M Pth Soerial Instalment

MOVIE MADNESS

by
WININIFRED REEVE

Chapter Vl1l.

It was the middle of October. Production was at
its peak in all the studios in Hollywood. For two weeks
they had been "shooting" Jane's story--"Rose Petals”. She
soarcelh( left the set. Ags the pleture progressed, her en~
timsiasn mounted. Hor gratitude to Harron turned to admiratior
/éind sincere respect for the man's extraordinary ability as a
/ﬂireetor. while working he seemed to be transformed--a
va:ita‘ble human dynemeo, with no thought for anything but the
:pictnrn he was directing.

| ~ Jane would not listen to any of the gtories brought
td “hgr| coneeming Harron. Even when Millie attemptel to vam

:,‘h 'z;,, anﬂ Pinished with: "Get away from the Harron atmosphere.
Y4

,‘mutha that man", Jane defendoed:
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‘.ﬂf} ' "Its because you don't kimw him. He's very exception-
/ a%, Jand pne is forced to respectd his tremendous abllity".
-W :f ok Milly returned peevishly:
TAVA SN "0h I know him all right. He's on ks good behaviour

,’ .r

/, fy

-:-, i”"J’ because W he's working on a pleture; but he's raging

) t1¢ar umdameath. You just wait till he breaks loose. He'll
s Qbaﬁly go on'one big drunk and it won't be safe then to be

\ within a mile of him, because when he's drunk he's a manlae”.



Johnny Heglin overtook her one day when ghe was

mrrying back to the Harron set.

"Hold on therel”

"I've got to fly. Mr, Harron's waiting for hém".

"That bird! TLet him walt".

"Don't be silly".

Johmy knitted his brows gloomily.

"Jane, look here, do you realize you're being
talked about?"

Jane flamed.

"How ean people #alk about someone they don't know?™

"Bagily emough, if you're seen everywhere with Harron.
You're labelled; You should know that you can't play with mud
and keep clean".

"Iin net playing with mud" denied Jane indignantly.
"Iy simply working, md Mr. Harron has been so good to me that
it would be beastly disloyal on my part to say anytnhing derog-
atpry about him. I owe everything to him".

"Hm., Well I'd hate to be in hisg debt" said Johmny,
‘pulling his cap down over his eyes. "Byel See you some day,
.m.ayba". |
| : Jane wag provoked by Johnny's attitude, but she
wag fond of him and she looked back regretfully foward where
. ., thnny was tramping o £f, pretending to whistle nonchalantly.

A As she was golng absently down the little narrow passO

'faglbg ‘between a 1line of dressing rooms and stages B, D and F, ghe
_,'smdkensd her pace to let 2 man pass, who was coming toward her.

As;,t_s_he' moved back, she glaneed up, and suddenly her heart
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leaped in her breast like a wild, live thing. A moment of this
overtaken fright, and them from scme source within her came straa.
strength and poise. She found she could even speak to him.

"How do you do" she murmured.

In a low volice he sald:

"Jane, what are you doing?"

"Working with Mr. Harron. He's dolng one of my
stories”.,

"I had heard that. Jane, will you let me speak to you
for a 1little while---over in my o f£flce? I'm only here for a
couple of days and there are a few things I want to tell you".

There was some thing almost hmihble about his attitude;
g0 different from his old dietatorial menner. Jane did not
dare let her eyes meet his. She had a panicky fear that she wou
would not be alle to retain her composure for long. |

"I'm 8orry. I--~I have to get back to our set. I™m
hnb.lng seript there, and Mr. Harron needs me--I must be going---

"Pomorrow then--will you come tomorrow?"

She hesitated. An overpowering emotion made her
long to put her arms sbout his neck; she felt a surge of love an.
of greaxt motheribg pity. She could not speak; but she nodded
her headimmhificr dumbly. Then fearing to look at him or
gpeak to him further, she ran breathlessly down the rest o f
the paasaga.

Just as she was mounting the little ladder leading to
Stage E. Harron met her.

