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P o

- flow through them. |

Cresy Sunday
vy
Y. Scott Fitzgerald

~ Those eerie bright nights with the dark ter} clear outside of all the

windows and Stella h rose—‘old raging and crying armnd the room. Joel Goles

ded uef (,;‘ .

bdait quite btncn in her grief, th ‘he had every reason tc:oA perha;u it was

. - ;l “ n&t .
because she waa a picture actress and he dddnli believe in nicture actresses’

. grief. Ihey dondé have evief — they are beautiful rose-gold figuru)‘ dlown full

» h ours
of ufe by writers and directoru, and after bﬁ-they nit arou.nd I—hn-. and
talk in m‘ ihi-per: and giggled innuendoes, and the ends of many adventurss

: , l’hi: wal ‘aka of one ot thou nights; Ste had on riding clothes?

".'llick m with a mtch‘d sot of hgl in them, m{Italin-é‘oIored sweater

oo Jod

A with a Iittle bigh nnck md a :hort ‘brm 8 coat. Rormdbar—difu<pf-ivtn

“ couldn't docide whether nhc wag an initation of an !nglinh hdy or an ¥nglish
1ady was an Mtltian of her. &m honrad aomthero between tho rulut of reautres

‘and thc most bhtangf) imporsoutioni GC‘%

Mr and uua- had been riding, quarrelling ﬁercoly on all the




ey wudniauy
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dirt roads back of RBeverly Fills. GM because Josl's .mother had been a
beautiful and successful actress and he had snentﬁi: childhood between london and
New York trying to separate the real from the unreal, or anyhow to keep one guess .
&head.. he was more concerned with the riding i:a'bit than with her case ;gainst
¥lles.

?& 5o o :

JoeA was writing continuity. Fe was twenty.eight and very alive and

not yet broken by Follywood. ¥e had haﬁ nice assigznments since his arrilval t&r/w
monthe before and he submitted his scenes and sequences wi&x. refreshing mt!msiasm.'
);!odes'z\i&bl‘z‘;woﬁod himself:"a back tut he didn't thin™ ofk 1t thatum’ﬁl.. ﬁo‘v.a'

sobd, handuom{: well-mannered with the emact cow-brown eyes that had gazed out at
]

. }
Broadway audiences in 1913.9&7171 LM ’mmud JGU

FTT\cwa Lu % was coming along . He stayed sober even 6u Sundays and took iork '

CRlman ?

home with hik. Recently they had given him a Fugene 0111 play Swetuses
destined for a very important lady indeed, TFverything he had done so far had

pleased ¥iles Cdlman and Pbér was the only director on the lot who refused flatly
. N

to work under a -upervisoa) got his own way and was responsidble to the money men

¥
alone.

Everything had 'been uimply grea.t- if the movies were just an 1ndnntry.

Joel wvﬂbﬁﬂ&d j mﬂ them an art 'bofaro he got through. ﬁerything had

hm,la
clicked into nlaco ap the most perfect episode of his career——until that other
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. Sunday ewe week before when it bad not seemed politic to refuse the C§lman's
invitation (*This is ¥r. Cdlman's q_ei:retary. will 'yoﬁ cane to tea from four to
siz Sunday --&Ain Beverly Rills, mumber -.-%)
Re was flatferéd, Bot socislly for he had been accustomed to meet the
celebrities d New York at his ﬁ:othqxf's house, but g‘ofeuionanyﬁit was a tridute
B ' Wal wuwben o , ‘
to himself as a young man of promise. WUiles CAlman to ask him, since
they had &c&d at the end of a utring( four hundred dolhill;a:‘ek. It would
be a top-d.mnr Hollywood partyes i the Varion Davies crowd, amd the highChats Mj
the bis semes Humbers and probably enmeetimbbesyessd Districh and Garbo and the
Marquise and people vho';!idn't accept every invi,tation.'
*I won't take anything to drink", Joel dadd himselfy, “e had heord
~ CQlman say the other day -
' R "iﬁ,, . in
*I'm tired of rummies - a pity thaj‘ thpS profession we can't
get along iithout them.* v ' ,
| Jool glﬁd *ith hin -na-aw writers drenk too mach— &Mm
' M himself, but not this afternoon. Fe hoved Miles ca,lmn would be within hearing
© . dhen —T éocktaih m’“ passed and wouid hear his succinct tut unobyrusive,
~%Fo, thank yon.®

