looked at hgr sharply. ‘Why do you think I must fall in Iove’
) w1‘th every woman I'met? I’'m in love with you’ . . -
So you are’ She patted my hand. “I-must remember that.
- Only, after three days without secing you, I was Wondcring if
yo:x had’ dropged me. So yoir're not in love with her? -
Don’t be tiresome Carol,’ I said, not liking her mood. ‘P'm
st(t:ézx'itaml%z tnt;;lgl loxﬁ'\vith her,” and-settling back against
ons T told her about ‘ Eve,
~ Ididn’t give her all the details.t%l'e sto»rm,‘ ,B—arfo'w and Eve. But,

N
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‘Well, go on,’ she said as I paused to finger the bruise on my

forehead. ‘After she had laid you out, whatc}id she do? Pour

water over you or skip with your wallet?” . '
‘She skigped without my wallet. She didn’t take a thing . ...
she wasn’t the type. Don’t get this woman wrong, quol, she
isn't the usual kind of hustler.” B -
“They seldom are,” Carol murmured smiling at me.
I ignored that. “While I was unconscious, she must have

- dressed, packed her grip and gone off into the storm. That was

quite a thing to do . . . it was blowing and raining like hell’

" Carol studied my face. ‘After all, Clive, even a hustler has
her pride. You were rather beastly to her. In a way, I admired
her for knocking you on your conceited head., Who was the
man, do you suppose?’ , - '

‘Barrow? I have no idea. He looked like a travelling sales-
man. Just the kind of jerk who'd pay a woman to go out with
him.’

1 hadn’t told Carol about giving Barrow the hundred and ten
dollars. I didn’t think she’d understand that part of the story.

‘I suppose you didn’t want to get rid of him so you could -
have a heart to heart chat with the lady?’

I felt suddenly irritated that she should have touched truth
‘s0 quickly. ‘Really, Carol,’ I said sharply, ‘@ woman of that type
docsn’t appeal to me. Aren’t you being a little ridiculous?’

*Sorry,’ she said, wandering over to the window. There was a
pause, then she went on, ‘Peter Tennett said he’d be over. Will
you have supper with us?’

‘I now regretted telling her about Eve. “Not tonight,’ I said,
‘T'm tied up. Is he calling for you?’

I wasn’t tied up, bt}t I had an idea at the back of my mind

and I wanted the evening to myself.

- “Yes, but you know Peter . . . he’s always late.’

CaI I;Pefw. Peter Tennett all right. .He was the only one of

hinio I~SI er:’?::lsa who gdave Ifleél’n inferiority complex. But I liked

had'too s Ogral} guy. We got along fine together, but he
[many genuine talents for me. He was producer, direc-

tor, script writer, and technical adviser all rolled into one.

Everything he undertook had, so far, been successful, He had
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the magic touch and he ranked as number one at the Studlos I

hated to think what he madeinayear. .
“Can’t you really come?” Carol asked, a httle wmtfully ‘You ‘

ought to see more of Peter. He might do something for you.”

Lately,-Carol had been continually suggesting various people
.who might put something in my way. It irritated me that shc.'
should think I needed help. :

‘Do something for me? I repeated, forcing a laugh ‘What on
earth could he do for me? Why, Carol, I'm gertmg along fine
“..Idon’t need any help.’

, ‘Sorry aaaln, Carol said, not turning from the \vmdow ‘I
scem to be saying all the wrong thmgs tonight, don’t I¥" '
. “It isn’t you at all,’ I said, going over to her. ‘I've still gota
headache and I’'m edgy. oL

She turned. “What are you doing, Clive?’ : :

‘Domg? Well, I'm going out to dinner. My — my pub-
lishers..

‘I don’ t mean that. What are you working at? You've been at

Three Point for two months now. What’s happening?” =~ - ..
This was the one subject I wanted to avoid with Carol. Oh a

novel; I said carelessly. ‘I'm just laying out the blueprint..I
start working seriously next week. Don’t look so worned and I

. tried to smile at her assuringly. _

~ Carol was an extraordmanly difficult person to lie to. ‘I’

glad about the novel,’ she said, shadows in her eyes, ‘but I wish-

it were a play. There’s not much in a novel, is there, Clive?” "

I raised my eyebrows, ‘I don’t know . . . film rights. . . serial-
rights . . . maybe Collier’s will take it. They paid Imgram ﬁfty
thousand dollars for his serial rights.’ |

‘Imgram wrote an awfully good book.’

“*And I'm gomg to write an awfully good book too,’ I sald
Even to me, it sounded a little lame. ‘I’ll write another play ina-

_ little while, but I've got this idea for a book and I don’t want it.
to grow cold on me.

I had an uncasy fecling that she was going to ask me What the
book was about, If she’d done that, I would have been in a spot,

- but at that moment Peter came in and for once Twas glad of the
mterruptlon ‘



-Peter was onc of the few successful Englishmen in Holly-
wood. He still had all his clothes made in London and the -
Sackville Street cut was right for his English type of figure,
broad in the shoulders and slimming down at the hips.

- His dark, thoughtful face lit up when he saw Carol. ‘Not
dressed yet?’ he said, taking her hand. ‘But looking very lovely.
Sure you’re not too tired to come out tonight?’ ‘ '

‘Of course not,’ Carol said smiling. :

. He looked over at me. ‘How are you, my dear boy?’ He shook
hands. ‘Doesn’t she look wonderful?’

. I said she certainly did and noticed his eycs were question
marks when he saw my bruise.

‘Give him a drink, Clive, while I dress,” Carol said. ‘I won’t
be long.” She looked over at Peter. ‘He’s being stuffy ... he
won’t dine with us.’ ‘

‘Oh, but you must . . . this is an occasion, isn’t it, Carol?’

* Carol shook her head helplessly. ‘He’s dining with his pub-
lishers. . . . I don’t believe it, but I suppose I'd better be ta.ctful
and pretend I do. Look at that bruisc .. . he’s been fighting a
wild woman.’ She laughed, turning to me, ‘Tell him, Clive . ..
he may think it’s a story.’

Peter beat me to the door. He opened it. ‘Don’t hurry,’ he
said. ‘I’'m fecling very leisurely tonight.’ 3

‘But I'm hungry,’ Carol protested. “Don’t let’s be too late,
and she ran from the room.

Peter came over to the little bar in the far corner of Ehc room
where I was fixing myself another drink. ‘So you've been
fighting, have you?’ he said. “That’s quite a nasty bruisc you

‘have there.’ . 1.9
'~ “Never mind about that,” I said. ‘What will you drink? ;

‘A little whisky, I suppose.’ He Icaned against the bar an
sclected a cigarette from a heavy gold case. Carol’s told you
the news?’ ,

I gave him bourbon and water. ‘No..... what news? ter oy

Peter raised his eyebrows.” Funny kid ... now I wonder wily
.. .. He lit his cigarette. ,

Ihad a sudc%en sinking fecling. ‘What news?’ I repeated,

staring at him.
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‘She has been ngen the script of the year It was arranged
~ this morning . . . Imgram’s novel.’. ‘
I slopped whxsky on the polished bar. Heanng h1m say that
* was wormwood to me.. Of course, I-knew I couldn’t have
" handled Ingram’s theme. Tt was t60 big for me, but i itcame asa
blow to hear that a kid like Carol was to do it. -
..~ “Why, that’s terrific,’ I said, trying to look pleased. ‘I’ve been
. reading it in'Collier’s. It's a great story. You producmv?’ .
. He nodded. ‘Yes, there are all sorts of angles. It’s just the
kind of story I've been looking for. Of course, I wanted.Carol to
.do the script, but I didn’t think Gold would agree, Then, while
- I was working out how best to persuade him, he actually called
' meintosay she’s 1o do it
. 1 came around from behind the bar and camed my drmk to
- the settee. I was glad to sit down. ‘What will it mean?’ . -
" ‘Peter shrugged. ‘Well;a contract, of course . . . bigger money
~...screen credit . . . and another chance if she rhakes good.’ He
tasted his whisky.: ‘And she will, of course. She is very talented ?
" I was beginning to think that everyone in this. game had
. talcnt except myself, -~ .. |

- He came over and dropped into an annchau' He seemied to
sense that the news had shaken me. “What are you woerg on‘
now?”’

. I was getting txred of ﬂus interest m my work. ‘A novel 1
said shortly. ‘N othing of interest to you.’

‘That's'a pity. I'd like to film somethmg of yours. He
stretched out his long legs. ‘T've been meaning to talk to you
before. Ever thought of working for Gold> 1 could g1ve you an
introduction.’

I wondered susp1c1ously if Carol had been gettmg at hxm

‘What’s. the use, Peter? You know me, I can’t work for

~-anyone. From: what Carol tells me workmg at your Studzo is
refined hell) .
. Tfsalso big money,’ Peter said, takmg the dnnk I handed to
him. “Think it over and don’t leave it too long. The pubhc hasa
- short memory and Hollywood an even shorter one” He didn’t
look at me, but I had a feelmg that there was more to it than
just casual conversation. It was almost a wammg
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I lit a cigarette and brooded. There is one thing you don’t tell
other writers or producers in Hollywood. You don’t tell them
that you are out of ideas. They find that out quick enough for
themselves. e

I knew that if I went back to Three Point the same thing
would happen as had happened these past two days. I'd think
about Eve. I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since I found
myself lying on the floor in the deserted cabin with the sun
coming through the curtains. I had tried to wash her out of my

mind, but I couldn’t do it. She was there in my bedroom, she
was sitting with me on the porch, she was staring at me from
the blank sheet of paper in my typewriter. '

It finally got so bad that I had to talk to someone about her.
That was why I had come into Hollywood to see Carol. But
when I began to talk, I found I couldn’t tell her the things that
were really on my mind. I couldn’t tell Peter cither. I couldn’t
tell them how I was fecling about Eve, They would have
thought I was crazy. _ :

Maybe I was crazy. I had the pick of some twenty smart,

attractive women. I had Carol who loved me and who meant a
lot to me. But that didn’t seem enough for me. I had to become
infatuated with a prostitute. ,

Perhaps, infatuated wasn’t the right word. I had sat on the
porch, the previous night, with a bottle of Scotch at my clbow
and I had tried to reason it out. Eve had hurt my pride. Her
cold indifference had been a challenge to me. I felt she was
living in a stone fortress and I had to storm that fortress and
break down its walls. .

I was pretty drunk by the time I'd come to these conclusions,
but I’d made up my mind I was going to conquer her. All the
women I’d played around with in the past had been too casy. I
wanted a proposition that I could really get my tecth into. Eve
would give me a run. She’d be difficult and the idea c,xcztec} me.

. It would be a contest with no holds barred. She wasn’t an 1nno-
cent little thing who could be twisted around my finger without
any effort. She had unconsciously thrown down the chall;ng:;
and I was going to take it up. I had no doubts what the fina
results would be. Nor did I think of what would happen once
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T’d taken her by storm. That could take care of itgelf when tt
" time came. .
n?;es'nap'ped out of my: thoughts as Carol came in. S:hc ha
changed into an ice-blue evening dress over which sh; wore
short ermine coat. . - - .
. *Why dida’t you tell me?” I said, jumping to my feet. ‘I'n
 terribly glad and proud of you, Carol?- . .
She looked at me searching. ‘It is exciting, isn’t it; Clives
Won’t you come now . ., we ought to celebrate.” '
" 1 wanted to, but I had something more important to do. Ii
we'd been alone, I’d have gone with her, but with Peter, it
wasn’t quite the same thing. - S
* <P’Il join you later if I can,’ I said. “Where are you eating?
“The Vine Street Brown Derby,’ Peter said. “How long will
you be?’ ~ : T :
“*It depends,’ I said. “Anyway, if I don’t turn up, I’ll meet you
both here after dinner . .. all right?’ : T
Carol put her hand in mind. “Itll have to be,’ she said. “You
will try, won’t you?® - o
-Peter got up. “Well, then, let’s go. Are you coming our
. way? - ' A ‘ ’ s
‘I promised to meet my publisher at eight,’ I explained. It
- was only half past seven. ‘Do you mind if I stay here for a few
minutes?. I'd like to finish my drink and I have some calls to
make. .

‘No ... come on, Peter, we mustn’t interfere with business.”
Carol waved to me. “Then we'll see you? Are you going back to
Three Point tonight?’ . :

‘I think so, otherwise, if I’'m very late, T'll go over to the
penthouse, but, I want to start work tomorrow.’ ' ,

When they had gone, I pouréd myself out another whisky }
and picked up the telephone book. There were 2 number of
Marlows in the book. Then with a sudden feeling of excitement
I saw her name. The address was a house on Laurel Canyon
Drive.Thad noidea where that was, ‘ ‘ ~

For several seconds, I hesitated, then I picked up the tele-
phone and dialled her number. I listened to the steady burr-
burr of the bell, then there was a click and my blood began to
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lr:mve around in me, like a prospccnvc tenant looking over a
ouse.

. A woman, it wasn’t Eve, said, ‘Hello?’

‘Miss Marlow?’

“Who is callmg?" The voice was cautious.

I grinned into the telephone. ‘She won’t know my name.’

There was a pause, then the woman said, ‘Miss Marlow
wants to know what you want.’

“Tell Miss Marlow to come off her high horse,’ I said. ‘I’'ve
been advised to call her.’

There was another pause, then Eve came on the line. “Hello,’
she said. ,

‘Can I come and see you?’ I kept my voice low so she
wouldn’t recognize it.

‘You mean now?’

‘In half an hour.’

‘I suppose so.” She sounded doubtful. ‘Do I know you?’

I thought this was a hell of a conversation. “You will before
long,’ I said and laughed.

She laughed too. Her laugh sounded good on the tclcphonc
“Then you’d better come along,’ she said and hung up.

It was as simple and as casy as that.



CHAPTER FIVE

LAUREL CANYON DRIVE was'a narrow street with a scat-
tering of small-town style frame dwellings, partly hidden by
hedges and shrubs. o C '

1 drove slowly down the street until I saw the number of
Eve’s house paintedon a smallwhite gate I stopped and got out.

There was no one in sight and the house itself was discrect.
Once I was through the gate, the high hedge hid me from the
_ street. T walked down the path that went steeply to the front
* door which, in its turn, was screened by a built-in porch. The
windows on each side of the door were curtained with cream
muslin. I had to walk down several wooden steps before I was
level with the front door. , .

The knocker on the door was an iron ring which passed
- through the body of a naked woman. It was a nice design and 1

studied it for a few seconds before I knocked. I waited, aware
that my heart was thumping with suppressed excitement.

Almost immediately I heard an electric light switch-click on
and then the door opened. A tall, angular woman, almost as tal
as myself, stood squarely in the doorway. - ’

The light in the passage floodlit me while she remained in
the shadows. I could feel her eyes crawling over me, then as if
satisfied by what she saw, she stood aside. ,

‘Good evening, sir. Have you an appointment?’ .

As I stepped round her into the lobby, I looked curiously at
her. She was a red-faced woman of about forty-five or so. Her

- face was sharp with a pointed chin, pointed nose and small

b_rli'ght eyes. Her smile had just the right blend of friendly ser-
V1 lty. - . . .

‘Good evening,’ I said. ‘Miss Marlow in?’ ,

I felt acute embarrassment and irritation. It was hateful to

me that this woman should see me and should know why I had
come to this sordid little house.
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“Will you come this way, sir?’ She moved down the passage
and opened a door. L '
My mouth was dry and I felt a pulse beating in my tcmples
as I entered the room. : ‘ - ’

It was not a large room. Facing me was a dressing table
fitted with a bevelled mirror; on the floor in front of the dress-
ing table, was a thick white rug. To the left of the rug wasa
small chest of drawers on which stood scveral tiny glass

"animals, On the far right was a cheap, white-painted wardrobe..
A large divan bed, covered by a shell-pink bedspread took up
‘the remaining space. '

*. Eve stood by the empty fireplace. Near her was a small arm-
chair and a bedside table on which stood a reading lamp and
several books. .
© She was wearing the same short-sleeved blue dressing gown
and her face was wooden under careful make-up.

.. We looked at each other. '

‘Hello,’ I said, smiling at her. ‘

‘Hello.” Her expression did not change nor did she move. It
was a suspicious, indifferent greeting. ~

I stood looking at her, slightly embarrassed, puzzled that she
showed no surprise at sceing me again and irritated about the
dressing gown. But in spite of the hostile atmosphere, my blood
moved fast through my veins. ]

‘So we meet again,’ I said a little lamely. ‘Aren’t you sur-
prised to see me?’ L

She shook her head. ‘No . . . I recognized your voice.

‘I bet you didn’t,’ I said. ‘You're kidding.’ ]

Her mouth pursed. I did ... besides, I was expecting
you.?

I must have shown my startled surprise
laughed. The tension eased immediately. ’

“You were expecting me?’ I repeated. ‘Why?

She looked away. ‘Never mind.” o
‘But I do mind,’ I insisted, walking round her and sitting 1n

the armchair. T took out my cigarette case and offered it.

Her eycbrows went up, but she took a cigarette. “Thar
she said. She hesitated, and then sat down on the bed n

because she suddenly
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I also took a cxgarette, thumped my lighter and as she leaned |
forward to light up, I said, “Tell me why you were cxpccUng
me.’

- She shook her head ‘I’m not gomg to.” She let smoke drift
down her nostrils and she glanced uneasily round the room. She
was on the defensive and I felt instinctively ‘that she was
nervous and unsure of herself.

I studied her for a few scconds. As soon as she felt my eyes
on her face, she turned to look directly at me. ‘Well?’ she said -
sharply.

“It’s a pity you make-up like that. It doesn’t suit you

. She stood up immediately and looked into the mirror over
the fireplace. ‘Why,’ she asked, staring hard at herself ‘Don’t I
look all right?’

‘Of course, but you’d look better without all that muck on
your face. You don’t need it

She continued to look at herself in the mirror. ‘I’d look an
awful fright without it,’ she said, half to herself, then she turned
and frowned at me. .

‘Did anyone tell you you’re an interesting woman?’ I asked,
before she could speak. “You have character and that’s more
than most women have.’ .-

Her mouth tightened and she sat down. For a moment I had
caught her off guard, but the wooden expression was now back
again.

‘Sgou haven’t come here to tell me I'm mterestmg, have
you?’

T smiled at her. “Why not? If no one has told you before, then
it’s time someone did. I like to give women their due.’

She flicked ash into the fireplace. It was a nervous, 1rr1tab1e 4
movement and I could see she did not know what to make of
me. As long as I could keep her in that frame of mind I held the
initiative.

 “Aren’t you going to say sorry for this?’ I asked, touchmg the
‘bruise on my forehead. )

‘She said what I expected her to say. ‘Why should 1? You
dcserved it

I suppose I did,’ I said and laughed. ‘I’ll have‘tb be careful |
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next time. I like a woman with spirit. I'm sorry about the way I
behaved, but I did want to see what your reactions would be.’ I
laughed again. ‘I didn’t expect to feel your reactions.’ :

She looked at me doubtfully, smiled and then said, ‘I do get
wild sometimes . . . but you deserved it.’ :

‘Do you always treat men like that?’

She hedged. ‘Like what?’

“Knocking them on the head if they annoy you.’

This time she giggled. ‘Sometimes.’ o

‘No hard feelings?’ ~

‘No.’

- I watched her. She slouched as she sat, her head forward and
her slim shoulders rounded. Again she looked sharply at me
when she felt my eyes on her.

‘Don’t sit there looking at me,’ she said irritably. “Why did
you come here?’ o

-“I like looking at you,’ I returned, relaxing in the armchair
and feeling completely at ease. ‘Can’t I talk to you? Would that
strike you as odd?’

She frowned. I could see she was in two minds. She did not
know whether I was wasting her time or whether I was here
professionally. It was obvious that she was controlling her im-
paticnce with difficulty.

“You have only come here to talk?’ she said, looking at me
and then immediately looking away. ‘Isn’t that a waste of
time?’

‘I don’t think so. You interest me and besides I like talking to
attractive women.’ )

She looked up at the cciling with an exaggerated expression
| of cxasperation. ‘Oh they all say that,’ she said impatiently.

That annoyed me. ‘If you don’t mind I would rather not be
classed with an anonymous “they”,’ I said with acerbity.

She Iooked surprised. ‘You have a very good opinion of your-
sclf, haven’t you?’ . “

“Why not?’ It was my turn to be impaticnt. ‘After all, who'll
believe in me if I don’t?’ , '

Her face darkened. ‘I don’t like conceitcd men.

‘Haven't you a good opinion of yourself?’
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She shook her head emphat:cally ‘Why should

‘I hope you’re not just anothcr woman with an inferiority
complex?’ ‘

‘Do you know so many?’

‘Quite a few. Is that what you suﬁer from?’

- She stared into the empty fireplace, her expression suddenly
moody. ‘I suppose so.” Then she looked up suspiciously. ‘Do
you think that’s funny?’

“Why should I? I think it’s rather pathcnc because there’s no
reason for you to.’

She raised her eyebrows questioningly. “Why not?’

I knew then that she was unsure of hetself and mtercsted to
know what I thought of her.

‘You ought to be able to answer that if you are truthful about
yourself. Now my first i 1mpressxons of you.:.no, never mind, I
don’t think 'l tell you.’

‘Come on,” she said, ‘I want to know. What are your ﬁrst
impressions of me?’

I studied her as if T were mang a careful assessmcnt of hcr
qualities. She stared back at me, frowning and ill at ease, but
wanting to know. I had thought so much about her for the past
two da‘ys that I was long past first impressions. ‘If you really
want to know,’ I began thh assumed reluctance, ‘only I don’t
- suppose you'll believe me.’

‘Oh, come on,’ she said impatiently, ‘don’t hedge.’

‘All right. I’d say you are a woman of considerable character
independent to a degree, hot tempered and strong willed, extra-
ordinarily attractive to men and, oddly enough, sensxtxve in
your feclings.’

She studied me doubtfully. ‘I wonder how many women you
have said that to?’ she asked, but I could see she was sccrctly
pleased.

‘Not many . .. none at all if you take it as a wholc I haven’t
met any one woman with all those qualities except yourself.
But, of course, I really don’t know you vet, do I? I may be
entirely wrong . . . they’re just first i 1mpressxons

‘Do you ﬁnd me attractive?” She was in deadly earncst
now.
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‘T would hardly be here if I didn’t. Of course you're at-
tractive. ‘

‘But why? I'm not pretty.” She got up and looked in the
mirror again. ‘I think I ook awful.’ '

‘Oh no, you don’t. You have character and personality.
That’s much better than insipid prettiness. There’s something
cextraordinary about you. Magnetic is perhaps, the word.’

She folded her arms across her small, flat breasts. I think
you’re an awful liar,’ she said, anger in her eyes. ‘You don’t
really think I believe all this slop, do you? What exactly do you
want? No one else comes here smarming over me like this.”

- I laughed at her. “Don’t get angry. You know, I'm sorry for
‘you. You certainly have a bad inferiority complex. Never mind,
perhaps one day you'll believe me.” I leaned forward to exam-
ine the books on the beside table. There were copies of Front
Page Detective, a shabby copy of Hemingway’s To Have and
to Have Not, and Thorne Smith’s Night Life of the Gods. 1
thought they were an odd assortment. :

‘Do you read much?’ I asked deliberately changing the
subject.

‘When I can find a good book,” she returned, bewildered.

‘Have you ever read “Angels in Sables”?’ I asked, naming
my first book.

She moved restlessly to the dressing table. “Yes ... I didn’t
like it much.’ She picked up a powder puff and dabbed at her
chin.

. ‘Didn’t you?’ I was disappointed. ‘I wish you'd tell me
why.?

She shrugged. ‘Oh, I just didn’t.’ ‘ .

She put down the powder puff, stared at herself in the mirzor
and then moved back to the fireplace. She was fidgety, im-
patient and a little bored. ’ ,

‘But you must have reasons. Did you find it dull?

‘I don’t remember. I read so quickly I never remember any-

thing I read.’ o
‘I see . .. anyway you didn’t like it.” I was irritated that she

couldn’t remember my book. I would have liked to have t_:;!"‘ ',,~ ;
to her about it and had her reactions, cven ifshedidpot il 7.
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" Y began to sealize that normal conversation with her was going
1o be difficult. Until we knew cach other — and I was deter-
" mined that we should know each other ~ topics of con-
. versation were severely limited. Up to now, we had nothing in
“comimon.
" She stood looking at-me doubtfully and thcn sat down on the
bed again, ‘Well?’ she said, abruptly. “What now?’
- “Tell me something about yourself. '

She shrugged and made a little gnmace ‘There 5 nothmg to
tell.” -

“Of course there- is,” T said and leaning forward 1 took her
hand in mine. ‘Arc you married or is this phoney?’ I was

© twisting the thin gold wcddmg ring on her ﬁngcr

“P'm married.

*+ I'wasa little surprised. ‘Is he mce?’
She looked away. Mmm-hmm
" “Very nice?’ : :

She took her hand away ‘Yes. . . very nice.”

‘And where is he?’ :
" Her head jerked round, “That’s not your business.’.

I laughed at her. ‘All right, don’t get high hat. I must say
when you get mad, you look quite impressive. How did you get
those two lines above your nose? -

She was up mstantly, looking at herself in the mirror.
“They’re bad, aren’t they?’ she said, trymfr to_smooth the

* furrows away with her finger tips.’ '

I glanced at the clock on the mantelpiece. I had been in the
room exactly a quarter of an hour.,

“Then ‘you shouldn’t frown so much,’ I sa1d getting to my

- feet. “Why don’t you relax?’ '

I moved towards her and as I did so the puzzled, rather
worricd look went out of her eyes, instead, there came a Jook of
confidence and secret amusement. She undid the cord of her
dressing gown and her slender fingers went to the silk {oop that
held the one button that kept the dressing gown closed. -

‘T must go now,’ T said looking pointedly at the clock.. :

. Away went the look of confidence; her hands dropped to her
- sides. I was glad that I had decided not to mect her on her own
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ground. So long as I behaved differently from the other men
who visited her, I was certain to hold her attention and keep her
puzzled. : : S

‘I'd like to talk to you about yourself when you have the
time,’ I said, smiling at her. ‘I might be good for your inferiority
complex.’ As I passed the chest of drawers, I slid two ten dollar
bills between the glass animals. One, a reproduction of Disncy’s
Bambi, fell over on its side.

I saw her look quickly at the money and then she looked
away. The sullen expression disappeared.

‘Do you think I’ll ever see you in anything but that dressing
gown?’ I asked at the door.

*You might,’ she said, blankly. ‘I do wear other things.’

‘One of these days you must give me a treat. And don’t
forget, the next time I call, leave off the make-up. It doesn’t
suit you. Good-bye now,’ and I opened the door.

She joined me. “Thank you for the — the present,’ she said, -
smiling. It was extraordinary how different she looked when
she smiled.

‘That’s all right. By the way, my name’s Clive. May I phone.
you soon?’ ' -

‘Clive? But I know two Clives already.’

During the past quarter of an hour I had completely for-
gotten that she was anyone’s woman and that remark jarred me
badly. ‘Well, I’'m sorry. After all, it is my name. What do you
suggest?’

She sensed my irritation and looked a little sullen. ‘I like to
know who’s coming,’ she said.

‘Of course,” I said sarcastically. “How about Clarence, or
Lancelot or Archibald?’ .

She giggled and looked at me searchingly. ‘It’s all right. I’ll//

recognize your voice. Good-bye, Clive.” /,{f
* ‘Fine, I’ll come and see you again soon.” s
‘Marty . . .” she called. pos

The big, angular woman came from an adjoining ro?ctfffgr‘f Ilc
stood waiting, her hands clasped, a faint smirk in her o . OG-
‘Tll call you before long,” I said and follew 77
down the passage.
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‘Good cvemng, sir,’ she said politely at thc doot.

I fiodded and walked up the path to the white wooden gatc
When I reached my car, I paused and looked back at the house.
There were no lights to be seen. In the dusk of the evening, it
looked just like any other of the little houses that dotted the
side streets of Hollywood ;

I started the engine and drove to a bar oﬁ Vine Street, within
sight of the Brown De1 by. I felt suddcnly deflated and I nceded «
a drink.

‘The Negro bartender grmned cheerfully at me, his teeth
ghstenmg like the I\eys of a piano in the hard electric light.

. *’Evening’, sir, he said, spreading h1s big hands on thc bar,
‘What'll it be tomght?’ :

I orderéd a'straight Scotch and carned it to a table away
from the bar. There were only a few men in the place, none of
them I knew. I was glad of that because I wanted to think. I
" relaxed in the easy chalr, drank a little of the whisky and lit a
cigarette.

I decided, after broodmg for a while, that it had been an
interesting, if expensive, quarter of an hour. The first opening

“wmove in the game had been mine. Eve had been puzzled and I

t pretty sure, interested. I should have liked to have heard

at'she had said to Marty about me after I had left. She was

. “smart enough to guess that I was playing some kind of a game,
but T had given her no clue asto what it was, ..

1 had made her curious. I had talked about her and not about
myself; that must have been a change for her. The type of man-
she would mix with was certain to talk continuously about him-.

\%fenonty complex was interesting. Possibly it was
\r of the future, She wanted to be reassured about

. clied on her trade for moncy that would explain
her looks. She wasn’t young. She wasn’t old,
e .

Qlllc were thlrty-thrce, and I guessed she
t, in her game that was the age when a

,/// lita cigarette. In doing so I brokc
/nd began, almost agamst my will, to
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Obviously something had happened to me. A few days ago,
the idea of my associating with a prostitute would have been
unthinkable. I have always despised men who go with such
women. Everything they stood for was repugnant to me. And
yet, I had spent a quarter of an hour with one of these womicn,
treating her as I treated my other women friends. I had actually
left my car outside her house, which must Be notorious in the
neighbourhood, for anyone to identify and I had paid for the
privilege of having a completely futile conversation.

It was my misfortune to associate with brilliant and talented
people. I knew I was dross compared with them. But Eve had
never known success. She had no talents and she was a social
outcast. She was the only woman I knew whom I could genu-
incly patronize. In spite of her power over men, her strength of
will and her cold indiffercnce, she was for sale. As long
as I had moncy I was her master. I realized now that it was
cssential for me to have such a companion, who was morally
and socially my inferior, if I were not to lose all confidence |

.in myself.

The more I thought about this, the clearer it became that T
would have to lecave Three Point. I was going to sce a lot of
Eve. Living so far from her would not simplify our meetings.
Three Point would have to go.

I stubbed out my cigarette and walked over to the public
telephone. I called my apartment.

Russell’s voice floated over the line. ‘Mr. Thurston’s resi-
dence.’

‘Il be over some time tonight,’ I told him. “There’s onc
thing I want you to do. You’ll find one of my books, “Flowers
for Madam” somewhere around. I want it sent immediately to
Miss Eve Marlow by special messenger. No card and nothing
to show who sent it.’ I dictated the address. “Will you do
that?

He said he would and I thought I detected a faint note of
disapproval in his voice. He was fond of Carol and always
disapproved of any other woman I kncw. I hung up before he
could cxpress an opinion which he was quite capable of doing.
Then T left the bar and walked over to the Brown Derby.
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CHAPTER -sxx

1 FoUND Carol and Pcter at a table away frorn thc band

. With. them was-a big, loosely built man in an immaculate
~ tuxedo. He had a shock of iron-grey hair and his face was long-
~ and yellow with a thick loose underlip and a broad flattish nose..
His grandfather could casily have been a Jion.

Peter caught sight of me as I edged my way past the crowded
tables. He rose to greet me. ‘Hcllo there,” he said, looking sur-
* prised and pleased. ‘So you made it after all. Look who’s hcre,'
Carol Have you had dinner?’ .. .

- 1 took Carol’s h’md and. smllcd at hcr ‘No,’ I said. ‘May 1
.. join you?'’
© “Why, of course,’ she s;ud ‘I’m 50 g]ad you ve come.’

.+ Peter touched my arm. ‘I don’t think you’ve met Rex Gold,’
“ he said. He turned to the lion man who was still drinking his
soup with fixed attention. “This is Clive Thurston, the author.’
So this was Rex Gold Like cveryone clse in Hollywood, I
* had heard a lot about him and knew him to be: the most power-
ful man in pictures.” °
‘Glad to meet you, Mr. Gold I said. : o
Reluctantly, he gave over drinking his soup and half rose,
offering a hmp, boncless hand, ‘Sit down, Mr. Thurston, he
said. His deep-set tawny cyes stared through me. “You'll find
" the lobster soup excellent. "Waiter!’ He snappcd his ﬁngers im-
paticntly. ‘Lobster soup for Mr. Thurston.’
- Y winked at Carol as the waiter slid a chair under me. ‘You
see, I can’t keep away from you,” I murmured to her. .

‘Dd1dn’t your pubhshcrs want to sec you after all?’ she Whls-
pere

I shook my head. I phoned thcm mstcad Under the table I
found and squeezed her hand. ‘It turned out to be nothmg im-

portant so I’m sccing them tomortow. I wanted to be in on the
celebration.’
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While we were talking, Gold continued to spoon soup inta |
his mouth, his cyes fixed in a glazed stare. It was obvious that
he did not combine eating and talking,

‘T wondered if you were going to sce your wild woman,’
Carol whispered mischievously, ‘and that was the reason why
you were passing me up.’

‘I wouldn’t pass you up for anyone,” I rcturned, trying to
make my smile genuine. Carol had an uncanay knack of guess-
ing the truth as far as I was concerned.

“What are you two whispering about?’ Peter asked.

‘Secrets,” Carol replied swiftly. ‘Don’t be inquisitive, Peter.

Gold finished his soup and dropped his spoon with a rattle.
Then he scowled round for a waiter. “Where’s Mr. Thurston’s
soup and what’s coming next?’ he called as a waiter came scur-
rying up. As soon as he was satisfied that neither he nor I were
forgotten, he turned to Carol, ‘Are you coming to the club to-
night?’ he asked.

‘For a little while,” Carol said. ‘But I don’t want to be too
Iate. I’ve so much to do tomorrow.’

The waiter brought nic the soup.

“You should always lct tomorrow take carc of itself,” Gold
said, his eyces intent on my soup. I had a vague feeling that he
would willingly take it from me and drink it if I gave him any
encouragement. The feeling embarrassed me. “You must learn
to play as well as work,’ he went on. “You can’t divorce the two
satisfactorily.’

Carol shook her head. ‘I nced my seven hours’ sleep, cs-
pecially now.”’ i

“That reminds me,” Gold pursed his heavy lips. ‘Imgram will
“be at my office tomorrow morning. I'd like you to meet him.’
He was speaking now to Peter. )

‘Of course,’ Peter said. ‘Will he have much to do with the
scenario?’ .

‘No. If he is difficult to handle, just let me know.” Gold
looked suddenly at me. ‘Have you written for the screen; Mr.
Thurston?’ ) ,

“No ... not vet,’ I returned. ‘I've a number of ideas I'm

: . ?
going to work out when I have thetime. . .
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‘Ideas? What 1deas?’ His face hun« over 1he table as he
hunched forward: ‘Anything I could use?’

I searched my.mind frantically. for-a dlscarded plot that
might be -of use to him, but I could not think of anything.
“There must be, 1 said, deciding to bluff. ‘T’ll let you see some
-of them if you’re interested.’

" 1 felt his eyes boring into me like drills. ‘Sec what" I don t
understand.’

“Treatments,’ I said, fecling suddenly hot and 1rr1tatcd “As’
soon as I’ve time to dope out some trcatments i let you sec
them.

He stared blankly over at Carol.-She was cmmblmg bread -
casually and did not look up. ‘Treatments?’ he repeated. ‘I'm
not interested in treatments. I want a story. You're an author,
aren’t you? All I want you to do is tell me a story . .. tell me’
rone now. You say you’ve ideas. All right, tell me one.’

.1 wished I had not sat down at that table. I felt Peter eyeing
me curiously. Carol still crumbled bread, but there was a faint
flush on her face. Gold continued to stare at me whlle hc
stroked his loose jowls with his ﬂeshy hand.

‘I cap’t talk here,’ I saxd ‘If you’re really interested, perhaps
I could come and see you.’

Just then several waiters closed in on us and began ta serve
the next course. Gold immediately lost interest in me and
began to badger the waiters. Everything had to be just right
cven to the exact temperature of the plate on which his meal
was served. For several minutes there was a feverish stir-of
activity round the table. Finally, he was satisfied and began to
cat wolfishly as if he hadn’t had a meal for several days.

Peter caught my blank look and grinned faintly. There !
scemed no point 4n attempting to make' conversation while
Gold was eating. Neither Carol nor Peter made any effort and I
decided to follow their example. We all ate in silence. I won-
dered if, when he had finished his dinner, Gold would come
back ‘to his request for a story. Somehow I didn’t think he
would. In a way I was angry with myself for letting the oppor-

tunity-slip, but as I had nothmg to tell hxm I decxded to be
thankful for the i mtcrrupnon :
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The moment Gold finished cating, he pushed his plate im-
paticntly away and took a toothpick from his vest pocket. He
thoughtfully probed his tecth while he Jooked round the
crowded room.

‘Did you read Clive’s book, Angels in Sables® Carol asked -
suddenly.

Gold {rowned. ‘I never read anything, he said shortly; ‘you
know that.’ -

“Then I think you ought to. The plot’s not suitable for a
picture, but the idea behind it is.”

This was news to me and I looked sharply at her. She
studiously ignored me.

“What idea?’ His yellow face showed interest.

“Why men prefer wantons,” Carol replied.

I was taken aback because I had no rccollection of such a
situation in Angels in Sables.

‘Do they?’ Peter asked softly.

. ‘Of course they do,” Gold said, snapping his toothpick be-
tween his fingers. She’s right. And Tl tell you why. They
prefer them because a good woman is so tedious.’

Carol shook her head. I don’t think so, do you, Clive?’

I didn’t know what to say. I hadn’t thought about jt. Then
Tve came to my mind. I thought of her and Carol. Eve was a
wanton. While Carol was good in the sensc that she was rc-
liable, sincere, honest and lived by a code of sound ethics, I
doubted if Eve even knew what cthics meant. This was as good
a comparison as any. I had left Carol, licd to her even, to have a
few minutes with Eve. Why had I done that? If I could answer
that, I could answer Carol. ,

‘A wanton has some qualitics which a good woman lacks,’ I
said slowly. “Those qualitics ~ they’rc not necessarily good o:rzcg
~ appeal to the primitive instinct in man. Men lag bchm‘
wormnen in controlling their instincts and as Jong as women have
better control, so will men go after wantons. ,:\ll the same, '3
man doesn’t want a wanton for any length of time. She's here
today 4nd gone tomorrow:.’ . o

Cgrol said sharply, ‘Absolute rubbish, Clive,and you linow 1'1:q

I looked blankly at her. There was an expressich In iCr ¢
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that I hadn’t seen before She was hurt, angry and ready for a
fight. -~

g‘I don’t d1sagree thh Mr Thurston myself Gold said con- .
placently. He took a large cigar from his case and examined it
thoughtfully. ‘Men’s instincts are unportant '

“They have nothing to do with it,” Carol snapped. ‘T’Hl tell *:
you why men prefer.wantons.’ She glanced over at Peter as if to
exclude him from the conversation. ‘I’m talking now about the
majority of men who, if they are let off the lead, rush off and
behave like promiscuous puppies. I've no quarrel with the min-
ority of men who have set themselves a standard of moral be-
haviour and refuse to depart from it.’ .
" My dear Carol,’ I protested, reahzmv ‘that this could easily
bea personal attack. “You ought to be in a pulpit.” -

- " “‘She’d ook charmmg in a pulpit, Gold said,, handmg his
cigar to a waiter to pierce. ‘Let her go on.’