"Finished for the day. Better skoot on home; get
a good' night's rest and slecep. Pack a few duds and be

here at eight sharp tomorrow morning. We're leaving
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for location a 1ittle ways out on the lMojave Desert.
bye, babyl"

Bye=
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7 Chapter XVLIL.
They were running the last of the "rushes" of
4!
7/ "he City of Restless Love" in Number 8 Projection room.
"o WAL+ .

/ Blizmton sat at the desk at back, with his cutter. A couple

'J';

/ }/ﬁwf gag mem, a title writer, Blanton's assistant and a supervisor
} JF "“/
/¢1so watehed the picture.

Py 1 Suddenly Blanton got up and walked out of the 1ittle
41/ theatre.  His surprised sssistant humried after him. Hlanta
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oa ffwas striding swiftly along toward his o £f1ce.

:/ j; , "Anything wrong with the rushes, lir. Blanton?"

oM L Blanton's reply was strange.

) I:T ?i; , - "Barry, where didnthe Harron eompany go--do you know?"

F : 1 "The Harron eompany?"
,i? ;z The assistant stared. What was the matter with
o ;f’his chief.  Talking about Harron in the middle of running

‘ K’{ I f‘ fin,ipomtaht "rushes",
:/ H’ "Yes--Harron. Where have they gone on loeation?"
/ :S| ~ "Somewhere on Mo;]afe desert. Their outfit pulled out

‘thisi moming early",
/ , i Blanton took that in; his mind working swiftly, for-

’ \mhlating some plan., He must go after Jane. She must not be
,/ E}f'l‘-; \

{7 allme with Martin Harron.

'.‘)J:'fi "Shall I help the cutter on---"
_5"" 'ﬂzl i "How many went along?"

| I s "Along with what, sire"
At |



"he Harron company, dam itl"

"pywo bus-loads and half a dogzen o©ars for the principal l
"Do you know whether Harron's been drinking lately?”
"ot that I know of, eir. Ho does'™nt ap a rule when
71l he works you know. Besldes they say he's dead smck on a girl
" he's writing with. They say-—-"
| The assistant s'ro/ppad short. Blanton's eyes Were
b]:azing.
;. | "Are you pald tp repeat old women's tales?" he
demanded.
"j-no sir, Wt its common tallk on the 1o0t. I
thought maybe you lmew," Himnctom: |
Blanton glared at him s0 furiously that the
;xsed.atant blanched.

About noon of the same day, the Harron company reached
the Yiktxm tiny Mexican d&own on the elge of the Mo:lave desert.

: ,Rooms had been reserved at a pleturesque old Spanish Inn, that ha
‘-mﬂ once been a Ifigsion House. After a washup and a bite
of luneh, the company were imediately ealled for worlks

"r"«‘n - About two miles from the village they set up camp
and began the slooting of the desort scenes. The 1loeale was
i marvelous and Jane was delighted.

(i 11 we could orly get the effect of the great dis-
 tances-—those clouds above thocliff--the sendstone colors---
' b the mirage effeect".

' Harron squeezed her amm reasuringly.

A1l taken care oL baby. Seene to be done in



technicolor".
His voioco was a bit thick; his eyes slightly _heﬂry
and bloodshot; tut Hane was too interested and e :eited
to notice any change in him.
| All day long, under a scorching desert sun, they
shot and reshot scenos for the last sequence in Jane's
story. Long shots, medlum shots, close ups, panorams---
all sorts of camera angles. They were getting some magnificen
scones. The trooding, sultry, smuldering effoct of the wide
stretehing desert. Like jagged sentinels the line of sandstone
¢liffa etehed against an horizon of blood-gold sky. Gradpally
into the scene little humen beings moving like ants across the
sand and coming nearer and nearer to the camers. 4 close
up of that strange eommumdty in the hearﬁf the desert---tents
and secreened eabins--the desert home of a grou f}g:: all parts
of the world, sceking in the rare dry alr and burning rays of the
sun, the antidote ﬁor the Great Whitte Plague. An aleley shot
£ollowed one figur®, a man in khaki breeks and soft shirt. A
’olom up of the young Doector who had given up luxwry, home,
friends and love to fmitmw devote his life to an ideal.
- It was nine o'clock at night when the dust and
- grime stained troupe rode back under a sultry moon. Dimner had
: ‘;‘bmm serveeln the cook tent on location. ™M™red out with the
long day's work all hands dispersed to their rooms.
| Jane was agreeably surprised to discover a nice little
‘ sulte, which included a bath had been reserved for her. The
/ . i lights were 11it. She was tumbling out some articles from her