The séilings vere 811 it-‘as_ a houss uild .’for great receptions,

or,vhen iA=mes empty, for great emotional moment s~ the far silences of bbie lﬁ




144

“Crazy Sunday”

Page 4

et ‘ | on 1t TR,
vistas bed an air of listening, like an audience. But this afternocon it was d,
as though tse pedple had v&-hvd been "bidden® rather than asked. There was almost .
everygte he had exnected to aee)and lamaiddvton he nofed with s=Cenlisg=f triummh
that only two other writers from the studio were ther'e, Lord Chetwood, the Fngligh

hod Calmai's

playwribe and, rather to his surprise, Nat Keogh who had M impatient
comment about fummiea the day before. -

Decars dlabed it

At this pcoint he M something elae-—- Stella calman (Stella

Walker of course ) did not move on to other guests afiter she tpoh to &.

She lingered.- she looked at him with the sort of beaugiful look that simply

demands some s rt of acknowledgeﬁenf; and Joel called quickly on the dramatic
adequacy he had inherited from his mother, nying*!
¥ell you iook a;'bout siiteenf Wﬁpre's yoar: kidd& car,®
ItmwuamgQunu.shlmyym mruymuhammqu

something more, something confident ,a_nd % after all he ha Amet her

when she was strugzgling for bits in New York.e and now suddenly there was zj;:uing '

amgy and almost before he knew it Stella had pressed the necessary cocktail into

[X

: 'herybody's atraid( M&%ly, 'Wﬁ

orybndy watches everybody else to see them make & dlunder, “&O’—bvp ’

examin8ig their omn consclence to be sure %wet they're with people that'll do them

his hadd.
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S - PR
credit. of couse that's not true here,® he covered himself b&stuy, gut thea

SR OMeOe-SBut 1t's generally true of Hollywood.®

She agreed with him. she lingered. She presented several veople to
him as if he were vefy fmportant, md so since Mileeﬂwaa wory far away em the other
side of the room it seemed natural to kve another cocktail,

‘ the

#So you'ummissd a baby, " he said, l'Welll that's Atime to beware. After

a pretty woman has had her first child ahe'sAvu} lpérable, Taptecdoonzse che wants

to be reassured of her own charm. It's almost necessary for her to have some

mans unqualified deeotion to prove to her she hasn't lost anything.®
"D newer

. "nmy'ré afraiz of l&ﬂos," hcl auured her.

*"Do you think thattg it ﬁ/tﬁwﬂ‘& (}"va.,d qQ ht.u.lcﬁm / A»U! Mz{
L\‘,u\/(mw Wy /a,uc/c,uud a,@fcn—é aA 7&5%&"(“"‘){

The conversation ws intermnted, u...It“"?:é’ precise moment Re would

have chosen. G‘WMM
. \ . . !

W l-4 hittconﬁdonco now. XNot for him to join safe

) AL
_ groups, %o slink to refngy nnder the wings of ucha;-k-‘a as he gaw about the
' room. He stood alone a moment,. then he walked to the window and looked out toward

the far kciﬁ.(c ¥ Tt. ias good here o the American Rliiex@a and all t!nf; it

mé ks mmﬁ"ﬂw pusdef,
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there was ever time to enjoy .‘it. . The 'ha.ndsome wellfdrélsed people ixui.d‘u,'~ tb.

lovely girls, y-‘ and fhe-;well. the loiely girls. Yo cmidn't ha'vq everything}. :
"Well, Joell The Yoy idealist. I thought you«ﬁngr cane to u...- ‘-

catfights.®

u}:{uw | : -

¥ith 2 bowelsef annoyance Joel 'furned to

face Nat Keogh. Nat was large, gross, quick-witted and m
extraordinatily good-hearted. He was ome of the highedt 4‘&@( contimuity writers

and he dranf’\no'ttﬂ nejlect of his wrk but &bﬁa' great excess of phpetowl
fo the A , ' o

awdeuSvwens vitality. His real weakness was gambling.