‘A man prefers a wanton because he is .vain,” Carol said,
speaking directly at me. ‘A wanton is usually decorative. She
is‘sophisticated-and glamorous. Men like to be seen with that
kind of woman because their friends envy them ... the poor
saps. A wanton is .usually without brains. She” doesnt need
them, of course..All she needs is a pretty face, 2 mce pau‘ of ,
legs, smart clothes and Wﬂlmgness _

“You ‘think men arc more at their. case 1f women haven t
brains?’ Gold asked.

“You know they are, R.G Carol said shorﬂy ‘Don t thmk
izhou can pull wool over my eyes You’re as bad as any of

em.’

Gold’s yeHow face softened into-a’ smlle ‘Go on, he sa1d
‘You haven’t finished, have you?’

‘It makes me tired to see the worthless women ‘men drag
around with them. That’s all most men think of . . looks, dress
and bodies. A girl who hasn t looks is nowhere i in Hollywood It
is disgusting.’

“Never mind that, Keep to wantons, Peter said, his eyes
alight with interest. ’

‘All right .-, . wantons. A man dislikes his woraan to Lnow
more than he does That’s where a wanton scores She’slazy by
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nature and she’s no time to be anything clse but wanton. She
has no other subject to talk about but herself, her clothes, her
troubles and, of course, her looks. Man likes that. He has 1o
competition. If he wants to, he can be patronizing. He's a little
tin god to himself, although, the wanton probably thinks hie’s a
bore. All she’s after is a good time and what she can get out of
him.?

‘Very interesting,’ Gold said, ‘But where is the picturc idea?
I don’tsceit.)’ ‘

‘A satire on men,” Carol said. ¢ “Angles in Sables” is a grand
title. Never'mind about Clive’s plot. Use the title, and let him
write a hundred per cent satire about men. Think how the
women would eat it . . . after all, women are our public.’

Gold glanced across at me. “What do you say?’

I was staring at Carol. She had given me an idea. She had
done more than that. She had fired my imagination which had
been dead since I wrote my last book, I knew now what I was
going to do. It had come in a flash. T was going to write the
story of Eve. I was going to capture her warped, odd per-
sonality and put it on the screcn. '

‘It’s good,’ I said, excitedly. “Yes, I know I can do it?

Carol Jooked at me and suddenly bit her lip. Our eyes met
and I knew she had sensed what I was going to do. I Iooked
quickly away and went on to Gold, ‘As Carol says jt’s a great
title and a great subject. .’

Carol pushed back her chair. “Would you mind if I run
away?’ she said abruptly. ‘I've developed an awful head. It's
been coming on all the evening ..

Peter was at her side before I could even stand up. ‘

“You’ve been working too hard, Carol,” he said. ‘R.G. will
excuse you. . . won't you.’ ]

The tawny eyes had gone sleepy again. ‘Go to bed,’ heszida
little curtly. “Mr. Thurston and I will stay here. See her hone,
Peter. .

I stood up. “I’m secing her home,’ I said, fecling angry and a
little frightened. ‘Come on, Carol . . .

She shaok her head. ‘Stay with Mr. Gold,’ she said, without

. b
looking at me. ‘Peter, I want to go home.
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| As she turned away I put my hand on her arm. ‘What’s’
wrong?’ 1. asked trymg to keep my voice. ‘Is it somethmg I'
said?’ x

She looked steadxly at me. The hurt, angry look was. stxll in
her eyes. ‘T just want to-say good mght to you now, Chve Wlll
you please understand?’

She knows, 1 thought, she knows everythmg There s nothmg
1 can keep from her She sees through me as if I were made of

rlass.

i There was an awkward pause.. Gold stared’ dowu at hlS
Aﬁeshly hands, a -frown on his heavy face. Peter. pxcLed up
‘Carol’s ermine cape and stood, uneasily’ waltmg

*Of course,’ 1 said, surprrsed that my voice sounded $0 harsh
4f it’s like that) C

She tried to smile. ‘It 1s rather hl\e that Good mght, .
"“Clive.”. . :

‘Good mght, I said. ’ ' )
~ “I’ll see you at the club, R. G Peter waved and they went
away together. . . .

" I sat down at the table agam )

'Gold regarded the white ash of his c1gar thoughtfully
“Women are odd, aren’t they?’ he sard fOf course; you mean
something to each other?’ '

1 did not. feel like discussing Carol with a comparatlve
stranger ‘We've known each other some time,’ I said flatly:

His thick hps pursed and his eyebrows came down. “That
idea of hers is good. A satire about men. Angels in Sables. It’s
box office” He closed his eyes and- brooded ‘What ] your
angle?”

‘A portrait of a wanton,’ I said, leamng back inmy chaxr, my
mind divided ‘between Carol and Eve. “The men-who pass

through her hands, the power she exerts and her ultimate con-
version.’

“Who would convert her?’ Gold asked casually
‘Aman. .. someone who is stronger than she.’ )
Gold shook his head. “That’s bad psychology Carol Would

tell you that. If your character’s a genume wanton, theu only
anothcr woman could convert her.’
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‘I don’t agree,’ I said stubbornly. ‘A man could do it. If a
wanton could be made to love, then I believe the barriers would
come down and you could do anything with her.’

He touched off his cigar ash onto a plate. ‘I don’t think you
and I are thinking along the same lines,’ he said. “Describe to
me your idea of a wanton.’

‘I’ll describe the wanton I have in mind. She’s the only one I
could be interested in because I know her. She is real and I can
study her.

‘Go on.” Smoke curled from his lips and partly obscured his
face.

“The woman I’'m thinking of lives on men. She is pmlessly
sclfish and very experienced. She is anti-socjal, amoral and
interested only in herself. Men mean nothing to her except for
the money they give her.’ I ground my cigarette butt into the
ash tray. “That is my wanton.’ .

‘Intercstmg, Gold said, ‘but too difficult. You don’t know
- what you’re talking about. A woman like that could never love.
She would have lost the feeling for love.” He glanced up and
looked at me fixedly. ‘You say you know such a woman?’

‘I’ve met her., I can’t say I really know her, but I’'m going
to.

“You are experimenting \with her?”
I was unwilling to tell him too much. He might talk to
Carol.

‘Only from the point of view of writing about her,’ I said
carclessly. ‘I have to mix with all kinds of people in my
game.’

‘T see.” His lips closed wetly over his cigar. ‘You weren’t
thinking of persuading this woman to fall in love with you?’

I cyed him. ‘I’ve something better to do with my time,” I
said, a little sharply.

‘Don’t misunderstand me,’ he said, fairly waving his hands.
“You said this woman was the character you have chosen for
your theme. You also said if she could be made to love then you
could do anything with her? Isn’t that so?’

I nodded.

“Then how can you be sure that you are psychologically



. right, unless you actually experiment? I don’t think you are. I
think such a womarnras you have described is beyond the fecling
of love. That is to'me sound reasoning, while you are merely
theorizing - ' a : :
"' 1 sat back in my chair. I suddenly saw the trap he had laid
for me.-I had either to back out or else admit what I was
planning to do. L . L
. “Now wait,’ Gold said, ‘Don’t say anything. Let me talk first.
It is always better to know all the facts before you commit
yoursclf.’ He waved to a waiter. ‘We'll have a little brandy. I
find brandy is very good for this kind of conversation.’ '
" When'the brandy had been ordered, he sunk his head into his
shoulders and hunched over the table. ‘I'm interested,” he said.
‘I like “Angels in Sables”. I like the idea of a satire about men.
I haven’t made a psychological picture for a very long time.
They are good box office. Women like them. Carol was right
- when she said women are our public”’ He fumbled inside his
coat and took out a cigar-case. ‘Have a cigar, Mr, Thurston?’
I took the long cigar although I really didn’t want it. Some-
+ thing, however, told me that Gold didn’t offer cigars to anyonc
but those he favoured. ' - I
“That cigar cost me five dollars,” he said. ‘I have them
specially made for me. You'll enjoy it.” -
Th‘c brandy came and he sniffed at the balloon-shaped glass
and sighed. ‘Exccllent,” he murmured and held the glass cupped
in both hands, -
] I was in no hurry. I cut the end of the cigar carefully and lit
it. It was smooth, mild and satisfying, ' ,
1 am.intcrcstcd,’ Gold went on, ‘in a story based on facts. I
like the idea of your.modclling your character on someorie you
know. She sounds right. You will obviously bring her to lifc
because she is already alive. All you have to do is to capture her
likeness and put it-on paper. I should like you to take a further
step. T would like you to put yourself in your hero’s place and,
before you write, go through the experiences you have planned
- {for your hero.’ . '
“Now look, Mr. Gold ... .” I began, but he raiscd his hand.
Let me go on. Hear what I have to say first. You may-find
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that your ideas won’t {vork out the way you think they will. But,
that won’t matter, the result will be psychologically right. You
arc a man of the world. I imagine that you have had con-
siderable success with women in the past. This woman you
have chosen as the subject for a story would be a worthy op-
. ponent, wouldn’t she? Why don’t you make her fall in love with
you? It would be a very interesting experiment,’

I didn’t say anything. He was suggesting the very thing I had
planned to do. All the same it made me uneasy because I had
Carol at the back of my mind.

‘T would buy such a story, Mr. Thurston,” Gold went on
quictly. “Whichever way it turned out it would be interesting.
The experiment would be between you and me and, of course,
the woman in question. No one else need know about it.’

We looked at cach other and I knew he realized that I was

uncasy about Carol.
‘I’ll admit the idea had crossed my mind,’ I saxd ‘But deal-
ing so intimately with a woman of that reputation is a httle
tricky.’
A flicker of a smile appeared in Gold’s eyes. I had an un--
comfortable feeling that he saw through me. “Then you’ll do
it?’ he said, raising his eyebrows.
“Yes, as a business proposition, I’ll do it,’ I said. ‘But I don’t
want to waste my time unless I receive some kind of com-
pensation.’
“Tell me the story in a few words.’
I thought for a moment. “This will be the story of a suc-

cessful wanton who preys on men. I will handle all the
background stuff of her relations with men so that Hays won’t
kill it. The only thing we need really stress is that she takes
money and presents from men who are infatuated with her.
"Then an entirely different type of man comes into her life, and
this is where the drama really begins. At first, like the other
men, he falls for her, but as he gets to know her, he realizes
what a cheat she is and decides to play her at her own game. He
docs and he beats her in the end. Then tired of the game, he
leaves her and goes off to hunt clsewhere. I sec it as a Scarlet
O’Hara and Reith Butler set-up.’
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‘And you really think it will work out that way?’ Gold asked,
ointedly disbelieving.

‘Certainly. It’s a question of thc stronger will?

Gold shook his head. “Providing your woman is as bad as the
ne you have described, I am.sure it will not work out that
va

‘yWell, let us experiment and see. As you say, whatever the
result, it should make an interesting script.’ ‘

Gold brooded. “Yes, I think it will. All right, do it. I will pay
you two thousand dollars for the treatment. If it is what I want
then I will pay a further fifty thousand for a complete shooting
script. You can have all the help you want from the Studios,
but, of course, you can please yourself about that.*

1 suppressed my excitement with dlfﬁculty ‘May I havethat . .
offer in writing?’ .

‘Certainly. I will tell my people to get in touch with you

“Will you wait three months? If I don’t succeed in thrce ,
months, it won’t be worth wasting any more time.? :

He nodded. “Three months then. It will be an mterestmg
expenment in real life,"You should have quite an exciting time
before you.” He signalled a waiter. “And now I must go to the
club. Won’t you join me, Mr. Thurston?’

I shook my head. ‘I’d rather not, thank you. You ve given me
quitea lot to think about and I have plans to make.”.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

1 pip not see Carol for the next two weeks. I telephoned each
morning and evening, but I was told that she was cither at the
Studio or at Mr. Gold’s house. I did not know whether she was
avoiding me or whether she was really busy with her script. If it
had not been for the way she had walked out on me, I should
not have given it another thought. She often disappeared for a
week or so when she was working hard, but, now I was worricd.
I remember the look in her eyes when she had said, ‘It is rather
Jike that.” For the first time in two years, I knew I had hurt and
angered her.

I could, of course, have gone to the Studio, but first, 1
wanted to talk to her on the telephone where she could not
watch me while I talked. As I have already said, she was very
difficult to lie to. If I were to convince her that there was
nothing between Eve and myself, I would have to handle the
situation with care. So I continued to the Studio.

1 had settled in my apartmment much to Russell’s annoyance.
He had hopefully believed that I would stay at Three Point for
at Jeast another month. I thought a lot about Eve. On the third
night after our meeting I drove over to Laurel Canyon Drive
and passed her house. There were no lights showing and I.did
not stop; but it gave me an odd feeling of satisfaction just to
have scen the house again.

On the fourth day, immediately after lunch, I called her.

The maid Marty answered. When I asked for Eve, she
wanted to know who was calling.

After a moment’s hesitation, I said, ‘Mr. Clive.’

‘I'm so sorry,’ she said. ‘Miss Marlow’s engaged right now.
Can I take a message?’

It’s all right,’ I said. ‘T’ call later. .

‘She won’t be long,’ she said. ‘Il tell her you called”’

I thanked her and hung up. I sat holding the telephone for
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several minutes, then I put it on the table with a little grimace.
Why was I feeling bad? T asked myself. I knew what she was,
‘didn’t T? I did not ring her again that day and I did no work. I

' thought about Gold and I tried to work out a bluc print for the
script we had discussed. But I was not successful, Until I knew
Eve better, I would not hope to make much progress.

" I rhust have been a ‘trial to Russell as he was used to my
'going out and leaving him the apartment to himself. I spent the
Test of the day. wandering between the large Iounge, my bed-
room and my small library. I had a date with Clare Jacoby, the
singer, in the évening, and although I did not feel like listening
to-her incessant chatter; I could not very well put her off. I
returned to the apartment just after -midnight, a little drunk
and irritable.

Russell was waiting up for me and after he had brought me a
- whiskey I sent him 10 bed, Then I telephoned Eve., I sat listen-
ing to the steady burr-burr of the bell, but there was 1o answer,

I slammed down the receiver and went into my bedroom to .
undress. In pyjamas and dressing gown, I returned to the
lounge and called her again. It was now twenty to one,

‘Hello,’ she said. '

‘Hello yourself.? T found my mouth had gone dry at.the
sound of her voice, e

‘You are very late, Clive, | i - -

She said she would Tecognize my vojce, but T didn’t think she
would. That was one score for her. - o

‘How are you?* I settled back in my armchajr,

‘All right,’ she said, C

I w.aited, expecting her to Sy something else, but ihe line
was silent, This was my first experience of the many un-

, 50 I had no
said, after waiting 4 moment, ‘Are you still

- “Yes. Her voice sounded remote and flat, )

I thought we Were cut off.” T settleq back + chair apain.
; 4 . ack y .
‘Did you Iike the bogk Isent youp” _ " my chair agauf
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There was a long pause, then I heard her say something as if
she were speaking to someone with her,

‘What was that?’ I asked.

‘I can’t talk now,’ she said. ‘I'm engaged.’

A wild, unrcasonable rage surged through mic. ‘Good God?’ I
exclaimed. ‘Do you work all night as well as all day?’ But I was
talking to a dead telephone. She had hung up.

I sat thinking for almost an hour. It began to dawn on me
that Eve was going to be an even harder proposition than I had
first thought. In fact, a5 I brooded about her and Gold’s offer, I
esperienced a slight feeling of panic. It was four days since I
had seen her and I had not even scratched the surface. The fact
that she had hung up on me like that showed that she was not
yet interested in me. She did not even say that she was sorry. ‘I
can’t talk now, I’m engaged,’ and down had gonc the receiver. T
clenched my fists.

In spite of my anger, her indifference made me all the more
anxious to sce her. During those two weeks that I saw nothing
of Carol, I visited Eve three times. There is no point in record-
ing those three meetings. They ran practically parallel with the
previous meeting. We talked uncasily about the merest trifles
and at the end of a quarter of an hour I left, being careful
always to put two twenty dollar bills on the chest of drawers.
Each time I called on her I brought her a book for which she
seemed genuinely grateful. Although I tried to break down her
reserve she remained wooden and suspicious, I realized thatif T
was to get anywhere with her I would have to try more force-
ful tactics. Finally I decided on my line of action.

The following morning I came down to the dining ronmi 10
find Russell waiting to serve breakfast. It was now ten d:}ys
since 1 had scen Carol and I knew that Russell was worricd
about this. I could tell that byhis continupusdisap;:rovmfgloo?s-

“You might put a call through to Miss Carol," I said, ;133
flipped through my letters, “and sce what she’s doing.If she's at
home I’ll speak to her!’ .

WhiIIé hg was making the call, I glanced at the headlines of
the newspaper. There was nothing there to interest me and 1

dropped the paper on the floor.
03



Russell, after murmurmg into thc te]cphone, hung up and :
shook his head. ‘She’s out, sir, he said, his round, fat face
sagging with gloom, ‘Why | don’t you: slip down to the Studio
and see her? .

‘’'m too busy to slip down to the Studio,’ 1 sald shortly, ‘And
what business is it of yours anyway”

He stood opp051te me, moving the ‘toast w1thm my reach.
‘Miss Carol’s a nice young lady,’ he said, ‘and I don’t like to see .
het treated badly, Mr, Clive.’

‘So you think I’m treating Miss Carol badly, do you?’ I said,
spreading butter on my toast and avo:dmg his dlsapprovmg

lance. . -
: ‘I do, sir. I thmk you should see her. She s a nice young lady
and she deserves to receive better treatment than the other
young ladies you know.’

“You are poking your nose as usual i mto somethmg that does -
not concern you. Miss Carol is extremely busy and has no time
at the moment to be sociable. ’m not neglecting her and, if you
will remember, I call her twice a day and have been doing so
for the past two weeks.’

“Then, all I can say, sir, is she’s avmdmg you, ‘he retumed
obstinately. ‘You shouldn’t allow it.”

‘I think you'd better do my bedroom now, Russell,’ I said
coldly. ‘I have cverythmg I want at the moment. ,

“This Miss Marlow, sir, he said, ‘She’s a professmnal lady,
isn’t she?”

I stared at him in amazement. ‘And how did you know that?’

An almost plous look settled on his face. ‘Being a gentle-

- man’s man, sir,’ he said, a little pompously, I feel it is part of
my duties to know something of the worldly aspects of life.
The name, sir, if I may presume, is a little obvious.’

. “You think so, do you?’ I said, trying not to smile. ‘And what '
if she is?’

His bushy, white eyebrows crawled to the top of his head. ‘I
can only warn you, Mr. Clive. That sort of woman never did
anyone any.good. And if I may say so, any attempt to establish
a social relationship with her would be fraught with disaster.’

‘Do stop talking like a drip and get upstairs,” I said, feelmg
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this had gone far cnough. ‘I am meeting Miss Marlow to geta
background for a picture. Mr. Gold’s commissioned me 1o
write it .

‘P'm surprised to hear that, sir. T always understood Mr.
Gold was a person of intelligence. No one in his right senses
would consider making a picture in connection with that sub-
ject. If you will excuse me, I will do your room.

I watched his dignified exit rather thoughtfully. On the face
of it, he was right, yet Gold had definitely promised to do the
story. I picked up my letters again and opened them, hope-
fully looking for a letter from the Studio. It was not here and I
realized it was perhaps a little early to expect it. I went over to
my desk and checked my bank balance. I was surprised to find
it so low. After a moment’s hesitation, I tossed the bills into the
trash basket. They would have to wait for payment. Then I
called Merle Bensinger, my agent.

‘Look, Merle,’ I said, as soon as she came on the line, “what’s
happening to “Rain Check”? I haven’t had this weeck’s re-
ceipts.

‘I was writing to you about that, Clive,’ she returned. Merle
had a bright metallic voice which I always found a littlc over-
powering on the telephone. ‘The cast has been given a wc.cl: off.
I think they deserve it, the poor dears. They've been at it now
for twenty wecks.’ )

‘So while they disport themsclves, I'm supposed to starve?” I
said crossly. ‘Isn’t there anything clse coming in? How about
my books?’

“You know there’s nothing until September, Clive. Sh.c
sounded startled. ‘Sellick’s don’t make up their accounts until
September ... .

EJI know — I know,’ I said sharply. “Well, if you can’t df’
anything for me, Merele, at Icast listen to my neiws, GO!d.S
offered me a contract. I ought to have told S‘OU’bEfOW; 1 ous
lined a story to him a couple of wcck;s ago and he's offering ity
thousand dollars for it.” ~ .

‘W?lr;’? that's wonderful.” Her voice soundcd. C\t“cn b?’:?mf
and more metallic. ‘Do vou want me to look atter the a

rangements?’
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<] suppose.so, I said, a little doubtfully. Ten per cent meant
parting with five thousand dollars, but Merle did know-her job
and if Gold was going to try a double cross, she would know
how to handle him. Yes, you’d better look after it. I'll send you
the correspondence when I get it S
‘How’s the new book going?’ ' ,
“Never mmd about the new book: I've got: Gold on my mind
nght now.’
“But, Clive,” her voice signalled alarm, ‘Sellick’s are expect—
ing it by the end of the month.’ ‘
“Then they’ll have to expect 1t, I returned. ‘I tcll you I’
bus
'Ithre was 2 pause, then she said, ‘But haven t you begun it
ct?
y ‘No, I haven’t. To hell with Selhck’s I’m after Gold’s ﬁfty
- thousand.” - '
‘I shall have to tell Mr. Selhck He'll be very disappointed.
They've advertised it, you know, Clive.’
- “Tell whom you like. I couldn’t care less. Tell the President
if it’ll make you feel any better, but for God’s.sake, Merle,
- don’t bother me with Sellick’s headaches,” I snapped, feeling
* suddenly irritated with her. ‘Isn’t Gold a better proposition?’
‘The money s better, of course, she said slowly, ‘but, its
some nme since you wrote-a book and you must thmk of your -
name.’

‘Tl look after that, 1 assured her. “Don’t Worry about my
name,

She remembered something. ‘Oh, Clive,> she saxd ‘I’ve an
offer from the Digest. They want an article on the “Women of
Hollywood”. Three thousand dollars, Fifteen hundred words
Would you like to do it for them?”

Tt wasn't often Merle put anything in my way. I was pleased.
‘Sure,’ I said. “‘When do you want it?’

‘Caq you do it today? I've been holding it and it’s urgcnt
now.’

That rather spoxled the offer. What she really meant was she
had been trying to get someone to write it and had so far failed.
‘Well, all right. Leave it with me. Tll get Russell to bring it
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over first thing tomorrow morning.” I said good-bye and hung
up.
Russell came in just then to clear the breakfast things.
‘I have an article to do for the Digest,’ I said. “Have I anv
dates today?’

" Russell liked to be consulted about my appointments. ‘You
promised to scc Miss Selby at three, sir,’ he said. ‘And you're
dining with Mr. and Mrs. Henry Wilbur tonight.”

‘Well, Miss Selby isn’t important. She’s a damn little nuis-
ancc anyway. Tell her I've had to go out of town. If T have the
afternoon to myself I should be able to manage. I'll dinc with
the Wilburs.’

I Ieft him pottering about the living room and wenrt upstairs
to dress. By the time I was through it was twenty to twelve. It
was time to ring Eve.

The bell rang for quite a while before she answered. She
sounded sleepy.

‘Hello there,’ I said. “Did I get you out of bed?’

“You did, Clive,’ she said. ‘I was fast asleep.’

“Well, I’m sorry, but look at the time. Aren’t you ashamed of
yourself?’

‘I never get up before twelve. You ought to know that by
now.’

Well, anyway, she was at least stringing somec scntences
together for a change. . _

I drew a decp breath. ‘Eve,’ I said, ‘you wouldn't like 10
spend a weck-end with me, would you?’ o

There was a long pause, then she said in a flat, indifferent
voice. ‘If that’s what you want.’ _ .,

“We might take in a theatre. How about this week-cnd?

‘All right. . .. .

If she should only sound just a litte cmh_usxasnc, I thought
angrilv. ‘Fine,’ I said, keeping the disappointment out of my
voice. “Where would you like to dinc?’ .

“II1 Jeave it to vou.’ There was a pause and then she said,
‘But it mustn’t be ...” and she ran through a bewildering
number of restaurants and hotels which feft me ga_sFng.ﬂ .

‘But there’s nothing to choeose from after that little lot’s been
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‘ . .
climinated,’ I protested. ‘For mstance, why on earth can’t we go
to the Brown Derby?’

. “I just can’t,’ she said. I could imagine the two furtows above
the bridge of her nose deepening. ‘Or any of the other places
T’ve told you.’

‘Well, all right,’ I said, feeling that if I presscd her she would
refuse to go altogether. ‘I’ll send you a lme Then we deﬁmtely
meet on Saturday?’ -

‘All right,’ and down went the receiver before I could say
how pleased I was. :



CHAPTER EIGHT

As I drove round the corner of Fairfax and Beverley I saw a
big crowd ahecad. The boulevard was blocked with cars and
people. It looked as if there had been an accident so I pulled
into the curb and waited; but the crowd increased,

I said, ‘Hell!’ and jumped out of my car and went to sce what
it was all about. ,

A small roadster was crossways in the street; one of its front
fenders was crumped up. Four men were pushing a big Packard
over to the curb; it had a broken headlight and lot of scratches
on jts immaculate body and a fiat tyre.

Peter Tennett stood in the middle of the group of arguing
men. He was speaking to an clderly man, and I could sce he
was worried and angry.

‘Hello there, Peter,’ I said, shouldering my way through the
crowd. ‘“Anything I can do?’

His face brightened when he saw me. ‘Got your car with you,
Clive?’ he asked hopefully.

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘It’s parked over there. What happened?’

He waved his hand at the Packard. ‘I was pulling from the
curb when our friend here cut across and hit me head on.’

The clderly man muttered something about his brakes. He
looked white and scared. .

Just then there came the wail of a police siren and 2 radio car
” pulled up. A big red-faced policeman got out and pushed his
way through the crowd. .

He recognized Peter. ‘What's the matter, Mr. Tennett? he
demanded. '

‘I got clipped,’ Peter said, ‘but I don’t wantany treuble. I'm
satisfied if this gentleman is.’

The policeman looked coldly at t
Mr. Tennett’s satisfied, T am. Do you want to ma
of it?’
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The clderly man backed away ‘It’s all nght wzth me,
officer.’
. Peter looked at hxs watch “Will you taLe care of thxs, ofﬁcer?’
he said. “T’m late for the Studio as it is.’
The policeman nodded “That’s okay, Mr. Tcnnett il caH
the Studio garage for you.”
Peter thanked him and then joined me. Can you run me over
.’ to the Studio, or will it bé out of your way?’ .
‘Glad to,’ I said, pushing through the crowd ‘You're sure
_ you're all right?”
" Peter laughed. “Yes, but the old fellow looks bad 1 hope they
. take care of him.’
" 1heard a girl who was standing nearby say to a little. blonde
. with a bicycle, “That’s Peter Tennett, the director.’
" 1glanced at Peter with a grin, but he hadn’t heard. :
Whien we were ‘driving towards the Studio, Peter said,
.“Where've you been, Clive? I haven’t seen you for days.’
‘I’ve been around,’ I said. ‘How’s the picture going?’
* - Peter lifted his hands expressively. ‘We're getting down to
-it)” he said. “The first few weeks are always the worst. It’s too
early yet to say what’s going to happen.” He 'waved casually to
Corrine Moreland, the movie star, as she passed us in a cream
roadster. ‘I’ve ‘been meaning to ring -you, Clive. I'm damn
pleased you're working for R.G.’
I glanced at hitn quickly. ‘He told you“” : B
‘He 'said -he wanted you 16 ‘get an angle on this 1dea of
.Carol’s, but he didn’t give me any details. What’s behind it?’ :
I bedged. ‘P'm workmg on it now,’ I said. ‘It’s going to be a
satirc on men. I can’t tell'you anythmg else because 1t’s sull up .
"in the air.” | ,
‘But is there anythmg really in it? R.G, usually talks to me
about his plots, only this time he’s gone mystenous on me.

‘As’ soon as I've anything to show you.’ I said, ‘Pll Iet you in
on it.

I slowed down before the Studio gates Thc guard opened up
and touched his cap to Peter as we drove. through.

“You sure I'm not takmcr you out of your way?’ Peter said as
I crawled along the palm edged drive to the Studxo oﬁiccs

70



‘I’ll drop you just here if you don’t mind,’ I said, pulling up.
‘T've a whale of a lot of work . .." and I stopped because Carol
was standing by my side. “Why, hello, stranger,’ I went on,
taking off my hat and smiling at her.

‘She ivas wearing a dark brown shirt and brick red slacks.
Round her hair she wore a flame coloured turban. She looked
smart, ncat and picturesquc. :

‘Hello, Clive.” Her dark eyes were wide and serious, ‘Have
you comic to sce me?’

‘It's time, isn’t it?’ I opened the car door and got out. ‘Do
you know I've been ringing you twice a day?’

Peter broke in. ‘I’ll leave you two. Thanks, Clive, for pulling
me out of that mess.” He waved and disappeared into the vast
glass and wooden building that housed the Studio offices.

Carol suddenly put her hand in mine. ‘I’'m sorry, Clive,’ she
said with a rush. ‘I’ve been angry with you.’

‘T know,’ I said, thinking how lovely she looked. ‘I deserved
it. Let’s go somewhere and talk. Pve missed you.’ _

‘T've missed you too.” She slipped her arm through minc.
‘Let’s go to my room, we can talk there.” ‘

- As we moved towards the building, a call boy came running
out. ‘Miss Raec,” he said, a little breathlessly. ‘Mr. Highams
wants you right away.’

Carol snapped her fingers. ‘Oh, Clive, what a bore. But come
with me. I want you to mect Mr. Imgram.’ ]

I hung back. ‘You don’t want me around, Carol,’ I said.
“You’re busy now, aren’t you?’ ,

She pulled at my arm. ‘Its time you mct the chows’, she
said scverely: ‘Jerry Highams is an impoytal’lt person. He's our
production chief and you ought to meet him.

I allowed myself to be persuaded and followed her through
the endless maze of wide passages until we reached a POI!Shfd
mahogany door on which was written in ncat black leters Jorry
Highams.

Carol went straight in. .

Peter was sitting in an armchair with a m
leather bound folder on his knces. By the window
man with hair like straw and tobacco ash all over

ass of papersin a
was a big fat_
his white an
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yellow sweater I—Ie turned as we entered I notxccd hrs slate
grey eyes. They were humourous, sharp and pertetratmg
“Jerry; this is Clive Thurston who wrote “Angels-in Sables”
and the play “Rain Check”,” Carol said. |
" He looked swiftly at me and I could feel his eyes probmg
.inside my skull. He took his hands out of his trouser pockets
and came over. ‘I’ve been hearing about you,’ he said, shaking
hands, ‘R.G. was saying you were working on a scnpt for
-him.> .
Gold seemed to-be generally advertising me. I d1dn’t know
whether to be pleased or not. :
© Sit down. Have a cigarette,’ Highams went on, waving me
t0-a chair., “What’s the angle on this scnpt? R.G’s actmg_
mysterious.’
“She’ll tell you,’ I said wavmg to Carol. ‘After all it Was her
" idea.
‘Her idea?’ Highams’ face brightened. ‘Was it, Carol?’
“Well I did suggest that Clive should write a satire on men
and use his title “Angels in Sables”.’

thIrhghams shifted his attention to me again. ‘Are you domg
at?’

. Inodded. “That’s the idea.’ -
© *Well, that isn’t so bad.” He looked hopefully over at Peter '

“The idea’s right, and if Clive turns in a script like “Heaven
Must Wait”, it’ll be terrific,’ Peter said, putting the folder on-
the desk.

‘Then why’s R.G. being mgey?’ Highams demanded.

‘It’s time he put one over you,’ Carol laughed: ‘Maybe he
- knows it’s good and wants to surprise you.’
" Highams stroked his chin. ‘It could be that.’ He Wagged ‘his
finger at me. ‘Now look, friend,” he said, ‘I want you to get this
straxght The people who’ll make your picture’ll be Peter and

s not Gold. Before you turn your treatment over to Gold,

let me see it, Il help you in any way I can. I know what we can
- do and what we can’t do. Gold doesn’t. And if Gold doesn’t like
a treatment, he’ll kill it. Let me see the treatment first and I’ll

vet it for you. You have a good idea to work on, Don t sp01l it
and don’ tlisten to Gold. Okay?”’
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I nodded. ‘Okay.’ -

I felt that I could trust him. He was sincere, and if he said he
would help, I was sure he would without expecting anything in
return.

~ A knock came on the door and when Highams called out, a
thin little man, in a shabby suit edged cautiously round the
door.

‘Am I late?” he asked, looking at Highams anxiously.

‘Why, come in,” Highams said, going over to him.‘No, you’re
all right. This is Clive Thurston. Thurston meet Frank
Imgram.’ . )

I could scarcely believe that this insignificant little man was
the author of The Land is Barren, the book every film company
had fought for, and which, it was rumoured, Gold had finally
bought for 250,000 dollars.

I got to my feet and offered my hand. ‘Glad to meet you, Mr.
Imgram,’ I said, looking with interest at his pale, sensitive
face.

He had large protruding blue eyes, a big forchead and thin,
mouse coloured hair.

He looked at me searchingly, smiled nervously and turned
back to Highams. ‘I’'m sure Mr. Gold is wrong,’ he said, witha
kind of feverish anxiety. ‘I’ve thought about it all this morning.
Helen can’t be in love with Lancing. It’s too ridiculous. She
could never have any feeling for such a complex character as
Lancing. It’s simply pandering to the happy cndipg.’ o

Highams shook his head. ‘Don’t worry,” he said, soothingly.
‘Il talk to R.G.” He looked over at Carol.

“You had an angle, didn’t you?’ §

- Imgram went to her cagerly. ‘I'm sure you'll agree that I'm
right,” he said. ‘You’ve agreed with me up to now. Can’t you see |
how impossible it would be?’ .

‘Of course,’ Carol said gently. “The theme’s so b1§:711 m sure_
we could let the ending stand. Don’t you think, Peter?

“Yes, but you know what R.G. is about that kind of an
ending.’ Peter looked worricd. o,

I felt out of this. “Look,” I said, ‘I’ll leave you to 1t S

Imgram immediately turned to me. ‘I'm so sorry,’ he said.
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“You see, I have s0 little expenence and it all rather worries me.
Don’t let me drive you away Pcrhaps, you can heIp us You :
see .

I stopped him. I had qmte enough on my mind and I wasn’t
going to take on Imgram’s headaches. ‘T’ll only .be wasting
time,” I said, smiling at him. ‘I know less about this than you
do. And besides, I've a lot of thmgs to do.” I tumed to CaroI
‘When do we meet?’ .- , : .

‘Must you go?” she asked, dlsappomted

‘You want to get on and I’ve things to do,” I’ sa1d ‘But, let s
fix a date’

The three men were watching us. I could sec Cardl Wantcd
me to stay, but I had enough of this. concentrated mterest m
Imgram.

“Today’s Thursday, isn’t it?’ She frowned over at the wall
calendar. ‘Tomorrow? Will you come tomorrow evening? I’
working tonight.’

‘Swell, I’ll be there.’ I nodded to H:ghams, shook Imgram s
hand and waved to Peter. ‘Don’t worry,” I said to Imgram.
“You're in very good hands.” I tried not to sound paf:ronximg,
_ but it was there all right. Perhaps, it was his shabby smt that
, 8ave me a superior complex.

2 Carol came with me to the car. ‘He’s so honest and sincere,’
glle said as I slid under the wheel. ‘I'm so sorry for hun,
ive.’

I regarded her serious, upturned face with amusement.
‘Imgram? You should worry. He’s bitten Gold for a quarter of
a million, hasn’t he?’

She waved this aside. ‘R.G. says he has no ideas, but he 15
full of them. Good ideas ~ great ideas, but R.G. doesn’t under- "
stand them. If we left him alone, I do believe he’d make a far

greater picture than anything Peter or Jerry could do. But Gold
keeps interfering.’

‘Odd little guy, isn’t he?

N ‘I like him. He’s straight and this all means 50 much ‘to
im,

‘\Vell he needs to have something,’ I said coldly ‘D1d you
notice the suit he was wearing?’
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- ‘It’s not the suit that matters, Clive,” she returned, colour
coming to her face. - ‘

“Well, have it your own way.’ I reached forward and stabbed
the starter button. ‘Don’t work too hard. I'll sce you around
cight tomorrow.’

‘Clive.” She stepped up onto the running board. ‘What did
Gold arrange with you? ' ,

‘He wants me to do a story,” I said carclessly. I'll tell you
about it tomorrow.’

‘About this woman?’

I twisted in my scat. “What woman?’

‘When I suggested the idea, I knew I had made 2 mistake,’
she said a little breathlessly. ‘You want an excuse to sce her,
don’t you? Oh Clive, I know you so well. Youw’re just pre-
tending that you want to write about her, but it isn’t that, It’s
something far more complex than that. But, be carcful, won’t
you? I can’t stop you, but do be careful.”’

‘T don’t even know what you’re talking about,’ I began, but
she raised her hand.

‘Don’t Clive,” she said and turning, she ran back into the
building.

I drove slowly to my appartment. The hands of the clock on
the dashboard pointed to three-thirty when I drove into the
garage. I had an uneasy feeling at the back of my mind. Al-
though T told myself it wasn’t anything to do with Carol, I
knew I was playing a dangerous game. I wanted Carol. If she
hadn’t been such a worker, if she could have given me of her
time, I guess I wouldn’t have wanted any other woman. But
with so much time on my hands I had to do something. Maypc,

I thought, I’d better wash Eve out of my mind. Thinking like
that was just kidding. I knew, even if I really wanted to —and I
didn’t — I should not be able to get free from her as casily as
that. .

T walked into my apartment, tossed my hat into the ncarest
chair and went to the library. I found a letter from ’Intcr-
national Pictures on my desk. I read it throygzh carcfu”&" T hcr. c
was no catch in it. Perhaps, the only suspicious thing ‘}bIOUI; it
was Gold’s request to keep the arrangement confidential. But
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then, he might easxly be asng it for my sake as well as hxs own.

He had laid down in black and white that he would pay me- ﬁfry
thousand dollars:for a shooting script to be entitled-Angels in
Sables, provided the story was based on our dxscussxons and
that the script met with his approval. |

I wrote a hurried note to Merle Bensinger and enclosed the

‘letter. Then I turned my attention to the article for the Digest.

‘Women of Hollywood’ seemed, on the face of it, an-easy
subject. But, I was not used to wntmg articles and‘I ap-
proached my task with considerable uneasiness and doubt.

