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Chapter Xll.
Hearts do not break from shock or pain. Youth and
- work are vital ant‘dotes. Jane's work was her salvation.
She clung to 1t as a veritable 1life-saver.

Sho had been apsigned to adapt amd treat a story
whose title was "The Immense Pearl". It was a preposterous,
bloodeurdling melodrama of the old type. Jane made it a
throbbing, living drama of the present day. She lmbued its
puppet 1ike fipgures with real 1ife--made them human beings. She
so adapted the antique plot that 1t became comprehensible and
tlrilling.

For two wae];s ghe worked soteadily on the adaptation,
and when she put the last word to the script, a faint glow
spread over her facej she :Eelt' that pulse of relief and
joy that only the ereative writer knows when he puts the last
word_upon his story. | .

When she put the menuseript into Mise Dutton's handg,
the story cditor smlled at her approvingly.

"You seem to have made a quite complete Job of it"
gshe said, 7

"Yegs., I took some liberties wi th the story--as it
needed life injec'bed into 1t". |
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"Thats the ideas We like flash in our stories. I'1l
read 1t right away’.

Jane hesltated.

"What shall I work on now, Mies Duttonp"

"Take a rest betwoen stories".

"I don"t want a rest. I vnt to work".

"Is that so? Hmi" |

The Editor glaneed at the glrl's face, then looked
aaYs Some emall echo of Janet's story had fltered badk to
the editor tmomem through one of those mysterious chamels
peculiar to a Movie studio.

"Suppese you work on ome of your own stories. I 1like
that one "Rose Petals'. We'll see if we can't interest = direc-
ter in 1 t", |

Jane's heart leaped with renewed hope.

Immediately after reading Jane's aﬂaptation of
"The Immense Pearl" 6 Miss Dubton despatched 11:\ with a memo
attached \to her chlefs The note was characteristie for its
‘brevity, =Etwamt but of an entlmsiasn uncommon to the story
weary editor. ‘

"Thksx "Biwaxd Malle:

Supervising Scenario Editor.
&8 is a corker. Recomend you read it

at once.
Edi th Dut ton
Story Eiitor".

lajyie who haﬂ. considerable regard for his story editor's
opinion glanced tlrough the seript, then tumed back and read it
through from beginning to end. He tﬂ made apersonal trip
across the lot to the Administration building, first telephoning

to swmon several men to a conference in the Gener-il Manager's
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office. Bemnle Minton, the General Manager, in spite of his
business el lity, knew v'e:a"y 1little sbhout stories. He thought
Maeterlink was a patent mediecine and that ucfor Hugo kept a
-restaurant in Loe ingeles. For "Bemmie" the Movle Ganme
had both its Joys and miserles. There werethe hundred and one
pretty girls. He licled his 1ips over these delectable morsels.
Then there were story conferences. Twy were the bane of Mnton's
life. Besldes Minton, there werepreseht at the conference
to ooﬁsider "The Immense Pearl”, dwmx 2 supervisor, a director
and Fulton.

Mablie threw the seript dowm on Minton's desk.

"Theres a knocke-out" said he.

The Director, by name of Lyndol i'.avotsaky, an inmpor-
tatlon from Russia, spoke only a fow words of Enpglish. He
had a strained, anguished look and a hablt of literally tearing
his hair when excited. He had suffered agonies of soul since
coming to Filmo. In Burope his great picture, "Passionatel

Love" had been a sensational sugeess, His great forte was

M pletwres that stresse he nnth degree SEX. He wanted
to make pletures in his owmn my, about countries and people he Ime
know., The stories subml tted to him by the supervisors ani
editors drove him to expldeive protest. For seven months
Filmo lnd been training him, and his main tutor was a youngster
of twenty ome years, a2 relative of Minton's. He was not hampered
by any knowledge of stories or picture making, but he had a glib
tongue, the persistence of a flea, and no end of "Pull" at Filmo,

- His assurance was My ama zZlng and painful. The huge,
ungovernable and impatient Lovoisky could barely restrain himself

from laying hands upon this cogksure, self confident yogth and



Physically manhandling hinm.

