Second serial installment

MOVIE MADNES S

by
WINNIF3ED EATON REEVE

Chapter V1.
Jane was typing a "rush" scriipt, entitled "Lawless
J‘ Laws". It was "Western" of the sort manufactured over night
Y &
Wt. She ad reached a place in the s tory where the
| hero was suspended on a rope over the top of a chasm above a
"\ swolien siver, on s log jam, vhich was rushing furiously down
| thé river headed for deadly falls, lay the Golden Haired Heroine. _
| On the opposite bank the I_Jlackpearted "THeavy" wus_‘bakin":
unerrd ng aim at the suspended Hero, whilf hidden by a transpar-
ent veil of Jungle ivy, a fait ful Indian friend of the Hero
awalted his chance to spring. The Noble Hero was half way down
the rope, when the Heavy's rifle shot grazed the rope, and at
the sape moment the Indian leaped. Ags Heavy and Indim closed
in a death grapple, th rope began to break. Anguish of the
heroine on the logs was shown in a closeup of a lovely fgece
over which glycerine tears were pouring. There was a cut
back to the rich New' York home of the Hero, and a "fade into"
tﬁe gorgeously goined mother, pausing at Bridge to intern=-
ally pray, just at thh moment that th)rope busted and dowmn
inte the river went tlke Hero. By one of those blessed
Movie colncidences, although the river was revealed rush ing
along at a frantic rate, and the rock to which the  pe was

attached was statlionary, nevertheless the hero falls Jjust



within a stone's throw of th hsrbhne.

Jane t;rped breathlessly. The mthor a fresh

g ’fa ced youth, a product of Larchmont, New York, grinned as

/’ ‘he watched her. "Johnny" as everyone called young Mr. Heglin

/ff .‘if} was sorting the pages of the script. Jane pulled the last

‘. ; sheet from the typewriter. ,

i i "Rlp snorter, eh?" said Johnny.

s "Territle” said Jane, and they both laughed.

| "Wha t're you doing tonight?"

,;';I‘ The inevitalle imvitation was coming. Jane had had

' ;: \ may of them of late, and especially from Johnnn who had a

i real "crush " on her.

"Mending runners in silk hose".

i\ "You should worry about 'rumners'. Lets go----"

\\; | Nellie Ross wasnb;ﬁ;;s fhe room to Jane. |
"Ja-anel Here, dearie”.
Jane picked up her note boek, shook her head at

Johnny, hwrried across o Nellie's desk, pulld out the slat.
"Not dietation this time. I've some wonderful

news for you dear. Theres a request come through from é one

of our biggest directors to have you as seript girl on hi?

get".

| "What does a script girl dot" i,

"Hold script for the director right on the 561:.‘ Sor |

Sort of secretary--makes notes of everything shot. Find oppor=-

tuniry and f:raining for continuity work". iy R
"Oh Nellie--how gorgeous} Thanks so much". e
"Don't thank me--the eall came in". 4



. "Know m ything about cowboy or ranch stories?” ]
and sentinental"” laughed Jane.
"‘his head, his continubty under his arm. LR

heard the news via Nellie Ross. £ ™R

Johnny Heglin was at her elbow.
"What set is she golng on?" he inquired.
"Ladies of the Jury"

"Harron'g?"

"Yes, lr, Harron's picture”.

Johnny whistl ed. He drew Jame to one side.
"Stick to your typing" he advised. "Its safer”.
Jane replied indignantly:

"Think I'm going to throw away an opportunity

like thisg",

Johnny knotted his young brows.
"Wsh I could give you a job" said he gloomily.

1

"Not a thing. I'm etemally and infernally fem.’snine
‘?_

"God help you theml" said Jomny, geing off . ahaxing

A
]

- R
Millie had came over to Jane's desk. She had |

o
S

"I told you Hwrron was stuck on you " she said \
laconically. , ‘ '.q
She did'nt seem overly pleased. All the girls 1n ﬂm
department were looking at Jane and ezchanging significant glm&e
with each other. Jane, in her happiness and excitement was é‘b;l.iiv'
ious to all this. ©Nellie Ross called out sharply: i
"Well, what the ideat" J LIl
There was the elick and oclsck of a dozen type- ’._. \
writers resuming work. e



Down the suilit streets and alleys of Filmo City
sped Jams Mercer. Her hoeart was as light as a feather and
she folt as if she were literally treading on air, Up the
steps of Edmund Blanton's office she ran.