1 lit a cigarette and considered the problem. Concentration
was difficult. I kept thinking of Carol. It frightened me to know
she could read my mind so completely. I did not want to lose
her and I knew, if I was not careful, that was what would
eventually happen. Then Eve shouldered Carol out of: my
thoughts. I considered the coming week-end. Where should-X
take her? How would she behave? What would she-wear? Why
was she so cagey about appearing in public? If there was
anyone to be cagey it should surely be me.

I picked up the newspaper and checked through the enter-
tainments. I decided to take her to a theatre and after some

. hesitation I picked on My Sister Eileen as appropriate. The
deck clock showed five fifteen and I hurriedly dropped: the
newspaper and threaded paper into my typewriter, I typed
‘Women of Hollywood by Clive Thurston’ at the top of the
page and then sat back to stare at the typewriter keys. I had no
.idea how to begin the article. I wanted to say something soph-_
isticated and witty, but my mind was completely barren. -,

I wondered uneasily if Eve would dress flashily and whether
. 'she would look what she was. It'd be an embarrassing situation
if I ran into Carol when she was with me. I knew I was taking a
risk. I had never seen Eve dressed and had no idea of her taste,
I decided' that I should have to select some small secluded
- restaurant where I was not known and where no one that I kneW
was likely to see me,

I lit another agarerte and tried once more to concentrate on

the article. By six o’clock, the page in the typewnter was st111
blank, and I wasina shght panic.
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Pulling the typewriter impatiently towards me, I began to -
hammer-out words, hoping that they would make sense. I wrote
like this until seven o’clock, then I gathered up the sheets of
paper and pinned them together. I made no attempt to read
them through.

- Russell came in to tell me that my bath was ready. He cyed
the sheets of paper in my hand approvingly. » '

‘Gone all right, sir?’ he asked in his most cncouraging
manner.

“Yes,’ I said, moving to the door. ‘I’ll check it through when I
come back and you can take it down to Miss Bensinger first
thing tomorrow.’

I did not arrive back from the Wilburs until one fifteen. It
had been a good party and my head was a little heavy from the
excellent champagne I had been drinking most of the evening. I
forgot about the article lying on my desk to be checked and I
went straight to bed.

Russcll woke me at nine o’clock the following morning.
‘Sorry to disturb you, sir,’ he said apologetically, ‘but shall I
take the article to Miss Bensinger now?’

I sat up with a grunt of dismay. My head felt heavy and my
mouth like the bottom of a bird-cage. ‘Hell?’ T exclaimed. ‘I
forgot to look it over. Get it, will you, Russell? T'll do it now.”

1 had finished my first cup of coffec by the time he returned.

He handed me the typewritten sheets. ‘I’ll just clean your shoes,
sir, then I'll be back. )
. I waved him away and began to read what I had written. In
less than three minutes, I was out of bed and running down-
stairs to my study. I knew I could ncver send this stuff to
Merle. It was hopeless. It was so awful that I could scarcely
believe that I had written it. _

I began hammering away at the typewriter, but my head
ached and I could not string two sentences together. After a
half an hour, I had worked myself into a furious rage. _For the
fourth time, I snatched the paper out of the typewriter and
threw it angrily to the floor. .,

Russell put his head round the door. ‘It’s after ten, sir,” he

reminded me apologetically.
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I tumed on him funously ‘Get out!’ I shouted ‘Get out and
for God’s sake’ stop worrying me!” :

He backed out of the room, his eyes wide Wu;h surprise.

I turned savagely back to my typewnter At eleven o’clock
my head was nearly bursting and my temper was seething.
Round me were crumpled balls of paper. I knew it was no good.

I could not begin to write the article. Panic, rage and disap-
pointment made me want to pick up the typewriter and smash‘
it to the floor.

"Then the telephone rang

I snatched it up, “What is it?* I snapped

- ‘I’m waiting for the Digest article . . Merle began p]am-_
tlvely

" “You’ll go on waiting,’ I said, the whole of my concentrated
rage and bitterness bursting from me. “Who do you think I am?
Do you think I haven’t anything better to do than to bother
with a goddam mawkish article for the Digest? "To hell with
them! Tell ’em to write it themselves if they need it so much!’
And I'slammed down the receiver.



CHAPTER NINE

I pID not sec Carol that evening. T did not feel like it. T did
not feel like doing anything after the way I had bawled out
Merle. Once I had cooled down, I realized just how crazy I had
been. Merle was the best agent in Hollywood. Writers and stars
fought for her to handle their business. She was only interested
in five-figured incomes and everyone knew it. So if she was
your agent, your credit stood high everywhere. By bawling her
out as I had done, it was likely that she would drop me. Right
now, I could not afford to be without Merle. If there was any
work to be had, it would come through her. In actual fact, she
was my meal ticket. As soon as I had realized what a fool I had
been and seen what a mess I had landed myself in, I telephoned
her. Her secretary said she was out and she did not know when
she would be back. She sounded as if she did not care. This did
not ook good to me so I wrote Merle a note, apologizing for
what I had done and pleading a hangover. I said I hoped she
would understand. I did everything in that letter except kiss
her feet and I sent it to her office by special messenger.

After lunch, I still felt like hell. The idea of passing up three
thousand dollars was wormwood to me. But what worried me
more was that I could not sit down and writc a simple article at
a moment’s notice. That was something to worry about. It told
me, as nothing clse could tell me, that I had not the equipment
to make the grade as a first-class writer, The thought stuck in
my throat like a fish hook. ‘

Anyway, I did not feel like spending the evening with Carol.
I knew she would start something about Eve and my temiper
was 100 jumpy to take anything from anyone. So I called her
and told her I had to go to Los Angeles on urgent business.

She wanted to see me on Saturday, but I licd myself out of.dmt
too. I could tell by her voice that she was depressed and disap-
pointed, but I was determined to spend the week-er with ¥-
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"and no one was going to upset my p]ans All the same I felt 2

heel when Carol tried to persuade me.

Then I wrote to Eve. I told her I would call for her at six-
thirty, the following evening, that we would go to the theatre
and have the rest of the week-end to get to know each other. I
enclosed a hundred dollar bill saying it was for bcd—and—break-—
fast charges. This was the first time I had ever paid a woman to
go with me. I did not like it. Somehow I began comparing
myself with Harvey Barrow, but I told myself that she would

. come out with me before Iong just for the fun of it. That made

things different.

The followmg morning while Russell prepared breakfast,
lounged in the big armchair by the window and idled with the
newspaper.

‘Russell,’ I said, when he brought the coffee and egges, ‘I’H be

-away for the Week-end 1 want you to go out to Three Point and

pack my.things. 'm giving the place up. See.the Estate agents

_ and fix it with them.’

He slid the chair undér me as I sat down at the tablc ‘It’s a

' plty to give the place up, isn’t it, Mr. Clive?’ he said, spreadmg

ih snowy napkin across my knees, ‘I thought you liked it out
ere.

‘So I.do, but I have to-cut down on somethmg and Three
Point is costmg me plenty.’

‘I see, sir,’ His eyebrows crawled up hlS forchead ‘I wasn't
;\lvare that we were financially embarrassed I’m sorry to hear

at.’

‘Maybe it isn't as bad as that I said, not wxshmg hxm to be

.scared ‘Let’s face it, Russell, “Rain Check” is now only pay-

ing $200 a week. Last week, it didn’t pay at all. There’ll be
nothing from the books until the end of September and when I
do get payment it won’t be all that good. So I have to cut down
for a while.

Russell looked vaguely alarmed. “Won't you be writing
something else before long, sir?

‘P'm working on something now,’ I said, taking the cup of
coffee he handed to me. ‘Once that’s finished, we’ll be on top-of
theworld. . .orwe should be.’ N
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‘ 'Hc d{dn’t look impressed. ‘I’'m glad to hear that, sir,’ he said.
Would it be another play?’

“It’s this picture I was telling you about for Mr. Gold.’

‘Oh, I see, sir.” His fat face became gloomy.

I still had Merle on my mind, so I called her office, Her
sccretary said she had gone away for the week-end, I asked for
an appointment for Monday, but she said Merle was ticd up all
the week. I said I would call her later.

At six o’clock, just as I was leaving to pick up Eve, Carol
rang.

‘Oh, Clive, I was scared I was going to miss you,’ she said,
her voice was tense with excitement.

“T'wo more minutes and. you would have missed me,’ I said,
wondering what was coming,.

“You really must come over, Clive.”

With my eye on the clock, I said it was impossiblec.

‘But I've been talking to Jerry Highams about “Rain
Check”,” she went on, her words stumbling over themselves.
‘He says Bernstien’s looking for a story. They’re both coming
over to sce me tonight and if you were there you might interest
Bernstien in your plot. Jerry thinks it’s right for him. I told him
you’d be here.’ :

I wondered if Carol had guessed what I was intending to do
and had thought of this to prevent my secing Eve. If Bernstien
was really interested in Rain Check, it would be ridiculous to
let such an opportunity slip. Bernstien was second only to Jerry
Highams and he had a big reputation for slick, sophisticated
pictures.

‘Look, Carol,’ I said, trying to sound recasonable. ‘I'm really
tied up tonight. Can’t Bernsticn see mic on Monday?’

She said he had to make a decision over the week-end as
Gold was getting impaticat. He bad two other _storics }3c was
considering, but if we all worked on-him we might easily get
him to do Rain Check. cor g 18

‘It’s just his type of picture,’ Carol .urgcd. ch 1l Ii’stcn 1o
Jerry and if you’re there and can give hzfn an o'uq;ne, I'm sure
he'll go for it. Now do be sensible, Clive, this is o ymport-
ant.’
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But 50 was Eve I1f I put her off at the last moment, I mxght
ever get the chance of taking her out again.

T can’t do it,’ I said, not bothering to keep the unpanence
out of my voice.“Don’t I keep telling you? I have to go out of
town.”

. -There was a long pause and I heard Carol catch her breath in

_a little gasp. That told me she was losing her-temper too.
“What's so important, Clive?’ she asked sharply.- ~‘Don’t you
want 1o get into pictures?’ -
~ ¢ am in them, sweetheart, remember?’ I sald ‘Arcn t. I
working -for Gold?’

Was I working for Gold? Only God and Gold knew that.

/‘Oh do be sensible, Clive.” There was an edge to her voice
now. “What will they think if you don’t show up?’. .

“That’s not my headache,’ I snapped back. ‘I didn’t make the
arrangement. You knew I was tied up; didn’t you?® . |

‘T knew all right, but I thought your work came first. All
right, Clive, have a good time,’ and she hung up on me.

" That made two women who were sour with me. I slammed
down the receiver and then shot three inches of bourbon into a
glass and swallowed it at a gulp. Then I snatched up my hat
and went down to my car.

By the time I turned into Laurel Canyon Drive, the bou.rbon
was hitting me and I felt fine. I pulled up outside Eve’s house
and'I flicked the hormn. Then X lit a cigarette and waited. I .
waited exactly.one minute and fifteen seconds which- brought
the hands of the dashboard clocL to six-thirty. Then Eve came
out of the house.

When I saw her, I was out of the car.and openmg the whlte
gateforherina split second.

She was wearing a dark blue coat and skirt, a white sitk shzrt,
10 hat and under her arm, she carried a large handbag with her
initials in platinum on the flap. That does not sound anything
mnusual, but if you could have seen ‘the cut of that costume you
vould have stared as I was staring. Its severity and the way it

vas moulded.to her trim figure made it the smartest outfit I
1ad se¢n on 2 woman for a long time.

Then T noticed her legs. In Hollywood legs are ;ust Com—
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monplace. Ugly looking legs arc as.rare as natural p]atihum
blondes, But Eve’s legs meant something. They were not only
pretty and neat and beautifully hosed, but they had a distinct
personality of their own. ' '

I realized with a shock of startled pleasure that I had a
smart, sophisticated, well-groomed woman on my hands. Nor
did she look plain. She was carefully made-up ... not too
much. . . and her eyes were bright.

‘Hello there,’ I said, taking her hand. ‘Are you always so
punctual?’ ‘

She pulled her hand away as she asked, ‘Do I look all
right?’

I opened the car door, but she made no move to get in. She
stood frowning at me, her cven tecth nervously chewing her
underlip.

“You look terrific,’ I said, smiling at her. “Smart as paint.
That costume’s a knock out.’

‘Don’t lic,” she said sharply, although her frown went away.
“You know you’re just saying that.’

+“No kidding. What are you waiting for ... get in. If I'd’ve
known you were going to look as good as this, I'd’ve been here
yesterday.’

- She got into the car. Her skirt was so tight that it rode up as
she settled down on the springy cushions. I took my time clos-
ing the door. .

‘Did anyone tell you that you've a swell pair of eyes?” I said,
grinning down at her. ]

" She hurriedly adjusted her skirt. “Now behave, Clive,’ she
said, with a little giggle. _

“That'll be hard work with you looking like you do,’ I said
and slid under the steering whecl.

“Vou're sure I look all right?’ She opened her bag and peered
into a small enamel-backed mirror.

‘Positive,’ I said, offering her a cigarette. “You could go anv-
where with anyone.’

She looked at me with malicious humour. ‘I bet you thought
1 was going to look like a tart, didn’t you?’ she asked. I coul:gi_m:
sce she was pleased that she had surprised me. .
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I laughed ‘I’ll adrrut ity and I .gave hera hght
‘Do you know what?’ She forced smoke down her nosmls
‘I'm as nervous asa cat.’ -

I was nervous too. Perhaps not nervous, but shy Thxs was a

new experience for me and I was getting a big bang out of it.
-1 don’t believe it. Why should you be nervous thh me?”’

- “Well, T am. Where are we going?’

‘First the Manhattan Grill and then to see My stter Ezleen
All right?” -

* “Hmmm.’ She flicked ash from the cigarette. ‘I hope you've a
table against the wall.”-

“Why?’ I asked puzzled. ‘Why do you want a table. agamst
the wall?” -~

‘I like to see people coming in,’ she said, not lookmg at'me.
‘1 have to be careful. Clive. My husband has friends all
over.

Now I was discovering things. ‘So that’s why we can’t g0 to
the Brown Derby and the rest of the high spots,” I said. ‘Would
your husband object to me?’

She nodded. ‘It’ll be all right once I've told him about you,
but I don’t want anyone to tell him first.’

“You mean he wouldn’t mind you going out w1th me if he
knew about me?’ .

Again she nodded.

4 ‘V;thy wouldn’t he? I'd mind like hell if I-were your huS-
~band.’ -

Her lips tightened. ‘He trusts me.’
That's more than I would do, I thought. If I were your
husband I would not trust you further than I could throw you.

‘I see,’ I said. “Well, how are you going to put me right thh
- your husband? You don’t even know who I am.’

She looked at me out of the corners of her eyes. ‘I was rather
cxpecting that you’d tell me that.’

I did some quick thinking. ‘Do all your other men fnends tell
you who they are?’ I hedged.

‘I don’t go out with other men,’ she said. “You see, I do have
to be careful.’

‘In your game with an unsuspecting husband I suppose you
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do,’ I returned. ‘But where is he? What does he do, for God’s
sake?’

She hesitated for a moment. *He’s an engincer. I only see him
- once in months. He's in Brazil now.? ‘

I didn’t know whether I liked all this. “Suppose he takes it
into his head to fly back tonight?’ I asked jokingly, although at
the back of my mind I thought it would be an awkward situ-
ation for me if he did. ‘

She shook her head emphatically. “He won’t. You don’t have
to worry. He always tells me when he’s coming back.”

I still was not too happy. ‘Maybe he might surprise you some
day. Isn't it risky?’ '

‘Why? You don’t think that place is my home, do you? It's
just my business address. I was thinking about taking you back -
to my real home tonight, but then I thought it would be better
not.’

‘So you’ve two homes? Where’s the other one?’

‘Los Angeles.’ By the way she said it I knew I wasn’t getting
any more out of her. :

‘So he doesn’t know anything about Laurel Canyon
Drive?’

‘Of course, he doesn’t.’

‘And you have to be careful?’

She hunched her shoulders. ‘He’d kill me if he found out;’
and she giggled suddenly. .

I started the enginc and engaged the gear. ‘You've an odd
sense of humour.’ ]

She shrugged. ‘I suppose he’ll find out. I always say my sins
will find me out. They will too. Then I’ll have to run to you for
protection.’ . X

‘Before I commit myself, T want to know just how big your
husband s, I returned, knowing she was fooling. .

‘He’s very big,” she returncd, sli.ding down n her seat 51(1) t g
her head rested against the cushioned back. ‘And tough an
strong.’

‘Now you’re getting me scard
telling me he beats you nest.’

She smiled in a secret sort of 2

8s e

d; 1 said grinning. “‘You'll be

wav. ‘He does sometimes.”



I shot her a qulck, startled glance. ‘You’re the Iast woman 1
would have thought to stand for that.’
‘I’d stand anything for him except another woman.’
-1 could tell by her voice that she meant it and I experxenccd
an irritable pang of envy. I had not reckoned thh a husband for
a rival.

‘How long have you been marned?’

.. *Oh a long time.” She turned her head so she could look at
me. “And don’t keep asking questions.’

“I won’t,’ I said and to change the subject, ‘do you know what
would be swell?’ .

“What?’

‘A large Scotch and soda. Don’t you think that’d bc swell or|
don’t you drink?’

‘T don’t mind, but I don’t drink much.’

‘How much?

She giggled. ‘I can t take it. Three Scotches and I tlght.’

‘I don’t believe you.’

-“You don’t have to. I'm just telling you.” She flicked thc
cigarette butt out of the window.

‘All right, then let’s get tight,’ I said and tumed the car'into
Vine Street and pulled up outside the little bar in. 51ght of the
Brown Derby.

_ She peered out of the window doubtfully. ‘Is this all nght?’
she asked. ‘T haven’t been here before.’

- ‘It’s all right,’ T said, getting out of the car and walking
round to open the door for her. ‘I always come here when I
want to do a Garbo.” As she got out, I again admired her legs.
“You should relax. After all, we haven’t done anythmg wrong

. yet.

She followed me into the bar which was half empty

The N egro bartender smiled at me.

- “You sit over there and T’ll get you a drink, I. saxd
‘Scotch?’

She nodded and moved across to a table in the far corner. I

saw several men watching her with intent expressions. They

watched her dll the way to the table and one even tumed in his
chair to watch her sit down. ’
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‘Two double whiskies,” I said to the bartender.

He shot them across the counter.

‘And dry ginger.’

As he went to the refrigerator, I leaned forward so that miy
back was to Eve and I emptied one of the whiskies into the
other glass. If three whiskics made her tight, I thought, lct’s
sec what four can do.

The Negro gave me the dry ginger and I divided it berween
the two glasses. '

“There you are,’ I said, joining Eve at the table. “To a lovely
wecek-end.” I drank some of the dry ginger. It tasted like hell
without any whisky.

She looked at her glass. “What’s this?’

‘A whisky with a lot of dry ginger,” I said. “What do you
think it is¥

“There scems an awful lot of whisky.”

“They leave the dry ginger out in the sun here. It givesita
suntan.’

- She drank half of the liquor, pulled a face and put the glass
on the table. “There’s more than one whisky in that.

. “Can I help it if the barman gets the shakes? Come on, onc
more and we’ll go.”

“You're trying to get me tight,’ she said sharply.

I laughed at her. ‘Nuts,” I said. “Why should T want to do
that?’

She shrugged, finished the whisky and didn’t protest as I
went to the bar again. I went through the same process. Tora
" time, anyway, I wanted to keep sober.

I kept my eye on her when we got into the street. A_s i:ar as T
could sce, the whisky hadn’t touched her. “Three whiskics and
I’m tight,’ she had said. Perhaps I should have kept it to threc.
She was now carrying cight whiskies and she Jooked as sober as

a coffin.
M - - A ” ad c
‘How are you feeling?’ I asked, when we had reached the

" Manhattan Grill. e
‘All right.” She slid out of the car. W h}". A
T just like to keep in touch with you, I returned, fallowing

her into the grill room.
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There was a big crowd in the cocktail bar and Eve hung
back. Her eyes scanned faces and the two lines above the bndge
of her nose were now deep furrows. .

/1 took her elbow in my hand and pushed her gently through
‘the crowd. “It’s all nght, 1 said. ‘Don’t get jumpy.’

‘I don’t know if 1t is,” she returned under her breath ‘Thls is
too crowded for me.’ ‘

We worked our way into the restaurant and when she had
settled down on the sofa seat against the wall; she looked hap-
pier.

‘I’m always like this,” she said, her eyes moying contmuously
-round the room. ‘I’m sorry, but I do have to be careful.” - )

‘Not always,’ I reminded her. ‘You only go out w1th he:
Your other clients don’t take you out.’

‘Sometimes they do,” she said without thmkmg ‘You don
cxpect me to stay home every night, do you?’

That was lie number two. First she said three whiskies laid

. her out when eight whiskies left her cold. Then she had said she
never went out with clients and now she said she did. I was
beginning to wonder just how much was truth that she told'
me.

We ordered dinner.

As she was eight drinks ahead of me, I thought I mxght as
well begin to catch up. After a couple of stiff shots, I suddenly

decided to tell her who I was. She would have to know sooner
or later and there seemed no sense in delaying any longer.

‘Let’s get introduced,’ I said. ‘You know my name well.’

* There was immediate interest in her eyes. ‘Do I? Don’t tell
me you’re famous.’
" ‘Do I look famous?’ -

“Tell me who you are.” She wasn’t the Eve I knew any more.
She was human, very curious and a little excited.

“The name,’ I said watching her closcly, “is Clive Thurston.’

‘She wasn’t like Harvey Barrow. I could see it meant some-
thing to her at once. For a second, a look of disbelief was in her
eyes, then she turned to face me. ‘So that’s why you wanted to

I‘\now what I thought of “Angels in Stables”,” she exclaimed.
Of course. And I said I didn’t like it.’ : -
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:That’s all right,’ I said. ‘I wanted the truth and I got it
I saw your play “Rain Check” ... Jack took me. I was
sitting behind a pillar and only saw half of it.’

‘Jack?’ I was on to that quickly.

‘My husband.’

‘Did he like it?’ :

*Yes .. .” she looked at me half hesitating. “I'd better intro-
ducc myself. . . I am Mrs. Pauline Hurst.’

‘Not Eve?’

‘Eve to you please.’

“Yes . .. although I like Pauline, It suits you, but so docs
Eve)? "

After dinner, we drove over to the theatre. The play amused
her as I hoped it would. We had several quick drinks during the
intermissions. As we were returning from the bar during the
last intermission, I felt someone touch my arm. I looked round
and found Frank Imgram behind me.

‘Do you like it?’ he asked, smiling.

I could have strangled him. He was certain to tell Carol that
he had scen me.

“It’s good,’ I said, nodding at him, “and beautifully acted.

His cyes were on Eve. ‘Yes — isn’tit?’

Then the crowd scparated us and I struggled back into my
scat. :

Eve looked at me inquiringly. ‘Someonc you know?’

“‘Imgram who wrote “The Land is Barren™.’

‘Daoes it matter that he saw me?’

I shook my head. “Why should it?’

She shot me another look and did not say anything. The rest
of the act was spoiled for me. I kept thinking of what Carol
would say. .

We were lucky to be among the first out. I did notfcc
Imgram again. We got into the car and drove down Vine
Street.

“Want a drink before we go home?” I asked.

‘I think so.”

We went into the same little bar and we stayed there ff:
some time. We drank a lot, but Eve did not show it. I was
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'
.

feehnv a httle drunk and I thought it was time to stop After
all, I was driving. - ‘
- “One more and then we'll go. Have a brandy?’
T Why? -
" “Just'to see if you can take jt.’ ’
er eyes were bright, otherwise she secmed all right, ‘I can
take it she said. .

..I ordered a double brandy
* She looked at me. “Not for you?’

‘P'm driving. ' \

She drank the brandy neat.” . '

We got into the car, and 1 drove slowly to Laurel Canyon
Drive.

“You can put the car in the garages’ she sa1d ‘There s.room
for it .

She had opened the front door and was Waxtmg for me in the
hall: T took my small grxp from the Chrysler’s trunk and fol-
lowed her upstairs, -

-We entered the bedroom and she clicked on the lights.

. “Well, here we are,’ she said and I could see she was a little
embarrassed -She stood with her chin almost on her shoulder,
her eyes looking away from me, her right arm making a pro-
tective V over her chest, her left hand cupped txght under her -
right elbow. , )

I dropped my gnp ‘on the bed and put my hands on her
bxceps and pressed a little. Her arms were nice, but small. My
fingers almost met round them,

We stood like that for a few seconds, then I drew her to
ne.

For a.moment she tned to pull away, then she slowly lower-

d her arms from in front of her and’ put them round my shoul-
lers.

90



CHAPTER TEN

I woKE feeling hot and stified. The grey light of the dawn
came through the two windows facing me and shrouded the
little room with a soft, mysterious light. For a moment, I could -
not remember where I was, then I saw the glass animals on the
.- chest of drawers and I looked immediately at Eve who was
sleeping at my side.

She slept curled up, cne arm above her head. Her eyes being
closed, youth had descended on her face. I propped myself up
on my elbow and watched her, marvelling that she could look so
voung and child-like. Sleep had smoothed the lines in her face.
and softened the hard, defiant chin. She looked, in sleep, more
elfish than ever, but I knew when her eyes opened this would
all go. It was her eyes that gave the clue to her character. They
were the windows through which you could see her rebellious
spirit and the secret shadows of her life. Even in sleep, she did
not rest. Her body jerked and twitched and her mouth moved as
if she were talking to herself. She moaned softly and her fingers
clenched and unclenched. She slept like 2 woman who lived
entirely on tortured, tightly strung nerves. ]

1 lowered her arms from above her head. She sighe'd heavily
and reaching out, she put her arms round me and gripped me
tightly.

‘Darling,’ she murmured, ‘don’t leave me. o
. Of course, she was asleep. Of course, she was not speaking to

me. Perhaps she was dreaming of her husband or a lover; but I
wanted it to be me she was speaking to and I held her close, her
head on my shoulder. .

Her body suddenly gave a great bound as if her ncrves had
bunched themselves together like a coiled spring and snapped
apart. Then she woke and pushed away from me. _

She blinked at me, yawned and flopped back on her pillow.
‘Hello,’ she said. “What time is it?’
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I looLed at my wrist watch Tt was ﬁve thirty-five.
. . ‘Oh God!’ she exclaimed. ‘Can’t you sleep?’

I again’ realized how hot and stifling it was in bed. “How
many blankets have we got on?”I asked, counting them. Ther
were five and a quilt. I must have been pretty drunk not to have
noticed that last night. .

" ‘Do you want all these?’ I asked her.

She yawned again. “Of course I do. I feel cold in bed ’

‘Ill say you do.’ I slid out and began to strip thc b]anket'
back. -

She sat up in alarm, ‘Don’t do that, Chve . you're not tol’

‘Don’t get excited,’ I said. “You’ll get ’em back.’ i

I folded the blankets so that I had only two over me. The resi
11aid on her side. ‘How’s that?’

She curled down in the bed again. Mmmmm, she sxghed
‘I’ve got an awful head. Was I tight last night?’

 “You ought to’ ve been.’

‘I think I was.” She stretched Imurxously ‘Oh, I'm 50 nred
Do go to sleep, Clive.’

" My mouth felt stale. I wished I could ring for Russcll anc

~have coffee. Obviously there was no service here.

She looked up. ‘Do you want coffee?’

I brightened. ‘Not a bad idea.’

‘Well, put the kettle on. Marty’s left it all ready, and shc
drew the blankets to her chin.

. Itwas a long time since I had made coffee for myself, biit ]
wanted it, so I went into the other room. It was sparsely fur-
nished with only one easy chair. The small kitchen was jus!
beyond. I put on the kettle and lit a cigarette.

_ “Where’s the bathroom?’ T called.

. “Upstirs on your right.

I climbed the steep stairs. There were three doors leading of
the landing at the top of the stairs. Cautiously I looking into all
three rooms. Except for the bathroom, the other two rooms
were unfurnished. Dust lay on the floor and obviously no on¢
ever went into them.

I went into the bathroom, sponged my face and brushed my
‘hair; then I wandered downstairs again and found the Lcttlc
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‘You’d better,’ she snappcd and turning het bacl‘ on me, she
curled further down in the bed.
I stared up at the ceiling, savagely angry. I was angry witt
.her because she had seen through me. She had sensed that sh
‘now meant somethmg to me. She did. I did not want to admi
it, but, there it was. I found her exciting, mysterious and ]
“wanted her for myself. I knew it was lunacy. Perhaps if she hac
encouraged me it might have been different; but her calculatec
indifference made me want her 2all the more. It went beyonc
. sex. I wanted to break down the wall she had crected bctwccn
us. I wanted to make her care for me.
" 'T woke again when the sun streamed through the crean
_blinds. Eve was in my arms, her head on my shoulder and he:
‘mouth against my throat. She was slecping peacefully and he
- body was limp and still.
1 held her, feeling good. She was easy to hold, light and smal
- and warm, I liked her breath against my throat and the smell o!
perfume in her hair. She slept like that for almost an hour anc

then she moved, opened her eyes, raised her head and looked af
me.

" ‘Hello,” she said and smiled.
I touched her face with my fingers. ‘Your hair smclls mce,’ ]
said. ‘Did you slecp well?’

‘Mmmmm.’ She yawned and rested her head back on my
shoulder. *Did you?’
“Yes . .. how’s the head?’

‘?All nght Are you hungry? Shall I get you somcthmg tc
cat?’

‘Tl get it.’
~ “You stay here.” She broke awdy from me and slid out of bed

In her blue nightdress, she looked shght and childish. She pu
. on her dressing gown, looked in the mirror, grimaced and lef

me.

I went up to the bathroom, and after a leisurely - shavc, .
returned to find her in bed. On the table by the bed was the tra;
;ontammg fresh coffec and a plate of thmly cut brcad anc

utter.

~ ‘You don’t want me to cook you anythmg, do you?’ she askec
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 idea how marvellous it was. I went up to the mantel-piece and
-swept. everything ‘off it. The clock, Jack’s glass animials,’ she
pointed across to the chest of drawers, ‘These are the only ones
that survived. I keep them here because he thinks they’re all
smashed. And there were photographs and — well you know —
everything.” She lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply. “Of course
he was’ furious when he came back. I'd locked myself in the
bedroom but he kicked the door down, I thought he was going

to kill me but he just packed his bag and walked out without
even looking at me. ‘ : '

‘And you haven’t seen him since?’ -

‘Oh, he knows me.’ She tapped ash into her empty coffee
cup ."He knows what P'm like, I’m always getting into temipers.
T've no time for anyone who hasn’t 4 temper. . . have you?’

‘I like a peaceful life.

+ She shook her head. “When Jack gets wild . . .* she threw up. .
her hands and laughed. ' ‘

I found she was quite willing to tajk about her hﬁsban&. In
fact, she seemed anxious and pleased t

She had been married for ten years. B
gathered she had beep pretty wild, She m,

almost immediately.
At that time, she had money of

Y of her own,

muc.h.she hac!, but she must haye been fairly well off, Jack was

4 mining engineer whose work took him to many distant coun-

tries = places x.vhercj, a woman could pot 80. Thie first four years

of. their married life must haye been dull and lonely for a

voman like Eve, She was, of course, neyrgt; i
3 sy otic and .
ohe had extravagant tastes ang Tack o o THEMY strung.

She did not say how



she was comfortably off and the arrangement suited him. But
Eve was a gambler. She admitted that both Jack and she were
born gamblers. She played the races whilc he concentrated on
poker for big stakes. Because he was an expert player he made a
little more than he lost.

While he was in West Africa ~ this would be some six years
ago — she got in with a fast set and she began to drink heavily
and to plunge recklessly on horses. She had continued bad luck,
but it did not stop her. Always at the back of her mind, she
believed that she could recoup her losses. Then one morning, -
she discovered that she had worked through every nickel of her
capital and was high and dry. She knew Jack would be furious
with her, so she did not tell him. She was popular with men and
it only needed this financial pressure to make her what she was
now.

She had been living on men for the past six years. The un-

- suspecting Jack still thought that she had her comfortable
income and she kept up the illusion. C

‘I suppose some day he’ll find out ... then I don’t know
what'll happen,’ she concluded with a fatalistic shrug of her
shoulders. .

‘Why don’t you give it up?’ I asked, lighting my tenth ciga-
rette.

‘I must have money ... and besides what shall I do with
myself all day? It’s lonely enough as it is.” '

‘Lonely? Are you lonely?’

‘I have no one . . except Marty. She goes about seven o’clock
and I’'m here by mysclf until she comes the following morn-
ing.’

‘But you have friends . . . surely?’ )

-“I’ve no one, she repeated flatly; ‘and I don’t want anyone.

' ‘Not even now that you know me?’

She twisted round in bed so she could look at me. ‘I vs.ronder
just what ‘your game is,’ she said. ‘You’re up to something. If
you’re not in love with me . . . then what is it?’

" “I’ve told you. I like you. You interest me and I want to be
your friend.’

‘No man’s my friend,” she said.
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I stubbed out my c1garette and shd my arm. round her, pull-
ing her close to me. ‘Don’t be so suspicious,’ I said. ‘Everyone
needs a friend some time or other I mlght be able to help
you.

She relaxed agamst me. ‘How? I don’t need any . help The
only.trouble I might have is from the pohce I have a ;udge Who
would take care of that.’

-She was right of course, apart from money there was nothmg
I could really ‘do for her. .

" “Youmightbeill. ..’ I began, but she j just laughed atme.

‘I’ve never been ill and if T was no one would care, That’s a
time when men always leave a woman She $ N0 use to them
when she’s ill.’

‘You’re a hell of a cynic, aren’t you?’

‘So would you be if you'd lived my life.

.1 rested my face against her hair. ‘Do you hke me,
Eve?.

- “You’re all right,’ she returned mdlﬁerently, and don t ﬁsh
Clive.’ .
_Tlaughed. “Where shall we lunch?’

‘Anywhere . . . I don’t mind.’

‘Shall we take a movie in tonight?’

‘All right” :

‘That’s fixed then.” I looked at the clock on the mantelshelf.
It was after twelve. ‘You know I could do witha drink.’

‘And I must have a bath.” She slid away from me and got out
of bed. “Make the bed, Clive. That's one thing I can never do.’

‘All right,’ I said, watching her fuss before the mirror. .

I got up and made the bed. Then I went into the other room

and telephoned the Barbecne Restaurant and reservcd a sofa
table against the wall.

" Eve had come down by then. ' -

“The water’s running,’ she called. “What shall I wear?’ -

‘Oh, a dress, I think,’ I said. ‘Although I liked that costume
last night.’ '
" ‘Costumes suit me better than a dress.’ She came to the door

as I was going upstairs. She put her hands on her flat chest
They suit my ﬁgure, she added and gxggled
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‘All right,’ I returned, ‘you please yourself.’

The rest of the day passed too quickly for me. I seemed to
have gained her complete confidence and she talked about her
experiences with men and her husband was never far from her
conversation. We enjoyed outselves. But I had a feeling that I
could only get so far. There was still this invisible wall which
every now and then I came up against. She would not tell me
how much she earned. When I asked her if she saved money,
she said, ‘Every Monday I go to the bank and deposit one half
of what I’ve made. I never touch that.’ -

This came out so glibly that I did not believe her. I knew
how careless and extravagant this kind of woman always is. I
was willing to bet that she had not saved a nickel, although of
course, I could not give her the liz.

I tried to persuade her to take out an endowment policy.
‘It'll be something when you are old and when you’ll be glad of
the money,’ I explained.

But she wasn’t interested. I doubt if she even listened. I
can’t be bothered,’ she said. ‘I’m saving money . . . besides what
business is it of yours?’ ’ '

One thing she said, pleased me. It was after we had scen
Bogart’s latest picture and we were driving back to Laurel
Canvon Drive. We had both been drinking heavily and she had
slipped low down in the cushioned seat of the car with h.elj
head back and her eyes closed. ‘Marty said I'd be bored with
vou,’ she said. ‘She thought I was crazy to spend a whole week-
end with you. She’ll be surprised when she hears I didn’t throw
you out.’ ,

I put my hand over hers. “Would you have thrown me out?

* ‘I would have if you bored me.’

‘So you’ve enjoyed the week-end?’

‘Mmmmm . .. very much.’

Well, that was something. .

We lav in the dark and talked far into the night. I do not
think she had talked with such complete freedom to anyone for
a long time. It was as if she had opened the gates of 2 dam and

. words came from her at first haltingly and then in an unin-

23 ks T 1 . Al-
terrupted flow. I cannot remember everything she said
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. though most of it was about Jack. Thexr life seemed to be made

up of endless quarrels and wildly exciting reunions. From what

"she told me, his relations with her were "based on a kind of

brautal affection which appealed to her odd, complexed nature.
‘The fact that he occasxonally beat her made no difference so

" long as he was faithful to her. Of this, she was sure. She told me

N

" how one evening they had come home from 2 party and she had
slipped and fallen in the street. She had turned her ankle which
‘immediately swelled up. Jack had laughed at her and had left
- her sitting on the curb, He was tired and he wanted his bed.

When she did ﬁnally limp home, she found him asleep and the
following morning, he drove her out of bed, when she could

- hardly walk, to bring him coffee. She seemed to admxre him the‘

more for this kind of treatment.

- This defeated me, It was so outside my normal relatxons with
women that I could not understand it.

- ‘Are you telling me that you don’t like cons1derate treat-
ment?’ T asked her.

I felt her shoulders lift. ‘I hate weakness, Clive. Jack’s

~ strong. He knows what he wants and nothing will stop him.’

‘Well, if you like to be treated like that. . .” I gave up.

When she talked about the men who came to see her, she did
not mention names. I admired her for her d1scret10n Atleast, it
meant that she would not talk about me.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

I REACHED my apartment around noon. As I entered the
elevator the boy gave me one of those it’s-six-months-to-
Christmas smiles. ‘Good morning, Mr. Thurston.’

- ‘Morning,’ I said and experienced the inevitable lift in my
stomach as the elevator raced between floors. - o
‘Did you see about the two guys who killed themselves last
night outside Manola’s?’ The elevator boy asked as I left the

cage. - y .

‘No.’ - Wl

‘Sure thing. They got fighting over a dame and they fell off
the sidewalk, bang under the wheels of a truck. One of the
guys had his face stove in.’ , '

“That should give him a new outlook,’ I said and opened my
apartment door.

Russell was in the lobby. ‘Good morning, Mr. Clive,” he said
in a voice that told me he thought it was anything but a good
morning. ' X

‘Hello.” I was about to go to my bedroom when I caught his
eye. I stopped. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘Miss Carol’s waiting in the lounge,” he said reproachfully.
His whole body, his face, his eyebrows oozed reproach. . |
“Miss Carol?’ I stared at him, ‘What’s she want?’ Why isn’t

she at the Studio?’