Mnton was making a pains$aking effort to concentrate
upon a subjeet that irritated and bored him %o ex tinetion,

"Whats the title?"

"Mho original title was 'The Imense Peaxl, I sugpest
"The Pinnacle',

"Peemokle" repeated Mintim, raising his volce virtuous

1¥s "What for Peenuckle. The eensors won't otand for pio=
tures abont ecand games",

Matle stared.
"I sald: "The Pimnacle'",
"Sure I heamd you. Peenucklel's a ganbling card game.

Do you want to get #Mimo into troulle agiin with Mr, Haye?
What for do we have a Sgenarlo cdltor fory ™

Whenever Minton beecame exeited he lapsed into hisg
motle r tongue, whieh wes not Englishs

Mable could Warely keep a stmight face, as he
explained the difference betwean "$lnnaclé and "Peemmeckle".

Mioicon-res ented:

"Well, well whats 4t 11 abouts"

"About a Dame that steals a big Peazl frome—-"

"Cheesisl Cut out the details, How much ig it?"

Motde drew his ehalr up to Mnton's., Mnton's
hand went to his ear. He nodded as the Biitor explained that
they need'nt buy the rights, as he had so rewritten the s tory
that they couwld produce nhﬁmgiml. _ Giponrne—itold.
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"OuKe" Said the General Manager of Filmo. "Suits me".

A strange, raucous noise was mulsing through the room.
On a large soft couch, siretiched out fll length, the much harasss
ed great Russian director snored stertorously.
| Monton and Malle lamgle d. Just as he as
was about to leave {he manager's office, lable turned back.
"By the way, I'm recomending a raise of $56. a weedk
in the salary of one of the readers”.
"What forg"
"She's warth 1t".
Minton gawe him a sly wink.
"Friend of yours?"
"No, no--nothing lilke that" replied the other
lmpatiently. "DoR't even know her by sight’.
"Wha ts her name?"
"Mercer--Jane llerser’.
Minton seratched his head. Where had he heard that
name before. His eyes suddenly jumped; he grimmed like a
coyotes
"You mean Blanton's glrl?"”
labie fromed. He hed little sympathy with Minton
80 far as his womn mudmess eraze was coneerned. |
"Don't bellieve theres amything to that story. He gave
her a boost wﬁan she flrs ocame on. Thats sbout all. He's
been on location now meveral weeks',
IAnton's tongue moistened hic lips softly.
"Send her in to me, will you. I'd like to look her

over".

"D*'d keep hands off, if I were you" said Mabie



"Theres saneone else on the lot thats nute about her”.

You mean Harron?"

CRTTOT i 0 el O AR

Josisy,  1'd rather have him on my side of the fence tham
the other"”,

"CeXe then",.

Minton made a netation on a ped.
"Three dollar raise" said he. "Name?"
"Jane llexrcexr™.

7Js Merson" wrote the General Managr.
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Chapter X11l.

Every day Jane studied the Production sheet. ot even

to herself would she admit that sheoupgh this shoet she was ensbled
| to check up on the whereabouts of Hlanton. He wvas "on joeation
in Nevada, rlo:LrSa pleture entitled "The City of Restless ILove".
Singularly enough, Jane had not realized that he wonld probatly
return to Filmo. "Rushes" of his piloture were coming in each
day, and the director was due at any time to go over them with
his cutter.

She was ecrossing the little streect before the
Studio Inn. The screen doors swung open and a number of men
came out. Millie felt the temse clasp of Jano's hand on her arm.
There was a chort, breathless pause. The blood came anl went in
Jane's cheeks. Millie saw her lips forming in a mechenical smile
and following the direction of Jane's violet eyes she saw Edrmund
Blanton. Ho-was lighting his pipe. His hand was cupped sbout
the lighted mateh, and his eyes looked out above the pipe stralight
into Jane's. Jane smiled as she bowed, ut Blanton's face
was like a magk as silently he touched his cap. The screm
door snapped behind the_girl-s. Jane was stlll smiling styangely
as the waltress pulled out the table and they took thekr: seats
against the wall.