/ - prip, when she heard the bath-room door behind her open, and, tur

i
twrni ng, she saw Harron, coming out, with nothing on him but a
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thin silk bathrobe. His feet were bare.  Her first thought

was that she had been directed to the wrong room. Before she
could reach the door however, Harron was ahead of her. Wi th
Ws badc against it, he turned the key in the lock, drew it
out and dropped it into the podket of his robe. Jane tried to
1ook anywhere save at the almost naked man before her. She
bagked to the other side of the table, ofp which her grip was
still standing.
"What does this mean, Mr. Harron?"
"Gome baby, you knowl"
"Unlod:c that door at onee. How dare you do 2
thing like this?"
He cmelkled.
"I been waiting months for this moment swee theart™.
Jane stared at him, her face congeallng into an
expression of utter scom.
| "I'ye had emough of this. You open that doox”.
"Wothing doing, birdie. I got you trapped.
Be a sport and make the most of it. Gome along here, and sit on
. my knee and glve me a kiss, If you don' t~=~I'm going to take
one anyway---and thea some”.
"oh no, you're not. 1I'm not afiraid of you. I'm
‘gtrong and young, and you're flabby and fat and middle aged."
- Herron's fage purp edd He was not suffiekemiiyadrm
. gompletely drunk, but he harltg/nough drinks to inflame him, l
' "Look here, bgby, what d'you think I've been blowlng
you to expensive dimers for? What d'you suppose 1've
been fooling about with yowu about a gtory--putting your name

on ,i s
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/ Begause I wrote that story. Its minel" she makkx
,ﬁ,aahea ba ck.

"Tike fun it is. Don't kid yourself. Now
/,/, you Look here--birdie if you want eredit you better come
, - &91‘93,9 sweet,. NWothing for nothing's given in Hollywood.
| %m ought to know that. Gome on now, be a pet baby---

ooma along-==" |

/ He wag moving o tealthlly nearer to the talle.

ol
fid

¢ Jane's hand. gti1l in the bag, closed about gomething that
/ \J’oybelle had placed there. She made a swift, mechanlcal motion.
!}/’l” Hor imagination took a sudden leap.  She thought to herself:
o { i "§ow I'm 1ike mmmx the heroine in one of those Wostomms.

/I ,.;i-:‘f :l .#a‘lmres. T must defend my honor?®"

/‘f Hor hand eame out; she called out erisply.
' 'e!f.!
; 4' "I have you covered. FPub up yowr hands".
7 bl
£ Mg jaw dropping, s he stared at that bit of cold
A

e;tael menaging him, Haxron's hands arose. Jane was think=-
AR ing, with a wild sort of nysterical excitement:
- "oh if only the cameras were grinding now".
| If Harron wag trembliﬂ andl shaking gmteequely. His
V53 ﬂyes were almost bulging out of trelr sockets.
y '.; "ow' she commanded--"Walk to that door, unlock 11:.
b and don'% forget that I have you covered all the time".
g He fumbled for the keye. It shook in his hands.
Ho twisted it frantieally in the lods. The door was jerked op
opens. He fleds |

Jane stared at the now closed doOTe She leaned
against 11 'umply and the revelver dropped from her hand to
the floodra She sank



t)f;e floor. She sank down on her knees. A wry smile twisted
/331/'03" her fase and then her head went back. She began to-
laugh hysterieally, Bobb:l.ngly, breathlessly, and for fear

’ehe might be heaxd, she erept across the floor to the couch

-, and buried her face in the pillow, muffling the sounds of her
! {‘ heafthrwﬁng mirthe '