.“I don’t know, sir. She’s been waiting more’n a half an
hour.? -

I gave him my bag. ‘Put that in my bedroom,’ I said, and
walked across the lobby to the lounge. .
Carol was by the window as I entered. She did not turn
although she must have heard me. I admired her slim Pack ar’xd
the cool white and red check frock she was wearing. ‘Hello,” I

said, closing the door. .
She stubbed her cigarette in the ashtray and swung round on
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her heels. She looked steadﬂy at me and my eyes gave ground
‘Aren’t you working this moming?’ I went on, crossmg the
room and standing by her sxde .
‘I wanted to see you.”
<Swell.? T waved to the settee. ‘Sit down.” ’
As she walked to the settee, I sald ‘Nothmg Wrong 518
.there?’ ‘
She sat down. ‘I don’t know yet She reached for another
cigarette, fitted it in her holder and lit up.
" 1 suddenly felt a little tired and not in the mood to be lec-
~ tured. I stood over her. ‘Look here, Carol ...’ I began, but she
held up her hand. '

‘It’s not going to be a “Look here »..” kind of conversatlon, -
she said sharply.

- ‘I'm sorry, Carol, but I'm on edge this mornmg * I didn’t
want to quarrel with her. ‘“There’s somethmg wrong. You’ d
better give it to me straight.’

‘I met Merle Bensinger this morning. She’s worned about
you.’

‘If Merle Bensinger’s been dxscuasmg my affaxrs w1th you, I
said coldly, ‘she’s forgetting she’s my paid agent.’

‘Merle likes you, Clive. She thought we were engaged.” .

I sat down slowly in an armchair away from Carol. “Even if
we were married, it’s still not Merle’s business to talk about my
affairs,’ I said, cold fury tripping my words. .

‘She didn’t talk about your affairs,” Carol said qu1et1y ‘She
asked me to try to persuade you to work.’

- I lit a cigarette and tossed the match into the empty fire-
place ‘But I am working,’ I said. ‘If she’s worried about her

- goddam commission, why doesn’t she say s0?’ , :
Al nght Clive, if that’s the way you feel about it.’

“That’s just the way I do feel about it. For God’s sake, Carol
no writer can be bullied into writing. You know that. It’s either
there or it isn’t. Merle wanted me to do a cockeyed artxcle for
the Digest. I just didn’t feel like it. That’s why she’s sore.”

- ‘She didn’t say anythmg about the Digest, but never mind

about Merle then.” She crossed her slim anklcs ‘About Bem-
stxen, Clive.? N
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. “What about him?’ L
- ‘You know he came round to my place on Saturday?’ -

“Yeah, you told me.’ o - :

‘T did what I could. I read him parts of your play. I even
persuaded him to take it away with him.’ : '

I stared at her. “You gave him a copy of the play?’ I repeated. -
“Where did you get the script from?’ ’ ) ‘

‘Oh, I got it,” she said, a little impatiently. “That doesn’t -
matter. I did so hope ...” She broke off with a gesture of de-
spair. Then she said, ‘If you had been there, it would have
made all the difference. I'm afraid you’ve missed a great
chance, Clive.’ ‘ :

I dragged down a lungful of smoke. ‘I don’t believe it,’ I
said. ‘If Bernstien was all that anxious to do “Rain Check”,
he’d have done it. A guy who has to be talked into buying 2.
story doesn’t stay hot. He cools off after making a lot of prom-
ises. Don’t tell me Imgram had to talk Gold into buying his
story.’ ‘

“There’s a big difference between “Rain Check” and “The

Land is Barren”,” Carol said sharply. Then as I shifted im-
patiently, she went on, ‘I’m sorry, Clive. I didn’t mean it in that |
way. You can’t compare ... Imean...’
", “All right, all right,’ I said angrily. ‘You don’t have to handle
me with kid gloves. You mean my stuff isn’t good enough to
stand up by itself. It needs you and Jerry Highams and me to
slop over Bernstien before he'll even look atit”

She bit her lip nervously, but she didn’t say anything.

“Well, that’s not the way I want to sell my stuff. Y’thn Ido
sell it, T’II sell it because it’s worth selling. I won’t nt:.cd to
peddle it like a street salesman. So to hc.:H with Bems,tlcn.

‘All right, Clive, to hell with Bernstien. But, you're not get-
ting anywhere, are you?’

E ‘%’m Zaz rigl;t. Cayn’t you lay off worrying about me? NO‘Y’
look here, Carol, let’s get this straight. When I want at;yine s
help, Il let you know. There’re too many people taking an
interest in me. It embarrasses me.’ So as not to hurt h1cr ffdmii’r
I added, ‘Of course, I am grateful, but, after alt ™

business, I’m getting along fine.
|
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She again Iooked steadxly at me. ‘Arc you?’ she said. ‘You've
written nothmg for two years. Youw’re living on the past, Clive.
That’s just one thing you can’t do in Hollywood A wnter s
only as good as his next book or picture.’

‘But my next picture is going to be good,’ I sa1d trymg to,
smile. ‘Don’t fuss, Carol. After all, Gold has made me an offer.
That ought to tell you I’m not on the slide.

‘Oh, do stop posmg, Clive,” she said, colour coming into her
face. ‘It’s not a questlon of whether you can wntc It’s a ques-
tibn of when you’re going to work.’

' “Okay, suppose you leave that to me?’ I said. “What arc you
doing away from the Studio? I thought you were tied up with
Imgram.’ A

‘SoIam.Butl had to see you, Clive. People are talking,” She

' got to her feet and wandered across the room. ‘We e supposcd
to be engaged, aren’t we?’

That was something I didn’t want to go into just then. “What
do you mean . . . people are talking?’

. ‘About this Week-end She turned to face me. ‘How could'
you, g‘,hve? How could you do-such a thing? Have you gone
crazy?’ .

Here 1t comes, I thought “If I knew what you were talking
about .

‘Why Tie to me? I know what happencd I should have
thought by now you'd got.all that out of your $ystem. You still

don’t think you're a college boy, do you?® .

I stared at her, ‘What do you mean? Got what out of my :
system?’

She sat down again. ‘Oh, Chve, at tunes, you are stupld and .
hateful,’ she said, wearily. Anger had gone out of her voice. She
was now desperately unhappy. ‘You want to be irresistible,
dor’t you? You want to be the big charmer and sweep all the
women off their feet. Why do you pick on a woman like that“
Where do you think it'll get you?

I reached impatiently for a cigarette. “You're. saying some
pretty hard things, Carol.’. I was controlling my temper with
dxﬁ‘iculty “I'm not in the mood to stand much more of thlS
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Maybe you’d better go back to the Studio before we say sofe-) -
thing we’ll be sorry about later.’ . I

She sat still for a few seconds, her hands clenched on her .
knees and her body tense. Then she drew a deep breath and
relaxed. ‘I'm sorry, Clive,’ she said. ‘P’m going the wrong way
about it. Can’t you stop all this? Can’t you just drop the whole
thing? It’s not too late, Clive.’ R '

I flicked ash angrily onto the carpet. ‘You’re making a fuss
about nothing,’ I said. ‘For God’s sake, Carol; you must be
sensible.’ '

‘Did you get anywhere with her over the week-end?’ she
asked abruptly. ‘Has she fallen for your charms yet?’ |

I jerked to my feet. “Now look, Carol, I’'ve had enough of
this. I’"d much rather you go. We’ll hurt each other in a
moment. i
- ‘Rex Gold has asked me to marry him.’

Years ago I was kicked by a horse. It was my own fault. I had
been warned of its viciousness, but I thought I could handle it.
But it suddenly had lashed out and I remembered lying on the
wet, muddy ground, pain twisting at my guts and staring at the’
horse, not believing that it could have done this to me. I felt
the same twisting pain in my guts now. , :

‘Gold?’ I said and sat down again. :

Carol beat her fists together. I shouldn’t have told you now,’
she said. ‘It’s blackmail, isn’t it, Clive? No, I shouldn’t have
told you now.’

‘I didn’t think that Gold . . " and I stopped. o

~Why not? She was lovely. She was good at her job. She
would make Gold a fine wife. )

“What ate you going to do?’ I asked, after a Jong silence.

‘I don’t know,” she said. ‘Not after this week-end.” ,

. ‘What has the week-end to do with it?” T asked. ‘I'd’ve
thought it was whether you loved him or not.’ )

“Not in Hollywood,” Carol said. “You know that as well as I
do. Tf T thought that you and I .. .” She stopped, hesitated, and
then went on, ‘Youre making it very hard for me, aren't
you?’
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I didn’t say anything.
~ “You see, I love you, Clive.’ T :

I reached out to take her hand, but she drew away. “No, don’t
touch me. Let me talk. I've stood an awful lot from you. We've
known each other for two years now. I suppose it’s silly of me to
live in the past; but I can’t help remembering you when you

first came to see Robert Rowan. Neither of us were anybody
then. I liked you the moment I saw you. I thought your play
was fine. I thought anyone who had these kind of sentiments
must be good and kind and decent. T liked the scared, embar-
rassed look you always had when Rowan talked to you. Youwere
simple and nice and not like the other men who came to that
office. I thought you were going to do great things; that’s why I -
told you to come out here and leave New York and everything
it stood for. There was a time, before you found all your other’
friends, when you were glad to have me for company. We went
everywhere and did everything, Once you asked me to marry |
you and I said yes. But, you’d forgotten about it the next morn-
ing. You didn’t even bother to call me. I don’t know, even now,
how you feel about me, but I know how I feel about you. But
that doesn’t mean that I’'m holding you to anything. That’s not
the way I want you.’ :

I wished she had not started this. I knew a decision had to be
made and T wanted time to think. Until Saturday night, I loved
Car(.)l, now I was not sure. I knew I could not let her go.on
talking like this, stripping hesself in front of me, unless I met
her half-way. Otherwise, it would finish when she left me and
I did not want it to finish. She was important to me. She repre-
sented the past two years which were the best years of my life.
She represented understanding and kindness. -She gave me -
1c:;nﬁdence.. It scared me to think what it would be like without

r. ‘ - :

‘1 bcligved you when you said you Ioved me,” she went on. I
suppose it was because you meant so much to me. There was
something fine about you, Clive, when you were poor. T suppose
S?CCGSS 1s.bad for some people. It’s been bad for you. You see,
I'm worried about you. I can’t really see how you’re going to
get anywhere now. You haven’t learned anything new since you
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first began to write. You think you have the magic touch; but
*you haven’t. No one has . . : there isn’t such a thing. It all comes
from working and never being satisfied and moving on to a
bigger theme each time you write. Then, of course, you must
feel you want to say something and that something must be
- worth while saying.’ . .
“That’s a terrific speech,’ I said impatiently, ‘but we’ll take it
- as read if you don’t mind. What about you? Are you going to
marry Gold?’ AT
" She closed her eyes. ‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘I don’t want to,
but it has many advantages.’ . '
- ‘Are you sure?’ , : _

‘Gold has imagination . . . power . . . money. He would give
me a free hand. There are some great pictures to be made. -
Perhaps ‘that is something you won’t understand, Clive. But
I’'m ambitious. Not for myself. I want to see better pictures
made. I could influence Gold. He would listen tome.”

‘Never mind about educating the world, let’s concentrate on
ourselves. You don’t have to marry Gold to educate the world, -
do you?’

‘Would you mind?’

I had to talk now or I’d lose her. ‘Of course I'd mind, but I
want you to try to see it from my angle. I love you. I've Iove.d
you for a long time, but there isn’t much I can do about it
right now. Something’s gone wrong. I can’t write any more. If
something doesn’t happen soon, I'll be in a fix. I've been in a fix
before, of course, but I’ve always been alone. I couldn’t stand
being in a fix with you.’

She examined her slim brown hands. ‘It’s only because you
are out of touch with the things that matter. You've been
having too good a time.” She paused, adjusted her cuffs so that
they hid her wrists, and then jerked out, ‘Why did you have to
take that woman where you WouldtI;]c seen éggeﬂler?’ iter

Rage swept through me. ‘So that goddam SuCCess-wrl
squavfked, dIi)d he?’ ]t(.'; said. ‘I thought he quuld; That’s just
about his weight — making mischief and gossIping.

. “Jerry Highams saw you too,” Carol said Weﬂf’ﬂY- )
‘Well, what of it? Highams knows why I'm sceing her.
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" Theré’s nothing else to it Carol. T wouldn’t lie to you. Tve:
* whale of a story I want to write about her. But that’sall’
" Carol stood up: ‘I must get back to the Studio,’ she said. ‘Prr
_sorry about all this, Clive. There’s nothing we can do, it
there? . - - oo ‘
~ “Don’t you believe me?’ T asked, going to her. ‘Gold com-
missioned this story. How clse can I write it if I don’t meet the
woman?’ . Lo

She shook her head. ‘I don’t know, Clive, and I don’t par-
ticularly care. P rather tired of your women friends. I've had
. to share you with so many of them. I don’t feel like competing
with professionals. Until you've dropped her, I think we'd
* better not meet.’ ’ .

“You can’t mean that, Carol,” I said in alarm. ‘Don’t you
want me to have a break? Gold’s offering fifty thousand dollars.”
T can’t write the story if I don’t see her.’ As she turned away. I
. took her arm. ‘Look, I tell you there’s nothing in it.except the

story. Can’t you believe that? - ‘ :

She pulled her arm free. “No'. . . but don’s forget to be care-

ful, Clive. You'll get hurt. She knows how to handle a man like
you.™ . ' .
- My temper boiled up at this. ‘All right,’ I said, furiovs with
h’er now. ‘You're a dear, sweet girl. Thank you for the warning.
i bfa careful. Every time I see her, T'll think of you and your
warning and I'll be very, very careful.’

She flushed.-“You can keep your cheap sarcasm: You arc
aslfmg for trouble and I’'m very much afraid you'lf get it.’

Ym} don’t have to be afraid of anything. As long as I have
your pity, 'Ll get along fine,” I said. “We don’t have'to quarrel -
about it, do we? It’s nicer for us to be agreeable and sort of
ph‘ony a,\bou_t all this, isn’t it?". o
t§ ;cgé rre‘g:ft a;xftltxl?;g ron phony, of course,’ she retorted stung

- But,if cally how you feel, then we don’t have
to %uanl';_:l aIbout.xz’v o T
| Swe 2 T was determined to make her as an as.
And ask me to the wedding. I won’t come, but ai?nisbic‘:u;c
that'll be the one time Dl be able to turn Gold down. But Pm
not turning down his fifty thousand dollars.’ '
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“There was contempt in her eyes and I suddenly wanted to
hurt her. - ~ ' o

‘I can imagine the kind of Wedding that Gold’ll give you, I
went on, smiling at her. “It’ll be a technicolour wedding. You
know the sort of stuff. The bride looked lovely. She gave her-
self to Rex Gold so she could educate the world by making
better pictures. Thatll get a hell of a laugh.’ I took out my
cigarette case and selected a cigarette. “You did say you weren’t
competing with the professionals? Is that quite true, my
sweet?’ _ '

‘T hope she hurts you,’ Carol said, her face white. ‘You need
hurting. You need a woman like that who can prick your mean,
horrid little ego. I think she’ll do it. I hope so. I hope so very
much.”. . »

‘You know, I'm glad you’re a girl. I'm glad you’re in my -
apartment and under my protection, because it stops me doing
what I feel like doing.’ .

‘I suppose you’d like to punch me in the face?®

“That’s it. That’s just what I’d like to do, my pet.’

‘Good-bye, Clive.’ (

“That’s terrific. That’s what they call restrained drama. It’d
make a great curtain. Nothing vulgar . .. final, of course, but
definitely not vulgar. Youw’re a swell script writer and you've a -
swell sense of the theatre. But you’ll have to watch your lincs on .

our wedding night, my sweet.’ .
’ She was agt th% (ioog She didn’t look back. Then she was

one.
; When the door closed behind her, the room scemed very
empty. I went over to the sideboard and poured myself a
whisky. I drank jt without putting the bottle down and I im-
mediately poured another. I did that four times. Then I put the
bottle back and walked into the lobby. I was feeling a little

tight and I wanted to cry. . ’
As I put my hat on, Russell came down the stairs. He looked

‘atme mournfully, but he didn’t say anything.

“Miss Carol’s marrying Mr. Rex Gold,’ I said, carcfully pro-

nouncing my words. ‘I know you like these snappy little gossip

items, Russell. You’ve heard of ‘Mr. Re
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, Wcll she’s marrymg hnn She’s marrying h1m S0 shc can make
good pictures and educate the lower classes.” I leaned on the
bamstcr rail. ‘Do you think the lower classes want to be edu-
cated? Do you think the sacrifice is worth while? I don’t. 1

don’t think they give a goddamn whether she marries Gold or
‘ whcthcr they have better pictures. But you can t argue with

oo women

" ‘Russell looked as if I had hit him in the face. He tricd to say
something, but words would not come. I Ieft him and took the
clevator to the street.

.I-got in the car.

“You poor guy,’ I said to myself. ‘I fecl so sorry for you.”

Then I pressed the starter and drove to the Writers’ Club.

The usual crowd was not in the club today I said hello 1o
“the steward and went into the bar.
~ ‘A double Scotch,’ I said, pulling up a stool and 51tt1ng
down.

‘Yes, Mr. Thurston,” the bartender said. ‘Would you 11Le a
little ice?’

‘Listen,’ I leaned forward, ‘if I wanted ice, I'd ask for 1ce 1
don’t want a lot of talk from you or anyone else.’

‘Certainly, Mr. Thurston,’ he said, going red.

I drank the whisky neat and shoved the glass back at him. Tl

have it again without ice and without a lot of talk. You don t
even have to mention the weather.’

‘Certainly, Mr. Thurston.’ )

If T did not sell Gold my story I would be like this guy
before long. I would be so hard up for money that I would have
- to take anything anyone liked to hand out to me.

1 finished my whisky. ‘Fill it up again.’

* Just then Peter and Frank Imgram came in. :

It was too bad that they had to come in at that moment
because I was very angry and rather drunk. I got off my stool.

Peter smiled at me. “Hello there, Clive,” he said. ‘Fave one
with me? You know Frank Imgram, don’t you?’

I know him all right. o

‘Sure,’ I said and took a step backwards and got into posi-
tion. “The Hollywood gossip wnter, isn’t he?” And I let
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Imgram have it, full in the mouth. He fell back and gurgled and-

reached fingers in his mouth to keep from choking on his.

- bridgework. He may have written The Land is Barren, but his
teeth weren’t his own. That was something I had over him.

I didn’t wait to see what happened. I just walked out of the
bar. I went through the lobby and into the street. I got into my
car and started the engine. I had to control myself because I
wanted to go back and hit the little louse again. I wanted to hit
him again so badly that I ached behind my eyes and nose and at
the back of my neck.

I thought: Merle Bensinger, Carol, dear, sweet Carol and
now Frank Imgram . . . possibly Peter Tennett. They would all
hate my guts now. I was certainly making a mess of things. If I
went on like this I would be getting quite a name for myself.

I drove fast down Sunset Boulevard. In a few days, perhaps,
no one would want to talk to me. Perhaps I would have to
resign from the Club. Never mind, I said to myself, you still
have Eve. I slowed down, because I suddenly wanted to talk to-

. Eve. That was something no one was going to do anything
about. They might stop me from beating up Imgram, but they
certainly would not stop me telephoning Eve. )

I pulled up outside a drugstore, left my car and went in.

I had trouble with the dial. I was tighter than I thought. I
mis-dialled three times before I got it right. By that time I was
sweating and angry. -

Marty came on the line. -

‘Miss Marlow,’ I said.

‘Who is that?’

What the hell was it to do with her? Why didn’t Eve answer
~ the telephone herself? Did she think I wanted to talk to her
servant every time I called? Did she think I wanted to give my
name to a servant who would tell the milkman, the iceman and
all the guys she got drunk with? L,

“The man in the moon,’ I said, ‘that’s who it is.

There was a pause, then. she said, ‘I’'m SOLTY,
Marlow’s out.’ . e P

“No, she isn’t,’ I said, angrily. ‘Not at this time, she 1snt.
Tell her I want to talkto her”’

e Jd

but Miss



“What name shall I give?’ ~
‘Oh, for God’s sake, Mr. Clive. . . now are you happy?’
‘I’'m so sorry, but Miss Marlow’s engaged?’
‘Engaged? T repeated stupidly. ‘But it’s not-yet two o’clac]
" How can she be engaged?"
‘I’m sorry;” she said again. ‘I will tell her you called.’
~ ‘Now wait a minute,” I said, feeling sick and empty, ‘yo
mean she has some guy with her?’
- ‘I will tell her you called,” Marty said and hung up.

I dropped the receiver and left it swmgmg on its cord. I feli
like hell.



CHAPTER TWELVE

I cAME out of a heavy sleep to find Russell drawing the '
curtains. I sat up with a groan, aware that my head was aching
and my tongue was like a strip of leather. '

‘Mr. Tennett’s asking to see you, sir,” Russell said, plodding
over to stand at the foot of the bed. His fat face was full of
foreboding.

Then I remembered Imgram. ,

‘Oh hell, I said, flopping back on my pillow. ‘What’s the
time?’ '

“It’s just after ten thirty.” He continued to look accusingly at
me.

* ‘Do come off your highhorse, Russell,” I exclaimed. I sup-
pose you’ve heard what happened at the Writers’ Club?’

‘I did, sir,” he said, compressing his lips. ‘I am very sorry to
hear about it.’

‘I bet you are,” I said, wishing my head did not ache so
violently. I must have got pretty drunk when I.had retumc:_d to
the apartment. I could not even remember going to bed. “The
little Jouse asked for it.’ e

Russell cleared his throat. ‘Mr. Tennett’s waiting, sir,’ he
reminded me. . , .

I groaned. “Very well. Tell him to wait. But 've no idea
what he can do. I don’t think there’s anything anyone can
do.’ .

When he had gone away, I got up and crawled into the bath-
room. A cold sho%ver easeg ;nygaching head. After I h?d shav«‘:dc,1
I mixed myself a brandy and soda and by the time I ha

dressed I felt more myself.

I found Peter in the sitting room. . i
‘Hello,’ T said, going to the sideboard and mixing my self

another brandy and soda. ‘I was sleeping. Sorry 1 have kept
you waiting.’
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“That’s all right,” he said.
.:Driqk?’ . K .
He shook his.head. : Co
I cime over and sat down on the settee near him. There was
an awkward pause. We looked at each other and then looked. .
away. L : ' )
It’s about Imgram of course?’ I said. :
“Well, yes, it’s about Imgram. I suppose you were tight?’

‘Do T have to defend myself?’ I demanded, trying to keep
calm about the whole thing, but feeling my temper rising. -

-‘Dor’t think P'm here to criticize,’ he said quickly. ¢Although
I must admit 'm surprised you could have done such a thing. I
came to tell you that Gold intends to sue you' .

1 stared at him. ‘Gold intends to sue me?’ I repeated. That
was something I had not expected to hear. -

. Peter nodded. ‘P'm afraid so. You see Imgram’s hurt. He
© won’t be able'to work for some days. The delay’s going to cust
the Studio money and Gold’s furious.” - S

I felt a sudden stab of satisfaction. At least, I had hurt the

little louse,’ I see,’ Isaid. = - . :

* ] thought I’d better come round and talk to you,” Peter went
- on. He was uneasy and embarrassed and T could see by his
expression that he found the whole business very distasteful.

‘R.G.sayit’ll costhima hundred thousand.’

‘Quite an expensive punch,’ I returned, feeling suddenly cold
and scared. ‘He wasn’t thinking of suing me for that amount,
was he?” | ' ;- . -

“Technically speaking, he’ couldn’t sue you at all. Imgram
would have to do that,’ Peter explained. He stared down at his
perfectly polished shoes, then added, ‘R.G.’s seen Imgram.””

‘So he’s seen Imgram.’ I drank half the drandy and soda.
Tt did not taste so good. ‘And Imgram’s going to sue I
for a hundred thousand dollars?. I don’t think he’ll get the
money.’ ‘ L oo

 Peter carefully touched off his cigarette.ash with his littl
finger. ‘Imgram. won't sue you, e said. “He told Gold b

wouldn’t.” - AR .
- Iputmy glass down, “What’s the idea? .
. : 'I 14 . '



‘I don’t know,’ Peter said frankly. ‘I think I would have sued

you. It was a pretty filthy thing to do, wasn’t it, Clive?’

I waved that aside. ‘Do you mean he’s turning the other

. cheek?’ : S

~ Peter nodded. ‘Something like that.” . , ' )
- I got to my feet. “Why the greasy little beast!’ I exclaimed
furiously. ‘He can’t treat me like that. Let him sue! Do you

“think I care? Do you think I care what he daes?’

*.‘Look here, Clive, you’d better sit down. You've done enough
harm as it is without adding to it. What’s the matter with you?
Do you realize that Carol’s gone to picces?’ o

I stood over him. ‘Now look, Peter, I don’t have to take
anything from you. That’s one thing I am sure of. So keep out
of this, Keep right out of it.’

“I wish I could,’ Peter said, lifting his hands in a despairing
gesture. ‘Do you think I like any of it? You don’t seem to
realize how serious this is. You’re up against Gold. Anything
that effects Gold affects the Studio. That punch has caused a
lot of trouble. I don’t know why you did it. Probably you hafl
every reason for punching Imgram. I don’t know ar}d I don’t
want to know. It’s done now and it’s upset our working sched-
ule. To add to our troubles, Carol’s gone haywire. She can’t
concentrate and I believe you're at the bottom of itall.” -

I sat down again. ‘It looks as if everything’s going to be
blamed on to me,’ I said bitterly. “What the hell am I going to
do?’ ,

I think you'd better get out of town for a few days,” Peter

said. ‘Can’t you go to Three Point? I don’t want you to runl m}t{o

R.G. ... not in his present mood. You see Imgram won't uj e

any action and we’re trying to persuade R.G. "to leave you
alone. At the moment, Clive, he’s after your blood. . < Tik

If that’s the way he’s feeling, I thought, then 1t 1001“5 ke

".curtains for my film script.

‘I can’t leave town just mow,
thought. ‘I’ve too much on hand, but
of his way.’

Peter looked worried. “It’]l probably work
ting to his feet. ‘I’d better be getting over 10
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in a frightful mess at the moment and R.G.’s like a bear witha
sore head. Be a good chap and lic low for a few days.’ ‘
‘I will,’ I promised. ‘By the way; Peter, you know I'm work-
ing on a story for Gold. Do you think this’l upset it?’ . -
' Peter shrugged. ‘It may. It depends how long we are held up.
. If it blows over quickly and the story’s good, then it should be
_ all right. R.G.’s a business man. He’s not likely:to pass up a
good story. But it has, of course, to be outstanding.’ ‘
~ *Yes.” I walked with him to the door, feeling depressed
" dnd worried. T began to realize what a fool I had been to
have punched Imgram. It might easily influence my future
career, ‘ : L

‘Can you do anything about Carol?’ Peter asked abruptly.

‘I guess not.”. : .

He looked steadily at me and I felt suddenly ashamed.

‘She loves you, Clive,” he said quietly. ‘She’s a great kid and
she doesn’t deserve to be treated like this, There was a time
when I thought you two were serious about each other. I know

_ it’s not my business, but I hate seeing her go to pieces.”

I didn’t say anything. .

He stood hesitating, then said with a little shrug, ‘Well, I'm
sorry. Perhaps she’ll get over it. Good-bye, Clive. Lie lIow fora
while, I'm sure it'll blow over if you’re careful.’

‘Sure,’ I said, ‘And thanks for coming.’ ‘

When he had gone I returned to the sitting room and had -
another drink. I wanted to go to Carol, but, somehow I just
‘could not bring myself to face her. I had hurt her and was sure
that if I went to her now, my task would be much harder than
if T gave her time to recover. Besides, I had too much on.my

- mind. I was not worried about Imgram, but I was worried
about Gold. He could be dangerous if he wanted to be. I sat
down and thought about it. Perhaps I should see hini and
try to explain, but I finally decided that Peter knew best. I
would have to make up my mind to keep out of sight until
things quiéted down. F .
I looked angrily round the big sitting room, knowing, that I
could not bear the idea of spending day after day caged in these
four walls. X would go mad. It was not as if I could settle down |
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with a book as I did in the old days. Hollywood had made me
restless and the thought of being alone, even for a few hours,
was intolerable. . S

I glanced at my watch. It was eleven forty-five. Then I
thought of Eve. She would be in bed - probably asleep. I knew
what I was going to do. I would call on her and persuade her to
have lunch with me. As soon as I had decided to do this, I felta .
great surge of relief. Eve would be the solution to my lone-
liness. As long as I had her I did not care what happened.

I reached Laurel Canyon Drive a few minutes after noon. I
pulled up outside Eve’s house, left the car and walked quickly
down the path. I knocked and stood waiting.

The door was opened almost immediately and Eve stood
there, blinking in the strong sunlight. She stared at me. ‘Clive!’
she said and giggled. ‘I thought you were the milkman.” She
had obviously just got out of bed. Her hair was ruffled and she
was without make-up. “What on earth are you doing here at this
time?’

I smiled down at her. ‘Hello, Eve,’ I said. ‘I thought I'd give
you a surprise. Can I come in?’ }
. She pulled her dressing gown about her and yawned. ‘I was
‘just going to take a bath, Oh Clive, you are the limit. You
might, at Jeast, have phoned.” o

I followed her into her bedroom. The room smelt faintly of
perfume and stale perspiration. She went over and jerked open
the windows. .

“Phew! It stinks in here, doesn’t it?’ she said, sitting on the
bed and scratching her head. ‘Oh I’'m tired.” ’

I sat on the bed close to her. ‘You look as if you've had a
hectic night,’ I said. ‘What have you been up to? )

‘Do I look awful?’ she asked, rolling back on t.he PII‘IOW and
stretching, ‘I don’t care. I don’t care about anything this morn-
ing.’ ou T said

‘I feel like that too. That’s why I came to €€ you, Za; >
looking down at her white, pinched face. Ther.e were ;mu ges
under her eyes and the two lines above the bridge fg er I;‘:]ss
were very pronounced. ‘Let’s be bored together. Come

have lunch with me.’
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-She screwed up her face’ ‘No, she said, I can’t be

: bothered ?

- “Now, do’t be obstmate, I said. ‘we'll have an early Tunch

“and then you can come bacL here if you want to. Come on, don’t

be a crab.’
" Shelooked up at me and there was he31tat10n in her eyes. ‘Oh

T don’t know,” she said, a sulky expression darkening her face.

‘It’s such.a bore to get dressed. No, Chve, I don t think I

C-will?

el

I reached down and took her hands, pulhng her up so that
our bodies were close. ‘You’re coming,’ I said firmly. ‘T want to
see you in your clothes for a change. Now, what will you wear?’

She pulled away from me and slouched ‘over to the wardrobe.
I don’t know,’ she said and yawned again. ‘Ooh I'm tired and I
don’t want to go out.’

I opened the wardrobe. Hanging from the centre ra11 ‘werea
half a dozen tailored suits from various patterns.

“Why not wear a dress?’ I asked. “Why must you always dress

. so severely? I’d like to see you in something flimsy ‘and femi-

nine for a change.’

‘At least, Clive, let me decide what suits me,’ she sald, pull-
mgha? pin head grey suit off the hanger. ‘I’ll wear this. All
Tight?’

. ‘Sure, now go ahead and take your bath,’ I sald sitting on the
bed. ‘I’ll smoke a cigarette and wait for you.”

‘I won’t be long,” she said, closing the cupboard..

While she was upstairs in the bathroom, I wandered around

" the little room. I opened drawers, glanced inside, then closed

them. I moved the glass animals and in .doing so I thought
about her husband. There was a dark secret atmosphere about
the room and I could not help thinking of the many men who
came here. Secretive, furtive men who would be ashamed if

+ their friends knew where they had been.’

I was worried by these thoughts and T began to feel angry
and frustrated. T hated to think that so many men shared Eve

. with me. The whole atmosphere of the room finally became s¢

unPtzarablethat Iwentinto thepassageand called to herto hurry
P'm coming,’ she said. ‘Don’t be so impatient!” |

cY
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At this moment I heard the front door open and Marl‘y‘c':ame

in.

She gave me a quick, surprised look and then she smiled.
‘Good morning, sir,” she said. ‘It’s a lovely morning, isn’t it?’

“Yes,’ I returned, not looking at her.

I hated seeing her. I hated her servile, knowing expression. 1
- wondered if Eve told her about me. I Wondered if these two
women discussed the men who came to this little house and
whether they sniggered about them. I could not stay in the
same room with thlS woman, suspecting that sometimes she

sniggered about me.

“Tell Miss Marlow I'll be in the car,’ I said curtly and let
myself out of the house.

Eve joined me in less than half an hour. She was smart and
trim, but in the hard sunlight I thought she looked older and a
Iittle tired.

- T opened the cardoorand she slid in. We looked at eachother.

‘Do I look all right?’

I smiled at her. *“Wonderful.?

‘Don’tlie. Do I really look all right?’

“You could go anywhere, Eve, and with anyone.

‘Do you really mean that?’ .

*Of course. The trouble with vou is you're ashame ™=
vou do,” I said, stubbing the self-starter. “That’s; o

easons for vour mferm'ltv complex. You want it~
d ‘tvou? Well, so far, it's all right. You have ncnhmc
about’

Sha look d searchingly at me, decided that T was tell.

truth and sank back agzinst the cushions. “Thank you,” she
with g little nod. “Where are we going?’

“Niksbod's,” I said, 'um.rc z.;to Sm ot and going in the



‘Don t let’s talk about it,’ she said shortly ‘I Wonder why you
1en must always talk about it.’

“Sorry ... I was-forgetting it was'shop to you’ I drove in
lence for a couple of blocks and-then said, ‘You puzzle me,
ve. You're not really hard, are you?” . .

- She pursed her mouth. “Why do you say that?’

“I think you could easily be hurt.

‘But, I’d never let you know,’ shé countered quxcLly ,

“You’re an oddity. You're always on guard against an. unkind * -
rord. You think everyone is your enemy I wish you'd. rclax
nd accept me as a friend.’

‘I don’t want friends,’ she feturned nnpatlently ‘Anyway, I
ever trust men. I know too much about them.”.

That’s because you know only the rottenness in men. Won’t
ou let me be your friend?’

She looked at me mdxﬁerently ‘No, 1 won't and do stop
alkmg such nonsese. You can never mean anything to me. I
eep telling you, so why don’t you stop?’

*It seemed pretty hopeless to me. Again I felt the dark stir-
ing of frustrated anger against her. If there were only some-
hing I ‘could ‘do’ to move her, to. get behind that cold, -
ompletely indifferent attitude she hid behind. ‘

‘Well, you’re blunt enough I saxd ‘At least, I I\now where I
m.’

‘I wish I l\new what you were up to, she sald giving mc a .
earching look..“There’s something ‘going .on behind all this
moothness. What do you want, Clive?’ e

“You,” I said simply. I like you. You intrigue me. 1 want 10
ecl that I've a place in your life. That’sall.’. : s

‘Oh, yow're crazy,’ she said impatiently. ‘You must know
wndreds of women. Why bother with me?’ - .

Yes . .. why bother with her? Why bother w1th her when I
1ad Carol? Why waste my time beating against a stone wall
vhen every time I met her it became clearer that she would
1ever accept me? I did not know. But T had to goon,a lthough I
anew that unless’ something unexpected happened we would
always be on the same hopeless footing. -

‘Never mmd the other women, T sald pulling up outsxde
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Nikabob’s. “They don’t count. It’s you that matters.’

She made an impatient gesture with her hands. ‘Youmust be -

~ crazy,’ she said. “I've told you you mean nothing to me. I can’t

keep telling you, can I? You mean absolutely nothing to me and
you never will mean anything to me.”

I got out of the car and walked stiffly round to open the door
for her. ‘All right,’ I said. “What have you got to worry about?
And besides, if you’re so sure about that, why do you come out
with me?’ -

She gave me a quick, hard look. For a moment I thought I
had gone too far and that she was going to leave me flat. Then
she suddenly giggled.

‘Well, I’ve got to live, haven’t I?’

I felt the blood leave my face, but I did not pause nor look at
her. We entered Nikabob’s and sat down at a table away from

“the entrance.

Everything that I suspected and did not wish to admit was in
that one damnable sentence, ‘Well, I've got to live, haven’t
I

After I had given the order I told the waiter to bring me a
bottle of Scotch. I wanted a drink badly. We did not speak until
the whisky came.

“You're a cold blooded little thing, aren’t you?’ I said, pour-
ing out two large drinks.

‘Do you think so?’ She looked bored. - )

Tt was all going wrong. I would have to make an effort 3f the
Iunch was going to be at all successful. It was no use leaving it
to her. ] .

‘Heard from Jack?’ I asked, abruptly changing the subject.

‘I hear every week.’ .

‘Is he all right?’

‘Mmmm ... he’s fine.

‘Coming home?’

‘Mmmm.’

‘How long will he stay?’ ,

‘Oh...aweek...ten days, I don’tknow.

‘So I shan’t see you?’ y
She shook her head. There was a blank faraway look in her
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eyes and I felt she was scarcely hstemng to what I ‘was
saying. ‘
. ‘I would hke to meet your husband I sald dehbcrately
" She looked atme sharply ‘Would you?’ .
_ “Why not?™- ’ '

- “You would hke him.” Her eyes became animated. ‘Everyone
likes him . . . but, P’m the only one who really knows bim. T. hey
+ think he’s such a nice person.” She pretended to snéer, but it did
not come off. ‘It infuriates me sometimes to see the way. people
- flock around him . . . if they only knew how he treated me.’ I
could see she dxdnot mind how he treated her. Whatever he did
would be all right with her. I could see that in every line in her
' face and in the expression in her eyes.

. *Well, do we meet?” -
AL nght I'll speak to lnm ?
. The waiter brought lobster soup It was very good but Eve

_ scarcely touched it : . ,
~ “You’re not eating’ .

‘She hfted her shoulders. ‘I'm not hungry After all I've only
* just got up.’ :

- I pushed my plate 1rnpat1ent1y away ‘Are you sorry yox
came?’ ‘ :

No. i wouldn’t have come 1f I hadn’t Wanted to.

‘1;011 ve never Ieamed to say anythmg comphmentary, have
you?’

‘I don’t need to. You can take meas I am, or leave me

. “Da you always treat your men hke this?’.

- ‘Why not?’ - , : L

- “Not very wise, is sty ' )

“Well; they always come back: Why should I worry?’

She had no need to ivorty. I knew she was speaking the truth,
: ‘Iaf ILer other men were like me, then they always would come
- -bac

I looked at her. The arrogant expressxon in her eyes madc me

" want to hurt her. ‘You know best, of course, I said evenly, “but
after all it’s not as if you’re getting any younger A nme’ll come
" when they won’t come back,” -
Her mouth twisted and she shrugged ‘It’s too Iate to learr
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new tricks now,’ she said. ‘I’ve never run after any one yet and I
don’t intend to start now.’ ' :

“You know, Eve,’ I went on. ‘I don’t think you’re happy. This
is. a pretty ghastly kind of life you lead, isn’t it? Why don’t ypu
give it up?’ ‘ : . "

“You're all the same,” she said. “They all say that, but they
don’t do anything about it. Besides, what do you think I’d do?
Become a drudge around the house? Not me!’ ,

‘Is Jack going to keep travelling? Isn’t there a chance that
he’d make a home for you?’ ,

‘She looked past me across the room. Her eyes softened as she
brooded. ‘We had planned to open a road-house.” She lifted her
shoulders rather hopelessly. ‘Oh, I don’t know.’ '

The waiter brought the second course and then when he had
gone away, she said suddenly, ‘You wouldn’t believe it, but
I cried last night.” She looked quickly at me to see if I were
going to laugh at her. ‘You wouldn’t think I'd do that, would
youy’ ' ‘

“Why did you?’