"Ite all right M1lie" she sald. "I lived through it".

Lived through 1t} She had imagined this moment, when
onee again she would see Blanton. Oh, she had asswred herself tha
that she would smile--never let him know how terribly he had



,/.-{"i!'lé; %/ﬁ‘ h]:l.'l'?ﬁ her.
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£ L P Now 1t was all over. They had passed each other

e ’ Zith a smle and a nod. Thatwas how it was in 1ife. A
" ;i.ls and a nod.

f

/’ Hs face, cold as stesl. No unsteadinessin the hand
‘/that touched his cap. He md pulled on his pipe. Thatwas all
her passing hdhd meant to him. Ohl Why should she agonize

and analyse over this man's nere glance. She had a flerce
desire that he too might feel a dagger in his heart. Then,
instantly she took back tha'lw‘_l.y wish, She triad to drive her
mind to a consideration of othe r mattrrs-=~the food on the plate
before her--what 1illie was sgying.

Suddenly she sald:

"Millie--he looked awfully thin--did'nt he?"

"I only glanced at him" psaid Millie.

Jane took a sip of iced tea., She tried to eat
the sandwich Millie had ordered for her. She set 1t bacl
on the plate.

"I've got to quit” she said. "You may as well know
the worst. I've ornly been mretending that nothing matt rg---
that we're just poor little pawms on the checkerboard of fate,
and we move this way and that, and its of no consequence whetler
sane of us become crushed and broken mnd gtepped on or swept
away or whether we go up or whether we go down. I've been tryl
to pretend that this thing we call Love is just a delusion-=-
autosuggestion---but now I know it all does matter] It terribly
mttersl Love is reall Its torture. I feel uprooted

and torn. I"m talking =nd talking because if I don't
I'1l break down--c(y-soream—--Oh—-m.llie--Mllial"
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"81t sideways Jane" said Millie. "That bird by the po :

!

post is watching us, and vhatever you do don't ery. Keep
g Stiff upper 1ip $1ill we get out of here. Come along'l"

A boy brought Jane a note. The words swam before
her. She tried to steady herself, to re-read that note
from Edmund Blanton: '

"Jane
I have talked with Tillie. Bhe has told me that
you do not wish to remain at Filmo. I shall
only be in Hollywood a few days, and I pronise you
I will stayoff the Filmo lot. I will return to
locatlon very soon again.

Jane-~-~I deserve the worst you ean think of me.
Its not on my acecount I ask you to stay; but on yours.
Miss Dutton has told me of the splendid work you are d
doing. Atta, littlelgirll You must not s top now. |
You are due for a place at the top. God bless and

keep you.
Edmund Blanton”,

She put her face down upon that sheet of paper.
No tears came, for now Jane was conscious of a strange exhilara=
tion and exeitement. She had a passionate longing to do somet
thing powerful and beautiful; to make her mark in the Movie wozl |
world---his world. | To justify his faith in herl
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Cha pter X1YV.

Jane's telephone rang. Miss Dutton was on the
wire. She spbke with her ususl brevity.

"ITve interested a director in your story. He's
on his way to your office now. Sell him the idea of doing 1t".

Jane was S0 surprised and thrilled that she forgot
to even thank Mkss Dutton. With consideratle exeitement she
awitiéd the director, and started nervously when she heaxd
his tap upon the door. Harron stood beaming upon her
from the threshold.
| "Oh how do you do" sald Jane. "Won't you come
in?" ‘

She lmd forgotten Ha ron's existence. He had been
away for several weeks.

"Sure will. May I sitp"”

"Certainly”.

TSmoke? "

"Yes, do. Ioé—" as he extended the case.