"Is Mr. Blenton in?" she asked eagerly of the henna=-

halred young woman in charge of the outer office.

"He's in confefence" said the latter briefly, and
retrned to an inciplent flirtation with an assistant dbrector
that Jane had intérru;p‘bed.. The latter was looking at Jane out
of the tail of his eye. He had made the discovery that she
was exceptionally pre tty.

"gould'nt I see him just for a moment"¥ asked Jane.

"I gaid he was in conference” retairned the girl, im-
patiently, and rolled her eyes toward tle ceiling exmressively.
The Asslistant director gave Jane #he faintest flicker of a wink,
and reaching across knocked on Blanton's door. A moment
later, Blanton himself loomed in the doorway. Jane saw the
distinet lighting up of his somewhat weary eyes.

"Mr, Blanton, I did'nt man to intermpt your confersnce
but I just wanted to tell you about my good news".

"Oz;e mimite".

He tumed back, spoke to someone inside. Gerald
Keith, star of Blanton's picture then in production strode out
sulkkly. He was a tall goodlooking, nattily dressed young man,
with the frame of a prize fighter and the weak face of 2 spbiled
gin. Hem@ved temperamentally toward tha door, when he cha
chanced to see a ;l_nrge new photograth of himge1f on the wall
of the outer office. Instantly he paused. When at last,

reluctantly he turned from a survey of his pictured self, it was



t0 encpunter the deeply admiring goze of the hemma haired

stehographer,  He felt in a much better humor, and went
off whistling right merrily.

Inside the office of Blanton, Jane was telling huy
w of the mrvelous omortunit:,; that mad come to her.
Her kindling JoRgousness met no response. His fage had
darkened . She faltered:

"I wanted you to know first of ail".

"Why?" he asked shortly. "What have I to do W th
itre

She was mrt, stammered.

"Well I owe everything to you. I wuld'nt be here
if it wms'nt ‘for you",

"You fee]l rhat way, do you?" demanled Blanton, hig
keen glance raking the flushed anl glowing young face.

"Of course I do".

"All right then. Will you do what I tell yousp"

"Why yes, but-e-" :

"No buts sbout 1 t" cald he grimly.

_ He remined a moment in thought, pursing out his

1ips in a way he had and silently whistling.

"You're not going to work for Harron. Thats that".

Her startled, disapointed gaze left him unmoved.
In the dictatorial way that was either assumed or natural
‘with him, he wmexmidmwsed said roughly: _

"Now don't start to ecry. Cat out the blubbering”.

"Who's blubbering®" asked Jane indignantly, surrepti-
tiously wipimg away an angry tear. A curious grin briefly
illumina ted Blanton's face,



"Thats settled then. You don't work for Harron”.

"I'm terrifically disapointed"” she said.

"Thats all right. Life's made up seventy five ® rcent
of disapointments. Begides, I've something else in mind for
you".,

Her expression was more hopeful,

"hate "

"Vell we'll see if we can't get you in the Story depart-
mart. Would you like thate?"

"1'd adore it".

He beamed.

"0.Ke Now trot along. I'm busy”.

"Mr,., Blanton---" She went as near to him as she dared.
Her violet eyes socught to entrap his. He glanced 2t her, star- |
' ed, frowned, looked avay. "Why are you so kind to me?"

"Speculation. I discovered you ani want to realisze
cn my inves tment".

He grimed, looked at her aggin, and added softly:

"I'm a hardboiled miser, Jane".

She was disapointed. She did'nt know what she had
expected him to rerly. She could not read hig mind; oonld not
suspect even that he was thinking shelooked as fresh and sweet
'ag a Spring violet.

"Il see" she'aaid.. "Your interest in me l1s just-=-
impersonal?"

"absolutely” said he solemly, and suddenly shouted:
"Now young woman, seatl Raus mid dirl ¥

He became furiously iwtermstmd absorbed in a pile .ef
stills on his desk---went searching int&nmﬁ through thenm,

as 1f seeking some special phtograph. Jane went out,



"Thatssettled then".



Chapter V1l.