T(;j took Wa‘cockta.u:gzlcaus‘ ‘ho Muea‘ hno;(@od of good- .
fellowship w immediately ne wondered if 11les CAluan wauid- see him .tanainglﬁ"ﬁ.ﬁ‘@’
Nat with & drink in his hand. Then mswéi woon Stells passing aboﬁt hwong
her guests and a——gla! her fresh boylsh face vith the tired eyelid thot
elways drooped a 1‘1tt10. o;er_ on; eye L - m suddenly. B_’ wanted to sit with
her and t§1k a long time ma)’u looked mw see if &m bptid anyone
ciﬁ as much attgntion as -he‘ MM hﬁ.’ ' ‘

It was Su.nday.x _ft w;s not & day.— ;t‘nu a ga'p't‘mtnon two other ldaysy

&hind, 'fori all of them, lay sets mdﬁ-—. the long struggles ,ofAinnmitiu

in the conference rooms, m'\n.itn under the crane that swung the microphone,
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m lmndred milea a aay w antomobnnr ond.leu oompromho 0—!. the clachlﬂé

& w»“
and strnin‘”of mny narsonalitiu ﬂghting ror their nvu. And now Sunday,wlth

: 1ndividual life ltartlng np again vlth a 'bright nm glov hgh-hg ’h the eyes

thAt word glazed vith monotony the aftemoon 'bofore. 810'1; as the honra waned
A . ; . ’ : ;

they were all coming arake like w in a toy‘rl‘hap at th z uched

i md,mhaﬁzm sz,@ W www

exnectant hour.

for & moment

bin ,n'.lone in the hnll, And the sense of"!urry,)( it's not to laty wsven—nov-itie
‘M'befon the dlessed forty hours of zesl-mswe over."
bJocrsl lféod by the builtdn bar in the d.inink room; Ee kmew he was Jca:ﬂ.UL

had

tight 'but with a peruhftont ;uiie he no-hvag-te aioidafalling under ddine

Clean'- eye. !ot he had een talkin7,vclub1y with Wedee' mother. -

| | U | !ﬁk looked af e ad au
: 'You sonb getting to be a legend, yra. ca_lmn.
mvﬁ:uuﬁ O Mo |

&ML.N‘.’ N—.—- fa' lonally !'m against hixi Wt $'m in a terrible thinority. What do you

think of him? Are yon imprensod? Are you -urprised at how for be's gone?™

* "No, I'm not surprised, she said calmly, M
- alvgyé"oxpoct'ed a 1¢t from 'ulu.' -

'lon ntv, that'l odd . oﬁd[:)‘ool tbhhiq 'I alvaya think all mothers
are liko Rapoelaon' s mother. ?QM‘ rountl even what mild success I'n had-—,i‘_
_m didn't want me to have anything to do with the entertainment

Ut

\_ms‘inen.‘ Sha wanted me to go to and be ufo.l
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"¥ell, I've a.lways had every conﬁden:ce_ in “'iles.®

Afterwards he stood at the ‘ba.r with Nat Reogh.

- w‘t M

: -..-' I figured that I'd made a hundred thousand doll
lost forty thousand of it gamllingj g0 I've hired & manager."

*You mean an agent."

"No, I've got that too. I mean a ma.néger. I m;ke over everything to
my wife and tren h; and my w;fe .get togkther and dole me au@ the money. I p;y
him five thousand a year to dole me out money."

#You mean your agent.i

"Yo, I mean my ma.nager.A I'm not the only one. A loﬁ of other iresesponsible
people have him.®

e s
nWell, if - A irresponsidle why zre you recponsible enough to a

mé.nager?” A U‘vLufWﬂQMOﬂN‘CG
j- Juatr ¥he gambling. Look herew ®

There was msic now. A musdesl comedian from Brosdway was singing and
Joel and Nat Neegh went forward with the others to listen. The singing reached
. . o
Joel rather vaguely; he felt happy and friendly toward all the people gathered
there, aﬂ‘peLple ofA a certain dbravery a.nd' 1n¢hz_stry, superior to a middle class

that now outdid them in ignorance and loose ldving, risen to a position of

promingnce and power in the world that for a decade had wanted only to be entertained.
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. He liked them - he loved them. (Great waves of good feeling flowed through him.
4 . . N - .