Harron watched Jane through the rising amoke
hage. He lmew she was anxiously waiting for him to‘ say some=
thing about her story, He leaned his elbows on tho dewk--
gawb ha:,r the benefit of his ¢ull atiention.

. Protty little serious dear she was} Tajented too.
Grqx#fqﬁtn fare coubl mation that in Homwocd—beauty and
‘n:r:ampk'

/. .. He squashed out the 1ight fron his elgarette.

)



"Med up on this job?"

"Med up?"

"Under contract?”

"Don't make me laugh. Fancy me under contract".
"You will beo--some day. That was a pip of a story

you wrote. I'm going to do it. I'1ll have Minton tranafer you

to my office., We'll do a bit of collaboration upon the treatme

and then get at tho contimity".

Jane was s0 thrilled and execited she could hardly than

thank him. Harron's inconstaht gaze scanned her offlce.
"Got anything else?”

i

Jane pulled down from the shelf a number of mamuscrip

|
Her eyes were shining; her heart was daneing. She did not th

think of Harron as o man; he was the great director who would

give her her opportunity. Blanton's prejudicewm no longer
affected her. She would prove, :through thi‘s very directar
that his belief in her was justified.

W th several of her stories under higs arm,
and with a friendly smile, Harron flapped a soft hand in her
direction and said:

"Bye~hye-~1till we meet again”.

Jane sat down, her chin pillowed on her hand.
She tried to visualize different Filmo players in her
"Rose Petals". ILittle Marion Forred for the lead. George
Harriman for the young doctor.

There was a rat-tat on her door. _

"Johnny Heglin calkingl" amounced Jolnny himself.
"Bagy? "

"Not especially". ' A

|
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"How about a dip in the ocean at Santa Monica?"

"Love itl"

As he was helping her into his Roadster, Johnny
gtared at her quizzieally.
- #8my "Can I believe my eyes. Are you actually
gmiling?"
Jane laughed.
"All of a sudden I feel young and foolish again" sghe 8

t

said.

The Beareat (Johnny's roadster) mad: a spurt forwaxd,
They went tearing down the narrow E‘ilmb streat , just escaping
bumping into a truek by a hair's breath. Jane said breathlessl

"Stop speeding. You eomma to deathl”

"Good for you to get seared. Jerks your liver
into shape”.

Holding on to the wildly earcering Bearcat, Jane
cried above the rattle of the car (the muffler was open)

"Theres nothing the matte with my liver. For good-
ness skkes slow M\ Begides I've something terrifieally impor-
tant to tell you". : A

Johnny élowed dowmn to the normal speed of forty miles.

"A1ll right MeGinty. Whats on ybi:.:r chegt?"

"I'm to have one of my stories produoed‘;" :

"How come?" R

"Well a certain director is interested in my 'Rose
Potals!"

"Thats a slush title". | )

"I know, but its sure fire box office"” said Jaip;_

laughing at her @ 1lity to reel off the stdlo jargon toyms)
| |



"Who's the directar?”
maartin Stuart Harron”.

"Hazront Great gods and little fishes".
The Beareat spm around in a temperamental
circle and then resumed its bumpety course.

"We'll be in the diteh first thing you know'.

"By heck 1'd rather dump you in the ditch than see Jyo.
working for that swine”. |

"Don't be silly".

"you don't know what I know about him. His reputa t-
tion stinls. Xeep a mildion miles from him I'ma dviglng you".

"You ean't belleve half the storles one héars in |
Hollywood. Besides all,I know about him is he's done some
splendid pietures and is a :Eémoua director™.

"Beansl What's being famous amount to sayway?
1y damed if I would'nt just as soon be 2 Tep no teh carpenter
or ditch digger as éom gwell headed egomaniac on a Movie
10t. By Godl I'm fed up with this Movie Lhnia—--sétting up
a lot of tin gods and falling down and worchipping them".

"yl you are sore are'nt you?" !

