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I'll : hlaned for it as usual, That's what mﬂﬁ
-—p-n-dmw‘!-J fter this I'm going to keep track of who
likes who -- and who doesn't, ﬁarbe after this it will be better ir
I don't go on the set at all, I always knew Br.mniaw was no good,
but the way she picked on Judy ¥artin was m—aﬂw
the dbatdeead, lousiest thing she's ever done to me. And she's done
plenty, dmmrirrr—baby-bive-6yes.
i Pretty gal, that reporter -- and young, to0 ———saiy-dbgi.thlal
resttENeeionnde—por-so=pepe® DBonnie's U7 If she's a day -~ e M
i i - e | 2d " :
WWM she's still a good name on the marqugﬁffi
. Acared of her? WI v 83 a1 ?graca.._
j-m Heo—#‘u? 5#4 Martin, M" o
5D
P taﬁf;‘;;“what it's about, didn't I? Well -~ it all tskes place &t the
beach -~ Bonnie is chased to the 8 outh of France by a rich guy and he
gets her there in a weak moment and marries her. There's more to it
of course, she nearly Arovwns sesi-wiahegho-wouldee- and he saves ler
snd you get the general idea.
Well, Bornnle's been drowning all aftarnoon. and Judy Martin
comes on the set, I see her talk to Sem Destry -msimmbe the director,
and she makes a lot of notes. Then = chips over and -t&".?‘
d't at her and she makes some more notes, I reckon it's time she
xnew the producer, =0 1 give her ﬁ-‘f big hellc and tell her what an
expensive production it is and how nﬁrything is real -- even the sand --
none of :,rour- vt on shots, I tell her, She asks me how to

spell my name and says she has t0 rush off and send her column,



"Going so soon?" I say to her, If only I'd kept my Uty trap
shut. o

"I've been here two hours and interviewed everyone - except
Bonnie Beeéen, " she says. How was I to know she didn't want to talk to
Bonnie? She should have told me. I thought she was scared or something.
I told you, evoryone's scared of Bonnie, But she's been much ;ueater
aince she was called poison at the box office. Sb like a.‘rﬂg I
offer to introduce her,

She said afterwards that she DID try to stop me, and now that
I think of it, she did say, "No, don't." But enyway..ee-f—sebd, I in-
troduce them. Bonnle is having her hair bdrushed and she turns round
very slowly. A great big grinm covers that pasty face of hers when
Miss Martin seys, "How 4ége do." I smile, too, and walt for Bonnie
to say something nice. It begins to get embarrassing and I'm just
golng to break the silence myself, when Bonnle says - s::t.a.nd swee it

"So you are Judy Martin - you are that little sesumN=S0

ss{children, leave the TO Ol ’.’ou are the m who writes that
Chhbisv-dvbeg stuff that's only fit for the garbasacﬁl. 80 you are
the biggest Samemi=eo in Hollywood."

I thought I'¢ die, I felt rs?hﬁmharrassad, mwiaa Martin
pretends that Bonnle is Joking. She lewmhe, Nice going, I thought --
but of course I dldn't say it, Then she says, very muietly:

"I'm not the biggest u_-:l-:;F"jsay kids, I told you to get
out!-r-‘I'n{ﬁn‘tiJie second bigrest m.' Not bad for a gal that only
makes $150 a week, eh? No one's ever talked that way tc Bonnle before,
And if this wesn't my picture I'd have been tickled pink, I'm afraid
to look at Bonnie, I wait for her to roll on the floor and scream or
walk off the pleoture or something, Hel—Weli-heve-been—in-seme-mess.
But she just smiles. The extras all crowd round,enjoying it like hell,
Bonnie's not 1 rpopular. I suppose I should have done

something, but what? Besides, they were both grinning and I couldn't
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make out if they were quarrelling or mee, &, yes, I did say to Miss
Martin:

