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Chapter X.

When Jane awoke, the radiant Cdl ifommia
sunlight was pouring into t e room. Joybelle was upand
moving about the ki tchenette. Jane reached for the Inger-
5011 we toh. mqﬂ thirtyl She would be late for work.
Mere readers at Filmo were required to punch the time clock.
She hurried wlith her shower and dressing. She had a longing
to stay home that day---to sit by the window and Jjust dream,
Even while dressing, hor mind was dancing dlong with the
glorious thing that had happened to her.

Joybelle called:

"Coffee realy-~-you got to hustle, kid".

"Joy, I have'nt time for coffee. I'm late".

"Late nothing. Its only 8.,40 and Jim'll run you
outs IListen to him honking his horn--the nerve of himl"

"Jim" was Joybelle's "Gentleman friend".

"Here you, cat that egg and don't answer b k eitle r".

With some people Love is a secret, Jealously to be
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guarded, With others it is a song that must be chanted gloud.
It brims over like a full cup of Joy. Jane ocould not llesep

her marvelous secret. She told it to Iﬁllia Cohen, when

that very seripus faced young person dropmd in at her oi’fide.

"Millie--ITve got to tell it. Millie--Mr. Blanton
and I are in love with each other. He told me so last night,
and Ohl I'm the happiest girl in the whole world".

Millie's expressive eyes were registering ama zement
and profound worry. She hardly lmew what to say.

"Jane, liksten--don't let a whisper of this get
around the lot. Its not as easy or as lovely as you think.
I'11l talk to you at noon---lets have lunch in the Inn today--
what do you say?" .

"Tha*+?ll be fine".

Jane was foo happm pazzle over the strange way
in which Millie recelved her counfidence. She did not go
immediately to work, but stood at her window, looking out "
at the scores of people passing like busy bees through the.
gtudio streets. |

A company of cowboys on horse went clattering q‘rer
the ooblled One of them was singing, and the ot{a s
yipping and halooing as they swept by.

Jane felt as 1f she were in some beautiful drean;‘\:'.\
that had somehow come true. To think that she was the S‘é;éeu\'\_
girl who had lived in the little eastern college town all df'fxer
1ife. Hor mind wandored lovingly back to her home; clung
tenderly about her father, her mother, her five little bruj:ha{r‘aa
and sisters. She dashed her hand across her eyes. g' "

Miss Dutton, the story editor, came in, mamac:iﬂi}it;{i:f\a‘\\

|



play in her hand.

"Miss Mercer" she sald erisply, "I've been watching
your work. I like the way you write your synopses; now I'm
going to try you out on treatments. Let me see what you can
do with this". |

"Thank you so much " said Jane, surprising Miss Dutton
by her eager kindling glance. When the Editor had left,

Jane, her eyes sglarry bright, tried to concentrate upon the
mamgeript. She twrned the pages of "The Immense Pearl",
but could not reads The words fled before her like a memning-
leas thread on a kaleldoscope. She glanced at her wrig
watch. Why--1t was nearly 11.50 already. She recalled
that Blanton had said he would telephone her first thing in the
morni ng. She reallzed that almost unconsciously she had been
walting for thias, She had an intense longing just to hear
his voiece. |

"Well"™ sald she gaily, to herself, "If the
Mountain won't spealk to Mahomet, Mahbmet will speak to the
mountain”. And she 1ifted the receiver from her phone and
called Edmund Blanton's office. There wag a pause and a
mat volce answered:

"Edmnd Blanten Productlions”.

"May I speak to Mre. Blantm?"

"Wame, please?™

"Miss Mercer",

She heard her name repeated Wy the henna haired
stenoggarpher, and a moment later, quite distinetly she heard
Blanton's voice. It sounded strained, harsh. Py

"Say, I'm‘husy".



Then:

"Ifr. Blanton's busy. Any message?"

Jane could not answer. She put the receiver bagk
on the hook and a frightencd shadow crept into her eyes. She
had the lock of one listening to a faraway K wamming voice. |
Suddenly she shivered; tried to smile then --to carry the
thing off mnonechalantly. Why should™nt he be busy? All
directors were.....She should'nt have called him.