"Sore? I'm fed up with the whole crazy patchwork game.
Everybody's half mad in 1%, anyway" .

"7ell noarly everything blg or new that ever sprang
into being was usually denounced as mad. Its not such ﬁ"‘-'bad
sign that we all seem mad in this business of the Movies"

"Bah} It is'nt the business thats wrong---its 1;1;9
people in it-= the parasites and hlood suckers and the ront
have faatqnad thomselves like ootopusea upon the immstrm The

They're exploiting what might have been the greatest of a;,l \

l
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- arts. ©Pick me out ome truly great and inspired executive
- onour lot and I'1l mateh you with a dozon‘patty second and thir.
' raters who should be rumning honky tonks or gents furnishings.
They are the fellows astride the industry, strangling it.
- And whats the result? Theres no order, no morale, no systen.,
Its all chaos. Nobody knows or cares wmt they're striving for.
Its all hit and miss. No one has =y legitimate end in view.
They're just leaping after straw andl feathers".
| Jane sald rather sadly: _
"Whate 1life anyway but & leaplng after straws and feat
feathers?as you oall them?"
Johnny was sunk in a deop gloom; his young wrathful
face completely elouded over. Prosently, put of the tail
of his eye he gave a glimpse at the girl beside him.
"Look=-a-hore~~-what does a nice kid like you wamt to bo
mixed up in this geme fer anyﬁay‘?"
"Well, in the first place, I have to work, and this
is the plessantest work I know of",
"I tell you something a damed sight pleasanter".
"Wha 2
Jonny paused, budk 2 breath, made his momentous
proposition:
"Marrylng a man --lile me, for instanee".
"Johnnyl You take my breath away. Are you propos-
 ing to me?" :
"Thats Just exactly what I'm doing".
She had an inclination to ery. Her bright, gay
moment had paS8ER.  Sho realized that behind Johmy's kidding

there was a depth of real feeling, ;
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"R Johnny, I'm 80 sorxyy". _
He took his rejection manfully, though he was dogged
" enough to persist.
"Thile theres life theres hope" he saild, with a resump !
tion of his usual light tone. _ |
He stared solemmly ahead, and then, not looking at
Jane he put the question:
"Any one else, Jane?"
She was silent.
Johnny said then, verysoftly:
"fell he's a dammed lucky dog, whoever he may be;
but 1 £ he's responsible for that look of hurt I've seen in
your eyes, Jane, I hope he dies with his beokts on. Thats
a cowboy expression, meaning the worst ever”.
"Don't wich it then, Johmny" she said gently.
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Chapter XVi.

Jane was reoading the teclmiei continuity of her own
story. Stretehed out in a lwmrious overstuffed am chair,
Harron watchod her. Hor long lashes made a shadow upon her
flushed cheels. The lovely outline of her form showed

through the sheer georgetiec of her dress. She was entlirely
ungenseious of the devouring gasze of the man watching her
tlrough half dlosed, smoul dering eyew.

He had boasted onee that he was "the walting kind ".
She was worth wailting far. He never doubted that sooner or latc
she would be his. It was merely a matter of trep ping her at the
psychologleal time and in the right place.

He shifted his position to get 2 better view of the

white neck that suggested the virginal young bosom below,

Hot waves of flre seemed %o course through hin, He would have
11 ked té tear the seript from her hand; to drag her to his Imees.
He was mad about her. Her cool detachment; her impersonal
contact with him, inflamed and baffled him. He had found
most women easy; but not this glrl--not this Jane person.

"Well, how alout dimer?" he demanded. "Do you
see that cloek"?

It ms nearly seveon. ‘Most 0of the Filmo employes
h ad long since gone home. A couple of office boys stili

wore in the outer office.
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For two weeks she had been laving daily "dimer
conferene 8" with Harron after the day's work. He well
Inew that she was being tallked about. He took her always to
such public | places as the larathon, "Larry's", patronized mainly
by the Motlion Picture people .