‘I was lonely ... I"d had a rotten day.’ Her face tightened.
“You don’t know how rotten some men can be. You don’t know
how lonely this life is. You can’t trust anyone. They’re all after
what they can get.’ .

‘Of course, it’s a rotten life,’ I said. ‘No good can possibly
come from it. Can’t you earn money in some other way?’

Her face became cold and wooden. ‘No,’ she snapped. ‘How
can I? I’m a fool to grumble, only I just feel low today.” She
drew a deep breath and said, ‘How I hate men!’

‘Something’s upset you. What is it?’ .

‘Oh, nothing. Never mind, Clive, I'm not going to talk about
it.’ .

‘Someone treated you badly last night.” .

“Yes. He tried to gyp me ..." She snapped her fingers irri-
tably, ‘I’m not going to talk about it ] .

‘thope he d%dn’t get away with it,’ I said curious to know
hat happened. e ,
Y Her e?;le)s showed deep anger and spite. ‘He didn’t and he’ll
never be allowed in my house again.’ 'She suddenly pushed her
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- food.

plate away ‘We'd bctter go bacL Snc had only p1cked at her

I beékoned to’ the wa1ter ‘LOOL, Eve,’ 1 sald ‘Let’s have

. lunch or dinner’ together'from time to time. Itll be good for

‘you. 1 want you to treatme as a friend. Maybe you don’t think

. you want a friend, but it does give you a chance to unbottle. I'm

trying to treat you like 2 human being. None of your other men
~ treat you like that, do they?’ :

For a moment she looked a httle startled then she said, “No,

I suppose they don’t?

" “Well, will you? Can’t you see that a lmle time off from all

" this muck will be good for you?” .

She pursed her mouth. ‘All r1ght, she saxd then she

' brightened a little. “Thank youy Clive. Yes, I'd like to.’

" . Ifeltasif I had won a major battle.“That’s fine,” I sa1d ‘I’ll

e

call you next week and we’ll get together”

_ I paid the bill and we went back to the car.-

As we turned into Laurel Canyon Drive, she said, ‘I’ve en-
joyed this: You’re odd, aren’t you, Clive?*

T laughed. ‘Am I? Only in comparison.with the other men
you know. You still think I want something from you. I don’t.

- You intrigue me. I like having you around.”

+ We stopped outside her house. I got out and we stood by the
car. “You’re coming in?’ she said, srmhng atme.
~ I'shook my head. ‘No'. - Iwon’t today. It s been nice, Eve. I

- want you to come agéin.

She stood looking at me. The smile was st111 on her lips, but
it had gone from her eyes. “Don’t you want to come in?’ -

‘I want to be your friend,’ I said. P’Il take you out nest week,
but I don’t want to treat you as other men treat you.> .

Her eyes were very cold now, but the smile still persisted. ‘I

. see,’ she said. ‘All right. Thank you, Chve, for the lunch.’

This was, for me, a crucial moment. I could see she was
dlsappomted and annoyed that T was not going to'pay her for
her company. I could clearly read that in her eyes. If I were to
continue on the lines I had planted, T would have to reach this
point sooner or later. In spite of what she had ‘said as we had

~ entered the restaurant, I was determmed to go through with i it,
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I was not -going to be like Harvey Barrow and pay for her
company. I would give her a good time; I would listen to her
talk about Jack and about her troubles, but I was not going to
give her any more money. ‘

“You’ll call me then?’ she said. .

‘I will. Good-bye, Eve, and don’t cry any more

-She turned from me and walked quickly to the house,

- I returned to the car, lit a cigarette and started the engine.
Then I drove slowly down the street and, as I turned the
corner, I saw a man walking towards me. For a moment I did
not recognize him, then I noticed the long arms that seemed to
reach almost to his knees. I looked quickly at him as'I drove
past. It was Harvey Barrow.

1 pulled to the curb and stopped. What was Harvey Barrow
doing in this district? I knew, of course, but I refused to admit ~
that he was going to see Eve. ‘

1 slid out of the car and ran back. Turning the corner I could
see him walk purposely down Laurel Canyon Drive. He slowed
down outside Eve’s house and stood hesitating at the gate.

T wanted to shout at him. I wanted to break into a run, reach
him and slam my fist into.his ugly, brutal face. But, instead; I
just stood there, watching. He pushed open the gate and walked
quickly down the short path to the house.
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" CHAPTER THIRTEEN

I HAD forgotten Harvey Barrow. He had seemed to me to be;
such a chedp, insignificant creature that I had dismissed him
from'my mind after I had driven him from Three Point; It did
not occur to me that he would again- associate with Eve. She
had treated him so ruthlessly and I had so humiliated him-
before her that it was inconceivable that he could ever again
face her. Yet there he was, going to her, sharing her with me,
and bringing me down to his own sordid level.

I was still feeling shocked and depressed as I opened my
front door. Russell camedown the passage to meet me. One look
at his worried face told me that more trouble was on the way.

* “Miss Bensinger’s Waiting to see you, sir,” he announced.

I stared at him. ‘Waltmg to see me?’ I repeated. ‘How long
has she been here?’

‘She has,only this moment arrived. She said it was urgent
and she would wait ten minutes.’

I wondered why Merle Bensinger had come all the way from
her office to see me. It must obwously be urgent and 1mport'mt'
as she scarcely ever left her desk.

‘All nght, Russell,’ I said, handmfr him my hat. ‘PIl see her’
at once.’ ~

I walked into the smmg room ‘Hel-lo, Merle, 1 saxd, gomg
to her. “This is a surprise.’ '

Merle Bensinger was big, red haired and tough. She carried
her forty years well and there was no smarter business woman
in Hollywood. She had planted herself before the empty ﬁre-
place and she looked at me with stormy eyes. -

‘If this is a surpnse you’d better get yourself some brandy,
she said, ignoring my hand and sitting down on the arm of the
settee, because you’ll certainly need it.

‘Now look Merle,’ I began, ‘I’'m sorry about the ngest
article,

126



“Never mind the Digest amcle, she snapped. ‘You ve
renough grief without bringing that up.’ She fumbled in her
‘ handbag and produced a battered packet of Camels, ‘I haven’t

-much time, so we’ll get right down to business. Just tell me one
. thing . . . did you punch Frank Imgram?

I ran my fingers through my hair. “‘Suppose I did? What’s it
to you?’

‘He asks what’s it to me?’ Merle ralsed her eyes besecchmgly
to the ceiling, “That’s a laugh. He socks the biggest money
making proposition in Hollywood, breaks his bridgework, and
asks what’s it to me?’ She regarded me, her green eyes almost
savage. ‘Listen, Thurston, you’ve been dumb. You've been so
. goddamn dumb that I can’t imagine what kind-of parents pro-
. duced you. The Digest was pretty bad, but this . .. well, it’s

murder!’

. ‘Come on,’ I said impatiently, “just how bad is it?’ .

She threw her cigarette away and walked over to the
window. ‘Couldn’t be worse, Thurston. You’re up against the
biggest toughest guy in pictures.. . . Gold. He’s out to break you
and he’ll do it. Between you and me and my dog’s fleas you

might just as well pack your bag and skip. As far as Holly-
‘ wood’s concerned . . . you’re out!’

I went to the s1deboard and mixed myself a strong highball.
- IfeltIneeded it. ‘

‘Make that out in duplicate,” Metle snapped. ‘Do you think
you’re the only one with nerves?’

I gave her a whisky and sat down. ‘How about that contract
between me and Gold?’ I said. “You’re not going to let him get

away with that?’

" Merle shook her head hopelessly. “The way this guy talks,’
she said, addressing a vase filled with carnations. ‘Contract! He
thinks he’s got a contract,” She swept round on me. ‘I couldn’t
hold a blind, half-witted baby of two months to a contract like
that. Tt means absolutely nothing. If Gold doesn’t like the story,
it’s out.’

‘Maybe he will like it,’ I said uneasily. ‘Don’t tell me Gold’d
be dopey enough to turn down a good story just to get even with
me.’
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- She Iooked at me’ prtymgly ‘Don’t you understand your
drunken frolic has cost Gold something like a hundred grand?
A story’s got to be mighty good to make a guy like Gold forget
a hundred grand. If you ask me I don’t believe there’s a wnter

in Hollywood who could make him forget all that money.”:

I finished my drink and lit a cigarette. ‘Well,’ I said, trying
‘not to feel scared, “What do I do? You’re my agent. Can’t you
. suggest anything?’ :

“There’s nothing to suggest. Gold’s blacklisted you and that s
all there is to it. You’ll have to write novels. The stage and
movies are out.’

‘Oh, no,’ I said, suddenly angry ‘He can’t do that to me.
Why, it’s crazy

- ‘Maybe it is, but 1 know what he can do. Gold’s the one guy
in Hollywood I can’t handle’ She suddenly snapped her

- fingers. ‘But there is someone who could do it.”
. I stared at her. ‘Do what? What are you talking ab0ut>’
‘Put you rrght with Gold again.’
. ‘Who? -

‘Your girl fnend .CarolRae’ . .

I stood up. ‘And what the hell do you mean by that?’> "~

She waved me to my chair. “Now don’t get upset,” she said
~ soothingly. ‘Carol Rae could fix it for you. She and Gold are
. like that.” She crossed her fingers.

‘Since when?’ I asked, hardly trusting my voice.
Merle stared at me. ‘You know Gold wants to marry her,
don t you?’
‘I know that, but it doesn’t mean anythmg
‘It doesn’t? What's the matter with you? Let me tell you
somethmg Gold’s never been married. He’s nearly sixty. Sud-
. denly he falls for a girl and you say it means nothing. It means
everything to Gold. A guy his age when he falls, comes down
like a ton of pig-iron dropped from the Empire State building.
Right now, that girl could do What she hked with Gold. I tell
you. . .'she could even fix you.’
- T drew a deep breath and controlled my temper with an
effort that made me sweat. ‘Well, okay, Merle, thanks for the
tip. T’ll tth it over.” How I kept my hands oﬂ her T don’t
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know, but I knew I couldn’t afford to make any morc enemies.
‘PIl watch it . o
She got up. “You’d better do more than that, Thurston,’ she
- said. ‘I’ve told you how to handle it. It’s up to you now. If X
were you, I’d drop this film script and get a novel out. Already
some of your creditors have been on to me to know whether
youw’re on a spot with Gold. I've stalled them, but that won’t
last Jong. ,

I was too dumbfounded to do anything but stare at her.

‘And another thing,” she said, turning back from the door,
“What’s all this about you going around with a tart?’

I felt myself flinch. ‘I’ve taken enough from you, Merle, for
one morning. You keep your snout out of my business,” I
snapped, turning away.

- She eyed me and then raised her hands in a gesture of hope-
less exasperation. “Then it’s true?’ she said. “Are you crazy?
Aren’t there enough women in this cesspool of glamour without
picking on a floozie? They’re talking about you, Thurston. No
writer can afford that kind of scandal. Pull yourself together,
for God’s sake, or you and me’ll have to part.’

Blabd drained from my face. ‘Hollywood’s not going to dic-
tate to me!’ I said furiously. “And that goes for you too, Merle!
I’ll damn well please myself who I associate with and if you
don’t like it, you know what you can do.”

“What a sucker you are,” she said, her own temper rising. ‘I
thought you and me could make money, but I was wrong. Okay,
if that’s how you feel. It means nothing to me because you’re on
the slide. You know me, Thurston, I'm frank. If you continue
-to kick around with this woman your name’s going to stink like
a month-old corpse. Get wise. If you can’t do without her, for
the love of Mike, don’t flaunt her before the public. Keep her
out of sight.’ .

I was so angry I could have hit her. ‘So long, Merle,’ I said,
opening the door. ‘There’s plenty other vultures who’ll be glad
to handle my affairs. As far as I'm concerned, you’re
through.’

‘So long,’ she returned. ‘Watch your nickels, Thurston, you’ll
need ’em.
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'She was gone before I could thmk of a suxtable reply
I began to pace up and down. What did she mean about m
" creditors? I did not owe any big amounts. What did she mean

1 rang for Russell.

" ‘Haye we any outstanding bills, Russell?’ I asked’ when ht
came. .

“There are a few, sir,” he said, his eyebrows crawlmg to the
top of his forehead. I thought you kept check on them.’

I gave him a hard look and then went over to the desk: T
opencd one of the'drawers and took out an assorted bundle of
papers.

- “You should have. watched this, Russell I said angnly ‘You
can’t expect me o do everything in this damned apartment,’

“But I’ve never seen this lot befare, siry’ Russell protested. ‘If
I’d known they were here . .

_ Al right, all nght, 1 sazd xrrxtably, anmmr that he was
right. I had been in the habit of putting all my bills in this
drawer, ‘promising myself to have a grand settling up at the

end of the month. Somehow, I never got around to gomv
through them. . ‘

Tsatdownat the desk.
“Here, get a pencil and paper and write the amounts down as
Tcall thern, T said.

‘Is - is anythmg WIong, . su'>’ Russell askcd suddenly
anxious, : '

‘Just do as I say and for God’s sake stop talking,’

Attheend of 2 quarter- of an hour, T found T owed thxrteen ‘
‘housand dollars to various stores and tailors.

1looked at Russell. “Not so good,” T saxd witha gnmace ‘N 0,
s certainly not so good.’ -

“Well, fzt least, they’ll wait, sir,’ he said, strol-.mg his chin
neasily. ‘It’s just as well Mr. Gold has given you an offer, isn’t
? 1 mean you can 't go on much longer like this. I
ought.. .

‘Never mmd what you thought, I broke in. ‘You re not paid

think, Russell. Okay, beat it. 've got things to da. ‘

When he had gone I took out my bank ook, I had ﬁfteen :
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thousand dollars in hand. If what Merle had said was true and

- my creditors were getting anxious, I would be down to nothing
in no time. As I put the bank book away I noticed my hand was
shaking.

. For the first time since T had come to Hollywood I suddenly
"experienced a feeling of doubt. Up to now, with Rain Gheck
bringing in a steady income, and my books selling well I had
been confident of the future. But the play and the books could
not go on forever. I simply had to make a success of this story
for Gold. There were no two ways about it. ‘

. I spent the next three days trying to work out the blue print
of my script. I worked hard, but at the end of the third day I
found I had produced nothing of value. The main reason why
my work was abortive was that, for the first time in my-life, I
knew that I /iad to succeed. This feeling created a spark of
panic which finally prevented me thinking clearly and as I
became more and more worried I found myself ﬁllmg pages
with meaningless words.

I finally pushed the typewriter aside, mixed myself a stiff

- whisky and soda and began to pace the room.

I looked at the clock. It was ten minutes past seven. Almost
without thinking, I reached for the telephone and called E Eve.

She answered immediately. ‘Hello.’

A great weight rolled from my mind when I heard her voice.

I knew then that I had been wanting to call her for the past two
days. I needed her to share my loneliness and through her, I
wanted to regain my lost confidence in myself. .

‘Hello,’ I said. ‘How are you?’

‘I’'m all right, Clive. And you?’

‘Fine. Look Eve, will you have dinner with me? Can I come
round right now?’

- ‘No...youcan’t’

My mind grew dark and heavy again.

“Now don’t say that. I want to see you.’

‘T can’t.’

‘But I want to see you tonight,” I persisted, feeling blood
mounting to my head.
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‘I can’t tomght, Clive.” - . '
Couldn’t she at least say she was sorry’ I thought, funous
with her. *You mean you've a dmner date” RS
“Yes...if you must know.’ -
‘Al right . .. all right ... . I still want to see you Can’t you
cancel’ it” ' :
‘No. - ‘
1 nearly slammed down the I'CCCIVCI', but thmkmg of thc long'
hours 1 had on my hands, I tried again. ‘Wouldn’t it be possible
to meet you after your dinner date?’ I thought if she said no to
that God knows what I’'m going to do. - ,

‘Well T might,’ she said reluctantly ‘Do you really want to -
see me?’ .

"~ What did she think T was crawlmg on my hands and knees
for? ‘Yes,’ I said. “What time shall we say?’ :

‘About nine thirty?’ N

' ‘Suppose you call me When yow’re back? Then Tl come on
‘over.’ '

‘All right’

I gave her'my number.

“Then about nine thirty. I’ll wait here for you ?

‘All right,’ and she hung up. :

I put the receiver down. There had been no encouragement
in that conversation. It had been flat, depressing and imper-
sonal, but I did not care. I'had to see her. It was like grinding
down on an aching tooth, but I Imew I could not face another
night alone. -

Russell came'in as I was broodmg about her. He crlanced at
me, then at the litter on my desk'and his mouth pursed

_ “Allright, Russelly’ I said irritably. “Don’t look like a bxshop
Things aren’t so good. In fact, everything’s going to hell.’
His eyebrows began to crawl up his forehead. ‘I’'m sorry to
hear that, Slr, he said. ‘Is there anythmg particularly
wrong?’

‘’m not gettmg the breaks, I went on, aftera pause. “Carol’s

left me, Miss Bensinger’s qu1t I can’t get going with my story

'1351 'm in debt. That's my hell for ‘today..How do you hke
i
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He rubbed his bald head thh the palm of Ius hand ‘I don’t
know what’s come over you, Mr. Clive,” he said. “At one time
'you used to be working all hours of the day. Now, you haven’t
worked for I don’t know how long. It’s been worrying me. If
you don’t mind my saying so ever since you sent the book to
that Miss Marlow, there’s been nothing but trouble.”

‘Everyone’s trying to blame it on her,’ I said, getting to my
feet and pacing up and down. ‘But you’re all wrong. I don’t
know what I’d do without her.’ '

-He permitted himself a respectful smile. ‘I hope I have not
offended you, Mr. Clive,” he said, taking out his handkerchief
and mopping his forehead. I could see he was very earnest and _
embarrassed. ‘I do hope, sir, you will give this woman up. She
can do you no good in the long run. There’s Miss Carol. She’sa
fine young lady, if I may say so. Why don’t you see her? Why
don’t you tell her what has happened and ask her to help you?.
She won’t desert you if she’s sure you really want her.’ '

I thought of my date with Eve. It was no good. I had to see
Eve tonight. It was no good listening to Russell. Perhaps he was
right, but even if he was, I could not draw back now that I was
making some progress with Eve.

‘'l think about it, Russell,’ I said, getting to my feet.
‘Maybe it’ll come out all right. I don’t know. Maybe I will see
Carol. Right now I feel it’s hopeless, but I may change my
mind by tomorrow.’ I began to wander round the room. ‘Be a
good fellow and get me some supper, will you? I shan’t be
going out until late.

He got to his feet, giving me a quick, shrewd look. I saw his
lips compress and his face clouded with gloom, but he went off
without saying anything further.

I felt a sudden affection for him. I was sure that he meant
well and was genuinely worried about me. In my present mood,
it was comforting to think at least someone cared about me.

I was restless for the next hour and as the minute hand crept
round the face of the clock, I became mcreasmOIy nervy.

I glanced at the clock again. It was nine thirty-seven. Of
course; I told myself, I could not expect her to be punctual, but
any moment now the bell would ring.
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I'could no longer concentrate on my book and I sat Waltmg,
cigarette between my fingers and a sick hollow emptiness in my
stomach. )

Russell looked in to sce if T wanted anything. I waved hun .
impatiently away. : y

-“Shall they put your car away, sir?’

No. I'm going out any minute now. Tell them to leave it.’

“Will that be all, sir?’

I restrained the temptation to shout at him. ‘Yes, thank you,
Russell,’ I said with studied calm. ‘Good night and don’t fuss if
I'm-late.’

When he had gone, I was about to-glance at the clock, but
stopped myself in time. You wait until she calls, I-said to
myself. It’s no use looking at the clock. That won’t get you
anywhere. She’ll ring, She said she would and she will.

I closed my eyes and waited. I waited a long time, feeling
doubt, disappointment and frustration -gathering in my mind
like a clot of blood. I even began to count and when I reached
eight hundred I opened my eyes and looked at the clock. It was
five minutes past ten.

- I walked to the telephone, dialled her number and waited. T
let the bell ring for a long time, but there was no answer, I hung
.up

Damn her, I sa1d damn her to hell.

* Then I poured myself a whisky and lit a cigarette. While I
was doing this my mind crawled with cold, disappointed fury. I
cursed her. All along she had been like this. Unreliable, selfish,
indifferent. She had promised to call me. She had no thought
that my evening would be spo1lt She just dldn’t care  what
happened to me.

At ten thirty I rang again, but therc was stillno reply

I began to pace up and down, trembling.with anger. She
didn’t care'a damn. Independent, was she? I’d show the slut!
I’d teach her to make a sucker out of me! Then I threw my
- cigarette away in frustrated disgust. How was I going to teach

her? T couldn’t even hurt her. There was not a damn thing'I

ni](;uld do to her that’d make any difference. Not one- -single
_ thing
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If I ever get you where I want you, Eve, I said to myself, I’ll
make you suffer for this.

Even as I said it, I knew that I would not get her where I
wanted her. If we were to continue to know each other, I would
be the one to suffer. I would be the one always to give way,
because she did not glve a damn and never would give a damn
for me.

I called her number every ten minutes after that. I was deter—
mined to speak to her even if I continued to call her all- mght
At eleven thirty, she answered.

‘Hello?

‘Eve...’Istopped because I could not put my thoughts into -
words. Rage, relief and hysterical exhaustion left me speechless

‘Oh hello, Clive.

The flat, indifferent note in her voice galvamzed me to say,
‘T’ve been waiting. You said nme thirty. Look at the time. I've
been waiting and waiting . .

‘Have you?’ There was a pause, then she said under her _
breath, ‘God! I’'m tight.’

“You're tight, are you?’ I almost shouted at her. ‘Haven’t you
any thought for me?’

‘Oh Clive, stop it. I'm tired . . . I can’t talk now.’

‘But we were going to meet. Why did you do this?’

‘Why not?’ she snapped back. ‘You take too much for
granted. I tell you ’m tired...

She’ll hang up in a moment, I thought, in sudden panic.
“Wait, Eve, don’t cut me off.” I was half crazy with rage, frus-
tration and fear that I could not see her. “If you're tired — well,
I'm m sorry, but couldn’t you have just telephoned me? I’ve been
waiting. I mean; after the week-end, couldn’t you have treated
me a little differently?’

‘Oh do stop it!’’she exclaimed. ‘Come now if you want to.
But don’t keep on and on. It’s not too late, is it? Come now and
stop talking.’

Before I could say anything, she hung up.

I did not hesitate, Picking up my bat, I ran to the elevator. A
few minutes later I was in my car speeding towards Laurel
Canyon Drive.
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It was a bright moonlight mght and the traffic was heavy, but
I reached her house in thirteen minutes. -

She opened the door when I knocked.’

‘Youw're awful, Clive,” she said, leading the way into the bed-
room ‘What’s the matter with you? I only saw you a few days
ago.’

I faced her, strugglmg to control my temper She was wear-
ing her blue dressing gown and a strong smell of whisky came
from her. She peered at me, her eyes dazed, then she pulled a
little face. ;

' ‘Oh God!’ she said, yawmng ‘I’m tired.’

She flopped across the bed, her head on the pillow and stared
. up atme. I could see she had difficulty in focusing.

I stood over heér, feeling a sudden revulsion for her. “You’re
- drunk,’ I said accusingly.

She put her hand to her head. ‘I must be,’ she said, yawning
again. ‘Anyway, I’ve had qmte enough,” and she closed her
eyes..

‘How could you do this to me?’ I burst out, wanting to shake
her. and go on shaking her. ‘Ive been wamng and waiting.
Haven’t you any feeling atall?” - -

She struggled vip on her elbow, her face wooden and her eyes
- like wet stones, “Feeling?’ she repeated. ‘For you? Why should

I? Who do you think you are? I warned you, Clive. There’s
only one man I’ve any feeling for — that’s Jack.””

‘Oh,; shut up about your goddamn Jack!’ I said violently.

She suddenly giggléd. “If you could only ‘see how silly you
look,’ she said ‘and fell back onto the pillow again. ‘Do sit down
and stop standing over me like the wrath of God.’

I suddenly hated her. ‘Where have you been all tlns
time?’

. ‘I couldn’t get away I was Woerg What s it to you
anyway?’ :

‘You mean you forgot all about me" , o

‘No, I didn’t, she grggled again. ‘I remembered but 1
thought it'd do your conceit good to wait. So I let you wait and
now perhaps you won’t take me so much for granted.’

T could have struck her ‘All right,’ I said, ‘If that’s the way



you feel. I really don’t know why I've come. I think I’d better
0’0 N

She struggled up from the bed and put her arms round. my
neck. ‘Don’t be silly, Clive. Stay . .. I want you to stay.’

You mean you want my money, you rotten little slut, I
thought and I pulled her arms away and shoved her bac1\ on the
bed.

“You are in a state,’ I said, stepping away from the bed. ‘I
didn’t think, after the week-end, you could have treated me like
this.

She locked her hands behind her hcad and gxgglcd up at me.
‘Do stop pitying yourself. I warned you how it would be if you
fell in love with me, didn’t I? Now be nice and come to bed.”

I sat on the bed by her side. ‘Do you think I’m in love with
you? You don’t give a damn anyway, do you?’

She pursed her lips and looked away from me. ‘I’m sick of
men falling in love with me. I don’t want them. Why can’t they
leave me alone?’

‘You might easily be left alone. If you treat all your men as
you treat me, you deserve to be left.’

She- shrugged. ‘They come back. It doesn’t matter how I
treat them, they always come back, If they didn’t, I wouldn’t
care. I'm independent, Clive. There are plenty of other fish.’

‘You’re only independent because you’ve got Jack,” I said,
- wanting to smack her face. ‘Suppose something happened to
him? What could you do then?’

Pger face seemed to sag. ‘I’d kill myself,’ she returned.
‘Why?’

_ “That’s easy talk. But you wouldn’t have the guts when the
time came,’

“That’s what you think,” she retorted, stung. ‘I did try to kill
myself once. I drank a bottle of Lysol. So you know what that
means? It didn’t kill me, but I was bringing up chunks of my
inside for months.’

‘Why did you do that?’ I asked, momentarily shocked out of
my anger.

‘I’'m not going to tell you. Come on, Clive, don’t keep talk-
ing. Come to bed. I’m tired.’
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Her spmt-laden breath fanned my cheeL and I tumed away,
suddenly revolted. ‘All right,’ I said, anxious now only to find
an excuse to get out of this disgusting little room. ‘Pl stay..

shan’t be 2 moment. I want to use the bathroom.’

As I moved to the door, she took off her dressmg gown and
slid between the sheets. ‘Hurry up,’ she sa1d closing her eyes
and blowing through her lips.

I stood lookmg at the other pillow. There were famt grease
marks on it and it was slightly soiled. So she was inviting me to
sleep in sheets that had been used by some other man. That
finally decided me. Without looking at her, T went upstalrs to
the bathroofn and sitting on the side of the bath, I lit a ciga- )
rette. I knew this was the end between us and my first reaction
was of overwhelming relief. I had seen her as.she really was. I
knew' nothing that I did, nothing I said would make any
difference to her feelings for me. I was, to her, merely a means -
of carning money. I might have put up with her heartlessness
and her drunkardness, but the soiled bed killed my mfatuauon
for her once and for all. '

I remained in the little bathroom for some time and then I
went downstairs and softly entered the bedroom.’

Eve lay sprawled across the bed, her mouth open and her
face flushed. As I looked down at her, she begar to snore.

There was nothing in me now except a weak, drained feeling
of disgust. I took two twenty dollar bills from my wallet and
put them among the glass animals. Then I tip-toed out of the

. house and drove back to my apartment.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

LYING in my bed, with the pale dawn sunlight coming
through a gap in the curtains, I marvelled that my association
with Eve had lasted so long. She had done everything in her
power to destroy my feelings for her. She had behaved with
incredible selfishness, and brutal indifference and it was only
because I had been so utterly infatuated with her that the as-
sociation had lasted as long as it had. ‘

I had had a narrow escape. It frightened me to think what
might have happened if I had continued to associate with her.
And while I thought of this, I took time to consider my past life
as a whole and I realized what an unscrupulous, dishonest fool I
had been. I thought of John Couslon, I thought of Carol. I
thought of Imgram. I thought of the many mean and cruel
things I had done in the past and, in something like panic, I
searched my memory for some deed that could go on the credit
side of my page of self-judgment. I could think of nothing. At
the age of forty I had not one single thing to be proud of —
except perhaps one. I had walked out of Eve’s life. Since I had
been strong minded enough to do that surely there was still
time for me to recover my self-respect and my position as a
writer.

But I knew that the task was too overwhelming for me to
undertake alone. There was one person who could help me. I
must see Carol. I experienced a sudden feeling of tenderness
and affection for her. I had treated her shamefully and I was
determined I would never again hurt or grieve her. It was un-
thinkable that she should marry Gold. I would see her today.

I rang for Russell. . .

He came a few minutes later with my morning coffec which
he put on the table by my bed.

‘Russell,’ I said, propping myself up on iy clbow,
an incredible fool. I've been thinking about it half the
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I’m gomg to pull mysclf togcthcr I'm secxng MlSS Rae thls
morning.’

-+ He gave me a long searching look, raised. his’ eyebrows and-
wﬁfked over to the windows to pull the curtains. ,

‘T take it Miss Marlow was not accommodatmg last mght,
Mr Clive?” - .~

"1 had to Iaugh ‘How did you guess?’ I asLed llghtmg a’
cigarette. ‘You know everything, don’t you? Well, I did see her
last mght T saw her as she really is and not as I’ve been trying

‘to imagine she is. It’s a hell of a difference. She was tight and
. but never mind the details, My God, Russell, I've had a
rnarrow escape. ' I'm through with her and I'm-going to start
work today. But first, I’'m scemg Carol.” I looked at him. There
was a sudden brightness in his eyes and I knew that he was
pleased and relieved. ‘Do you thmk she’ll have anythmg to do
with me?’" . .
‘I hope so, s:r, he sa1d gravely ‘Tt will depend on how you
" approach her.” .- .
“I know.” I expenenced a sudden feeling of doubt ‘After the
“way T've treated her I can’t expect it to be easy, but-if she’ll
. only listen to mc, perhaps T’ll make her understand.’ .
It was just after nine thirty when I walked into Carol’s sit-
~-ting room.
~ Carol came in after a few minutes. She was pale and there
were dark smudggs under her eyes. .

‘I'm glad you came, Clive,’ she said and sat down thh her
hands in her lap.

‘I had to come,’ T said, not moving from the wmdow, but
turning to look at her, suddenly scared that I was going to lose
hﬁ; ‘I’ve been an awful fool, Carol. May I talk to you about it
all?’ c

. ‘I'suppose so,’ she said hstlessly ‘Sxt down, Chvc, there’s 1o
need for you to be nervous with me.? :

"There was something in the flatness of her voxce that worried
me. I had a feeling that she might not care very much what I
was going to say. :

Isat down near her
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‘I can’t tell you how sorry I am for the rotten thmgs I sald to
you. T was crazy. I didn’t know what I was saying.’

She held up her hand. “There’s no need to go over that.
You’re in trouble, aren’t you, Clive?’

“Trouble? Do you mean Gold? No, that’s all right. I couldn’t
care less about Gold I’ve thought it all out that S why I’ve
come to see you.’

She'looked at me sharply. ‘I thought ...’ she began, but
stopped and looked down at her hands. A o
“You thought I was coming to ask you to plead my case with
Gold, didn’t you? Merle wanted me to, but I said no. It isn’t
that at all. I don’t care what Gold does. I don’t care if he buys
my script or not. In fact, I don’t think now I’ll even write it.-
I'm through with all that. I’ve come to say I’m sorry for the
- beastly things I said and to tell you that I’'m beginning work in

~a day or so.’

She sighed and fluffed up her hair with her slender fingers. ‘T
wish I could believe you, Clive. You’ve said that so many times
in the past.’

‘I deserve that. I’ve been pretty rotten about all this, I've
been utterly rotten to you. T don’t know what came over me, but
I've chucked it for good. I'm sorry about this woman, Carol. It
was just a physical madness. There was nothing else to it. Her
way of life is something I could never understand nor could I
share it with her. It’s all over, Carol. Last night. ..’

She stopped me. ‘No, please Clive, I don’t want to hear. I
can imagine what happened.’ She got up and walked over to the
window. ‘If you say it’s over, then I’ll believe you.”

I went to her and turning her, I pulled her to me in spite of
her gesture of protest. ‘Forgive me, Carol,’ I pleaded. ‘T've been
worthless and rotten to you. I want you so much. You're the
only one who means anything to me. Can’t you forget this ever
happened?’

She pushed me away gently. ‘You're in a jam, my dear, and
so am I. You see R. G. knows I am fond of you. He wants me to
marry him. He thinks if you’re out of the way, he stands a
chance. He'll do everything in his power to get you out of the
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vay T'm scared of him. He S SO utterly ruthless and hxs power is
0 immense.” .

. I stared at her. “You're scared because Gold’s gunning for
ne? ‘Then you do care for me? Be gencrous, Carol say it 1f it’s
Tue.’

She' suddenly smtled ‘I’ve been fond of you for a long tune,
Clive,? she said. ‘If, you're through with this woman, then .
she stopped, looked at me and went on..‘Well, 'm glad I '
couldn’t: believe that a woman like that could hold you for .
long.’

I 'took her in my arms. “I can’t do thhout you, Carol.’ I said.
‘I'm so lonely and so unsure of myself If you’ll forgive me I
don’t care what happens.’

She slid her fingers through my halr “You silly old thing;’
she said softly: ‘I’ve always loved you

The feel of her slim young body in my arms was a new and
exciting experience. ‘ '

I pulled myself together and holding her away, 1 anxxously
searched her face. ‘I’ve been leading 2 rotten life, Carol, and it
has made an awful mess of me, but if you really love me, I'll
make good.’ ‘

- I love you.”

It was all going to be all nght I saw. itin her face and I took
her in my arms and kissed her. s

“That settles it,’ I said. ‘
- She looked up at me, her eyes brwht ‘Settles What?’ :

‘Our marrlage : .

‘But Clive . . PR
T kissed her aoam “You're gomg to wall\ out on the- Studzo
and we’re going to lave a marvellous week all to.ourselves.
Then you'll go back and face the musm, but youw’ll go back as
Mrs. Clive Thurston and if Gold sacks you, he’ll be sacking one
of the best Hollywood scnpt wrrters and some other producer
will grab you”

- She shook her head. ‘I couldn’t do that,’ she said, her eyes
dancing. ‘I've never let anyone down yet and I’m not going to

start now. I'll tell him. I’ll ask him for a week oﬁ and Tl tell
him why :
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I did not realize until she had finished speakmg that she had
said yes.

‘Carol?’ I exclaimed, taking her in my arms.

I kissed her.

" After a moment I said, ‘But you ’re not seeing Gold until .
we’re married. I’m not taking any chances of him pulling a fast
one. We’ll get married now. This very moment and then you

~can go to the Studio and tell him. I’ll get everything ready.
We'll take Russell. You and me, and Russell to look after us.
Let’s go to Three Point. It’s still empty and I can work there. It
won’t be too far for you to reach the Studio and you’ll love the
drive and we’ll be away from everybody.’

She shook me a Iittle, smiling at my enthusiasm and excite-
ment. ‘Do be sensible, darling. We can’t be marrled today We
haven’t got a licence.’

‘We’re going to drive down to Tia Juana where you don’t
need a licence. All you need is five dollars and a girl as lovely as
you. We’ll get married and.then next week, just to keep the
record straight, We’ll get married at the C1ty Hall, then I’ll feel
doubly sure of you.’

She suddenly laughed. ‘You’re crazy, Clive, but I'm Wﬂd
about you.” She clung to me for a'few seconds. ‘Ever since I
first saw you, looking so nervous and sweet in Rowan’s office,
I’'ve been wild about you. That was two years ago. You villain,
Clive, to have kept me waiting such a long time!’

‘T’ve been a blind fool,’ I said, kissing her throat. ‘But I'm
going to make up for it now. Go and put on your hat. We’re off
to Tia Juana this very minute.’

My urgency and excitement was infectious and she almost
ran from the room. As soon as she had gone, I picked up the
telephone and called Russell.

“You’ve got a busy day before you, Russell,’ I told him, not
bothering to keep the excitement out of my voice. ‘Pack enough
stuff for both of us for one week. I want you to open Three
Point again. You can fix that with the agent by telephone. The
place can’t be let yet. And then there’s the apartment. Johnny
Neumann would take it off our hands. He has always wanted it.
From now on, Russell, we’re going to make Three Point our
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home and we’re Leepmg away from the temptanons of nxght
life. I’'m going to 'work. When you’ve done‘all that, take a taxi
out to Three Point and put things in order for us when we .
arrive some time this afternoon. Can you do that?” ’

‘Certainly, sir,’ he replied, his voice a trxumph of restramed )
delight. ‘Your bags are already packed sir, T foresaw what .
might happen and I knew you would be in a hurry. Everythmg :
will be in order for you and Mrs. Thurston when you arrive this -
afternoon.” He coughed a little pompously and added, “I should
like to be the first to congratulate you, Mr. Clive. I-hope with
all my heart that you will both be very happy,’ and he hung up.

I stared at the telephone blankly. “Well, I’Il be damned * I
said aloud. ‘I believe he planned it all along.” - -

I ran from the room, shouting to Carol to hurry

I sat in the Chrysler outside the main office bmldmgs of
International Pictures. Extras, show girls, carpenters and tech-
nicians walked past me in a steady stream. Some glanced curi-
ously at me, while others eyed the lines of the Chrysler with
envious admiration. I drummed on the driving wheel and
waited impatiently.

Everything was ready. Our bags were in the trunk of the
Chrysler and we were on our way to Tia Juana, but Carol had
insisted on seeing Gold before we were married.

‘It’s all right,’ she said seriously. ‘I’ll make him understand ,
He’s been good to me, Clive, and I don’t want to do anything
underhanded. For goodness’ sake don’t look so worried. R.G.
can’t stop us getting married. There’s nothing he can do about
it and all he wﬂl want me to do is to get back to the Studlo as
quickly as I can.’

I would not believe it. ‘He’ll run you out. Whena guy has hlS .
power and his money and reaches his age, he just. hates bemg
thwarted. I’m sure he’ll do something mean.’

But she laughed at me and had gone in to see h1m She had
been with him twenty minutes now and I was becommg :
anxious.

T suddenly had a sinking feeling of doubt If Carol lost her
job and I couldn’t stage a come-back, what was to happen to
us? The idea of returning to the almost forgotten routine of



going to work every morning, the cheap meals and wondering
‘whether I could afford this thing or that appalled me. '

I stubbed out my cigarette with an irritable shrug of my
shoulders and told myself that such a thing could not happen. I
was sure that I would write something worth while with Carol
at my side. She would help me and I would help her. Asa team
we would bé unbeatable. '

- “Still worrying?’ Carol said, putting her hand on my arm.
. T started because I had not heard her come down the few
stone steps that led from the office buildings. 1

I looked at her anxiously, She was serious but calm, and she
met my eyes with unruffled serenity.