In the studio Ian, where at the noon hour the
- Filmo employes foregathered, there was one large table es-
pecially reserved for certain of the executives, supervisors,
directors and writers. There, on the following day, Harron
greeted Blanton with assumed affabllity, while the latter nodded
curtly and perused the menu card. Harron's little eyes
glittered. He leaned across the table, and above th: mibub

of noises, tried to get the attentlon of Bennie Minton,
- General Manager of Filmo.

Minton was a erafty looking 1little man, with eyes

and mouth that turned up like a satyr's at‘the corners.

He was always laughing softly, with his pointed tongue slightly
lapped out, and his eyes shifting inconstantly. Ho M5
had a habit of talking with his hand before one side of his
mouth, or back of an ear. He was ﬁot without ability, in

an executive way, but he was h capped Dby appiihing ignorance
and illiteracy. Moreover his mind \was a vmmislieec ceSS-pOOL.
Hezepxisetedxdkrty He was a collector and retailer of filthy
gtories, and his entire conversatibn was peppered with lascivi-
ous and lewd allusions. All the girls on the Filmo studio
lot Imew of this wealmess and feared to enter his private office,
beecause of his'straying hands and lips.

Seated on one side of Minton, and listening to his
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latest rotten story, with pretendéd guf:ﬂawdc of delight was Ted
r Matle, Scenario Editor of Filmo. Ilalle h/ad the face of a super=-

fox, very wary, very cunning. Thare wad a ragor like shx pness
to gzis quick glangce. As a salesman and politiclan he was with-
out his equal in the industry. Illoreover he had ccnsiderable
reputation as a scenario writer and editor. This was due
to his sharp use of his poverful position. He wms onabled to
put his name upon every picture regaxilecs of vhether he had
contributed to the story or not. He had risen to hi
present very important position through the success of certain
of his scenarios. He manugactured "sure fire" storied, that wer
were built en a "movie foarmula", which the Sales Depar tment
temed "Box office". He would talke a bit from this story,
an idea from that, a character from a play, a situation from a
submitted mamseript, an eplsode from a novel or a poem.
Gags emanated from "College Humox/, "Life" and other humor-
ous publications, and he transposed big climames from pictures anc
books in such a way that the aunthor himgel? would never have
recognized his original product.

Mabie was the man for whim Jane Mercer was now warking,
though her impdlate chief was a Idiss Dutton, story Rditor of
Fllmo and under the supervision of Mabie.

Minton and Mabtde, the Goneral Manager and the

Scenario Miter, were the"Wrging” and govarm.ng heads of
Filmo, though officially the
Falton, Director General
President. Charlie howeve

were both under Charlie
Personal Reprecentative of the

was a nonentlty, Netothad

or as one wise-cracking title writer had described him--official

ornament of Filmo. He looked guileless anc harmless, with



his round, moonlike face, his white spaty and flashy sports
checked suit and flambuoyant vest. HL

cheeks were touched
ith rouge; he powdered his face and pg¢ncilled his ey brows.
He was hail follow with everyone and &4 born backslapper,
and beeause ofnhis flattering oily fongue he held his fine posi-
tion and saw one a2dministre tlon after anotle r come and go.
It was he who alvays arranged thg big hullabaloos for the
Old Chief, as the President of Filmo was eallad, fnnually
the President made a trip to tWe coast, to survey the Filmo
studios. Then it was that [Fulton's ability as 2 show=-man
was revealed. The entire mo lot would be decorated
with flags and banners, as ugh it were Armistice amix or
Election day  Banquets anfl ex traordinary anniversary and
birthday affairs ensued. i'he bedazzled old Prosident of Filmo,
who loved all this sort of adulation, would returm to New Yoxrk
more than ever conyinoed 'fht he was the greatest man since
lbses . _

Harron w}e knock& his fork againgt ‘tha sidé of his
glass to atiract Minton's attention. The nois e brought a
waltress scurrylng across the room. Harron shopted:

"Minton] Heh therel"

Minton looked over his glasses; gave the diréctorkq'n
attention. ; '

"How about that seript girlX  VWhat was the grand
idea of sending me another girl in her place?”

Minton moved his fork through a piled up cone ;ﬁmx“
of noodles. He twisted the slippery stuff about his fork,
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"What seript girl are you talking about®”
"The one I asled to be asslgned to mprk wi th
me e I talked to you alwut her'. ‘
}:ﬂ.nton'a tongne went into his cheelk. He gave
Blanton a sly flicker of a wink.