Questions, doubts, intoleralle fears began to

creep over Jane Mercer, gripping her heart with their
clammy fingerse

Vhy was hia.voice go strange--harsh?

If he could %ell his assistant he was busy, why
could he not kave sald that to hex?

Why hed he not telephoned as he had said he would

do.
Desperately she sought to reassure hergalf.
MaXing mountaing out of molehills l
It was just his way. He was abrupt and ghort
| 1like tﬁat. Just his queer, dear way. She wéas too sensitive,

placed too mueh importance on little things.
She closed her eyes, a sick surge of terror
enveloping her. She opened them wide and sald aloud:
"Oh, Oh, I must™nt let things engulf me."
. And then:
"What is wrong? Yhat am I to @0? What am I to dof"
Millie wvag tapping at the decor. Millie did™nt
100k her ususl gelf. What was the matter & th Millie? What was

the matter with everyone?



"Ready?" asked Millie dully.
"Oh yes-=Nillie--I want to ask you something?"
"Shoot" . The usually garrvlous Millie was singularly
“;etl.cent anl dull,
! "ha £ woman--3ylvia Lanrence--tell me about her".
"You've becn hore six weeks now" said Millie evasively.
\"You ought to know". |
k "But I don"t. You see, I've stueck rather closely to
my work--I don't know any of the pebple here". _
"Say, we better hustle"” said 1dllie with sudden brisgk-

ness. "Theres a crowdl of extras and if we want a seat in the

Cafe, we'd better get in before they grab everything".

The Studio Inn was in fact crowled, as Millie had sur-
mised. A horde of extras filled the place to overflowing.
Most of them were herded along one side of the restaurant,
wﬁere they picked their meals from various dishes displayed and
cooked on a long -counter.

In the main dining room every table was taken.

The two girls paused by the doar, looking for a wmsantr place.
At a round table, mldway of thw room, a2 man stood up and waved
to the girls. Millie said:

"Theres a couple of seats over there. Lets nab them”,

When they reached the table, they found Harron with
a couple of his gag men there. Extra seats were dragged to th
table and Harron welccmed the girls boisterously.

"Sit here baby. All kinds of room".

Officiously he held the memu eard before Jane.



myow what does the 1ittle glrllie 1like?"

She loathed the way he called her by familiar and
endearing names. The table was small, meant only for four.
W th six of shem arcund it, they were crushed quite closely
to eavh other. Herron's lnee pressed heavily against Jane's.
He maneuvered his foot very insidlously srmmit about till it
practically closed Fppdtdane's.

Millic ordered their lunch, and bade the wd tress
make it snappy. Jane was scarcely aware of Harron, for she
was looking for Blanton. She had an aching longing %o have even
a glimpse of the man who had held her in his arms the night befo

fore.
Harron's heavy face came in between her and the plate

the waitress had set before hor. His loose mouth hung slightly

open. Under the gover of the cloth his hand stole to har\knee,

smpothed 1t with a glow, sensuous siroke, his eyes on Jam#a.

She Jorked badk. et
"Make your hand off my inee" she gaid. "‘ﬁa‘v{ dare

gou? Mllie--let's go.

Hairon wurst out laughling. 13

"Whew, what o little sweo? splifire we are.:

)

No offense meant, bahy". N

"1 wish you'd call me by my right name" said
Jane sharply. T \\
"Boo} I eall all the girls dearle and cnﬂe 2ﬂ.g:l.tl
baby.and sweetle, and none of£ them mind when Daddy Harron &mté\?'
his hand on their Xmee". 3
"ell I do---" said Jane. "Millle, are'nt you

 through yet?”



Hurrying across the 1itfle park, Millie adjured her:

"ca::?e.ful that you don't offedearron. He's no
end influential here". |

"I don*% even know he's alive ' said Jane,

"He's alive all right--and Oh---don't look back--
walk quick as you can—he's following us'. |

He overtook them Jjust as they were sbout to enter the
Seenario building. He came betwecn the two girls. slipping
a s0ft, flabby hand through the arm of each.

"How sbout a 1itile party tonhght"3

"Gee } I'm sorry” said Millie swiftly, "but Jane and
I are all dated up”.