He was something of a glutton, though epieurean in
his selection. Iftmr He would give the dimrer skewiy:
' order'siowly. and in detail to the deforentidl waiter, whom heUs

dismiss finally with a f1ip of his hand. Then he wounld
comeentrate upon Janec. They would go over eertain scenes
and seguences., This night, he becane affected by the musie

and dlapped his hands.

"Shall we have a danee, dearie?”

She no longer minded being called "dearie",
lovie people used endearing terms to each other quite freely.

St om kb e

The dancers were loudly clspping for a repetition of
the number Jjust ended. Harron's voice was quite loud, and the
man at the table next to them, moved his chair back.
" ouite suddenly Jene had a strange psyechic feeling.
‘Though she had not turned her head, she knew that Bdmmnd
Blanton was at that table next to theirsfé She was over-taken

by a surge of panie. She was af aid to smmrdrer move. oy
eyes grew wide and dark, and she was scarce conscious of what
she was doing, as the insistent Harron drew hor to her foet.
They were on the dance floar .

Iike one in a dream, Jane moved %o tlp awaylng stralnsg
of the music. Though she could not see him, she kmw that

Blanton was stending up--that he was looking at her. B':Loddn
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of emotion swept oter her. |
Now ghe knew that all £ these months she had been
deluding herself with the fancied thought that her work
sufficed, compensated. The rgee knowledge of his mere
Presence had the power to set her heart aflame. She had
a paggionate longlng to cseape from the dance floor =-=-to go to
him-===t0 hear his voiee again--yes even 1f in condeppnation—--
to look into his eyes---ahl to fod hisg lim~--oven thougiz
it be a aln of sins. '
The dancers were danelng so closely together
on the limited floor space that they harely seomd to move.
The promlscuous h of bodics around her; the strains of the
-mgle, the hod breath in her face of the man holding her close-
1y, nauseated her. |
"I've had enough. Oh lets go back”,
She broke from his amms, moved baslk, collided
against a couple erushed in eadh others arms and moving
to Khe simous and suggestlve motions of the new dance. A%
that moment some inepired fool turned off all the lights.
Jane found herself ?*nned in and erushed. Someone reached
out grasped her. She was being gged fliercely. Animal
arms encompassed her. Hot 1ips pressed hors madly. She
struggled wildly, savagely .
Sherwanbedttho
' The 113111:5 went on again, She was one of « .
milling mass of people; some of them still dancing; others
battling thelr way to tables. A breathless pandemonium of
laughter and sereams of relief or regret when the lights
went on. = Harron pushed his way through the erush,

1
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cleared a passage and escorted her back to the table.
"All right, baby?"
She answered faintly:
"0h this is terrible--terriblel”
Her hand covered her lips, as though they
wWere unclem . Her cyss darted wildly sbout the
room., \Where was he? Oh where was Bdmund Blanton? She
could not find him? She felt soiled, ravaged.
"I can't siyhere. I want to get home" she said.
Barron was all concern and congideration.
When they were seated in his car, he put his arm about her and
bade her rect against him. She did not re}%snt the arm, but no
longer felt the necd of 1it.
"The alr was gtifling in thm(e. "
"I've been warking you too hard” he said temlerly.
"We'll eall a let up”.

"I don't mind the work" said Jane, thinking that
the lighted streots secmed 1lilke those in some fading dream.
Sudderly she had\a.poignant recollection of that ether
night, when she‘\ridden down Hollywoed Boulevard in Hlanton's

How happy she had beeml Vhat a gorgeous sense of warmth; of
shoer trust and Joy. How safe che had feli. His whole
perscnality had emanated stremgth and something blg and

fine. She remembered how his hand had reachel for hers.
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At the door of her aparitment, Harron said
sympatheti eally:

"Poor baby, you're all,in, Now get a
good night's sleepl”

His lips graged her cheek, A "fatherly"
goodmght kiss, at which she took no offense, because

she wag searcely aware of it of of him .