"Maybe some body else waa sinck on her teoo"

paid he softly.

of ton's

lips,/ h (-]

Ml interested Mable inquired:
s the(da t a "éﬂf‘citeme;W‘

Harron's loose mouth opened and then

gsuddenly closed. He was looking into the steely, menacing
eyes of Bdmund Blantone. The latter's words cut across the
table with cocl precision.

"I£ you mention a girl's name at this table I'1ll
knock your dagned Pface in" he said between hls teeth.

There was a breath taking gasp all around the
talle. A gag man swallowed a huge lump of steak., choked
cougle d. l!able chewed methwdlically on fried ham; while
Minton went on guietly lifting his noodles. At the
adjoining talle, where the "Foreign Legion", as they
called the German supervisors, directors anl writers,
were lunching: there was a suspense cf conversation.
Eyecryone was walting for something to happen. A guarrel be-
tween two dlirectors; both of then highly important-- was

not a matter of everylay occurrence, an
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plunged in, as usual, like a clungy "enfant ferrible.
"Whats Mmﬁia about?" he askedhis wide
guileless gezé'/g;ing from Blanton to Harron and back again
~to Blanton. The latter had pushed bm k his clmir, smapped
his fingers at a passing witress,'got his check and }eaving
a quarter tip on the talile, he was on his way to the Cashler's
window, before anyone at he talile spoke. !lhez Tulton
agked eagerlys .
"Wno is she? Who is she?"
Harron's face was almost purple, the veins standing
out and twltehing. He glared around at the circle of faces.
"What the hell difference does it make? I*ll
get her yet. Watch mel I'm the waiting kind".



Chapter V11l.

Jane was a week in her position before she saw Edmund
Blanton again. Then he dw pped in on her one afternoon. Jane
was hard at work, typing a synopsis she had just written.

"How are you getting on?" Blanton called from the do‘ar.
Jane looked up, saw him and herheard gave a great bound. Quite
demurely ,.h.owaver, she answored. ‘ AN

"Sir, behold your handiworkl You see before you a
perfectly contented and happy woman",.

Hlanton chuckled, and then in ﬁe wsy he bad/ frowmed
and clea{ed his thwat severely. Jane was think‘ingl-how
nice he looked in his loose grey tweeds, o his face cleanly
shaven.,

"Well, thats good news, See you again some day”.

"Wait a mimte. Don't go yet".

"On ny way to a stoxy conference. Mus t be off",

"Please stay a wee moment, won't you".
\ His eyes, lingering on Jane's flushed face, moved‘\ away
‘.? unwillingly. He was blowing out his lips in the silent whi#tla.

"Thought posslbly you'd forgotten about my existeﬁ-c'e". ’

"Thats likely” said Jane. 3 |

"You seem mighty happy and absorbed in your work;
probalily no time to think of an 0ld erabd like me”.

"I adore ny work; thats true cenough; but just the same-

She haduoved around te the other side of the desk |

ond was now leaning across it, looking very earmestly at Blanton,
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"Just the same---7?" He repeatedher words with
pretended indifference.

"Just the same, you've been back of my mind all of the
time" said Jane softly. '

He plunged his two clinched fiets into his pockets.
Hs words were harsh and he turned toward the doar.

"If thats true, its more or less of a calami ty.

It would be better for you not to think of me at all",

Jane's face had paled; she was trembling. Blanton
looked. He spoke roughly, yet with a gingular tenderness
underlying his words.

"I take that back. [The fact that you have held me
in your thought is the one compensa ting, beautiful thing in
my life". : '

Before Jane could reply, he had closed the door
sharply between then. She leaned against that doorx.

.She wanted Zo precs her lips t 4t . She wanted to
laugh, to cry.

There was a rap upon her dcor, and she started,
a1l aflutter and frightened,half fearing and half hoping
that Blanton had returned. Johnny Heglin's smo \h brown
head was thrust in.

"Say gid#], I've tickets for the premiere of "Say it
| again', How about it? Going wi th ﬁe?"

"Mo==n0==-I"Tm 80Ty | _

"0h hell=0l What the deuce do you do with your evening
anyway".

Jane had recovered somewhat ofher composure. Her

hands, trembling, slipped a sheet back into the typewriter.
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"Oh one thing or another".

"Well listen here-you've got to get out a bit.