"Uh-lmhl How about letting me see some of your
stories, girlie. Hear you dosome pretty nice originals"f;l,‘:

S8lightly s tlrred, as always by any reference to fxam

i

stories, Jane said:
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"0h they're not much"”. LM

"Let me seo-~Judge for myself. Maybe we could \do
a bit of collaboration together? I™m in the market forx ,}_a’ome-‘-w.
good old fashioned sliush. Got it" |

"I don't know---yes--maybe I have' sald Janme. A fj;l_'bdc
of color had come to her cheeks. A ray oi’ hope lightened tli‘q‘
heaviness of her hearts, 1In a dim sort of way Jant; rea].;!,z:'eti’i P
that the Director was offering hor a rare opportunity. \He_r,; \
mind however was in a state of chaos. "I'1l --pick out :;'g

something and send it o you" she said. SO o

| n

Shefreed her arm from Harron's grasp and h'ying,;;to gmile
said; X
"Goodbye-=and thanks very much", | | f
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She had the sense of fleelng, though from what she
could not have said. She wanted to get to her office--awmy fro
from all prying eyes--away even from Ifillie. |

She lodked the door; sat down breathlessly. ‘

‘ A confused medly of things swept in s tumlinous flood
through her mind.
| Edmund Blantonl - He had held her in his amms
- only the night before. As long as she lived she would feel the
pressure of his warm lips on hers. She visualized his
i eyes gleaming tenderly at her in the semi light of the
' car, Why Jmd he not telephoned?

Maxrtin Harronl A Dblg director, in spite of his odiou
character, A elmnce 1o have hor name on the s.m:-een--—-—to be~- |
come at last a real sceemaric writer.

Why had not Blantem telephonedt

What had she done to offend himp

Sylvia---3ylvia --Sylvia Laurence. Was she
the same Sylvia wlose name the woman at the author's olub had
mmtionod 50 memingly. What was she to Edmind Blenton?

Why had the mere mention of her name 5o stariled and changed
him? |

LOVE WAS A TORMENTY

Lovl'e did not make life Joyful.

Hliss was illusoryl

She must see Wim, She must know the truthl
She must denand a reason for his strange treatment of her. |
She had the right to lmow. He had given her that right when
he had held her in his arms and tdld her that he loved _har._'-

Her heart was aflame; her mind filled with a hmgry



desolation.

Now she was carushing her hat on her head agnin, touching
her eyes--tle re were nc tears--her 1lim with her 1little handkerch.
chief; glancing even, wide-eyed at the unhappy young face in the t
little mirror; unlocking the door and out inte tle long cool hall,

_Jéme wes ruming across the studio lojp. She did not
mind who might sece her as she pagsed. Down the main avenue,
through several little lanes, past the Film Library, the
Art Depariment, through the electrie plant. A camera man
, joalled after her:
| "Yhere are you going my pretty maids"

Jane went on and on, cutii ng down the distance
by & ing through two stages, where no longer the music from the
| ptmwssxon mnlature planos on the Sets cansed her to stop, fas-
c¢inated and thrilled, as she waiched a picture in process‘
of "shooting".

The henna haired sitenographer in the outer office
half rose in her seat ag Jane ca.e in. There were séveral
people waltlng to see Direcitor Blanton, but Jame went swiftly by
them, ignoring the stenographer, and making stral ght for HManton's .
dooxr.

The stenogr‘gapher called sharply:

"You ean't go in there. Ilir, Blanton said he was'™nt
to be disturbed by anyone or anything",

Jane paid no heed to hers Without knodking, she
opened his door, stepped inside. ‘