‘It’s all right,’ she said, smiling. ‘Of course, it was a shock to
him, but he was rather fine about it. I wish he wasn’t so fond of
me.’” She drew a sharp little breath and shook her head. ‘I hate
hurting people, Clive.’ ‘

‘What did he say?’ I asked, opening the car door for her. ‘Is
he letting you off for a week?’ : :
~ She nodded. “Yes. The picture’s held up anyway. Jerry
Highams’s ill. It’s nothing much, but it’ll mean a delay and -
and, of course, Frank is still away.” She glanced back at the
office. building embarrassed when she mentioned Imgram’s
name. ‘Clive—" she paused uneasily. e

“What is it?’

‘R.G. wants to see you.”

- My heart gave an uneasy lurch. ‘Wants to see me?’ I re-
peated, staring at her. “What on earth for?’ )

~ She got in the car and adjusted her dress over her knees. ‘He
wanted to know if you were out here and when I said you were,
he asked if you would see him. He didn’t say why.” -

" “He’s going to back out of his contract,” I said, suddenly
angry. “That’s how he’s going to get even.’ .

gg}; no, Clive, Caroflg sai%l, quickly. ‘R.G.’s not like that.
I'm sure he—’ )

“Then why is he asking to see me? My God! You don’t think
he wants to lecture me on how I should treat you? I'm damned
if I'd stand that from him.’ . .

Carol looked worried. ‘I think you should see him, Clive.
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He's 1mportant and—- Shc stopped, hc51tatcd and thcn went on, .
‘but it’s up to you. If you don t want to - ‘well, you must please
yourself.”

I got out of thé cir and slflmmcd the door ‘All nght, I'll see
him. I won’t be a minute,’ I said and ran up the stcps into the
office building. :

I did not like this. It wasn’t that I was scared of Gold but .
when a man is as powerful and arrogant as he was, he would
automatically dominate.the situation.

I walked down the long corridor with my hcart bumpmg ,
uncasxly against my ribs. I knocked on his ofﬁcc door and went
in.

A tall, lovely looking girl with a Veronica Lakc hair style,
dressed in a well-cut black silk frock glanced up as I entered.
She was sitting at a glass topped desk on whxch was scattcrcd a
mass of papers.

She gave me a quick, shrewd look and thcn smiled. ‘Good
‘morning, Mr. Thurston Will you go right ahead? Mr. Gold is
expecting you,’

I thanked her and crossed the office to anothcr door and
cntered,

Gold’s office was furnished like a sitting room. Thcrc was no
desk. A Jarge table at which some twenty people could comfort-
ably sit occupied the far end of the room. Around the. big,
antique fireplace were armchairs and a large settee. Above the
fircplace was an orxgmal Van Gogh which supphed the only
bright coIourmg in the room. '

Gold sat in an armchair facing the door. At his clbow was a
small table on which were a few papers, a telcphone anda large
cbony cigar box.

He looked up as I came in and his massive head sank furthcr
“into his shoulders.

‘Sit down, Mr. Thurston,’ he said, waving hxs hand to the
armchair opposite me.

I was aware that my heart was beating rapidly and that my
mouth was dry. This annoyed me and I tried to control my

nerves without success. I sat down crossed my legs and eyed
him as calmly as I could. S v ¢
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He did not look at me for a moment, but drew on his cigar,
blowing a thin stream of smoke to the cellmg Then his sleepy,
tawny coloured eyes met mine. :

‘I understand, Mr. Thurston,” he began, hlS ow: p1tched
voice was bland, ‘that Carol and you are getting married thlS
afternoon.’

I took out my cigarette case, selected a cigarette, tapped it
once or twice on my thumb nail and lit it before replying. ‘We
are,” I said shortly and put my cigarette case back into my
pocket. . :

‘Is that wise?’ he asked, raising his eyebrows.

A muscle in my calf began to quiver. “That is something for
us to decide, Mr. Gold,’ I returned. -

‘I suppose it is,” he said, ‘but I have known Carol for some '
time and I don’t want to see her unhappy.’ .

‘I appreciate how you feel,’ I said, my anger strugghng with
my awe of the man. ‘I assure you that Carol will be very
happy.’ I drew a deep breath and went on a little too hurriedly
to be really effective. ‘Much happier, Mr. Gold, than if she had
married a man twice her age.’

He looked at me. ‘I wonder,” he said, tapping ash into the
tray near the cigar box. He brooded for a moment, then went
on, ‘T haven’t a great deal of time, Mr. Thurston, so you will
forgive me if I come to the point.’

‘I haven’t got any time to waste either, Mr. Gold,’ I snapped

back. ‘Carol is waiting for me.’
. If[e placed his finger tips together and eyed me with sleepy
indifference. ‘I am surprised that Carol could have fallen in
love with anyone quite so worthless as you,” he said with dis-
concertmg directness.

‘Do we have to be personal?’ I felt a sudden rush of blood to
my face,

-‘Oh, I think so. You might ask me why I find you worthless.
I’Il tell you. You have no background. You have succeeded by
an extraordinary chance — call it a fluke if you like - in getting
a certain amount of notoriety, and in earning more than you
ever thought possible. It s, to say the least, a lucky flash in the
Pan, more extraordinary, perhaps, because your first play was
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excellent, although your novels are pure sensation. 1 have orten
wondered how you came to write that play. You see, Mr.
Thurston, when I heard that Carol was fond of youl made it
my business to find out somethmg about you.’

‘I don’t think I’'m gomg to listen to any more of thxs, I saxd
between my teeth. ‘My private life is my affair, Mr. Gold.” .

‘It would be if you were not attempting to share it with
Carol,’ he returned quietly ‘As you have been foolish enough to
do that, you have no private life as far as I’'m concerned.” He
regarded his cigar for a moment and then looked over at me.
“You are not only a bad writer with no furture, Mr. Thurston,
but you are also an exceedingly unpleasant character. I can’t, of .
course, prevent you marrying Carol, but I .can watch her
interests and I will do so.’

1 got to my feet. “This has gone beyond a joke,’ I exclaimed,
my nervousness overcome by anger. “You want Carol for your-
self and you’re being disagreeable because I°ve beaten you to it.
All right, I can get along very well without you, Mr. Gold. I
don’t want your fifty thousand dollars. You and your Studio
can go to hell as far as I’'m concerned.’

He still regarded me with an absent minded, indifferent ex-
pression. ‘Keep away from that Marlow woman, Mr. Thurston,
or you and I will have another little taik.’

I stared at him, shocked. “What the devil are you talking
about?’

‘Come, don’t let us waste time. I know you have been makmg
a fool of yourself with this woman. At first, I thought it was one
of those unfortunate failings that men have who either have
become bored with the usual run of women or else are suffering
from some odd kink that the ordinary woman cannot satisfy.
But I find you do not come under these categories. You have
actually been stupid and weak enough to let this woman infatu-.
ate you. Surely there can be no better example of spineless
degeneracy than that? When I heard of thlS, Mr. Thurston, I
was not disappointed. I felt you were running to type.”

‘Okay,” I said, furiously embarrassed to know that he had
found -out so much about me, you ve had your say. I hope
you've enjoyed it. Now I’m going and I'm marrying Carol.
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- Think of me tonight, Mr. Rex Gold, and say “that might have
been me.”’” .

“No doubt I shall,” Gold returned, his loose lips closing wetly
over his cigar. ‘I shall certainly think of you both. In fact, I'm
not.going to forget either of you. If Carol is unhappy because of
you, you will be sorry. I promise you that, Mr. Thurston.’
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" CHAPTER FIFTEEN

* LOOKING back now as I hammer out this story in’a.sordid
little bedroom with pieces of wallpaper pecling from its damp
walls and dust upon the table on which only a typewriter stands,
1 realize that the first four days of my marriage with Carol were
the high lights in my life. In her I found a companion who gave
me confidence and spiritual peace; who amused me'and who
seemed to satisfy me physically as well as mentally.
We would get up about ten o’clock and have breakfast on the
verandah with the valley spread out below us like a magnificent
natural carpet. Away to the right, we could see the still waters
of Big Bear Lake reflecting the fir trees and the lazy white
clouds that drifted like balls of whipped cream in the brilliant
sky. After breakfast we would put on shirts and slacks and take
the car to the lake where Carol would swim in a simple white
swimsuit while I lounged in the boat, a rod in my hand, watch-~
ing her. When the sun got hot I would go in after her and we’
would wrestle in the water, swim races and behave like a couple
of kids on their first vacation, Then we’d go back for lunch
which Russell would bring to us on the verandah and we’d talk
+ and look at the view and ‘talk some more. Then we’d go for a
long walk in the woods, the pine needles making a carpet for us
to walk on and-the sunlight coming through the heavy foliage.
overhead making patterns on the ground. In the evening we
would ‘listen to the gramophone. It was grand to have Carol
alone, lying on the big settee which we had dragged out onto
the verandah, the moon shining down on us and the stars like
diamond dust and the sound of music coming from the sitting
room. S :
~ T told Carol much of my past life. I did not mention “John
Coulson nor did I speak of Eve, but I told her about the apart-
ment house in Long ‘Beach and how I had always wanted to
write and my early struggles as a shipping clerk. I had to tell
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her a few lies to make the story stand up, but as I had now
completely accepted Coulson’s play as my own I had no
difficulty not only convincing Carol how I had written Rain
Check but also mysclf

In our blg, airy bedroom with the windows wide open and
the curtains pulled back and the moonlight making a bright
patch of light on the white carpet, I would lie in bed with Carol
in my arms. She slept with her head on my shoulder and one
arm thrown across my chest, She always slept peacefully, scare-
ccly moving until the sunlight woke her. Holding her in my
arms, listening to her light breathing and thinking of the things-
we had done together. during the day gave me many hours of
satisfied contentment.

And yet, in spite of this contentment and happiness, I was -
aware that T was not entirely fulfilled. In some deep recess of
my subconscious mind every now and then something stirred. I
experienced from tifme to time a feeling of physical dissat-
isfaction. At first it was vague and undefined; then later this
feeling became stronger and I knew that the physical impact
that Eve had had upon my senses had left an indelible mark.

As long as Carol kept close by me, this hankering for Eve did
not cause me any misgivings. Carol’s personality and kindness
and affection was strong enough to override Eve’s remote
influence, but if Carol went into the garden and left me alone, I
found myself struggling against the temptation to call Eve on
the telephone and to hear once again the sound of her voice.

You may find it difficult to understand why I could not com-
pletely dismiss Eve from my mind. I have already said that
most men lead two lives — a normal life and a secret life. It
followed then that most men have two mentalities. If the truth
must be told, I began to realize that although Carol meant so
much to me she was only able to satisfy part of my mental life.
Eve’s corrupting influence was necessary before I was com-
pletcly fulfilled.

You must not think that I weakly accepted this situation
without a strugglc During those four days and nights I did
succeed in putting Eve out ¢ of my mind, but I knew that I was
waging a losing battle. My sublime happiness with Carol was
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“What?’ T said, struggling to control my feelings. “What are
you saying?’ . : * :

" ‘When I woke and found you weren’t there, it gave me an

awful shock. I couldn’t make out where youhad gotto.” = .

‘So it gave you a shock, did it?’ I said and laughed. “Well,

you’ve-given me a shock or two in the past, so we’re quits.’
- There was a pause, then she said angrily, ‘Oh, so we’re quits?
- Well,.let me tell you something, Clive. I've returncd your
rotten money. I don’t want it. I think it was a stinking trick to
say you were going to stay and then to sneak off like that.”

“You've returned the money?’ I repeated blankly; not believ-
ing her. ‘But, why?’ l

‘I don’t want it from you. I don’t want your rotten money.’

‘What did you want to do that for?’ I asked, not knowing
what I was saying. : ‘

‘I’ve told you. I just don’t want your rotten money. I can get
on all right without it, thank you. I'm not going to be treated
like that, so I’ve sent it back to you.’

. “I don’t believe you, Eve, I haven’t had it. You’re lying and
you know it.’

‘I tell you I sent it back.’

“Where did you send it to?’

‘I put it in an envelope and sent it to the Writers’ Club.
That’s your club, isn’t it?’ ) i

I relaxed against the back of the chair, feeling a little
sick. ‘But why did you do it? I wanted you to have the
money.’

I tell you I don’t want your money,’ she snapped back. ‘And
- Clive, I don’t want to see you any more. S0 dor’t exthef tele-
.. phone or call again. P'm telling Marty she’s not to let youin and
if you telephone she’s to cut you off.’ ]

The barriers that I had so half-heartedly tried to erect
against her influence crumbled completely, and the bgautY of
the past four days was washed away in the flood of bitter re-
pression that engulfed me when I hqard those words. oo

‘Don’t be impulsive, Eve,” I said, gripping the telepnone
until my hand ached. ‘I want to see you again. el

“You're not going to, Clive. You’re making 2 fool of yoursel.
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Tve wamed you before, but it doesn 4 seem to mal\e any
difference. So we’re not going to see each other agam x

‘Don’t let’s be final about this; Eve,’ 1 said, trying to keep thc
feverish desperation out of my vmce “May I see you tomorrow?
I’d like to talk this over with you.” ‘

‘No, Clive, I don’t want to talk to you any more. I don t-want
you to call me. And if you do, I'll hang up. You’ve got to stop
all this nonsense. You take me too much for gtantcd You take
up too much of my time and I don’t want it that way.’ a

“But look, BEve, I'm sorry I walked out on you: I can explam
everything if only you'll let me. I didn’t mean anything by it. It
was just that I couldn’t sleep and I was restless and I didn’t
want to disturb you. We've got to meet again. We can’t break
this up . it’s too important. Please, Eve, dnn’t tIeat me IlLe
this. .

‘I’m tired and I’'m not going to keep on talking, I don t ever
want to see you again. It's good-bye.” There was a pause, then
she repeated, ‘Good-bye, Clive,’ and she hung up. ‘

‘Bve ...” T began and then I sat very still staring at the
telephone I felt sick with frustration. It could not end like this.
Good God, I thought, what kind of a rat must I be for a prosti-
tute to return me my money and refuse to see me? I had never
felt so completely and utterly humiliated. I replaced the re--
ceiver with a trembling hand. I had to see her again. She
couldn’t do this to me. My confidence in myself had gone and I
was in black despalr -

‘Who was it, Clive?’ Carol called from the bedroom

‘Just a fellow I know,’ I called back, my voice husky and
unsteady,

‘What did you say?’ She came to the door and ran across the- :
lounge in her flimsy nightdress, “Who was it?’

I walked over to the sideboard and mixed myself a drmL I
did not dare let her seemy face. “Just a fellow I know. Heé wasa
litde tight, T guess.’ :

‘Oh.’ There was a long pause. I did not look round but dranL
the whisky quickly.

‘Drink?’ I asked looking for a cigarette, -
‘No, thank you.’



I lit the cigarette and turned. We looked at each other.
Carol’s eyes were full of questions, s

‘Come on,’ I said, forcing a smile. “Let’s go to bed: I'm-
tired.’ ‘ ' :

“What did he want?’ she asked suddenly.

. I glanced over at her, frowning. ‘What did who want?’

“Your friend . . . the one who phoned.’

'~ “He was tight. God knows what he wanted. I told him to get
to hell off the line.’ .

.‘Sorry.’

I looked at her sharply and then stubbed out the cigarette
and went over to her. ‘I'm sorry if I sounded like a crab.
It annoyed me that a drunk should interrupt us like .
that.’ ' :

- Again she looked searchingly at me, but I looked away an
took off my dressing gown. I got into bed beside her and
snapped off the light. '

She came close, her head on my shoulder. I put my arm
round her and we lay for a long time in the dark, not saying
anything. In my mind, I kept saying to myself, you fool, you
fool. You are throwing your happiness away. You are crazy.
You have not been married five days and you’re cheating
already. This woman in your arms loves you. She will do any-
thing for you. What do you think Eve will do for you? Nothing.
You know she never will do anything for you.

‘Is something wrong, Clive?’ Carol asked.

‘Of course not.’

‘Sure?’

‘Sure.’ . "

" ‘You’re not worrying about anything? Tell. me, C,IIVC, 1
there’s anything wrong. I want to share things with you.

“Nothing, darling, really. I'm tired and that guy annoyed me
... go to sleep. I’ll be fine tomorrow.’ e e vo will

‘All right.’ She sounded doubtful and troublsd. But you w.
tell me if anything ever goes wrong, won’t you?

‘T will

‘Promise?’

‘Promise.
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She sxghed and clung to me for a moment B do Tove: you,
Clive. You won’t let anything spoil this, will you?’

‘Of coursg not;’ I said, thinking what a swine I was. T was
lying deliberately because I wanted to have them both. It
wouldn’t work out that way . . . it couldn’t work out that way.
‘Now stop talking rot and go to sleep. I love you; evetythmg S
perfect and there’s nothing to worry about.” - * '

She kissed me and then there was silence. Evcntually I could ,
tell by her breathing that she was asleep.

The next two days passed slowly. We continued to go to the .
lake. We swam, we talked, we listened to the gramophone and
we read books. We both knew now that something was missing,
something was not qmte right, but neither of us said anything. I
knew, of course, what it was. I don’t think Carol guessed. I'm
sure she did not, but she was troubled and I caught her lookxng
at me from time to time with puzzled, hurt eyes. :

Now that I had let the barriers down, Eve came into-the
house. As I sat reading, her face would suddenly appear on the -
page of my book. If I were listening to the gramophone, instead
of the music, I would hear her voice saying, ‘I don’t want your
rotten money,’ over and over again. I would wake up at night
thinking that I had her in my arms and then realizing, with a
violently beating heart, that it was Carol and not Eve whom X
was holding so tightly,

Ibegan to long for her as a drug addict longs for a' shot’m the
arm. I began to count the hours when Carol would get in her car
and drive away to the Studio and yet, I still loved Carol. It was -
as if two people were living in my body, one clamouring for

the cold indifference of Eve and the other content with the
love that Carol gave me. Over these two people I had no .
control, B

It was Saturday afternoon and we were sxttmg in the boat.
Carol had on a red swim-suit and it looked nice with her golden ,
skin and dark hair. '

‘It would be wonderful if we could always be happy lxke this, .
Clive, wouldn’t it?’ she said. '

I rowed a few strokes before I said, “We’ll always be haPPY;
darling.’ '
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‘I don’t know. Sometimes I’m afraid something will happen

and spoil all this.’ | - ;

" ‘Nonsense,’ I held the oars against my chest and stared across -
the big expanse of blue water. “What could happen?’ 3

She was silent for a moment, then she said, ‘Don’t let’s
get like other couples we know and cheat and lie to each
other. o

‘Don’t worry,’ I told her, wondering if she had guessed what
was going on in my mind. ‘We won’t get like that.’

She was quiet for a minute or two, her fingers playing in the
water. ‘If you get tired of me, Clive, and you want someone
else, will you tell me? I could stand it better if you told me than
if I found you were cheating.’

‘What’ got into you?’ I demanded, leaning towards her and

staring at her. “Why are you talking about such things?’

She looked up and smiled. ‘I just want you to know. I think
if you ever cheated on me, Clive, I’d walk out and never see you

- again.
" Itried to make a joke of it. ‘Swell,’ I said. “Now I know how |
to get rid of you.’

She nodded. ‘Yes, now you know how to get rid of me.’

When we returned to Three Point, there was a big, black
Packard parked in the drive. I pulled up and stared at the
car.

‘Who can this be?’ I asked.

Carol peered across me. ‘Let’s go up and sce. What a bore
having people call on our last day but one.’ o

I drove on up to the cabin. A short, dark fat man was sitting
on the verandah with a highball on the table near him. He
waved to Carol and got up.

“Who the hell’s this?’ I asked Carol in an undertone.

She clutched at my arm. ‘Bernstien,’ she whispered back.
‘Sam Bernstien of International Pictures. I wonder what he can

ossibly want.’

P We };vent up together and Bernstien patted Carol’s arm

affectionately before turning to me. .
‘So you’rg Thurston?’ he said, offering a limp, fat hand.

~ “Well, I am glad and happy to know you, Mr. Thurston.
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Glad and- happy, and I don t often say that to Wnters, do I
my pet?’ |

Carol looked at him wnth a twmkle in hcr cycs You don t,
- Sam,’ she said. ‘Atleast, you don’t say ittome.” . ,

‘And you’re honeymooring. Isn’t that romannc? You e
happy ~ both of you? That’s swell, I can sec it. My, my, it’s
done her good You know, Thurston, I've watched this little
girl ever since she came to Hollywood. She can write. Sure, she
can write, but there was something frozen inside. “Carol, my
pet,” I said to her over and over again, “what you want is a
man. A big, strong man and then you will really write.” But she
takes no notice.’ He pulled at my sleeve and whispered, “The
trouble is she did not think me big enough,’ and he laughed,
patting Carol’s shoulder and putting his arm around her. ‘Now |
she will do great things.’

I thought this was all pretty nice, but I was wondermg what
he wanted. He hadn’t come all the way from Hollywood just
1o tell me that he was glad and happy to see me and that Carol
wanted a blg, strong man.

‘Let’s sit down,” he said, going over to the. table. ‘Let 5 all
have drinks. I have come to talk to your clever husband, Carol. I
have a lot of important things to talk to him about, otherwise I
would not interrupt your honeymoon. You know me, don’t you,
my pet> Romantic ... alover... Idonot spoil a honeymoori~
unless it is nnportant

‘Come on, Sam,’ Carol said, her eyes sparkhng thh excxte-
ment. “What do you want to talk about?”

Bernstien rubbed his hand over his fat face, pushmg lns
small beaky nose almost flat. ‘I have read your play, Mr.
Thurston,” he said. ‘I think it is very good ’ '

A cold trickle ran down my spine. ‘You mean “Ram |
Chcgk”?’ I said, staring at him. ‘“Why, why of course, it’s very
goad.’

He beamed. ‘And by golly, i}l make a grand picture. That s
what I want to talk to you about. Let us, you and me make this
play of yours into a picture.’

I looked -quickly at Carol, She put her hand on mmc and
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squeezed it. ‘I told you, Clive. I told you Sam would like it,’ she
- said breathlessly. i : : .
. T'looked over at Bernstien. ‘Do you mean it?’

He waved his hands. ‘Mean it? Why should I come all this
way if I didn’t mean it? Of course, I mean it. But wait, there is
. one little thing. It’s nothing, but it is something.’ S

- “So there’s a catch in it?* I said, my excitement dying on me.
‘What is it?’ - R

“You can tell me.’ He leaned forward. ‘What has Gold
against you? Tell me that. Let me-put that right and we make
the picture. We give you a contract. Everything will be all
right. But first I must put you right with Gold.’ '

. “That’s a hell of a chance.’ I said bitterly. ‘He hates my guts.
He loves Carol. Now do you understand what he’s got against
me?’ .

.-Bernstien looked at me and then at Carol and began to Iaugh.
“That is very funny,’ he said, when he had recovered sufficiently
to speak. ‘I had no idea. I would hate you too if I were in his
place.” He drank half his highball and ther raised a short, fat
finger. “There is a way. Not so good, but in the end—" he
shrugged his shoulders, “it’ll be all right. You write the treat-
ment and I will take it to Gold and tell him that I do the
- picture. He does what I say, but first I must have the treat-
ment.’

‘But first I want a contract.’ .

He frowned. ‘No. Gold gives the contracts. I can’t give you
that. But I get you a contract when you have {inished the treat-
ment. I promise.” He offered his hand.

I looked at Carol. .

‘It’s all right, Clive. Sam always gets his OWn Way. If he
promises to give you a contract, he’ll give it to you.”

‘T shook hands with Bernstien. ‘Okay,’ I said. ‘I'll do youa
treatment and you’ll sell it to Gold. Right?’

‘Right,” he said. “Now I go. I have already stolen t00 many
minutes of your honeymoon, We will work together. Your'play
is very fine. I like your mind. I like the way you express your-
self. I like your drama. It is good. You will make a fine treat-
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ment, Come and see me at the Studio on Monday at ten o’clock,
Carol will show youwhere to come. Then we get towork.” .-

When he had gone, Carol threw herself into my arms. Oh
I'm so pleased,’ she said. ‘Bernstien will make a marvellous
picture for you. You two working together will make a mar-
vellous team. Iso’t it wonderful? Aren’t you thrilled?” -

I was scared and dismayed. I heard Bernstien’s voice ringing
in my ears. ‘I like your mind. I like the way. you express your-
self. T like your drama. It is good. You will make-a fine treat-
ment.” He wasn’t talking about me. He was talking about John
Coulson. I knew I couldn’t possibly write the treatment.

Carol pushed away from me and looked at me, her-eyes
troubled. ‘What is it, darling?’ she asked, shaking me a litile.
“Why are you looking like that? Aren’t you pleased?’. :

I turned away. ‘Of course T am,’ I said, sitting on the settee
and lighting a cigarette. ‘But, Carol, let’s face it. I don’t know
much about film treatments, I’d much sooner sell the thing and
let Bernstien get someone to do it. I — I don’t thmk some-
how—"

‘Oh, nonsense,’ she said, sutmg by me and reachmg for ny
hand. “Of course you can do it. T’ll help you. Let’s-do xt now,
Let’s make a start this very minute.’

She was away to the library before I could stop her and I
heard her calling to Russell to prepare a sandwich supper. - .

‘Mr. Clive’s going to turn his play into a plcture, Russell,’ I
heard her say. ‘Isu’t it marvellous? We’re going to start rxght in
now.’

She was back again with a copy of the script and we sat down
and began to go through it. In an hour or so Carol had mapped
out the first rough treatment. I did nothmg except agree be-

- cause her mind was so quick and her experience so sure’ that 1
knew that any suggestion from me would be valueless.- '

While we paused to eat chicken sandwichés and drink. 1ced,
hock, she said, “You must do the script, Clive. It would mean so
much if you did the actual shooting script. With your glft for
dialogue . . . you must do it.’

‘Oh no,” I protested, getting up and pacing the ﬁoor I :
ceuldn’t. I don’t know how . . . no, that’s absurd.’
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‘Listen . . ” she held up her hand. ‘Of course you can. Listen
to this dialogue . .".” and she began to read from the play.

I stopped walking up and down, held by the power and
strength of the words. They were words that I could never
write. Words that had beauty, rhythm and drama. And as I
listened, the words seemed to burn themselves into my brain
until I thought I must snatch the play from heror gomad.

What a fool T had been to imagine that I could step into -
Coulson’s shoes. I thought of what Gold had said. ‘It is, to say
the least, a lucky flash in the pan, more extraordinary, perhaps,
because your first play was excellent. I have often wondered
how you came to write that play.’

. This was too dangerous. If I made a slip now I might be
found out. Already Gold was suspicious. Why else had he said
such a thing? If I began to write the script they would know at
once that I had never written the play. God knows what would
happen to me if they found out.

‘Aren’t you listening, darling?’ Carol asked, looking at me.

‘Let’s not do any more tonight,’ I said, pouring h'o'ck into my
glass. ‘I think we’ve done quite enough. I'll talk it over with
Bernstein on Monday. Maybe he has someone in mind to do
the script.’

- She looked at me puzzled. ‘But darling . . . .

1 took the play from her hands. ‘No more tonight,’ I said
firmly and walked out onto the verandah, unable any longer to
meet her eyes.

The moon rode high. I could see the lake, the valley and the
hills. But at that moment they meant nothing to me. My attcn-
‘tion was concentrated on a man who was sitting on the wooden
seat at the far end of the garden. I could not sce his features. He .
was too far away for that, but there was somcthmg strangel_y
familiar about the way he sat and the way he held himself, his
shoulders rounded and his clasped hands gripped betseen his
knees.

" Carol came out and joined me. _
“Isn’t it lovely?’ she said, slipping her arm through mine. )
‘Do you see . . .2’ I asked, pointing t0 the man sitting on the

garden seat. ‘Who is that man? What is he doing there
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She looked. ‘What do you mean, Clive? What man?’

A cold wave of blood surged down my spme Isn’t there
a man sitting on the garden seat down there in ‘the moon-
light?’

She turned to me qmckly ‘There isnoone there, darhng

I looked again. Shé was right. There was no one there. ..

“That’s odd,’ I said, suddenly shwermg ‘It must have been a
shadow . . : it looked like a man.’ :

‘You’re imagining things,” she said, her voxce troubled
“There, honestly was no one there.’

I drew her closer to me. ‘Let’s go inside,’ I saxd turnmg back
to the sitting room. ‘It seems cold out here.’.

It was a long time before I fell asleep tbat night,
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CHAPTER ‘SIXTEEN

SAM BERNSTIEN whipped off his horn-rimmed glasses and
gave a wide, expansive smile. “Yes,’ he said, slapping the treat-
ment Carol and I had writtén with his small fat hand, ‘this is
what I want. It is not right. It is not nearly right, but it is

- something to work on. It is a good beginning.’

I looked expectantly at him from where I was sitting in
" a low comfortable armchair in his big office; ‘I thought
that’d be something on which to base a discussion. “After
all, you have ideas of your own so I kept it to the briefest
outline.’

Bernstien pulled a box of cigars towards him, selected one,
offered it to me but I shook my head. He lit up and rubbed his
hands. ‘T didn’t expect you’d be so quick,’ he said. “Now let us
go through this point by point. When we have agreed, I suggest
you take it away, expand it and let me have it when you are
- ready. Then I will see R.G.’ ]

‘You’re going to have some difficulty there,” I said, pessi-
mistically. .

He laughed. “That is something I can take care of,’ he said.
‘For the past five years R.G. and I have had our little ﬁgl}ts.
They mean nothing because, in the end, I get my own way. You
leave him to me.’ .

‘All right,” I returned, not convinced. ‘I’ll leave it to you, but
Iwarn you, Gold hates my guts.’ ' e ,

He laughed again. ‘I don’t blame him,’ he said. Carol’s a
very lovely girl and you are a very lucky man. But if he hates
your guts, he also loves a good story.’ He slapped the treatment
again. ‘This is a good story!’ ,

gI caught a litﬂ% of his enthusiasm. ‘Just as you say. hI Pt;ﬂclaci
my chair closer to his desk. ‘Suppose we go through the
ment.’

“It’s swell,” he said, grinning delightedly at me.

163

“Take all this



He lifteq his shoulders, ¢ do not know, Go along and gea for-
yourself, Spe ith Jerry, Highamg, You know his bﬁ‘ice?f o

‘Sure; 1 said, T know, Where jt ;o Well, $o long, My, Bern. ‘
Stein. I’]] pe Seeing yoy » o

I walkeq Quickly down corridor anq though 1 had ¢o

355 Highams office I diq 10t pause, T p O Intentjopng of
1eeting Frapj. STam again ang the
ith Caroj were tog i

¢ corridor and ]
m topping outside jr, 1 looked at my . wrist.
Tch. It was e fifty. 1 any Iyck, Marty would not
€ arrived, 1 Wanted ¢g ¢, t Eve Would answer. the
Phone, | €ntered the L-box shut mysgels . While T
led her Number a my was Pumping
0St My side with DPressed CxCitemen
he be]] ;. g sever. efore she answered
lello,
€Cogniy, her Voice
ey’ I saj ‘How are youp? L
0d mo > Clive,” sha said. ‘Hoyy are yoyp Youre early,
youp’ I
? I wake You upp asked, Startleq thyy she Sounded sq
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- “All right, then I don’t want to see you again,’ she rérurned
and giggled. : '
‘I'm coming right away,’ I said. ‘You are a devil, You gave

~ me a bad two days. I really thought you meant it.’

She giggled again. “Well, you are the limit, Clive. Anyway I
- did mean it at the time. I was angry. You were a stinker to go
- off like that.’ ~ .‘
~ “All right, T was a stinker,’ I said, laughing. ‘But I've had my
lesson and I won’t do it again.’ ’

‘You better not,” she warned. ‘I shan’t forgive you so casily
next time,’ . :
‘Come and have lunch with me.’ ,

“No.” Her voice hardened. ‘I’'m not going to do that, Clive,
You can come and see me professionally if you want to, but I'm
not.coming to lunch.’

“That’s what you think, You are coming to lunch and you’re
not going to argue,’ I said.

““Clive!’ There was a startled annoyed note in her voice. ‘I
tell you I'm not coming to lunch.’

“We'll talk about that when we meet. I’ll be along in half an
hour.’ ‘ )

“It’s too soon, Clive. I shan’t be ready by then. Come about
one o’clock.’

. “All right and wear something nice.”
‘I’'m not coming to Iunch.’ )
“You’re going to do what you're told for a change,’ I said,
laughing at her. “You put on something smart—’ but the line
suddenly went dead as she hung up.
I looked at the telephone and grinned. Okay, sweetheart, I
thought, we’ll see who’s going to be boss.
. T went to the parking lot and drove the Chrysler slowly

through the Studio gateway. I felt good. I felt confident that I
could master Eve. She could hang up on me if that pleased her
vanity, but she was going to have lunch with me, if I bad 10
drag her to the restaurant in her nightdress.

I drove to the Writers’ Club and asked the Steward for my
mail, He gave me a few letters and I walked over to the bar :ing
ordered a Scotch and soda. A quick look at the letters convince
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me that there was nothing from Eve. Leaving my drink on the
bar table I went back to the Steward'and asked him if he was -
sure that there was nothing else forme.~" -+ .. '
“No, sir,’ he said, after looking again in my pigeonhole. -
And yet Eve had been so emphatic that she had returned the
forty dollars I had given her on that night I had walked outon
her. ©
I went to the telephone and dialled her number.. -
‘Hello,” she'said, almost immediately. . - .~ -
‘I hope I didn’t get you out of your bath, Eve, I said,
‘But you remember you told me you had returned my
money?’ : A
“Well, I did.’ Her voice was sharp.
“To the Writers’ Club?’
‘Yes.
‘Well, it isn’t here.’ e
‘I can’t help that,’ she returned indifferently. ‘I sent it and
when I say a thing Y mean it.” SR
‘But Eve, I want you to have the money. I came hereto getit.
Are you quite sure you sent it?’ , -
‘Of course I am and, anyway, I don’t want it. You annoyed
me, so I returned you the money. I shan’t accept it if you do
give it to me) o
I stared thoughtfully at the pencil scribblings on the wall
There’s something wrong here, I decided.
‘Did you put a note inside?’
‘Why should I?” She was on the offensive now. I put the
money in an envelope and addressed it to the Club.’ , '
She was lying. I knew now that she never had any intentions
of sending the money back. She had wanted to show her power.
She knevg that. she would hurt me by sending the money back io
me, but, in spite of wanting to get even with mé, her greed had
been 100 strong. She had tried to compromise and hoped that
by telling me she had returned the money I would believe her
and she would get her revenge cheaply. Well, she had made me
suffer for two days, but now I realized that she had not been big

enqugh to go through with it, my contempt for her was in itself
a victory. . Lo
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‘Well, never mind, I’ll make it up to you.’ _

‘I don’t want'it, Clive,’ she snapped. ‘I must go now. My
bath’s running.’ ' o ‘
- ‘We'll talk about it when we have lunch,’ I said and tried to

get the receiver down before she did, but she beat me to it.

I rcached Laurel Canyon Drive at five minutes to one. I
pulled up outside the little house and sounded my horn. Then I
got out and walked down the path. I rapped on the door, took
out a cigarette and lit it. o : '

- I'waited a moment or two and then realized that there was no
sound coming from the house, Usually as soon as I knocked I
would hear Marty coming down the passage.

I frowned, then I knocked again. Nothing happened. I
waited, a cold sinking feeling coming over me as I stood
there. :

I knocked four times and then I went back to the Chrysler. I
got in and drove slowly down the street. When I got out of sight
of the house, I pulled up and lit another cigarette. My hands
- were trembling as I held the match.

I suddenly thought of Harvey Barrow. I remembered what
he had said. ‘I said I’d take her away and she said all right. But
I went to her place four times and each time her damn. maid
said she was out. But, I knew she was upstairs laughing at
me. '

My hands tightened on the steering wheel. She hadn’t even
had the decency to send Marty with some lie. I could sce her in
the little bedroom, her head on one side, listening to me knock-
ing on the door. Marty would be with her and they WOI‘;H
exchange glances. They would smile. Let him knock, kve
would whisper, he’ll soon get sick of it. oo '

I drove slowly along Sunset Boulevard, not thmk.mg of any-

thing, but feeling numb and sick. I pulled up outside a drug;
" store, went in and dialled her number. The bell rang for a long
time, but there was no answer. )

I ’could imagine her about to pick up the receiver and ‘é‘c’;
stop. She would know who it was. I leaned against t_hc wa f:c
the stale smelling call-bos, listening to the bell ringing. Quite

‘Maybe it’s been lost in the mail,’ I said, half jccﬁ_ﬁg at her.

¥

167



Suddenly T wanteq o kill her, Tt ypg a cold, almoist jmpez,
thought thyy dropped unexpecredly’ into'my mind apd 1 fou
g it ‘with interest and  pleasyre, - The
Cmplating sycp, 2 thing, T hung yp 4,
nto the Sunlight, ' R -

I .drove towarg

STy with her, by
dangeroys thing eyep, to thin}

8¢t pleasure gyp of
could toych her. Her
gain I hurrj y dismyj.

knew I woulq kiﬁix:_ug Eve.

Tepare for bed. €W enoyg of
Xactly whay she would dq. Fir
She dig th



| 5136 would light a cigarette while she slid out of the rest of her
flimsy underclothes. She would put on her nightdress and flop
into bed. ‘ ~
- By listening carefully, I would be able to follow all these
_ details. Each of them had their own individual sound to the
final creaking of the bed as it received her slight body. Perhaps
she would read or perhaps she would turn out the light and
smoke in the darkness. Whatever she did, I would give her
plenty of time to fall asleep. What did I care if I had to wait
hours up there in the darkness? I would come down eventually.
I would come down like a ghost, holding onto the banister rail
. and trying each stair before I put my full weight upon it. I
would not wake her until it was too late for her to save her-
self,
- I would edge round the door and peer into the darkness. I
would not be able to see her, but I would know just where her
head lay and I would sit gently on the bed by her side. Even
then she would not awaken. I would find her throat with one
hand and with the other I would switch on the little bedside
lamp.
o T%en would come the moment that would heal all the
wounds she had inflicted on me. That brief moment when her
senses would awake from sleep and her eyes would recognize
me. We would look at each other and she would know why I
was there and-what I was going to do. I would sec the helpless, -
terrified look that would come into her eyes and I would see her
for the first time without her wooden mask or without her pro-
fessional mannerisms. .
_ Tt would be only for two or three seconds. But 1t would be
enough.I would kill her quickly with my knee on her chest and
my hands about her throat. Pinning her to the bed with :}11 my
weight, she would not have a chance. She would have no uime to
steel her body against me or even scratch at my hands.
No one would know who had done it. It could have been any
of her men friends. « qoe
T was shaken out of this horrible daydream by the violent
sound of a motor horn and I only managed to avoid a hcad-og
collision with a Cadillac. T had been so absorbed that I ha
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* gone away, I could not bring myself to work. Instead I finished
the sandwiches and began to drink steadily. «~ o |
- I’ll make her. pay for this, I thought, pouring more whisky
irito my glass with an unsteady hand. Somehow I’ll find a way
to get even with her. I drank the whisky ata gulp and immedi-
- ately refilled my glass. I did this several times until I felt a
slight numbness in my legs. I knew I was getting drunk, I
- pushed the decanter away and pulled the typewriter towards
me. To hell with her, I said aloud. She can’t stop me. Nobody
can. - o

T made an attempt to write the first scene along the lines
suggested by Bernstein and after struggling with it for over an
.hom: I tore the sheet from my typewriter and ripped it angrily
to pieces.