,/

AL

She repacked her grip. She had brought only a few
/1 'articles W th her. and these she cranmed into her bag.
{44 In spite of the torrific heat during the day, the
| desert was cool ot night and Jane put on her coatls
7 § ore was no light in the hall anl she had to foel hor way
/{ totm statrvay,  Down in the lobiy bolow a singlo light
H-‘gho*Ied at the dedk. ©No one was there, The 1little hotel was
/) plunged. in silence and slceps '
"] With hor bag in hor hand, Jane opened the door and loo..
‘ ed out at the volvotty garimoss of tho desert night. The uttor "
stillness, the sense of vastness ad isolation thrilled and
11 awad her. Alnost it seemed as if earth and sky were merged
in onej as if the stars, bright and luminous, were touching

| the carth, bathing it in a refulgentbglow.

/A " How boautiful was the desertl How peacefull
" How eomfortingl Tt wag like being put dn space, above all
. the fevered hoartaches of the world.
: She knew she could secareely leave the hotel that
nlght; but she was afraid to stay in her room. So she
i gat on the hard emlmir in the stone patio, and, presaatly, .
gshe put her head down on her arms on the little rugt ie table,

and from sheer exhmstio: dropped asleep.
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Hours lator--with the stars loné gince faded out of the

sky and the thin pale light of a slowly rising sun 1lifting the

grey vell of the dawn, a high powered roadster swept out of the
desery shadows and up the little sanded patch to the quaint

. port cochere that adjolned the patio.

Bdmund Blanton stepped out of his car. He was
gtriding seross the patio, vhen he saw Jane, with her heal
on her ams. Instantly, unerringly his mind leaped to
the sinister explanation of what had befallen Jancs Murderous
inpulses surged over him, It was well for Hwron at that
moment that he was safely locked in his room st the hotel.

| Blanton put hig hand on Jane's head-=-called to

her gently, tenierly. Nome the less, ghe awoke with a
start. shrinking back from him o8 if he were Harron.

Tacthergrecoretdamy ~shexeconid-mot e

In the pale light of the dawn, she could not seec his

face clearly; but she knew his volee, and from sheer relief and

joy, she sobbed.
i " Jane--why are you here? What has happened? "
She had regained control of herself. Sie
was reluctant to let him know.
"It was quiet and nice out here---I suppose I fell
asleep". I'

"But you're hands are cold---"

Sho was glad that her hands were cold, hecauﬂé his
warm ones enclosed them. She did mot oven try to quention why '
he wag there. One does not analyse miragles or blessin@;-

It was emugh that his mere presence warmed and com:forté_d;_ hor

$0 thex ¥ery core of her soul. She had never felt na#z-er to

A
A



She wanted to press her face against his. Tremprs of
exel tement, intoxicating, ecstatle,tingled over her.

With something of the old rough tone, he ecomnanded
her.

"Come---I"m going to take you back to Hollywood".

The air was fresh, full of'the essence of life,

‘The sky was a sea of mo'ther of pearl. The tamy desert
stretched widely on all sides of them, and in the great glow of
the early morning, in perfeet silence, they ode on and on
over the vast desort.

It was four o"clock in the morning when they
loft the 1ittke town on the desert. ﬁy glx the ecar
wag travelling dloamgh over roads that were like an interminable
_1ength of smooth ribben, passing through the ranching
country. The country was pervaded wuth the fragrance of .
orange blossoms,

A half past elght, thelr car was going down Hollywood
Boulevard.

When he lifted Jane from the car and <followed her to
the door to turn the key in the look,’ Blanton spoke for the first
time. He asked her if she were thred:. Jane shook her head.
Imcthedeeprponieofcervayes Her eyes were glowing; they
were deep pools of light, and the lovely flush on her cheeks made
him think of the desort dawn.

Ingide the hall, they paused at the foot of the stairs
A serub weman half way up looked down at them, mused a moment,
amiled, sighed.

For a moment they gamed silentlﬂ at emh other,
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tnd a faint, most poignant smile broke over the glrl's wistful
young face. Blantonbent and kissed her on the lips.