In spite of tho people walting to see him in the
outer office, Blanton was alone in his office, his two dlinched
hands resting on the blotter on the desk before him. He
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was staing out in some painful concentration when Jane
burst in, and a syasm of pain twisted across his face ani
turned it grey.
Her back to the door, breathlessly, Jane faced him.
"Now you are going to tell me why you are offonded
with me? What have I done?
"You've done nothing, Jane"” he said hoarsely.
“"Ita I--who am to blame"”.
"Blame--for what?"
"For what happened last night" he replied in a
I'.q_.\ow voice.
¥ "You did "nt mean it?" she asked in én agonized
f’whisper.
/i "I had no right to mean it" he said hoarsely.
o After that there was a long pause, and Jane's
| breath caught in a frightened sob. Her hand went to her
| ‘ throat, almost as though she held it there to control that
l insufferalle lump that rose and tlhreatened almost to choke
her.
"I s-supose” she sald, speaking in short, jerky
gasps--"this i an oxdinary --thing--in your 1i fe---making
love --to a girl and then hurting her cruelly. I've heard
of men like you----"
He g-oaned--—made a motion as if to reach out to her;
suddenly covered his face with his hands.
{ TOh==0Oh=~-"
Her face was tense, vivid with hor emptions--the anguis |

that wracked her, She put her two hands to eitler pide her
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The man and the woman left in the office stared

at each other, Then the woman Famgired began to laugh scftly.
"So=0, welve got 2 sweelle at lest  have wel"
Her modking laughter rose triumphantly. |

With a half suppressed oath, Blanton seized her by the am

roughly swung her away from the deow, Jjerked 1t open.

He tried o piek up Jane's tiail--to0 overtake her.

Be saw ahead the flicker of her pink smock and he hurried down the

1ittle alley betweon stage D and dre4f ng rooms, stumbling

m'ér pulleys end waving asdde anl almost knoaking over a stage

carpenter who tried to speak to him.
| At the badk of an old cutting room he came upon

Jane. She was standing asgainst the wall, a daged look on her

face--almost as 1Ff she did not know where she was or what she

“ ivaa doing.  There was sone thing pitifully distraught

é.bout her exmrescion--ag if the sensitive fibre of her mind

Il  had momentarily been shattered.

| 1 He did not lmow what he was saying to her., The

I}";'words poured out in a torrentlal disjointed streap-~bitten

 |:"' *"Efbff-—ﬂowing on again--and againe.

_'rlfl ‘ "Jene--llgton to me. Janel For God's sake

G try and believe the baat you can of MGessesess I know I've

\ been a dog to hurt you like thiS.$sessses..l never memt to hurt
you, my littla Jane. I swear that gmuzx to you. I only wanted
to help youe.....t0 take care of yode...t0 watch over andi cherish
you. _ J‘ane---I did"™nt mean to injure you.....my. poor little
ONGasnel wuld soonor kill myself than cause you a single

Pang-- ..W
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face and stared down wildly et that bowed head.

Someone knocked on the door. The stenogrspher
thrust in her head, callesd:

"iss Laurencee walting to see you Mr. Elanton".

M.ss Leawrence walted for no one; least of all

for Bdmund Blantom. She pushed by the office bo¥ and stenograp h-
er and stepped intec Blanton's o £fice. She wag tall, very
_beautim, with heavy lidded eyes, the lashew of which wwre
thickly beaded. Behindxtheserbez Bohind that bealed fringe
golden eyes pgleamed with the dangerous light of a pythoness.
Her every movement was the embodiment of studied grace-~an
‘insolent, arrogant grace. Beside this raéiant star , Jane
. Mercer, w:ltﬁ her flower like face, her sglight long llssome
limbs seemed mxthetkestiyyx= strangely slight and pathetiecally
young. The old er wman's pglance swung from Blanton, now
gtanding up, to Jane, her hend upon his desk, a stricken look
on her face.

"I followed you across the lot, Miss Mercer. TYou
see I know your name. You may as well lknew mine. I'm Sylvia
Laurence Blanton, and BEdmund Blanton happens to be mf—--lrushand".

Jane stared at the women. Her lips parted. She
seemed to be seeing her ag from some great distance-~through
a fog; yet the woman's words had struck deep. dJane Imew BR
exactly what she had saild--who she vag? She was REimund Elant-
on's wifel What a joke---vhat a mad, fantastic jokel She
tried to say something--to smile even; but it was a most trapgle
mockery of a smile.

She Went out blindly.
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As he spoke ghe moved her head from alde to side,
as if trying to avold meeting that apgonizing, imploring gaze.