"Mis will probably be the beginning of a beautiful friend-
ship between you two," They both laughed at that -- I felt easier,
Then Judy Martin says very businesslike:

olit don. Mige Bonlie 488 §s1) na ail aviuy 1%,

She was a fool to start it g again. But Bonnle sits
down, still grinning fit to dle and offers the gal a cigarette, She
says she doesn't smoke, lnd s minute later asks me for a oigarette.!
The crowd goes away thinking the fireworks are over, but everyone
comes back at double trot whes Bonnie sayss

"I can't believe that a girl with such & round face e¢culd be
such a—-"“and ghe ¢ alls her that name again. Oh, God, I think,
she's started again, That makasm Martin mad and she says:

"Your face ig rounder than mine, sO“iies tha%%kos
you the biggerwwss " T couldn't stand it,

"I wish I'd been struck dead before I introduced you to each
other," I say. That gets them,

"See what you've done - you've upset him," says Judy,.

"Oh, you poor darling,™ says Bunnia.—ﬁfﬁuhah“‘a into my ams
and kisses me. I'd like to choke her but we're in the middle of a
pieture - s0 I kiss her back and say I'm not upset if they are not,

aﬂn‘- |
foved! 4ttt

L aann

"ghe's not as bad as she sounds,™ I \vhispar&—- -&-— M.«-
"Itts hot in here,™ she replies - as if I 4ldn't know, Then
she says: "Sure, she's a very nice womarn , For e srr Wb
Loot al kn .
cold=blooded fish -dact.ing e b 5 Llougl
nothing had happened.” '
"gShe's got a lot of control,™ I hed to admit,
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"I hate her," she u’hw;_.,.m. ity
M 'merr?r you mu—gm—mm"ﬁ*‘? tell h:m.-.cgv

"Did I reslly?” she wants to lnow, Her volce breaks and ste
tells me she has a 0old, But I know better. She's upset,

"Why don't you go now imnq Bonnie's acting?" I suggest.

Ase shakes her head, "ind have it sald she kicked me off
the set? No, I've got to stay, but God, e I hate her."

"Yeah, I see your point,"™ I tell her,

The sequence ls cnre'r -~ too soon -- and annia comes back,
ati1] with that Gwewwiwe catfgrin on her face.

"what are. you 80 sore about?"” Miss Martin asks Bonnie. She's
a fool not to drop the sudbject, Bonnie laughs and says to.ma:

"Sore - she thinks I'm sore - as if anything she could write

could make the slightest difference to me.,"
"There are a lot of things I could have written - and didn't,"

says Miss Martin,

"y dear girl, I don't even read ycur ecolumn,™ says Bonnle,
which is a lie., But it stumps Miss Martin, I can see her thinking
rard for something clever to say. But Bonnle beats her to it, In a

loud secreech that everyone hears, she says to me:

"Darling, why do you let.-u.hm strays clutter up the
it e
ot? LalgemeSE Raewetdee-* T had to laugh MW.

wesgll lcok at Mies Martin - g)é

‘lcesn't say anything, Just freezes her mouth into a terrible grin that

looks prcll, Gl

e kisses and cuddles

shows both rows of her teath
e

director wants Bonnie agaln and

ne before going into her scene.
I

Shmmed,  Milos Martin Logkeciwesihet Wi W npyennd soyst

ot
e think 1%'s all right if Y go now? It won't look

ag though I were afraid Iif X went now?®



r ﬂ&?.l "w-f
S ﬂ beioif she cames bapdk,"™ I tell her, 5.:1. she

walts anath.er minute,ﬁ'h'deri*@ Har nose .
lipstick, "nmn she walks slowly to Li® e:d.t/ That l-i. Bonnie sheuts

and mltti"g on same

hex 1anguagql. .w'_Mall:f, Bonnie, you mede me blush for the children

in your pleture who were within earshot during your tirade of temper

-

when I wes on the set last week., PFortunately, ths mothers of the