* I 'was in no mood for creative thought and, leaving the ter-
race, I wandered through the empty rooms of the cabin, Russell
- had taken himself off somewhere. He had probably hidden

himself away for an afternoon nap in the woods. The cabin was

unbearably lonely and I began to wonder if I had not been a

fool to have settled in such an out of the way place.

- It was perfect so long as I had Carol to keep me company,
‘but now that she was going to spend most of her.days at the
Studio I was going to find it pretty dull. * :

My mind kept returning to Eve. I made a fecble effort to
think of something else, but I did not succeed. I picked up a
novel and tried to read, but after turning a half a dozen pages I
realized that T had no idea what I had been reading and I threw
the book across the room. '

By now, the whisky I had drunk was hitting me and I felt

_heavy in the head and reckless. I suddenly got to my feet and
went over to the telephone. I'll tell her exactly what I think of
her, I decided. If she thinks she can do that to me and get away

with it she’s got a surprise coming to her.
I dialled her number.

“Who is that please?’ Marty asked. . .
- T hesitated, then quietly replaced the receiver. I wasn’t going

to be snubbed by Eve through Marty. I lit a cigarette and
wandered unsteadily onto the terrace agai.
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* down by her side'and took her hand. ‘But I’'m not going so well

_with the second rewrite. You know, Carol, I wish Bernstien
would get someone else to do it. I don’t seem to be getting
anywhere.’ ‘

‘Give me a cigarette and tell me what Bernstien said.”
_After I had lit ber cigarette I explained Bernstien’s sugges-
‘tions. She listened attentively, nodding her small dark head
‘every now and then with approval. ’

. ‘He’s terrific,’ she said, when I had finished. ‘It is enor-
mously improved. Oh, Clive, you simply must work at it. I
know you can do it and it'll mean so much to you.’

‘It’s all very well for you to talk, Carol,’ I returned bitterly,
‘but now I haven’t any feeling for the story. I’'ve been messing
with it all the afternoon and I’ve got nowhere.’

She looked at me for a moment, her eyes scarching and puz-

- zled. ‘Perhaps tomorrow you’ll feel more like it,” she said hope-
fully. ‘Sam will expect something soon. He’s late for
production as it is.’

I got up irritably. ‘Oh, I don’t know. You can’t force these

. things.’

She came and put her arms round me. ‘Don’t worry, Clive.
It’ll come, you see.’ ‘

‘Oh, the hell with it.” I turned to the door. ‘I'll put on a
dressing gown and settle-down for the evening. Have you a
book?’

" “Pve some work to do,” she said quickly. ‘I want to draft outa

few scenes.’ .

“You can’t go on working all day and night,’ I returned, irri-
' tated that she could give her mind to creative thought. ‘Have 2
rest. Il do you good.’ .

She pushed me to the door. ‘Don’t tempt me. You sit on t,hc
terrace. It’s lovely out there and Il come as soon as I'm
through.’ ) )

I sat on the darkening terrace for a long time br09d1ng about
Coulson: T knew I was doing a mean thing by turning his play
into a picture, but I had gone too far to Stop. I should “‘:}‘;cr
have stolen his play in the first place. But if I had not done that
I should not be where I was, sitting on the terrace.of an ex-

173



Pensive capin 4, one of the loveliest spots in Californiy, shoy
lever haye et Carol, 1 drew g sharp breath and I shoy]
never have mer Eve, ' R

‘What aze You doing gy there i the darky’ Carol 5354 as shy
Stepped ong, the terrace, ‘You've been Sitting there hours, .my
dear, I after twelye o’clock,’ : o

Teally stare work. Give mejq.
off your face, : '
[ kissed her,



- E N

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

DuriNG the next four days I became increasingly aware that
I made a bad mistake in coming to live at Three Point. By
doing this I had cut myself off from all social contact and now,
without any form of amusement, I was rapidly becoming bored
* with this self-imposed isolation. Although I had hoped to write
a novel in the quiet of these surroundings when the time came
to begin I found that inspiration was lacking. ‘
I had managed, with a considerable effort, to rewrite Carol’s
sccond treatment of the play. As she had done most of the
necessary work, my own particular job amounted merely to
copying what she had written. Although I had no actual cre-
. ative work to do, it still required an effort of will to sit at my
- typewriter. Several times while I worked, I was tempted to
telephone for a stenographer to come out and finish it. But, in
the end, I managed to complete the treatment and it was now in
- Sam Bernstien’s hands. I was waiting with mixed fgclings to
hear what Gold was going to say. It was my intention, if he
accepted it, to insist that someone — anyone but me — §h01{ld do
the shooting script. I knew that I was incapable of d.o.mg itand
besides, I dare not take the risk of writing the fldfhtxf)nal dia-
logue and script required. I had no hope of imitating John
Coulson’s brilliant phrases and, if I did make the attempt, 1t
" would at once become obvious to a man of Gold’s shrewdness
that I was not the author of the original play. -
~ My financial position was beginning to worry me. My ca_pxct;l
" was dwindling, my Troyalties were becoming deprcssg;,, ‘;
smaller each week and my debts were increasing. I gave Laro
no hint of the true position since I knew that she WO}ﬂd 1“51(:5% ‘:’: :
* paying her share. Shc was, of course, carning big mon t‘ of
the Studio and, although she used a certan m’;?;;}? s
this for pocket money and for her wardrobe, the ” V'C;'C
being carefully invested in real estate. Whatever clse were
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rotten trick to play on me. I arranged lunch. At Ieast you might
have seen me and made an excuse.’

‘It was a pretty rotten trick to sneak off in the middle of the

-night too,’ she returned. “And I didn’t want to have lunch with
you. I won’t be told what to do by any man. I hope it’s taught
you a lesson.’

I gritted my tecth. “You’re always trying to teach me a
lesson,’

She giggled again. “And you don’t seem to learn, do you,
Clive?’

- ‘Atleast, I'm a tryer.’ .

“You are. I’ve never known anyone so difficult to get rid of’

‘So you want to get rid of me?’

‘Have you only just found that out?’

Her flippancy infuriated me. “You'll succeed one of these
days and then youw’ll be sorry,’ I said angrily. ‘

“That’s what you think,’ she returned, laughing.

This was Eve in an entirely new mood and my curiosity got
the better of my temper. ‘You sound pretty good this morning.
Have you come into a fortune?’

‘No.

I waited but she offered no further explanation.

‘I think I’ll come and sce you, Eve,’ I said.

‘I can’t see you today.’

“Now don’t be like that, Eve. I want to see you.” _

‘I shan’t be in, so don’t come, You won't find me if you
do.’

‘Where are you going?’

“That’s my business.’

1 felt blood mounting to my face. “Well, when shall I sce
you?’ . )

‘I don’t know. If you want to come you’d better ring me in a
{ew days.’

T had an idea. Is Jack coming home?’

‘He is. Now are you satisfied?’ s ,

The old fecling of jealousy came to me again. ‘I'm glad, “I
lied, ‘I suppose you're going back to your other house, is that
i’
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right. RG.' agrees. What do you know? A contract for one
hundred thousand dollars. I congratulate you '

1 stared at him speechless.

‘I thought that would surprise you,” he saxd grmnmg ‘Drdn’
Itell youI would get round Gold? I know him. I know all his
little ways.” He opened a drawer and took out a contract form.
‘Everything has been agreed to. I have had my Way in every-
thing. See for yourself.” . -

With unsteady hands I picked up the contract and began to
read. Then quite suddenly my heart gave a lurch and I went
cold.

‘But it says here I’'m to do the shootmg script,’ I stamrm:red

‘Of course,’ Bernstien beamed. “Carol suggested the idea her-
self and when I mentioned it to R.G. he made that the con-
dition of the contract. He said that the picture would be 10
use unless it had your brilliant dialogue. Those were his very
words.’

I sat down limply. Gold knew then. No wonder he was
offering a hundred thousand dollars. He knew that I would not
dare attempt to produce any dialogue.

‘But aren’t you pleased?” Bernstien demanded, starmg at
me with puzzled eyes. ‘Is anything wrong? Don’t you feel
well?’

- Pm all nght, I said dully. “This ~ this has been a bit’ of a
- shock to me.’ |

Bernstien brlghtened at once. ‘Of course. You did not expect

so much, But it’s a grand play and it will make a ﬁne picture.
Have a drink?’ :

I was glad to gulp down the stiff whisky he gave me. All the
~ time he was fussing around mixing the drink, I was trying to
think of a way out. There was no way out. Gold had got me
where he wanted me.

The next couple of hours meant nothmo‘ to me. I drove
around airnlessly, my mind stunned by the tnck Gold had de-
vised, wondering how I was going to explain to Carol that 1
could not go through with it.

I had to make money some way. I just cou]d not go on  with-
out money. Then I remembered Lucky Strike.
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When I first came to Hollywood I had been a keen gambler
-and I used to go out to the gambling ships which were anchored
off the California beaches. There were more than a dozen of
these ships which avoided the regulations by staying outside the
three mile limit and I had been out to the Lucky Strike a
number of times. It was about the best equipped gambling ship
of the lot and I had at one time or another won considerable
sums of money. I would try my luck again,

Whether it was because I had faith in my luck or because I
had something to do Ibrightened upand Idrove to the Writers’
Club and cashed a cheque for a thousand dollars.

I had a few drinks and some sandwiches and spent the rest of
the afternoon looking through the illustrated papers and brood-
ing about Gold.

I had a light supper at the club and it was just after nine
o’clock when I drove down to Santa Monica bay. I turned into
the parking lot on the pier and for several minutes I sat in the
Chrysler looking across the bay.

I could see the Lucky Strike anchored outside the three mile
limit. Tt was a mass of lights and already taxi-boats were going
out to the ship.

It was a good ten minutes’ ride out to the Lucky Strike. The
taxi-boat rolled and pitched a little, but it did not bother me.
There were only five other passengers with me. Four of them
were well dressed, rich looking, middle-aged businessmen and
the other was a girl. She was tall and a red head. Her skin was
creamy and soft looking. Her body in her tight yellow dress was
soft looking too. She was voluptuous and sensual and she had a
high-pitched, slightly hysterical laugh.

I sat opposite her. She had good legs although they thickened
abruptly above her knees. She was with a grey haired man with
a hooked nose. He seemed kind of embarrassed when she
laughed. I looked at her and she looked at me. I could see she
knew what I was thinking because she suddenly stopped laugh-
ing and began pulling her skirt over her knees. It was too short
and tight, so she kept her hands on her knees and did not look at
me any more.

‘The Lucky Strike was about two hundred and fifty feet long.
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‘It looked big from the little taxx—boat and there was trouble

“ with the red head before she got aboard: I guess she was kind of

- self conscious climbing up the wind swept ladder. Anyway she -
made a lot of fuss and the man w1th the hooked nose got mad at
her. -

There was a b1 g crowd on board and I lost sxght of her. Twas’

' sorry She was like a candle burning in'a dark room. A
T mixed with the crowd, but I did not see anyone T knew. I
vanted a drink bddlyso I headed for the bar. It was packed
with people, but I-managed to catch the bartender’s eye. I got .
partofa ‘double whisky Wthh was handed to me over the heads
of the crowd. Tt 'was no good trying to get another, so I went
' mto the rain cabin where the dice tables were. -~ ‘
" T edged through the crowd until I reached the centre table. I
had to use my elbows, but the crowd seemed good tempered
and let me through Green dice rolled across the green cloth, -
struck the rim together and bounced back. One stopped short
showing five white spots. The other tumbled out to the centre
of the table and came to rest with six Spots on top.:
‘A'sigh went up as the winner cleared the table of money.
I watched the play for about five minutes and then the dxce ,
came to me. :
I put.down two twenties and threw snake-eyes. I put down
another twenty and threw. a five. After four throws I made it
and let it ride, Then I threw an eleven and began to coast. .
I made five straight passes, then I lost the dice. I began to
bet on the board.
- T found the red head was standing at my 51de She was wcdf'-
ing her hip against mine. I leaned against her, but T did not lool\ :
at her The dice came around to me again. I put down two
fifties and made it.. 1 made two more passes Then I crapped -
out. .
“You’re losmg alot of wexght, the red head sald
- I'wiped my forehead with a handkerchlef and looked around |
for the man with the hooked nose. He was wedged agamst the
table opposite us. He could not hear what she was saying.

‘Do you like that guy?’ I asked. I was bettmg ten dollars ata
time and I had just won again. ,

182



She crowded me. ‘Would it make any difference?’

I got the dice again and upped the ante. ‘It might,’ I said and
made three straight passcs.

‘I’m bringing you luck,” she said. “It’s my red head.’

My next throw was seven. I waited until they paid me and
then passed the dice.

‘Let’s go somewhere,’ T said, my pochts tight with money.
‘Have you been here before?’ ,

The man with the hooked nose had the dice now. He threw
two sixes. They took his money.

‘I know all the places,’ she said and squcczed herself out of
the crowd. I noticed a lot of men enjoyed that. I did not blame
them.

I took a quick look at the man with the hooked nose, but he
was busy. So I forced myself through the crowd apd joined
her.

She led me along the deck, through the crowds, up an iron
Iadder. I could not see her, but I could smell her perfume I

followed her with my nose.

The crowds suddenly disappeared and we were alone. I felt
the rail against my back and she was pressing against me. .

“The moment I saw you . . .” she said.

‘That’s the way it is,’ I said and took hold of her. She was
-big and soft. My fingers sank into her back. :

‘Just kiss me,” she said and she put her hands under my
coat.

We stayed like that for a minute.

Then she jerked away. ‘Whew! Come up for air,’ she said.

I hated her suddenly more than anyone ever hated anyone.

I took hold of her again, but she shoved me off. She was
terribly strong. I did not think she could be so strong.

‘Don’t rush me,’ she said, giggling. ‘Just take it easy.’

I wanted to slam my fist in her face, but I stood away and
said nothing.

I could see her fiddling with her hair. She turned round and
looked at the moon that was coming up fast.

‘I’d better get back,” she said.

“That’s all right with me.’
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' She made rio move. ‘He'll be Wondermg where I am.
‘I guess he will.’ ~
" It was a pushover. .
She put her hands on her lips. ‘I believe'you brmsed me.’
_ 1did not care a great deal. ‘Not you,’ I said.
) She laughed ‘The moon lool\s all noht now,’ she sa1d turn-
" inig back to me. - ’
‘Were you waiting for the moon?’.
' ‘Hm-hm.’ Her hands reached out and I pulled her agamst
me. -
I don’t neck. wrth every guy I meet,’ she sald as if excusing
herself. ‘
I should worry what you do so long as you do it now, I said,
still hating her, but overwhehned by her.’ .

- She bit my mouth." .

. Someone Jaughed on the deck below. I knew that laugh. No
‘one but Eve could laugh like that. I- shoved the red head
,away

‘What’s the matter?’ Her voxce wasa mumble

I stood listening,”

Eve laughed again. I looked over the rail but the crowd was
too dense. I could not see her.

‘Hey" The red head sounded angry
- “To hell withyou,’ I said.

* She swung' at me, but. I caught her wrist. It felt soft and-
ﬂabby in my grip. She gave a kind of squeal. -

I called her a name and left her. -

Down on'the deck I looked around for Eve. I saw her at Jast
standing by the lighted doorway that led to the roulette room.

By her side was a tall hard-faced man’ ui a well fitting
tuxedo. . :

I knew who he 'was.

As T moved towards them, they went into the roulette room
He had his hand on- her elbow and she was Iookmg happy

-0, .



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

I piD not want Eve to sce me. Anyway, not just yet. I wasnot -
able to stand in the doorway because people kept crowding in.
The room, although large, was pretty tightly packed. From the
door, I could not see the tables, although I could see the shaded
arc lights that illuminated them.

I moved cautiously forward until I reached the first table. I
was wedged then, and looking around, I saw Eve was not there.
I guessed she would be at the {ar table and I tried to make my
way there. The crowd was too thick and I had to wait.

The croupier was singing out, ‘Faites vos jeux Messieurs.’

There was a concerted movement towards the table and I
was carried along with it. _

A moment later the croupier said, ‘Les jeux sont faits.” The
pressure cased and I was able to back away from the table and
drift down the room. Even then it was not easy. I picked up
some black looks as I squeezed through the crowd, using my
elbows and trying to be pleasant about it.

It was a {full ten minutes before I reached the other table.
Eve was standing behind Jack Hurst who had managed to get
a seat,

The croupier was saying, ‘Onge, noir, impair.’

After he had raked in the losing stakes, he pushed a small
pile of chips across to Hurst.

‘Messieurs, faites vos jeux.’

Eve leaned forward and whispered in Hurst’s ear. Her eyes
were bright and she looked almost beautiful. He shook his head
impatiently, but did not look around. He staked on black and
Impair.

While other players were staking, I eyed him with interest.
He was big, broad shouldered and powerful looking. His eyes
were deep set and his nose straight. He had no top lip. His
mouth looked like a hard line drawn with a ruler and pencil.
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HlS tuxedo fitted hnn well and his lmen was ﬁawless I guessed ‘
he would be about forty.

:So this was the guy Eve had fallen for. I d1d not blame her.
Whatever-élse he was, he was a'man. I found it hard to admxt,
but Jack Hurst looked all right. °

D I glanced at Eve. She had her hand possesswely on hls shoul-
der and she never took her eyes off him for one second.
Every move he made she watched excitedly. I hardly recog- -
nized her. She was ammated and I had never seen her look 0
happy. . ‘
All the same, I was sick with jealousy If Hurst had been a
little rat of & than, it would not have been so bad. But he wasn't.

I could not help comparing him with myself. The comparison
wasn’t so'good. He was better looking, more interesting and
more powerful. He looked like a man who would get h1s own
way in everything he did. . '
" The wheel spun and Eve leaned forward Hurst j just sat thh
his eyes on the wheel, cold and disinterested.

The croupier said, “Rien ne va plus.’ 4

The ball gradually slipped down the ledge and ﬁnal[y Iodged
'in one of the compartments of the bowl: :

The croupier paid out. He shoved more chxps at Hurst and -
smiled at hirn. Flurst didn’t catch his eye.

I began a slow move around the table. It was dxﬁ’icult and
Hufst won more chips before I got behind Eve. I had to elbowa
fat old woman out of the way before I got right behind her. I
;ogcclln smell the perfume in her hair. I wanted to touch’ her, but

t

‘She saidina whlsper to Hurst, ‘Double your staLes

‘Shut up,” he said. - '

He put down six chips on the line between 16 and 13. 1
rezched over and putthree one hundred dollar chlps down on the
re o
_Eve turned. We looLed at each other
‘Hello,’ I said. -

Her face became wooden and she tumed away

-All right, you slut, I. thought If that’s the way you want to
play it. _ . o
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The croupier said, ‘Les jeux sont faits,’ and tossed thc ivory
ball into the wheel.

It came up red.

The croupier took Hurst’s chips before he shoved mine over
1o me. '

‘Il leave it there,’ I said, ‘O.K?’

The croupier nodded.

Hurst had lost about fifty dollars. He put more chips on the
table. It came up red again.

‘Leave it there,’ I said.

. Hurst lost his. chips.

He glanced over his shoulder at me and a slight smile came |
into his eyes. I grinned right back at him. I could afford to.

He did elaborate things with his chips this time laymg them
out on the first and third dozen.

The red came up and they took Hurst’s chips again. I
guessed he had lost about two hundred dollars. I had about
eight hundred dollars on the red now. The croupier looked at
me inquiringly. I nodded.

As Hurst was about to stake again, Eve said, ‘It’s no good
tonight. Let’s go.” She looked worried.

‘Shut up,’ Hurst said.

That seemed to be the only thing he could say to her.

Again the red came up and again Hurst lost his chips.

I put two hundred dollar chips on Passe and left the pile of
chips on red.

People crowded close behind me. I had quite a piece of
money on the table now.

Hurst didn’t stake.

The wheel spun. The ivory ball hovered over red 36, then
dropped lazily into black 13.

The croupier raked in all my chips and shook his head at me.
I tried to grin, but it didn’t quite come off.

I'd seen fifteen hundred dollars slide through my fingers and
that hurt. I let it ride.

Hurst began to stake again. This time he won. It looked like
he couldn’t win when I was playing. I waited a couple of rounds
then I staked two hundred on the black.
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‘The red came up
All right, I thought, then I’ll play red. I was crazy not to play
the red. .

-] was four hundred dollars down. - - ‘ :

. As I reached forward to place my stake, I touched Eve s hip.
It was like touching a live wire. She moved quickly away.and
that told me she knew who was touching her. I didn’t care. It
was enough just to stand by her and watch the man she Joved
losing his money. 4

1 put down five hundred dollars on the red.

Hurst staked too.- ,

" Thered came up and Hurst lost . ‘

" It went on like that for fifteen minutes. I did not stake cvery .
time. Twice I was going to taLe the. p11e of chips off the table,
but something stopped me.

* The red came up eleven times. T could hear all the people

letting their breath out.

. “Leave it on the red I sa1d T here were ﬁfty two hundred
: dollar chips there.

- The croupier said, ‘No bet.’ He dldn’t start the wheel,

Then, right off, an argument started. A little man with a scar
across his face started shoutmg that they had to take the betand
spin the wheel.

The croupier just sat there and shook hlS head

. Hurst said suddenly, ‘Spm that goddam wheel.’ There was a
crack like a whxp in his voice. . -

"The ‘croupier whispercd something to a tall, thxn btrd Who
had pushed his way up to the table. :

_ Hurst said, “Tell him to spin the wheel, Tony.” .

" The tall thin bird looked at my pile of chips and his hps
pursed He looked at Hurst and then at me. Then he said to the
croupier, “Well, what the hell are you waiting for?’ .

The croupier hfted his shoulders. "Mess:eurs, ‘faites wvos
]eux

Everyone crowded forward It was an exciting moment. I‘ ,
‘put my hand down and found Eve’s, She did not look at me, but

she let me hold it, I got more of a bang out of that than I did
watching the wheel spin. "+ ¢



The ball seemed to be taking a long time to make up its
mind. It dropped into the red and seemed about to scttle, then
at the last moment, almost as if an unseen hand had givenita
flip, it rolled into the black.

There was a long drawn-out sigh from the crowd.

“Why didn’t you stop, you weak fool?’ Eve said, snatching
~ her hand away.

Hurst looked over his shoulder, stared at her and then at me.
Everyone was looking at me. I just stood there, feeling weak at
the knees. By just one throw too many I had gypped myself out
of ten thousand dollars. ~ -

‘Okay?’ The thin bird asked, sneering at me. : '

I pulled myself together. “Yeah,’ I said and without looking
at Eve, I forced my way across the crowded room to the bar.

There was scarcely anyone in the long low room. The crowd
had begun to gamble and they would not start drinking again
. until later on in the evening. It was still early. The clock above

~ the bar said ten five. ’

T ordered a double Scotch and when I had drunk it I told the
bartender to leave the bottle. It was going to be a hell of an
cevening after all.

I stayed there for half an hour and I drank steadily. Then I
saw Eve come in. She was alone. I was pretty high by now
and as I was about to leave the bar and go over to her she
went into the Ladies’ Room. A few minutes later she came
out with the red head. They passed close to me without seeing
me.

The red head was saying, “He’s terrific, isn’t he? He looks
- like a sailor and I adore his thin lips.’

* Eve giggled. “He doesn’t go for red heads,’ she said, her face
animated.

‘T'd dye for him,’ the red head said and her high-pitched
laugh grated on my nerves.

I watched them cross the room and go back into the roulette
room. I pulled out a handful of change and shoved it at the
bartender and went after them. I could not see Eve nor Hurst,
The red head wasn’t there either. I went into the dice room and
the card room. There was no sign of them. I went up on deck.
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The wind was st111 cold, but there were a number of couples v
- there.’
1 walked around but I could not see them, so I went up ¢
the top deck. :

“The red head was there.

. “Hello, she said. o

" T joined her at the rail. ‘Haven’t you found your fnend?’

" “He’s gone. I came up here to see the moon again.’

T looked at her. Perhaps she was not so bad after all. T e
membered how my fingers had sunk into her back.

I moved closer. ‘How are you gettmg back?’

“By boat ... do you think I'd swim?* She laughed. and
laughed too. I was plastered so anything could be funny righ
now; even losing ten thousand dollars.

1 manoeuvered her against the ralls She did not seem t
. mind.

‘I’m sorry I tried to hit you,’ she saxd

‘Iliked it, I said and pulled her towards me. o

She came willingly enough. This time I hurt her mouth, " -
‘s that all you can do?” she asked, pushing me away.

‘I can drive a car and play the gramophone. My educanor
has been intensive.’ :

“You mean extensive don’t you?’ ‘
‘What the hell does it matter? Who was the dark gxrl you
were talking to?’

Eve Marlow? Oh, she’s a tart.” o -
‘Sowhat? ... soareyou.’ ‘ o T
She giggled. ‘Only to my friends.” -

‘How did you come to know her?’
‘How did I come to Lnow \vho>’
‘Eve Marlow.”
‘How do you Lnow T know heﬁ’
“You just said so.’
‘Did I?
s ‘rI;l?OL let’s not go on hke this, Let s go somewhere for a
rink.’
All right. Where>’

‘I've gota car. Let’s get oﬁ this lousy boat.’



‘I'm not free.’

‘But you said your gentleman friend had lcft you

She giggled. ‘I mean you’d have to pay me.’

I grinned at her. ‘Course I'll pay you.’ I pulled out my roll of
money and counted it. I had fifteen hundred dollars. Well, I
had won five hundred dollars so it wasn’t so bad. I gave her two
twentics.

‘Oh, I want more than that.’

- “You shut up. That’s just a retainer. I’ll pay you more later
on.’

She put her arms around me, but I shoved her off.

‘Come on,’ I said impatiently. ‘Let’s go.’

- When we got back to the pier, we walked to the parking
lot.

‘Some car,’ she said with open admiration when she saw the
Chrysler.

I slid under the steering wheel and let her find her own way
in. We sat side by side and looked at the moon. It was a nice
moon and I was drunk, so right at that moment I felt pretty
good.

Is your wife having you watched?’ the red head asked sud-
denly.

I turned my head to stare at her. “What the hell are you
talking about? Who said I had a wife anyway?’

She giggled. ‘A dick’s been tailing you all evening,’ she said.
‘Haven’t you spotted him? I thought maybe your wife was
wanting a divorce.’

“What guy?’ I asked sharply.

‘He’s over there waiting for us to go.’

‘How do you know he’s been watching me?’

‘He’s never let you out of his sight since you were on the boat
and now he’s waiting for you to go so he can follow you in that
heap,’ she said. ‘I can smell a dick a mile off.’

I remembered what Gold had said at our last meeting. I
shall certainly think of you both. In fact, I’'m not going to forget
cither of you, If Carol is unhappy because of you, you will be
sorry. I promise you that, Mr. Thurston.” So the heel was
having me tailed.
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TPIfix hlm, I said, cold W1th fury ‘]ust you stick aroun
and watch me.)
‘Atta boy!’ the red head said, clappmg her hands. G1ve th
little louse a sock from me.’
1-crossed the parking lot and went over to him. As soon as ha
saw me, he stralghtened and took his hands out of hx
pockets. .
I stood before him and peered down at him. It was dark, bu
~pot all that dark. He was a fat faced mild little man wul
~ rimless spectacles on his small fat nose.
" ‘Good evening,’ I said.
‘Good evening, sir,’ he returned, edging away.
‘Has Mr. Gold hired you to watch me?’
He started to bluster, but I cut him short.
*Save it,’ I said. “Mr. Gold told me about you.
. He looked sulky. ‘Well if Mr. Gold told you; why asl
me?’
I smiled at him. ‘I don t hke being Watched I sald ‘Y01
better take your glasses off.” -
He began to get alarmed and looked wxldly round the park-
mg lot. But it was still early and there was 1o one but ourselve:
_ insight. I reached forward and flicked off his spectacles, then
. trod on them. They crunched on the concrete.

‘I can’t see without my glasses,’ he almost wailed.

“That’s too bad,” I said, taking him by his collar. T slammec
my fist in his face. I was getting good at hitting people in the
mouth. Like Imgram, -this little stool pigeon had trouble witt
his bridgework. It got caught up in the roof of his mouth and he
tried to hook out the broken pieces of brxdgework but I woulc
~ not let him. I took his small hands in one of mine and I rammec

-him against the wall. His hat fell off and I shifted my hands tc
his ears and banged his head hard against the wall, usmg hi
ears as handles.

His'knees sagged, but I held h1m up.

‘Maybe you won’t be so anxious next time to watch me, k
sax;il shaking him. “If 1 see you agam, T'll smear you on
wall.’

I gave hima quick shove and he Iosthls balance and sprawled



on the oily concrete. He picked himself up and began 1o run
blindly down the strect. ‘

I lurched back for the Chrysler. .

The red head was hanging out of the window.

“That was terrific, she said, as I ¢lid under the stecring
wheel. ‘You’re a great, big, beautiful savage.’

“You talk too much,’ I returned and drove out of the parking
fot and headed towards Hollywood. ‘

Although I was pretty high, I wasn’t reckless cnough 1o take
any chance of being seen with this tramp. You didn’t have 10
look at her twice to know what she was, but she knew Eveand I
was hoping she would tell me what I had always been wanting
to know about her.

We stopped at several bars on our way to Hollywood and I
tried to get her to talk, but she hedged. 1 was carcful not t©
press her because 1 didn’t want her to know how anxious I was
10 talk about Eve. The red head preferred to talk about herself
and that was a subject in which I had not the slightest interest.
1 let her chatter away, scarcely listening to what she had to say,
but I kept buying her drinks hoping that if she drank cnough
liguor she might be persuaded to talk about Eve. ) ‘

Every bar we went into was crowded and T kept losing her
and then finding her and that did not help in getting her 10 tell
me what I wanted to know. i

P’ sick of this,’ 1 said, leaning against the bar and holding
her arm just above her clbow. “We've got 1o £0 some place
quict. All this noise and talking confuses 1’nc.’ . ‘

“Well, if we go some place quict 1S going to €OSt § SU
money,’ she rcturned, resting her small turncd-up nOsC on the
rim of her glass. ‘It’s going to cost youd st,ack of deugh. o

‘Don’t let’s kecp talking about montys 1 said. 'I"o hcaf’so
talk you’d think that’s all there is in the world to talk {ib%u“ S

She leaned heavily against me. ¢eg'matter of fact, ¢ c};‘"»
¢hat’s all T am interested in only I wouldn't et gveryonce Know.

s not lady-like, s it?’ .
" Ilrigardéd fror. She was getting tight all right. If'_shc T‘i ;'1
few more drinks she wwouldn’t know what sh‘c W:‘:S talkmg ?nifi ! .
I bought two morc double whiskics and while we were O g
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 them T had a bright idea. I’d take her out to Three Point. It was
a bright idea because it killed two birds with one stone. I would
get her to talk about Eve and she would keep me company. I
was not going to stay at Three Point all night by. myself. Why
should I? Why should, Carol and Russell suddenly leave me flat
without caring whether I'd be lonely or not? I decided it was
‘the brightest idea I had thought up for a long time and T got
. quite excrted about it. I would take this big, soft-bodied red
- head on the terrace and we’d watch the moon lighting the hills:
and Bear Lake and we’d talk all night about Eve. That seemed
1o me to be a pretty good way ‘of passing the trme until Carol
returned. _
I explained my idea to the red head o
She leaned more heavily against me. ‘Suits me,’ she sard ‘but
il cost you a stack of dough and I'd like some of it now.’

. I gave her two twenty dollar bills to keep her quiet and

steered her through the crowd into the moonlit street.

~ “You'll have to do better than this,’ she said as she almost fell
into the Chrysler. ‘You can’t make a girl txght and drag her off
some place to look at the moon without-it costing you a stack
of dough.’

1 told her not to worry and she said that she never. Womed

" but it would be a. good idea if I began to:worry because al-
though she was alone in the world and tried to act like a lady
she had a lot of expenses and she just had to have.a lot of
money. After she had said all that she went to sleep and she did
not wake up until I stopped the Chrysler on the slopmg ramp of-
the garage at Three Point.

She yawned and followed me alono the short path that led to

.the cabin. -

She clung on to my arm and stumbled as she wall\ed but
after a moment or so, the ‘mountain air steadied her up and she
began to look around.

- “‘Gee,’ she exclaimed. Tsn’ t this elegant B

‘Well, here we are, I said. ‘Come out’ on- the terrace and look

.at the moon.

But she was Wandermo around the lounge starmo at every-

. thmg, a httle mcredulous and a little bewﬂdered
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“This must have cost a stack of dough,’ she mut.teredAto her-
sclf. ‘I’ve never secn anything to beat this, It’s terr1f§c.’ .

She was overwhelmed and so envious that I d;:aded to give

her a little time to get used to the room before we settl.ed d9xvn

to talk. So I let her wander around while I fixed drinks in a

large cocktail shaker. . . ‘
Tven after T had fixed the drinks, she was still pawing my

books, my pictures, my furniture and my ornaments.

“What arc you staring at?’ she demanded, turning sud-

_ denly. -
“You,’ I said.
She came over and flopped down on the settee by my side. -

She put her soft arms round my neck and tried to bite my ear. I

pushed her off.

She blinked at me. ‘What’s the matter?’

‘Come out on the terrace,” I said, suddenly disgusted with
her. T wanted her to tell me about Eve and then to go.

‘I'm all right here,’ she said, lying back, her red hair making
a startling splash of colour against the white suede cushion.

‘Have a drink.’ T gave ber half the contents of the cocktail
shaker in a tumbler.

She spilt some of it on the carpet before she gulped it down.
"Then she hit herself on her chest with her clenched fist and let
out a Jong gasping breath. “‘Whew!’ she exclaimed, ‘that went
right down to my feet.’

‘That’s where it was meant to go,’ I said and got up to refill
the shaker,

“You know you’re the first guy who’s ever taken me to his

-home,’ she said, stretching out full length on the settee. ‘I can’t

understand it.’

‘Don’t try to,’ I said. “There are some things that pass all
understanding.’

She giggled. ‘I bet your wife would be wild.?

‘Shut up, you little slut,’ I said.

‘If 1 were your wife and T found out
back to my room I’d be wild,” she said.
to pull on a girl.’

‘All right,’ I said, coming back to her and shoving her legs
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away so I could sit down, ‘it’s a filthy trick, but ’'m lonely My
wife left me alone. That’s a filthy trick toeo, isn’t it?’

She brooded for a moment. “You're right. A wife, should
never leave her man alone, I’d never leave my man alone if I
~ kept one long enough to call him my man,’ and she giggled.

" ‘I bet Eve Marlow never feaves her husband alone,” I sznd
casually.
" The red head giggled. ‘She gave him the bird years ago.’
‘Oh no, she didn’t. She was with him tonight.’
“Who? Don’t talL wet. That’s not her husband.’
. ‘Ohyesheis’

-“That’s all you know about it.’

‘Now don’t let’s argue. I know Eve better than you do. T tell
you that was her husband.’

“That shows you don’t know her better than I do,’ the red
Head said. ‘Pve know her for years. Her husband’s Charlie
Gibbs. She left him flat seven years ago.- The poor little bas-
tard. The only thing he ever did wrong was never to have any
money. She still sees him from time to time when she wants to
practise cursing. Can’t she curse too.” The red head threw back
her head and laughed until she had to mop her eyes which she
did on her sleeve. ‘I've heard her curse poor little Charlie. It’s
made my ears bum Instead of smacking her one on‘her kisser,
he just cringes.’ ‘

Now I was getting somewhere. “Tell me about her

“There’s nothing to tell. She’s a tart. You wouldn’t want to
know about a tart would you?’

“Yes I would. I want to know all about her.’

“Well, I'm not going to tell you,”’

‘Oh yes you are, because I’ll give you a hundred dollars if
you do and you’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

Her face lit up. ‘Ill cost you more than that she said w1th-
out much conviction.

‘No, it won’t.” T took a hundred dollar bill from my pocket
and flicked her nose with it. “Tell me.’

‘She grabbed at the note, but 1 was too quxck for her.
When you've told me and not before Tl Leep it so you can
seeitand I promxsc you you’ll have i it
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She lay back and looked at the bill w 1th such intensive greed
hat she sickened me.

“What do you want to know?’

‘Lverything,’

She told me and all the time she was speaking her eyes never
cft the hundred dollar bill I was holding.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN -

THERE is no point in telling you Eve’s story as I learned it
from the red headed girl as she lay on the settee, maudlin with
drink and anxious to earn the money I dangled before her. At
first, in order to please, she mixed fact with fiction and T had to
ask her many questions and go over the same ground many-
times before I finally learned enough of the details which,
added to what I knew already, enabled me to form what I
“believe to be an accurate account of Eve’s life. -

It was only after the red head had fallen asleep — the hundred
dollar bill tucked safely in the top of her stockmg and I had
gone on to the terrace and had turned over in my mind what she
had told me that the story finally took shape Tt was like solving
a difficult jig-saw puzzle and some of the pieces only appeared
after I had thought back and remembered certain things that
Eve had said, certain things she had hinted at and certain things

that she had denied.

T had known, of course, that the key to Eve’s extraordmary
behaviour to me was her strong inferiority complex. I had
. guessed all along that this was the psychological pivot upon.
which her behaviour turned, but up to now, I did not realize
-why she should suffer from such a strong inferiority complex.
When T learned that she had been illegitimate and, as a child,
had had that fact continually brought home to her, I began to

understand things that had previously puzzled me.

The stigma of illegitimacy can be most harmful to a chxld’ |
psychologxcal make-up if the parents'show in any way that the
child is unwanted. No more crushing blow can be given to a
child’s sensibilities if it is allowed to think that its birth is
« different from that of other children. Its compamons - little
,savages that children are — aré quick to seize upon any hint of

‘illegitimacy and the child can, suﬁer much mlsery by thexr
brutal persecution, ‘ ‘



Her parents — she was her father’s daughter by another
woman ~ had no patience with her. Her foster mother hated her
since she was a living sign of her father’s infidelity, and when
she was young, she whipped her, and locked her in her room in
the dark for long hours when she became too big to flog.

When Eve was twelve years of age, she was sent to a convent
school where the Mother Superior believed that the rod cxor-
cized cvil spirits and Eve was mercilessly thrashed practically
cvery day in theendeavour to break her rebellious spirit. But the
Mother Superior was not only a sadist, she was also a bad
psychologist. This treatment only brutalized Eve’s mentality
where a kind word might easily have saved her.

When she was sixteen, she ran away from the convent and
obtained employment as a waitress in an eating house in one of
the Eastside streets in New York.

There is a blank in her story for the next four years but we
pick up the threads again in a shady hotel in Brooklyn where
she now worked as a receptionist. The past four years had been
hard on Eve. She was utterly sick of being a drudge and when
Charlie Gibbs came along, she married him.

Charlie Gibbs, an inoffensive, unambitious truck-driver, had -
no idea what he was marrying. Eve’s temper and hard little soul
crushed him as effectively as if he had been fed through a
wringer. She soon tired of keeping house for him and after a
series of nightmare scenes which haunted Charlic for years
after, she packed her bag and returned to the Brooklyn hotel.