"Jane, 70[1 see, that wman..., there's much to
explain, We have'nt lived tocether for seven years.
We. She belongs to 2 man named
Chris Cleveland, an actod. She's belonged to a dozen men.
She's absolutely nothing to me, She eares nothing @ ont me.
Never has. Her action is merely that of a dog in 2 manger---
¥lackmail......s80 she ean control anl use me for her owmn ends.
She's been living with Clevelmd for nes ly o yexr and expected
to marry him when her contract with Filmo expired. Oh don't you
see, dear---it was all a matter of a Movie contract. Not wn-
conmen in Hollyvwo od. I agreed not to divorece her---I aigned
an agreement to that effect---I was not to divorce her i1l the
expiration of the contract. And it did"nt matter to me
what she did, where she weni, who she 1liged withs I had
no use for her or any other woman in the world, until you
came inte my life--you, Jone--my 1little Derling, whdm I h;xve
80 ferribl:sr hurt.... Deer---I did'nt realize what I wg doing-~-
did'nt realize what 1t would lead to. I should have walted
-until I was free before I spoke to you. Jane---when love
comes to us we cannot muffle it, éa.n we, my dearest 1ittle one?
Now I know I can never give you up. Youlre the only thing in
the world I have ever loved. I™m going to take you awmy fram
all this. Jane. We'll go away together--escape from |
the shagkles of convention--contracts---everything--just you and

I, Janel"

In a voj.ce that seemed to come from some
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unknown depths within her, Jane replied:

"fe could not escape --from ourselvesl”

"o would'nt need to, darling--we'd bo always
together---we'd go away---"

Jane g2id lrokenly:

"7 --could'nt do anything like that, Mr, Elanton".

Someone was calling her mﬁne, halooing it =across
the lot.

"Jane]l Janel"

M 114e hed found Jane at lasts She rushed up to her,
interposed herself rudely between Jane and Hlanton.

"er, Blanton” she said--"Leave Jane to ma. Suppose
gomeone passes this wvay---1t'1l be all over the lot, She'll
ioae hexr ‘raputatton—-”

| Blanten sald hoarsely. :

"Look here, 1fllie--I'll gel my car. We'll tske
Jene home, and we'll talk snd plan it all out thare™.

"Wo slyr-- Janec's solng with me« I've got my
flivver right here and I got the day off especially. I was
expecting something lilke this”.

~ She was leading Jane ejong, her am sbout her.

 Her own shabby 1ittle Ford was parked only a short distance

awgy « Blanton followed. He tried to come to the other side
of Jane, but Mllie Kept her close to the wall of the Muild-
ings. He scarcely lmew vhat he wes s-:b[ing or doing. \hen
14llie Femed helped Jane inte her car, Blanion got on the
ruming board.

"You can't take her away like this. I've not
told her hﬂLb-I miet explaine——-"
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| Mllie stepped on the starter. The ear roared.

"Get off the car, will you" ghe sald, and then as

she caught a glimpse of the man's fq.cé, ghe added:
"Ah, be a gport, Mr. Blanton. Let me get her home;
: ‘then you can figure out some way out of thi. mess”,

il "

"All right" he said. "Take her then. I'11 follow.
E I'll be tk rr probally aBead 0 f you-—-"
y _‘

He tried to ontmap Jane's gaze.

. She wag looking
"(;1; straight before her.

v : ;
K4 "Jane-=-Jane=--" he gald, in a ,muffled voice.
|/ '

'\‘5| fﬁl

| The car moved out dlong the sumny roads of
: {/l.ii‘.;.,ﬂ.mo City.

A

;!': 0
o !
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There was just one light going in the little living
room where Joybelle and Millie Cnhen kept a sort of falthful
rvigil. The room was 4in darlmess on purpcse, so the two girls
could see through the blind the man on the cwrb below. He
had been there ford hours, looking up at Jane's apariment.

He wrote numerous notes--wild, passionafe, lmploring appeals
and sent them across by the sombre faccldl chaulffeur.

Blanton left his post long enough to go te the cormer
drug store again to call up the little flatl. Joybelle answered.