As the'actor finished }:is number, and as there wag a general move
. n y

v . S 1
. '8 du,
"~ toward the hostess to say good.-bye, Joel had an idea. ¥e would dchhﬂ little

U nasr good - It was his only parlor trick, it had amsed many peopleait wonld

amuse them. In the grip of his idea, mieh his blood ~usaetly-medest-and-ghy,

.R_ébbing suddenly with {he zad Qorpusles of exhibitionism/ho sought &b‘mdh
Stella *alkér. |
Lle: 4 céurse,i" she cfied, 'Pleau!i Do you .need mything.®
'Jomeone, ouéht to be the secretary I'm dictating to.®
%111 be that.®

There Wwere already people in the hall nutting on their coats, but

‘as the word spread they drifted back and Joel found

himséu mddenlylw the eyeS of many utrgngen. They formed a large, Indian-—
’like. half circle arcund him.&‘mwm
.’ had ; dim ft;reboding, but it was very dim. FEe lrad audimcferbadias
: beéauge he realized that the man who h‘/é;ap{rfcrmd beferemisbw was & fanous

. . - o

ontor(ainer and he was not an entertainer at all. Then someone said Sh! and he

was alone.
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¢ Seated in hg: chair! Stella unkusshpedew smiled up at b elmétdtlf, #r

His burlesque was based upon the cultural limitations and the

story he had dought.
..f'/"\m«-_-. I [ SS———

7 ‘&. had made sure of course that o 811verstien was not at the7

[ ' ' _
-m g story of love, crime, divorce, the younger generatérs and the

w
foreign legion, kmt we got to ‘build 1t 1t up gee.t
. U b

ard &4‘3&7
A sharp pang of doubt struck through him. ‘The faces surrounding’
%mr ffn 04 - | e | 4
~in the li.ght were 1nte_nt. curiouulbut there was no ghost of a smile anywhere;
directly in front of him stéod thegreat over of the screen glaring at him %lz'
au eye‘ as keen as the eyol of a _potato. Only Stells Walker lgoked urat vlih a
radiant, never faltering smile.
5% v v s e 0
"3§ make him & Menjou type, then we got a sort of like Michael
A : : : : o
Arlen only with a sort of Eonalulu a.tmoo_phgre. We got to build it ni:. ieo?'

St111 not a sound in front, but in the rear a rastling, a perceptidle

shift toward the left, toward the front door.
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o l-.fhen she says ‘M and so-and-so and so-and-so
. Eon%mrf' m&% o |

and-go and-co-;md then he says , 4md so-and~-so and so-and-so

and so- a.nd-co- L]

Arge u.awwha heard Fat %“ and here ma there were a few

g/
: &%A;ﬁcea Yut as he finished he had the lickening realization thot it was a
&iewws fallure, he had made ﬂl—t of himself and in full view of &
c . ! ’ B} . : . . N
. &ﬂ-ﬁ cross-section of the picture world upon whose favor depended his career.

| a mﬂm silwso.
Tor a moment he existed in the midst qu . Then

there wag a genaral trek for the MWMM and
b reN+

_-1n hh lonsitizad state he falt the nndor%ou of derision that rolhd through the
gout', amd then --all this happened in the space of ten seconds o= the Great
I.over, ‘his oyef hard and cmpty as the o;af of b. needle, shouted "Boo. goo.

- voicing 1n an overtone what he felt was the mood of the crodd. It was the
reientmenf of tﬁe profeniomi toward the presumptious mtenr, ofw

fwo) e, r W the -u-fumb-.aomﬁ of the clan.

And Wem -uddcnly he reauzed thet these-sae—esbiil Stella Walker wMﬂLM
‘ltaAnding d-L nid m him as if he had been an nnpsruuod mccess, as if (,ﬁ

sio-neves_dreemed the ¢ anyone hadn't 1iked it. In all his confusion he e

w'uu&; %‘ue cuurtuy md tact. ‘!hen/as ¥at Keogh helped him into

his avereoat )8 great wave of nu-usgunt ncpt over him and ho clung depperately
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to the rule of neyer ‘betrayi"ng en inferior omotion until he no longor felt 1t.
nnﬁ. T was & flop,* he laid lightly.l!jg{ﬁrwm?fg'- Y good‘ |

‘number-— Just not spprecigtgd. Tha Afor imr coopergtion.! |

She smiled, ’%:Eﬁ‘l the smile had never left her face —he bowed and Wdt

Keogh drew him toward the door # .