It was not long before she became the mistress of a well-to-
do business man who gave her a small apartment and visited
her whenever he happened to be in the locality. He soon began
to regret his choice. Eve was too much of a rebel to be at the
beck and call of an elderly man who believed, quite wrongly,
that he was still physically attractive. Her temper became un-
governable and the least little thing he did that annoyed her
caused her to smash everything within reach. Finally the
business man grew tired of her unreliable moods and giving her
a generous sum of money, he got rid of her.

Having no background, no anchor, no idca of ethics, she nat-
urally drifted to the bad. Prostitution was an antidote for her
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1inferiority complex. So long as men'came to her, she must have
felt that she could not be as dull and stupid as she imagined she -
was. She still made a pretence to find work, but as time went
on, she became more and more dependent on men for a living,
until, finally, she took the little house in Laurel Canyon Driv
and set up in business as a full time professional. . :

- So much for the history of Eve which has no special point of
interest with the exception of her inferiority complex. It is a
story that any woman of the streets might tell you, only Eve
makes it interesting because of her psychological reaction-to-
life, - : '

It is obvious that, in spite of the brutalizing effects of the
beatings, convent life had instilled in Eve a streak of respect- -
ability which had never been entirely eradicated. She lived ~
and for all ¥ know still lives - in two worlds: the sordid exist-
ence of her profession, and the make-believe existence that her
'secret urge to be respectable makes her wish were true. :

+ Jack Hurst, whom she claimed to be her husband, was not a
mining engineer. He was a professional gambler who lived by
his wits and his skill at cards. Eve and he had met at a party
and had been immediately attracted to each other. This had -
happened a year or so after she had set up in Laurel' Canyon
Drive. Hurst was married to a woman who had grown tired of
his reckless gambling and his sadistic, domineering ways. She
~had left him a few months before he met Eve, He was not the
type of man to bother with the complicated intricacies of div-
orce and even if he had taken the trouble to get rid of his wife
legally, I do not believe that he would have married Eve. A
man has to be very sure of himself to marry a prostitute and
although he found her intriguing and- associated with her for
su';h a long time, he did not appear anxions to make her his
wife, ; :

Even now I do not quite understand why Hurst remained
Eve’s lover for so long, He was, of course, a sadist. T knew he
was that when Eve had told me of his behaviout when she had
twisted her ankle. To have left her sitting on the curb and to
have driven her from her bed the next morning when she could
scarcely walk to get him coffee was obviously an act of a sadist.”
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There were other times, so the red head told me, when he
treated Eve abominably, but the worse he treated her the more
she secmed to admire him. There was nothing he could do that
would turn her against him. She was his slave. It scems scarcely
~ credible that Eve, in spite of her own ruthlessness and strength
of character, should be a masochist beneath her wooden exter-
jor. It is doubtful, however, whether any other man but Hurst
could have roused in her this twisted heritage of a brutalized
childhood. That he had done so explains why he continued the
association. _

Apart from Hurst, no other man stood a chance with Eve.
She was simply an empty shell, devoid of any feeling, except
for those twisted emotions inspired by Hurst. For ten years she
had lived on men. She knew all their tricks, all their sub-
terfuges and all their weaknesses. This existence killed her
feminine instincts as surely as arsenic will kill weeds. It killed
her instinct for love. I do not believe she even loved Hurst. She
was drawn to him because he was the only man she had ever
met who mastered her and I believe there were times when she
actually hated him. The astonishing thing was that she did not
show in her face the brutalizing life that she led, but there can
be no doubt that it scarred her mind. She had nothing to look
forward to, nothing to look back upon. Little wonder then that
she tricd to build around herself a world of illusion. She liked
to believe that she was married to a professional man. She liked
to belicve that she did not live in two rooms but had a house in
Los Angeles. She liked to believe that every Monday she went
to the bank and put half her earnings away for the time when
Hurst and she would buy their road-house. Although these
fancies never materialized they made her existence possible and
soothed the running sore of her inferiority complex.

I had no way of finding out whether she paraded these
fancies before her other clients. No doubt she did. I now re-
alized that the week-end we had spent together had been a
week-end of lies. She had lied cleverly and I had not suspected
for a moment that she was telling me anything but the truth.
Perhaps the most artistic of her lies had been when she listed
the number of luxury restaurants which she could not be seen in
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h me in case her ‘husband’s’ friends might tell him that she -
s poing around with strange men. - - B L
lAf I sg‘t on the terrace, a bottle of Scotch at my clbow, and
- moon like a dead man’s face, shedding its silver light on the
Is, I tried to reconstruct Eve’s character now that T knew so
uch more about her. - ‘ N : L

So well had she created her make-believe back.ground that
en now 1 wondered whether the red headed g}rl had been
lling me the truth, Eve bad been so emphatic that Jack

rugst did not know.of the existence of the house in Laurel
anyon Drive and that he did not know how she had earned her.
ving. I remembered her saying, ‘He'd kill me if be }meW: Butl
uppose he will find out one day. I always say my Sins will find
ne out and they will too. Then I'll have to run to you for
yrotection.” - : o :
" Was she lying when she had said that? It would be casy 10
rap her now. I had only to telephone the house in Laurel Can-~
yon Drive to find out if she were still there. o :
. T poured myself out another whisky, drank it and then looked
at my wrist watch. It was twelve fifteen. , .
1 stood up. My legs were a little unsteady, but my brain was
lear. T went along the terrace to my study and opening the
french windows I entered and turncd on the light. T had for-
.gotten. the red head in the sitting room so absorbed had 1
become in stripping aside the curtain of secrecy that Eve had
erected. I sat at the desk and dialled her number. The bell rang
 for a long time and as I was about to hang up, thinking that
after all I had guessed wrong and that the house was empty,
there was a sudden click and Eve said, ‘Hello?’ -
So it was true. I need not have spoken but I could not resist
letting her know that I had found her out.
‘Did I wake you?’ I asked. S

* <Oh, Clive, can’t you leave me alone for five minutes?” Her
voice was thick and blurred. ;

- “You're tight,’ I said. A .
~ " She giggled. ‘Beautifully tight, T've drunk everything in the
world tonight.” - ‘ L
* “Ilike the look of your husband.
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So well had she created her make-beheve background that
even now I wondered whether the red headed girl had been
telling me the truth. Eve had been so emphatic that Jack
Hurst did not know of the existence of the house in Laurel
Canyon Drive and that he did not know how she had earded her
living. I remembered her saying, ‘He'd kill me if he knew. But1
suppose he will find out one day. I always say my sins will find
me out and they will too. Then Tl have to run to you for
protection.’

Was she lying when she had said that? It would be easy to
trap her now. I had only to telephone the house in Laurel Can-
yon Drive to find out if she were still there.

I poured myself out another whisky, drank it and then looked
at my wrist watch. It was twelve fifteen.

I stood up. My legs were a little unsteady, but my bram was
clear. I went along the terrace to my study and opening the
french windows I entered and turned on the light. T had for-
gotten the red head in the sitting room so absorbed had I
become in stripping aside the curtain of secrecy that Eve had’
erected. I sat at the desk and dialled her number. The bell rang
for a long time and as I was sbout to hang up, thinking that
after all I had guessed wrong and that the house was empty;
there was a sudden click and Eve said, ‘Hello? .

.So it was true. I need not have spoken but I could not resist |
etting her know that I had found her out. '

“Did I wake you>’ I asked. ,

‘Oh, Clive, can’t you leave me alone for five mmutcs?’ Her

‘oice was thick and blurred. - ‘

“You’re tight,’ I said. .

She giggled. ‘Beautifully tight, Pve drunk everythmv in the

orld tonight.’

‘I like the look of your husband.’



‘Everyone likes him. But go away, Clive. I can’t talk nm\f.’

‘Is he with you?’

‘Hm-hm . . . he’s here all right.” .

‘I thought he didn’t know you had that place,i I said. .

There was a pause and I could not help smiling to myse};. I
would have liked to have seen her face. She must have realize
that she had talked too much.’ L

‘I was tight ... I brought him here without thinking,’ she
said, at last, almost as if she were trying to convince herself.
“He’s furious . . . I guess it’s all over with us now.’ .

I nearly laughed. ‘You can’t mean that, Eve,’ I said,
trying to assume an anxious note in my voice. ‘Whatever
will you do?’

" ‘I don’t know.” She tried to sound worried, but she did not
succeed. ‘Please hang up, Clive. I've got an awful head and
things are all going wrong.’

‘Is he staying long?’

‘No...no...notafter this. He’ll go tomorrow.’

‘So he knows everything now?’ I asked, determined to give
her no respite.

‘I can’t talk now.” Her voice had sharpened and I could im-
agine those two furrows above her nose knitted in a frown. ‘I
must go. . . he is calling,’ and she hung up.

‘I’ve been looking all over for you,’ the red head said from
the door.

I got to my feet. ‘I’ll drive you back,’ I said, determined to
get rid of her at once. ‘Come on, let’s go.’

She stared. ‘Are you crazy?’ she asked. ‘I’'m going to bed. To
hell with going all that way back. I’m tired. You told me you
wanted me to stay the night and 'm damn well going to
stay.’

Now that she had told me what I wanted to know about Eve
I could not wait to see the last of her. To have brought such a
woman into my home had been the craziest thing 1 had yet
done.

‘Oh no, you're not,’ I said sharply. ‘I shouldn’t have broucht
you here in the first place. I'll get you home in an hour. Let’s
go.



She sat down heavdy in an armchzur and Lxckcd off her
shoes, ‘I’'m not going,’ she said obstinately. - ‘

I stood over her; cold with anger and alam_l “Don’t be a slut g
I said, °I shouldn’t have brought you here.”

She smiled. “You should have thought of that’ befoxje, shev
said and yawned. She had a lot of gold work in her mouth. “And
don’t look like that, I can take care of miyself and I'm not scared
of you.’

%7 suddenly wanted to get my hands round ber soft fat throat,
but I turned away.

‘What’s the matter with you?’ she went on, watchmg me
suspiciously. ‘Don’t you want a good time? Why have you got
sore all of a sudden?’

I faced her. ‘T’ve changed my mind,’ I said, speaking slowly :
and deliberately. ‘I’ll give you one more chance. Are you going
quietly or do you want me to use force?’

We eyed each other for a long moment and then she
shrugged. :

‘All right,’ she said and called me a bad name. ‘Gwe me a
drink and I'll go.’ ~ -

I went onto the terrace for a bottle of Scotch. ‘ :

John Coulson was sitting on the wooden seat at the bottom
of the garden. As I Watched him, he turned and the moonhght _
lit his face. He was laughing at me. .

I filled a glass with whisky and drank it standing. - - -

‘You haven’t anything to laugh at,’ I said. “You may think -
you have, but you haven’t. The laugh’s on you, but you re such
a poor dumb cluck you don’t even know it.’ o

T went back to the study, but the red head wasn’t there .

Y stood staring round the empty room for several minutes,
Whisky fumes clouded my brain and I began to wonder.
whether I had imagined that the red head had been in this
room. I began to wonder, after T had taken another drink,
whether she had ever been in this cabin and after a few
moments I had an ostinate idea at the back of my mind that T
had never met her at all. ,

As I crossed the room to the settee I l'urched against a table
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and sent it over with a crash. A cutglass ash tray and a big vase
of carnations smashed on the carpet.

“Where are you?’ I shouted. ‘I know you are hiding some-
where.

I stumbled into the lobby and called again, ‘Come out, wher-
ever you are. Come-on-out!’

I waited, but the cabin was silent. Then I knew where she
was. It was only because I was drunk that I hadn’t thought of it
before. She was in Carol’s and my bedroom. I felt a great surge
of hot blood rise to my head and I walked down the passage to
my bedroom and turned the door knob. The door was locked.

‘Come out,’ I shouted, hammering on the panels. ‘Do you
hear? Come out?’ :

‘Go away,” she called. ‘I want to go to sleep.’

‘Il kill you if you don’t come out,” I said, a vicious, desper-
ate note in my voice.

‘I'm going to sleep,” the red head shouted back. ‘I’'m not
coming out for you or any other tight fisted punk.’

I went on hammering on the door for several minutes until
my hands throbbed and burned.

Then I had an idea. ‘T’ll give you five hundred dollars if
you’ll go home,’ I said, with my head against the panel of the
door.

‘Honest?’ I heard her scramble out of bed.

‘Honest.’

‘Push it under the door and I’ll believe you.’

‘Here you are,’ I said and I began to force the notes under the
narrow space between the carpet and the door.

She could not wait to get it that way and she jerked open the
door.

‘I stepped back, staring at her in horror. She had wedged her
big soft body into a pair of Carol’s pyjamas and over her heavy

shoulders was Carol’s short ermine coat.

I let the rest of the money slip out of my fingers and I stood
there unable to move or unable to say anything. She bent down
and began to gather up the money. As she did so her knees burst
through the thin silk of the pyjamas,
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She giggled. “Your wife must be a skinny bitch,’ she saxd not
pausing as she grabbed at the money.

Then something made me look round. -

Carol was standing in the lobby, Watchmg us. Her eyes
looked like two big holes cut in a sheet. She drew in a sharp,
shuddering breath and the red head looked up. She stared at
Carol and then at me.

“What the hell do you want?’ she snapped standing up and
trying to cover her heavy breasts with the ermine coat. ‘Me and'
my boy friend are engaged.’

I shall never forget the look on Carol’s face. I took a step '
towards her, but turning swiftly, she ran down the short passage
and the front door slammed. :

I went after her. ‘ :

As I jerked open the door, I heard her car start up and I was
iinn time to see the red tail light flashing down the long winding

ve.

I blundered out into the moonlight and began runmng after.
the car.

‘Come back, Carol,” I shouted after her. ‘Come back .
don’t leave me, Carol,” I shouted after her . . . come back!’

The red tail light disappeared round the corner Where the
drive entered the road.

I raced on to the gate and stood panting in the middle of the
road that led to San Bernardino. The road ran straight for a
mile and then turned sharply with the curve of the mountain.

I could see the red tail light moving like a ruby fired from a
gun. Carol was driving very fast . .. too fast. I knew the road
better than she did and I suddenly began to run again, shouting
after her.

‘You’re going too fast,” I yelled. ‘Look out, Carol, my dar-
ling. You’re going too fast. You won’t make the tumn . . . slow
down! Carol!! You won’t make the—’

Even from that distance I heard the tires squeal on the road
as the mountain curve suddenly sprang at her from out of the
darkness. I saw her headlights swing out to the left and I could
IécaCir stones rattling inside the mudguards as the tires skid-

e
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"I stopped running and fell on my knees. Tha noise of the
tyres rose to a high pitched scream and then the car suddenly
leaped off the road and went straight through the white palings.
I heard a crunching, ripping noise and I watched the car hang
for a second in mid-air, then it went down through the darkaess
into the valley.



CHAPTER TWENTY
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opened it and stood in the passage. I listened, but I could hear
nothing,.

1 was surc now that the house was empty, but I was still
cautious. I edged my way to her bedroom. The door was open
and I stood outside, holding my breath and listening. I stood
like that for a long time until I was sure there was no one in the
room. Then I went in and turned on the light.

By her bed was a large photograph. It was turned face down
on the little table. I picked it up. Jack Hurst looked at me. It
was a good portrait and I studied it for some minutes, then in a
sudden spasm of rage, I nearly smashed it against the wall, T
stopped myself in time. That would be the first thing she would
miss when she entered the room. I put the photograph back as I
had found it and as I did so I wondered whether Hurst would
care when he heard that Eve was dead. I wondered too with a
sense of malice whether the police would suspect that it might
have been Hurst who had killed her.

The clock on the mantelpiece ticked softly. It was twenty
minutes past twelve. Any moment now, I could expect her to
return. In this quiet little room, I had no feeling of time and I
sat down on the bed and picked up her dressing gown. I buried
my face in it, smelling her scent and the faint odour of her
body. '

I remembered the first time I had seen her in it. She had
been squatting before the fire at Three Point. That picture
conjured up a flood of bitter memories. So much had happencd
since then.

It did not scem that five nights ago I had watched Carol die.
It had taken me more than two hours to scramble down the
mountain side to reach her. I knew when I looked at the
smashed car that she would not be alive. It had been very
quick; her lovely little body had been jammed between a great
Loulder and the side of the car. I could not move her and I sat
by her side with her head in my arms, fecling her grow cold
until they came and took me away.

Nothing scemed to matter after that. Even Gold did not
matter. He took his revenge, but I was past caring. It did not
matter that he stripped me of everything. He knew, as I sus-
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pected, that Rain Check wasn’t my play. Somehow he found.
out about Coulson and reported what I had done to the Writers® -
Guild. They sent a stiff necked little man to see'me. He said
they would not prosecute if I repaid all my royalties. I scarcely .
listened to him and when he gave me a paper authorizing my
bank to pay 75,000 dollars to Coulson’s agent to dispose of as
he thought fit, I signed it. -

I had not the money of course, so they took everythmg 1 had.
My Chrysler, books, furniture, clothes — everything I had, and
even then they wanted more, but there was nothing more to
give them. :

I did not even care when they took Carol’s clothes I dld not
need to have anything of hers to remember her by. She was in
my mind as I had last seen her jammed between the ‘boulder -
and the car with a scarlet thread of blood from her lips to her
chin. That memory of her will always be with me. ' -

I think I could have borne her loss if I had been able to tell
her before she died that the red head had meant nothing to me.
But I reached her too late and she died thinking that big soft
bodied stut of a woman had taken her place while she was away. -
That knowledge unhinged my mind. If I could have told her
that she was the only person who had ever given me any real
happiness and if she had believed me, I might not-now be in
this sordid little house waiting to commit murder.

Everything had happened because of Eve. I had nothing to
live for, why then should she? During the past five days I had
thought a great deal about her and I had decided that it Would
be very satisfying and final to kill her.

I went to the door, turned off the light and fumbled my way
upstairs. As I reached the head of the stairs, the telephone
began to ring.

I was a little unnerved now and I walked unsteadily across
the landing. I went into the front room, next to the bathroom,
My feet scraped on the bare boards and the moon breaking
through the clouds suddenly sent a shaft of light through the
uncurtained window. The room was unfurnished. From the

window I could see the street, the garden and the httle path
that Ied to the house. , :



I leaned against the ,windov,s} and stared down into the street.
John Coulson was still there, He had moved closer to the house

and was looking up at me..

-I watched him for a few minutes, then I turned away from -

. the window. I wanted a drink. I wanted to smoke too, but I was
afraid Eve would smell the burning tobacco as she came in. She
must have no warning that I was in the house, waiting to kil
her. : : .
The minutes dragged slowly by and I grew impatient. I won-
dered where she was. Would she bring a man back with her? I
had not thought of that. It was more than likely that she would
do so and it would, of course, ruin all my plans. ,
Suddenly, without warning, something soft and yielding

moved against my leg. My nerves bunched together like a -

coiled spring and my mouth went dry. I blundered away from
 the window with a faint cry. .

Beside me was a large black and white cat. It looked up at
me and its eyes sparkled in the moonlight.

The shock had driven the blood from my face and my heart
thumped against my ribs. When, at last, I had controlled my
fluttering nerves, I bent down to touch the cat, but it slid away
from me and disappeared through the half open door. ,

Still quivering from the shock, I closed the door and as I
came back to the window I heard a car coming down the road. I
flattened myself against the wood and peered through the
window. John Coulson had gone and the road seemed desolate
without him. ,

A taxi-cab pulled up and the driver Jeaned out and opened
the door. The moonlight lit the darkness inside the cab and I
caught a glimpse of Eve’s immaculate legs. There was a Ion%
pause before she got out. Shewasalone and.she stood for sever?d
seconds searching in her bag before she paid the driver. He dlﬁ
not touch his cap, but slammed the door and then drove 0

i oking at her.

Wltlhzsl/l;tfz(ljlelzlmﬁer as she moved down the path, She wall:leci
wearily, her shoulders sagging her bag clutched firmly unde

her arm.
In.a few seconds, she and I would be alone togethe
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I was no longer afraid and my hands were dry and steady I
crept across the room and opened the door. I heard her snap .
back the lock and enter the lobby, . o

I crossed the landing and looked caunously over the ban-
isters and caught a glimpse of her as she disappeared- mto her
bedroom. A light sprang up and flooded the lobby. o

1 heard her strike a match and I guessed she was hghtmg a
cigarette. Then I heard her yawn. The sound ended in a groan
of exhaustion, but I had no pity for her, only a cold, sullen
anger and that overpowering desire to get my hands around ber-
throat.

She moved about the room while she undressed. The house
was so silent that I could hear her take off her coat, skirt and
blouse. She unlocked her cupboard and I guessed she was put-
ting her clothes away. Then she came out of the bedroom and
walked into the kitchen. I saw her distinctly as she passed from

room to room. She looked very slight and forlorn down there by .
herself. Her hair looked neat and her blue dressing gown was
wrapped tightly around her. '.

1 heard a rattle of crockery from the kitchen and, later, she
returned carrying a tray for her morning coffee. She took it into
her bedroom and I guessed that before long she would be.
goming upstairs. I stepped into the front room and closed the -

O0r

1 had not been in the room more than a few seconds before 1.
heard her come up the stairs. She moved slowly and at the head
of the stairs, she stumbled. She said ‘Oh, hell” loudly and I
knew then that she was drunk.

I heard her sturnbhng around in the bathroom and then I
heard water running, She was in there for some time, but
eventually I heard her come out and go downstairs, '

T edged once more onto the landing. Below me, she was
bending over the cat. As I watched her, she sat on her heels and :
stroked the cat with quick, light movements. “Poor old Sammy, '
she said softly. ‘Did I leave you all alone?’ )

The cat twined itself around her and I could hear its decp
throated purr. I watched Eve’s slim hands as she fondled the -
animal and I lstened as she talked to it. She talked as only a
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lonely woman will talk to an animal, speaking to it as if it were
a child. L L : L ,

The cat suddenly stopped purring and looked up at me. It’s

tail became bushy and it spat. For a moment I stared down into
_its yellow eyes, then I drew back out of sight.

‘What’s the matter, you silly old thing? Eve asked. ‘Are
there mice up there?’ :

My hands became clammy.

‘Come on, my beauty, I'm not going to play any more with
you. No, you’re not going up there. 'm tired, Sammy, oh I'm
so very, very tired.’

I glanced over the banisters again. Eve hac-picked up the cat

-and was disappearing into the bedroom.

I took out my handkerchief and wiped my face and hands,
then went to the head of the stairs and listened. :

Eve was talking to the cat. I could not hear what she said. It
seemed strange to hear her voice in the silent house and not to
hear anyone answer her. Then the bed creaked and I knew that
‘she was settling down for the night.

I'sat on the top stair and lit a cigarette. :

As T sat there, I remembered our first week-end together. It
had been exciting and intriguing because I did not then know
how false and what a liar she was. I had thought that I had won
her confidence and I had enjoyed her company. It was a
memory that would remain with me fora ang time.

I clenched my fists. If she had given just a litde mstcacIi
of taking all the time, this would never have happened. I
wanted to be her friend but she had frustrated me at every

oint.
’ Then the light snapped off and I started to my feet; b}lt%
controlled my eagerness with an effort and sat down again.
would have to wait just a little longer. Qne false move now,
after waiting so long, would ;poil t}ViIryﬂlﬂgg

sat there and waited for her to fall asiecp. .

%[‘hen out of the darkness came a new sound. Eve was ir}t lf!no:
It was not a pleasant sound. It was so unespected tﬁg;f °Iet ways )
teeth on edge and gave me a cold feeling under my c;who e
the sound a woman makes who has fost everything 2n :
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desperately lonely and mzserable Eve lay in the darkness and
sobbed without any effort to control herself. She sounded tragi- .
cally unhappy. At last T was face to face with the real Eve
without the make-believe, without the wooden expression or
the professional mannerisms. This was the Eve I had wanted to
know, the real Eve who lurked behind the stone fortress, its
door now open for me to see inside. This was a prosurute takmg
a vacation.

I sat for a long time in the darkness and hstened to her I
heard her toss about in the bed and once she said, “Oh damn and
damn and damn!’ and I heard her beat her fists together as her
unhappiness tormented her.

At last she quieted down and there was silence. Very faxntly,
she began to snore, It was a strangled, gasping sound that was
almost as bad as her sobbing.

My cold, vicious calm returned. I stood up and ﬂexed my
fingers. Now, I thought, I will put you out of your mxsery Thxs
is the moment for which I have been waiting.

I paused outside the bedroom. I could hear Eve ;erI\mg about
in bed, moaning and muttering to herself. I edged into the room
and moved quietly around the bed until T was sure I was near
her. I put my hand out cautiously and felt the top of the quilt
and then, very slowly, I sat down on the bed. It creaked under
my weight, but the movement did not wake her.

I felt her body twitch and jerk under the bedcloths. I could |
smell the whisky on her breath. My heart began to pound. I
reached out and found the lamp switch. Holding it in my shak-
ing fingers, I groped for her throat.

My hand hovered in the dark, then I touched her hair; She
was under my hand. I drew a deep breath, clenched my teeth
and snapped on the light.

She was there, close to me, my hand a few inches from her
throat, but I could only sit and stare at her. I.could not move.
She looked so utterly helpless. She lay on her back, her lips
parted and her face twitching as she slept. She looked very
young and unhappy and there were dark shadows under her
eyes. My hand dropped limply and I felt all the viciousness
drain out of me. I knew then, as T looked down at her, that I



had been out of my mind and at the sight of her T was suddenly
sane again. -

- I could not kill her. My mouth went dry when I realized how
close I had come to doing so. I wanted to take her in my arms
and feel her respond to me. I wanted to tell her that 1 would
look after her and she need never be unhappy again.
~ I looked down at her, seeing her elfish, heart-shaped face
with its determined chin and the two deep furrows above her
nose. I thought if only she always looked like this - helpless and
needing protection, the hard lines smoothed from her face and
her eyelids hiding the windows of her dreadful, callous, selfish
little soul. If T could only trust her not to lie or cheat or drink or
to be cruel to me. But I knew that was impossible. She would
never change. )

The cat came and rubbed itself against my arm. I stroked it
and for the first time since Carol had died, I felt relaxed gnd
content. As I sat close to Eve, with the cat pushing its head into
my hand, I realized a fulfilment of a desire that I wanted to go _
on and on. .

- Then suddenly Eve opened her eyes. She stared at me with -
bewildered, terrified hatred. She did not move and she seemed
to have stopped breathing. We looked at each other for 2 full
minute.

“It’s all right, Eve . . . I began, reaching for herhand. ]

I did not think it was possible for anyone to move so quickly.
She whipped out of bed, snatched up her dressing gown andd
way by the door before I could touch her. There was a scr'ap«’*:;1 L
bony look on her face and her eyes glinted strangely in the

haded light of the lamp. ) e
; E‘I? d1ddr§t mean to fri?ghten you,’ T said, cold with panic. ‘Eve

’ id this. ..

: %ggrgoflg)gd at me, but no sound came. I cou.ld see she w:qzs
heavy with sleep and the whisky was sdll stupefymg hir’: Ig:z
only an instinct for self-preservation that had ma efﬁj} Jeav?
the bed so quickly. And yet, asg watched her, she frig

re than I was frightening her. . _—
me(Ir?: ZI right, Eve,’ Igwent on, soothingly. It’s Clive. T'mnot
going to burt you.’
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She said in a croaking whlsper, *What do you WantP’ ' g

‘I was passing and I had to see you,’ I said. ‘Come and sit .
down. It’s all right, there’s nothing to be afraid of.” :

Her eyes were becommg alive. She licked her dry lips and
when she spoke again, her voice was clearer. ‘How did you get
in?’

“You left a window open, I said, trying to make a ;oke of it.
‘I couldn’t resist surprising you, but I dxdn t mean 1o fnghten
you.’

She still stood by the door. Her eyes began to ghtter and her
nostrils became pmched and white. ‘You mean you “broke in-
here?’

‘I know I shouldn’t have done it, but ... well, I dxd want to
see you,”

She dresv in a deep breath and her face went livid. ‘Get out?’
she screamed, throwmg open the door. ‘Get out, you smvelhnﬂ '
cur?’

1 flinched away from her. ‘Please, Eve,’ I implored. ‘Don’t bc.
angry with me. I can’t go on like this any more. I want you to
come away with me. T’ll do anything for you. Only don’ t be
angry.’ :

She took a step forward, her face twisted with insane rage::
“You crazy, sloppy fool,’ she said in a low, vicious voice and
then filth spewed out of her mouth. »

I put my hands over my ears sickened and terrified- by her .
obscenities. She crouched before me, her eyes blazing in a chalk
white face. She looked hideous in her crazed fury. Her tongue
lashed, soiled and burned me. ‘Do you think I’d waste my time
with a little two-bit jerk like you?’ she ﬁnally screamed at me,
‘Get out! You’re never to come here again. Get out! You've |
hung around me until I’'m sick of the sxght of you. You're so
t}uck skinned you don’t know when you’re not wanted, Do you
think I want your lousy twenty dollar presents? Get out and- '
stay out and never show your ugly face here again!’

My fear of her suddenly left me. Suffocating rage and a
ricious desire to hit back brought me to my feet. ‘You slut! Ill

each you to talk to me like that,’ I shouted at her.

- She screamed me down. ‘I know what your game is. You re
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worse than any of them. You’re trying to get me for nothing. So
you 1vapt me 10 go away with you? Why, you cheap heel, Ive
men with more dollars than you've got nickels who want to
marry me. But I don’t want them and I don’t want you! I'm
sick of men! I know all their filthy little tricks and their rotten
little minds. I wouldn’t be found dead in a ditch with a man. I
know what you want, but you’re not going to getit frommel>

We stood)and glared at each other. The only sound in the
room was the cat’s deep throated purr. I wanted to smash her
- now. A cold, murderous rage seized me and I wanted to hit,
rend and mangle her with my hands.

‘I'm going to kill you,’ I said softly. ‘I’'m going, to hammer
your rotten little head against the wall until your skull cracks.
You'll never torment any more men after I’ve finished with
you.’

She drew her white lips off her teeth and spat at me.

I came slowly round the bed and moved towards her. She
stood her ground, her eyes blazing and her small hands like
fleshless claws. Then as I reached for her, her hooked fingers
slashed at my face, like a cat striking. :

Her nails missed my eyes only because I jerked my head
back in time, but they clawed down my nose and cheek. I was
blinded with pain and fury. I struck at her, but she was too
quick for me. My fist missed her head and slammed against the .
wall. I reeled back, crying out with pain. ]

She slipped out of the room and ran into the kitchen. The
telephone was in there, but I gave her no time to call for help.
There was no exit in that little room except through'the door by
which she had entered and already I was standing in the door-
way. ,
%rlooked at her, feeling warm blood running from the f:urrows

1 sed herself against the
she had clawed in my face. She had pres T e
far wall, her hands behind herdanc; her eyes glittering.

h no sign of fear as I rushed at her. ‘

i Xegcrossgd the room, she raised her arm. In her hand wasa-

: the face. The sudden-
knotted dog whip. She lashed me across S aopering
ness of the attack and the blinding pain sent me i EgWhib
back. I threw up my arms as she slashed at me aga@- L'he whip -
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came down across my . shouldcrs lxke the torch of a red hot iron.

I cried out and swearing at her, I tried to seize the thong as'it
whistled once more down on my head. But she moved like a
lizard and she had crossed the room, turned and cut at me
again as I was trying to recover my balance.

She drove me before ‘her, her lips drawn back and her eyes
like glowing embers, systematically slashing at me, hxttmg me
round the head, back and neck.

I was stunned by the pain and I tried to get out of the room
into the passage, but she headed me off.

There was no escape from that whistling thong that cut atme
with white-hot streaks of pain. I stumbled over achair as the
whip curled across my eyes. The pain was excruciating’ and I
screamed out and fell on my knees.

As she continued to slash at my unprotected head, I dnnly
heard someone pound on the front door. Then she stopped her
insane, vicious attack and I lay on the floor, blood pounding in
my ears and my body hot in agony. Way back in my head
somewhere, way back in the dark, I heard voices and I felt a
hand seize my arm. I was dragged to my feet. ’

I lurched forward, half crying with pain. Harvey Barrow
stood before me. His whisky ladened breath fanned my face.

‘Suffering snakes!’ he exclaimed. ‘You've half killed him,’
and he burst out laughing.

“Throw him out,” Eve said viciously. '

‘P’ll throw him out,” Barrow grinned, folding his fist in my
shirt front. He jerked me towards him. ‘Remember me?’ he
demanded, his coarse face close to mine. ‘I haven’t forgotten
you. Come on, yow’re going for a little walk.’

He shoved me into the passage. At the front door, I tried to
break away, but he was too strong, We struggled for a moment,
then as he forced me out of the house, I glanced back at Eve.
She stood in the lighted doorway and stared fixedly at me. I
can see her now. She had pulled her blue dressing gown tightly
round her and her arms were folded across her flat breasts. Her
face was wooden. Her eyes were wide and glittering and her
mouth was set in a hard thin line. As our eyes met she tossed up
her head in an arrogant gesture of triumph. Then Barrow
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shoved me into the street and that was the last I ever saw of -
her.

‘Now, you masher, Barrow said, showing hxs short yellow
teeth. ‘Maybe you’ll leave her alone He drew back hxs fist and
hit me in the face. :

I sprawled in the gutter and lay there

He bent over me. ‘I owe you that,’ he said, ‘and I owe you
something else.’ He dropped a hundred dollar bill and a ten
dollar bill in the gutter beside me. .

I.watched him walk down the path and into the house. Then
the front door slammed behind him.

As T reached for the notes, John Coulson burst out laugh-

ing.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE .

A STORY never ends.

You throw a stone into a pond and in a few seconds it has
disappeared. But that is not the end of it. Your action-affects
the surface of the pond and circular ripples begin to form at the
point where the stone has hit the water. These ripples gradually
widen until the whole surface of the pond is in gentle motion. It
takes a long time for the pond to become still again. ’

I sit at my typewriter in my shabby room and look out of my
window at the water-front of this small Pacific coast town.
Russell is W'utmg patxcntly for me to begin the day’s work, but
today, I am in no hurry to join him.

We have a boat and for the past year we have taken hundrcds
of tourists to the chain of small islands that skirt this Pacific
coast-line. I run the boat and Russell sits in the bows and tells
the tourists stories of gun runners and Chink smugglers who
used these islands many years ago. The tourists seem to like
Russell and he, in his turn, seems to like them. Personally I hate
their stupid sheep-like faces and the sound of their strident
voices, but as I remain on the bridge during the trips I do not
have any contract with them.

We do not make a great deal of money, but we get along all
right. Russell is very thrifty and has already put enough by to
see us through the slack season.

No one has ever heard of me in this town. My name means
nothing to the tourists, but perhaps if this book is ever pub--
lished, I will see my name in print again. Oddly enough I do
not mind being a nobody. I did at first, but as time passed I
realized that I would not have to worry about writing a new
novel or a play. I would have no bills to pay and.I would not
have to entertain and do the hundred and one things that a
celebrity has to do. I was now free of all that and, althouch I
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mlsscd some’ of the trappings of fame, T decided that I was
happier as a nobody.

I don’t know what I should have done without Russell. T owe
cverythlng to him. It was he who found me, half-crazed, lying

in the gutter outside Eve’s house. I was lost and if he had not
- come along at that crucial moment I believe that I would have
taken'my life,

It was Russell who had bought the boat. It was a fine thu'ty—
foot job fitted with a hundred horse Kermath, He bought it
with his savings. I did not like his buying it, but it either meant
that or starving. So I let him buy it. :

At first, I thought it was a crazy idea, but Russell had it all
worked out. He said that an out-door life would put me on my
feet again, and besides, he liked an out-door life himself.

At that time I did not care what happened to me, but I felt1
had to point out that he was sinking his money in a forlorn

“hope, but he just let his eyebrows crawl up his forehead whxch
was as good as saying, ‘wait and see’.

I was much more enthusiastic, however, when we went down
to the harbour and inspected the boat. Although Russell had

“paid for it out of his own pocket, he managed to make me feel
that I had as big a share in it as he had. Although we were now
no longer master and servant, it seemed only right that I should
be the captain and he should be the mate.

-We had only one awkward moment before we settled down
to our new roles. It happened when we decided to re-name the
boat. I said right away that we should call it ‘Eve’. T pointed out
that the tourists would remember a name like that and since it
did have rather a wicked flavour they would.even gain some
harmless amusement from it. Anyway that’s how I put it to him.
- But Russell would not hear of it. I had never known him to
be obstinate before and after trying to persuade him for some
time, I finally lost my temper and told him he could call the
boat anything he damn well pleased.

When I went down to the harbour the next morning, I found
a sign writer had put Carol’s name on the stern of the boat in
red, two-inch high letters. I stood looking at her name for
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noffi‘g‘:ips i’ggh‘iw we will meet again; although 1 fecl that it is
e namz.and e Is In trouble with the police she will change
, nish from her usual haunts,
- Itwas only recently I picked up a copy of Voltaire’s Candide
a_nd’found 1n 1t some lines that seemed appropriate not only to
Eve’s future but. to the future of that regiment of women who
. follow a profession which occupies a definite place in our pre-
sent society. A . .

I was obliged to continue that abominable trade which you
men think so pleasing, but which to us unkappy creatures, is the
most dreadful of all sufferings. Ah, sir, did you but know what
1t 15 to be obliged to lie with every fellow; with old tradesmen
- with counsellors, with monks, watermen, and abbés; to be ex-
posed to all their insolence and abuse; to be robbed by.onc
gallant of what we get from another; to be subject to the extor-
tions of civil magistrates; and to have for ever before one’s eyes
the prospect of old age, an hospital, or a dunghill, you would
conclude that I am one of the most unhappy wretches breath-
ing.
As I say, I don’t know. I feel that Eve’s destiny is largely. in
her own hands. She is not a2 weak woman and I feel hopeful that
a time will come when she will face up to her future as I am
facing up to mine. I should not like to be far away when that
happens.

I have often wondered why I did not succeed in gaining her
confidence. I now realize that it was too much:to expect that I
would ever gain her affection, but I should at least have gained
her confidence. I have always believed in the theory that a
woman’s emotions can hold out only for so long against the
impact of a man’s mind. But, obviously, Eve was no ordinary
woman. Perhaps T had been over anxious. Perhaps I gave up
too soon. I don’t know. It was a difficult task not only because
Eve knew every move in the game, but because the line that
devides loathing and loving in a woman’s heart is very fine. I
may have had too clumsy a touch. .

Now that I can look back in our association over a bridge of
two years, I can say that although she caused me much pain an:‘l
bitterness, it was an experience that T would not have mig~-
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Our week-end together was in itself an intense physical impact .
that few men have experiericed. And I do believe that she en-
joyed it as much as I did. But T made the mistake of continuing -
our.association when I should have seen her no more after that
week-end.

"~ Butwhy go on? I have gained experience from the past and I
must prepare for the future. I must stop now. Russell is looking
anxiously up at my window. I can see the sun catching the glass
of his watch which he holds in his hand. Already Carol has her
full complement of tourists. They are waiting for me.