"Yo-oh?" |

"ilr, Blanton spealing. Wll you let me=—=-"

"I won't let you anything" said Joybelle viciously.
"You got your nerve to stend outeide cur house. I know all
about what you dono to my friend”.

Millie interposed.

"Don't talk to him like that. Lot me spesk to him".

Joybelle relinquished the telephone.

"ITts Millie speaking Mr. Blanton" said Jane's friend.

"Millie, is it true that Jane is very 111%"

"She's 111",

"Where is she?"”

"She's in bed. Doctor says she's got tc stay there”.
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He began to plead for permission to come over. "\\'f?._aid
he would do nothing to upset ordistrub her-~just wanted tB" iaé
near Jane, Iillie was touched:
"I'xn gorry, bat the doctor says its best for her not
to see anyone; besiles 1t'@ conly ma_ue- things worse".
"Who's her doctor. I'11l wee him at onee".
"on't btutt in. ‘She's asleep anyway--he gave her
gome dope to quiet her---she was nearly off har head, poor kid---
MA11i0, 12 T send Some leti v o her, wll you promise
to deliver then?"
"Wo. If you keep on like this we're going to wire her
folka".
"For God's sakes don't do that".
"Well, you know how i1 18 She'll never be alile to
go back to work with you there. She'll lose her Jobi
"ot on my account. TListen to what I am saying:”
"Yes, Mr. Blanton’,
"Pell her, as socn as she's abls to understand--
that I'm going awyy---0If somewhere on location. Tell her not
$0 worry--that everything will work out right. I'1l make ity"

As M1lie tumed from the "phone she was crylng.
"I'm gorry for him" she said.
"Well'v 1%, not" said Joybelle emphaitilcally. "I'm not

sorry for any married man that chases after a young girxl".
"There wore nitigating circumstances in his case.”
"Hnph! He know damed well he vas tied up. I get

gick and tired of marriod men trailing after kids like Ja?'e. "

J Ve getoom rried T hrgoing
' "Well you know how it is~--he was that womantg
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Director and there was a contmet and all the rest. Besides .
you know how 1t is in Hollywood. Byvorybody anybody's wife or \
busband. Its a slckening mixup".

Millle added with a sigh:

"When I get married I'm going to some 1ittle immocent
town where “there won't be any shuffling around of husbands and
wives. Ite the very limit hores No one lnows who's who's
wi fe. |

Jane was coming out of a dreamless pemce to 2
dim world of dizsy cheos. Things scemed to move around the roo:
like the fantastie figures of/,’toubistio drawing. Nothing was
gtable-~everything slipping and sliding. Shexeaitkeironty
She felt as if she were drow’ng—-sinking, 40l she celld:
"Joybellel”
Presontly she heard Joybelle's volce above her.
"Its the dope. I'1l make a cup of black coffee”.
Jane eaid drowelly:
"I'm not dylng". She made an effort tosmiles
"Gourse you're not. The ideal " said Joybelle
roughly. "When one's young they don't die from any _101;# bunk,
believe me". '
"We have to go on living" sald Jane.
Millie said gently:
"You've had a shock, dear. It'1l all eome out right"”.
"Sure 1t will" agreed Joybelle. "You'll forget
all about the darnmed thing soon. Its just part of the days work.

r I'd like a dollar for eveey time I been erossed in love. Why one

fellow threw me down s0 hard T nearly jumped off the roof, but
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Just as I was about to do it, I says to myself: 'Whats the use?
Theres othar fih 1n the sea', and thats howit twrmed out, beca
because it was'nt no more t an a week before I met Jim Nolan, and
I would'nt change kikizc: Jim's little finper for the thole of the
hide of the one I was going to throw myself from the roof for".

"I think we're talking too much™ said Ifillie.

""Ch are you here, Millie?" asked Jane woukly.

"You betchu. lother éelephoned and I teld her you
were 2 bit under the weather, and she says for me to bring you
over there and that she'll cook you a real kosher dimer., Wait
till you tuste gofelte fish".

- A smile that was stranzgely plteous came aq@ross
the girl's weful young face. A single tear dbrimmed over.
Shexamiind She put out her hand weally, searching for !dllie's.

"How good you are to mel" she said faintly, and buried

her face in the pillow.