«i¢ H4rHe was awakened by the '
wgdedey, into a broken and rulned world. Yesterday ¥ was himulf. l poinf of

fire against ampeest industry, to-day he wzs pitted alone under an enormous dis-

4

advantagé sgainst midl those faces Mn&%ﬂ.ﬂ indlii&ul contempt Ml

) .

% colleétive sneer, Worse than that, to Miles CQlman he ia.s'nbl §no of those

rummies, strinped o ‘J.gnity whom .@u:g muck regretted M he was eompolled

to use. 4And to s&rﬁh,ﬁwbom he bo-1.1 forced - mh a wtyrdon to

' . P

preserve the inﬂl courtesy of her housg- ‘ : .
‘ His gastric Julces ceased suddenly to flow and he
set his poached eggs back on the telepho:ié table.

Dear “iles (he wrote)

You can imagine my profound nlf-dinguitf I confen toa taint

of uh‘bauonim,mc at -u o'clock in the .rternoon. ba brocd daynght. @ovc{ QOU{ [

!h% apologles to yuur wife .

Yours Pver
Joel Coles.
i
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I‘ui ih’h

90 hed
//?Wwﬁamwm &m /Ezra;;{

,,A-.
- He dccidad to oat in the ‘m_o ?tlido the studbo gato 'but o the

way Nat Xeogh, confident and cheerful as alwayi‘ ovevrlhok hi.n.' ‘
S S - P
Wihat do you mean you're in permanent retirement. Wt if that‘l:ree
S’l ' o e ?
lece wuit aid boo you? 'ho:'n he anyhow.
o C o
SWhy lhten.. " ke contimd/ dra.wing Joel into the studio restaurent, /Z{

Eae ‘n;ﬁht of wkéfemi

J wm éf!‘a‘lté‘»’f ‘4‘4 »

/
next morning about cight o clook Joe called him wp and u:ld 1 thonght I was going
. } | 4 o
. to hur trom ym:.3 huhg up th' phano.

The prcpouteroul ntnry cheored Joel. I'bst was 'beginnin; to %(

T il

owb from the varioua upoctl of mn was less what Wbws thought

ofsdebn but 'hat Stella Walker thought ofutsém. As for the rest, Nat was right

ey zgéfng‘éorpd t‘rom m- offiea mly to nﬁé‘ M f ﬁ(l

B
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that th-dulhup. % L /w 24

at z:e group {-un“ge next tablo, the "aad. lovely Siamese twins, thé mean dwarfs, and

the proud tall m from the circus picture o th. ygllo'—w

PWEEYEY faces of -—wmfmﬁ their eyes all sad and .tarmng -m mascars,
Le nod o ?(‘ a

their ball gowns garish ia the full day, Jhese-mas=womeene

cdd e 1o tnecd,
dne-cHvEIng-

been at Cdlmln'

"Never again,® A exclained Jool aloud, "absolutely my last social appearance
in Bollywood "

| ,chcﬁiw&w c’& ﬁ ‘ ‘/‘&
Wg! ;.

l‘u' phoned a.lld.n; him to & tea

'Now 11nten.' n&d Hat W

As he arguea Joel opened with hil frec hand tho tolegm that hsd

Just been delivered to him. -

~ Beverly Eills,California

You were one of the most agresable people at our tu.

» ' ' stella Walker Colmen =
" He passed a feverich minuto. M%

' "All ri;ht " he My . !'11 be thorc, w

He :prtng to hh foet and pacod r:pidly np and dm hil ofﬁco,"ﬂu '7

@m h"m m:-ﬂ E ﬁﬂ F ma@;ﬁ‘@ Dwa ZMJ ofe “‘74/‘?
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"I
Anileen It wag crazy Sunday agein. Joel '102'4 f%ﬂen, then he

read a huge Mhr—wpmm trying to catch upM hﬁ‘ed 4y nowe, tnen
lu W *am A Zw*r?rmm cru 7’/wuf aud : M{
MM

avocalo peap galad and a pint of California vine. Then he i'!-l

$o—dress for the tea—-m a blue check suit, a pink shirt, an orange tie.