You can't narrow yourself down to going to the studio and going
back to your flat. This is a damed provineial towm. We
talk, think, 1ive just Movies and more movies. Its bad for
you. The damed place gets into your blood",

"I love Hollywood" said Jane dreamily.

She typed three words. Blanton's face formed before
the type. |

"You're hopeless. Mrst thing you know you'll get
the town's worst infection---lMovie Mainesa",

"I've got it already” said Jane.

"Rot. We all feel that way at first; you'll get
a good nostalgla soon., This picture game 19 the limit--its
not norml. "

Jane merely smliled. In a vague way she was wiching
that Johnny would go, and she had her wish, for a few minutes
later, he heaved a big sigh said:

"All right then. I'm off--cut to the soul".

Jane went back to her typimg. Her mind reverted to
Blanton. She thought of him with 2 passionate 08 20INeuS~-
and yet with a yearning tenderness.

The telephone on her desk rang. She reached over,
picked it up. Her hoart gave an ecstatice leap as she hea;d hisg
voice.

"Whats your address?" he asked.

RApartment B. 10 Sunburst Ave".

"0sKe I'1l be there about 7.30".

She heard the receiver hung up and she thought her
heart would burst with Joy.
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Chapter IX.

Jane had a wamiy luxurious sense as she settled down
on the low seat of Blanton's car. He asked her quizzically
whether she had ever ridden in a Rolls Royce before, and she
answered swiftly:

"I shouldsay noti”

He laughed. She had never seen him in a mo:d' like
this. His eyes were lighted. She could feel them searching
hers. He asked suddenly:

"Happy, Janet"

She answered awiftly.

"Oh yory"

"Thats all that matters. The main thing is that
you should be happy."

"How could I help being" she asked breathlessly,

"when I'm with youf

He gave her arm a 11 ttle squeeze. Then sat baek in
the seat and they rode along in this thrilling silence for some ti
time. Ho studied the glrl's oval face, occasionally lighted ‘
by the street lamps and vanishing again into shadow.  Suddenly
he asked her how o0ld she was.

"Wineteen and a half" she said.
He could see her smiling hesitantly, trylng to get up
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the cou:ragé toask his age. Before she cbu.ld put the question
he had answered 1t.

"Thirty seven. Twice your age, Jane'.

Her swift reply was so utterly ingenuous and young
and impulsive that he could not refrain from laughing, though he
gobered immediately. Jane had said:

"I 1ike middle aged people”.

"go you think me niddle aged?” |

She was overcome with confusion. Vhy had she said
such a stgplid things He pursued the gubject grimly.

"Mo a girl of nineﬁeen thirty seven is pretty old, eh?”

"oh dear, I did'nt mean that".

She was distressed. He seemed to be ruminating over
her words.

The car was golng down Hollywood Boulevard. There wa.
g parade of cars moving along slowly. They turmed down Gower "
and on to Sunset Boulevard. Proesently they drew up before the
brightly lighted iuthors Club.

The chauffeur opened the door. Jane saw a seething
crowd of Motion Picture stars, directors, producers, writers and
celebrities. She felt a poment of panie, and then a warm sense
of relief and joy, for Blanton's hand was unl er her arm. lShe

felt its pressure.

It was the kind of affaeir that the newspapers would refe
refer to the next day as brilliant. Hollywood oxecell ead 1‘f

in adjectives. It was a Paradise for publicity men and women

and slush and sobh writers, who rolled cver their pens gllded

names, and whose articles reeked with hysterical accounts of



the question.



15 .
how this or that star looked so beautiful and sweet and lovely
and so forth and so on.

The dimer was good, but Jane was too excited and
Imppy tp know or care what she was eating. Blanton took
a singular satisfaction in watching her. Nor was he the only
one in that room interested in the giri's lovely young face.

At a talle nearer the stage, 2 dark haired "sheiky"
type o f young man wikspereid advised the woman vwi th him to stop
nagging him long encugh to see what he was seeing, The woman,
whe had a magnificent head of rod hair, craned her neck‘-
caught a glimpse of Blanten and stood up in oxler to see his
companion, She stared incredulously.

After thedinner, when the wal ters were moving the tahl;al's
away and the diners pulling their chairs o places where they
would have the best view of the stage, Jane was surprised toa £ind
Seated on the othor side of hor the Filuo diroctor Martin Hazron,
She returned his grecting, glven out of the corner of his mﬁfh:
"How's t[r(; glrlie?" with the prim rejoinddr. "Oh quite well™ il

In a confidential way, Harron leaned nearer.