Thohe he went out, closing the door softly behind him.



Chapter X1X,.

The rainy seasnn had set in with more than the
usual dowmpour. All night long the rain woul;l descend in torr
torrents. During part of the day, the sun would peer out for
a mimite inspection; then down would pour the heavy rains again.
The streets were flooded. Cars stranded and
subnerged. Traffie suspended; roads leading out of the
city extremely dangerous to navigate. A night storm washed
away a seore of houses along the beaches of Santa Moniea and
Venice. '
Productionnat Pilmo was at a standstill. The
gtages were deserted. Crews let out. Every department shaved
down to the minimum of man power. The scenario and cutiing
departments still functioned and the projection rooms were
prévi-ewing pletures and running rushew and teats.
: ' Jane was tipped off by the operator when imx
/"Roge Petals" was dme to be run. She gl ipped in in the daxk,
unobserved. The little theatre was alm st full, but she found ¢
geat at back.
Harron was at the desk, his chief cutter at his elLlbow.
There was a slight pause, and then Harron shputed %o the om rator
"0.K.  Shooti” '
There was a dancing flare across the sheet, and then
a shower of rose petals llew across the screen. This faded
out gradually inte a si ngle rosebush. A girl's hand tipped into
the secene and plucked a full blown rose, From this bit of
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colorful imagery, and with the titlow flecked with bl owing

rose petals, came the maln title sheet of the Picture:
) FILMO PICTURES CORPORATION LIMI TED

Presents

ROSE PETALS

This held a moment and Fulton said:
"Thats one hell of a titlel”
Harron replied:
"Ite just tenporary. We'll have onewith ginger
in it before the pictures released.
The sereen was now showing the‘main title sheet.

ROSE PETALS

Story, adaptation a‘nd contimity
by
MARTIN STUART HARRDN

This was followed by the ﬁaat sheet, vith its long
list of ¢ edits. In vain Jain fried to find even the sma 1l est

mention of her name.

The last title sheet Ffaded out m a "lap dissolve”
of the campus scene of the ¢ollege town where Jane had been bom.

Nine reels of film. A love story, brimful of pathos
and humor, whimsical, deliemte, charming, clipbing through tensce
situstions of confliet and suspense to its huge climax.

There was complete silence in the projection

room. Everyone was watehing absorbedly this revelation of the
talent of Harron, the director. Nothing in his past work had gl
glven an inkling of his abl ity to create and direct such a atory‘
and picture as this. Even Jane, whose heart ached dully, realis
ed the directorial genius of the man. She had a confused sense

of wonder how one so talentel could be 80 despieable.
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The last sequence, tense, almost melodramatie, and
yet strangely poetic, with 1ts badground of the llojave desert,
took Jane baak to that day when she had gone with Harron upon
1loeation. A sob rose in her tiwroat. A great tear welled
in her eyes and dropped down upon the hand of the man sittlng
beside her. She whispered in a strangled voice:

"please let me pass. I want to go out'.

The rain beat down in overwhelmning sheets. Jane
heoeded 1t not. The scenario buildinmwas a block from the
projection rooms. The streels were rushing streams. She passed
through them.

In her offce, she leaned breathlessly against
the demk. The water dripped in a pool to the floor, and when
nochanl ea;1y she took her hat off, it released a Stream that fell
over har face and upon her shoulders. She stared out before her
ungeeingly. Vagiely her hands went through her hair, now soak-
ing wet; then came tom clasp and unclasSp as she pressed them
in mute angulsh together.

Her story % The produet of her own brainl
The story on which she had expended all of her glowing

hopes} Her storyl All her ol
Suddenly she dropped to her kmees by her
desk and buried her face in her arms. She was tbmm

by en incohsolable grlef.