"Have'nt seen you lately.”

"I've beén wWorking”.

"So I heaxrd, Understand you write"stories”.

Jane's eyes lighted.

"Who told yom that?"

I"Your editorn.

Jane was about to say something, when she felt the
deliberate prod of Blanton's elbow. TILike a gullty cehild she tur
turned back, only to find him 8itting up stiffly his face like a

thmnder ojoud, He was furious with her,

\
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His face had hardened to 2 grim forbidding mask. During the
perfornance, which was good, comic fare, elicited gales of
approvel and applause from the dd ighted auiience, Jane made
several efforts to speak to Blanten., He continued to ignore h:
her, and her natural gaiety was dashed. She felt a sense of
depression. Not $il1] Blanton put his hand under her arm, a8
they wero moving cut of the Club, and gui_ded her through the
crowds to the door, did she feel some slight sense that perhaps
he had forgiven her.

On the steps of the cIubhouse, while waiting for Blantoﬁ )
car, someone behind them sald in a rather loud whigper: |

"Who's the girl with Blantem".

"Don't kmow., New face. Dammed pretty, what?"

A worian gald:

"What will Splvia say about ite"

"Sshl They'll hear you. You can't imagine how your
volce carries”.

Blanton had helved her into the ear. She was tormented
with a new aéon:!.zing fear, Who was Sylvia? What was she
to Blanton?

Blanton, in his corner of the car was staring out modl -
ily, and Jabe could see his brows knotted in a tight frow.
They rode along in silence. Suddenly he spoke. |

"Jane, do you value my friendsihip".

"You kmow I do" she replied tremilously.

"Promise me then that you'll have nothing more to
do with that fellow Harron?"

"I searcely lkmow him, One has to 'bei-olite to
people who speak to then"?
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"No they don"t. I wammt you to snub hime Cut HWm .

"y

"Because I tell you to".

"But what do you care?"”

He hesitated. She felt a tighiness about her
heart, and suideNly she said:

"Oh I believe you're jealous of him--are yout"

"Suppose I am' he replied huskily.

Jane said, with a most radiant look:

“tkat would mean that you care a lot about me then.
Do youft"

He rerlied with a sort of remessed foroce.

"So mueh that I can't bear to have sy man--least of
all Harron--even look at you. I'd like to carry you away--shut
you up somewhere where no. ome in the world would see you but

myself. Thats how much I care”.

She was pressing her hands together, her illuminated
face turned irrcsisitibly tiward him. She said:

"Do you mean you're in love with me, Mr. Blanton?"

"I adore youl " he said, in a thrilling vei ce.

They rode along half a Hhloeck.

"Jane-~I"ve no right to speak to you like this.

Give me your little hand----"

She held back = moment. Thf full sweet lips
parted, and in the half light of the car thelr eyos met with
a passionate joy. He had drawn her roughly to him, and her
face turned up against his shonlder,

"Jane--Jane---do you love me?"

She replied unfal teringly.
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Oh I @0-~ I do===you mow it. Oh--h-==0h-="

She felt almost as 1f she were passing out of herself;
that she would swoon Lrom sheer ecstacy in his arms. Hls lips
never left hers till the chawifeur drew up sucdenly before \
Jane's house.

Up he few 1little steps of the stoop, their hands
fumbling as he unlocked the door. Inoide the hall, very é.imly
1ighted, 2gain he took her intc his awms. ‘

Now, suddenly, like a vague distant pain, Jame recalled
sometidng. It lay in her mind coiled there like a serpent.

She pressed back from him.

"I must ask you something”.

"What is 1%, darling---my darling?"

"Who ig Sylvia? What is slks to yould"

The words struck him like a2 flail. He recoiled,
and she could see his buming eyes staring a4t her with that look
of intolersble paine. His woxds came stumblingly, as though he
was scarcely aware o0f what he was saying.

"Tomorrow-----n0t tonight. I'1l e2ll you first tﬁing
in the moming.ss.sstelll you all --then”.

He did not kiss her apgain. He seomed intent only
upon gettj.ng awa Y ‘

Outeide, blindly, he plunged toward his ear. His
thoughts surged ovrr him like & madman's.

"What have I done?" he muttered. "Good Godl Vhat

have I donet"