The enchantmentb of her adventure was gone. Dhe
saw the Motion Pleture City with ite magk off, It terrified
her. She was disillusioned, disenchanted---no longer
Movie lMad.
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Sbe had visualized a charming rlayland of make=believe
where the children of her brain would move across the Screen.
Thise pitifhl shadow game was a snare and a delusion--a moekery
a fraud. Everything was out of focus; almormal---People
acted--they did not livel They were aotors—-aot huilzzl bein@::;.
The whole point of view was distortad{'i&nw-é W"

A She suffered an immense nostalgla. Oh¥ to be back

in Greenville---back in the simple, quiet ne¢t of=-~homel _

Yague I}:eoollectiona recurred of what sshgr’E had hoard

from various roaders and cutters and others on lie lote The /
stealing of sfories was a cdmon everpay tfreﬂce on a e
lotl She l;ﬁd thought it foxageration; %;er pe coincldencg!

Nothing was more diffi to prove than plaglarism,

If a man stole gold or even a loaf of .hz;ead the
world branded hin as a thief and he was sent to jail to break
stones or sorve a hard sentence; but when a man was detected in
the crime of stealing an authoi-'s story, vhat redress had the
autho r? And yet, thought the unhapny girl, the man who
gtole gold was- far less guilty than he who deliberately stole
the brain child of mother.

One does not value gold as he dog personal creaﬂ.on.
One's stories have a kinship to the mathor as neer as flesh
and blood.

. A erowd of congratulating éxecu.tives had gathered
about the triumphant q.irec_tor in jahe admi nigtration buil&i,ng. ‘
His picture was ad/’.wow,/a 'flfmckout', a ‘surefire box offlce.
Every term knowm to the Mavie Jargon of Bpeech was expended

upon the picture.



Ag Blanton approached the group about Harron,
the latter hailed him pleasmtly.

"Ho, Blanton. Saw you in the projectlon room.
Well what do you think of my pilcture”.

Blanton looked the other squarely in the eye.
His fist went back and then shet out in a tremendous punch
that landed vith 2 tmd, flattening the nose on Harron's face.
Before myox}e of the startled group cﬁJuld. recover sufficiently
to come in ﬂemeen the two man, and while Harron lay sprawled upon
his back on the floor, Blanton was striding over to the General
Manager's oflkioe. without waiting te be announced, hd thmst th
door open axﬂl went in.

Minton wos dimtating, his foot resting against the

\ ‘.
Q‘ giim ankle of his comely stenographer. Blanton pulled out a

chair, sat down and thruet his face close to Minton's.

\(‘g "Ha:ion‘s picture is a dﬁ.md steal. It was writt

a young gir:q on this lot. Her name's Mercer--Jane Mercer,

anﬂ. i1f yeu know which side your braad'a buttered on, Minton, you'l

\\‘ see that she gets the credlt for heﬁ.- work" .

"How do you know She wrotq i'l:‘?" evaded Minton,
blinking, \ |

Blanton was an indepandent\ producer, who had a special
£ anchise with the Filmo Company. “.!He was tremendously influ-
tial and powerful in the imdustry. f‘- Harron, in his wy , was
equally important | |and he was moreoveu- a friend and poker pal
of Minton's. The lattexr perceived that it was his Job
4o maintain peace at any price betweeﬁ} the two.

"Beeause I read it months aéo".
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"Harron told me he had thig story in mind a couple of
' years ago'. '
"He lles".
"Gome, come, " coneiliated Minton. "Lets not
get exclted. ‘We'll look into it and see W ‘at we ocan
do for thle glrl. That sgtisfy you IMr. Blgnton?"
"No. She must/have eredit and pe paid for her

work as well".

| "ell-~leave 1t/to me.  If she| wrote it--and we'll
look into that--she Probs
we'll take eare of her §’

g

"You'rr leavi
"I had intend
He mistrusted Idnton, a
Barely had t

for Novada again tonight, e

to go";said Blgntpn. surlily.
Ee had good refson to.

door closed on Blanton, when the
Genoral Managpr turned back to his stenographer.
"Take this:

liss Jane Marcer,
Story dept. Filmo Pictures C rp.ltd.

Be advised that on and af‘berﬁthis date your services
will be no longer required by this company.

Tours
SILMD PICTU ES CORPORITION Ltd.

Benjamin Minton,
' Genoral Manager".