*

There were dark circles of fatigue under his uye%. In his second=hand car he drove

to the mz‘br apartmentl. *

Ne Lad sm_,»mg wwdwdueed

wher-Stelin-ewd-¥4

C’ﬂl«um : Mj,é -‘
Mblbes was tall, nervoul,,\han some with a desperate humor and the un-
4 . .

happiest eyu Joel had ever seen. He was an artilt from the top of his eddie ;

vshaned head to his niggeri:h foet M these h“vr he stood ﬁrmly.__hbhad

never made a bad i:ictura though he hat;\mid haavlly for the luxury of Yaking gome

W waa 2x el S ,ﬂ,, L7
experimontu ' which were ﬁuncial couldn't be with h
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' / Aoiucd | H e,
{}‘Jb - ixu £
without realizing that he/vas no al well man. o G
'L‘{mmfk;‘( { ‘ ﬁl‘dj ﬂJmﬂ.../
et e .
\,\ LT

away from it with an {mpatient little click

Y ud e
eu—had immediately blundered. y: 1 Joined t“e group a.rmnd1gus..n.. Stel],g turngd

’X.ﬁ tr

s, and he

&iwul
was in time to hear "11e| say to the man next to him.

ol , A.q e
"Pie-gﬁ? on ®va Goebel. There's hell to P8y in my house." He sey ‘
Joel and looked at him with interest, "I'M sorry I missed you at the office

yesterday. 1 svent the afterncon at the a.na.l ltl.

gﬂﬂ /(,(/g/t V¥

banrt Aigcy
"] wazhesn-geimg for months. Tirst I went for claustirophin. el was

c:,d;"ﬂ.. P

afraid of small spaces. FNow I'm trying to get my whole life cleared up. They

(e W] g
say it'1l talke n-'h‘*e year.®

"There's nothing the matter with your 1ife?® A&(ﬂ/] JE}J/@MCW&’ (7

Well

"Oh, no? Stella seems to think so.

Keogh arrived, tottering slightly and asked if he could take a bath. & helped
the hosteds establish him in the bathroom where he ﬁusured 1,88 he undressed on

the beéh mat/ that he'd be perfectly all right. When® came’ back a girl hed- UL

) .
verched on the arm of \ﬁ./l' chair aad-Jeel went over to Stella who stood disconsolately
o . A

by the fire across the room.
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"Thank you for your telegram", he sald, "It was %ﬂveet. I can't

imagine any’bod:y as good looking as you ,a“ ‘being 80 good-rumored.n

Lt Covtice Than e bed ooe: ACEH i

and it must have been

+

Ja

She wasg

the abeelwbely unstinted admiration in his eyes that promoted her to unload on

‘)/ (N/ /HL /(miwﬁ(«( W’)&( e

s t b M.« f\ &ﬂ "J
j  — “d&-ﬂ—q been carrying on this thing for two Jears, and I never Xnew. /
aued cud f’-“(

h wae one of my best fr:londs),\' always in the house.

£ ]

Finally people came to me and

Y

' /;,'/ Am( el
\S () ‘?‘z,'i.../%tfuc-d /wz /

on the arm of Joel's chair and Viles sat far across the

room Mﬁb—bbty«ng-hdy Stella's a“cm{were the co?lor of the ctair. &he was

80 closenfoel saw ¥BMt her hair was‘ dyed but had some strands of red gold and

it

some of vale gold, and that she had no makewup on. She was that good looking.

Fuf shy was LY 2t "wu wr {7 }
Dat-after the shock of her discovery W%mg

aex” and the lignt of

7 éwb;d;{e( & new girl was unbearable, so lhégad"é Joel M bed;:oom} and ‘ftaﬁvj

at either end of a big bed M’ went on talking.

lowey)

" Peovle going into the washroom <
¢ f‘ﬁj s
%&b aud 2Lgia

would glance make cracks but Stella was so

Scarce Alﬁz{ﬂd 72‘«(,1! '
sbsorbed in ker story that she m&.m—g Pinally "iles put his head in

_ﬂx,u au dewmid fua/f
"There's no use trying to tdl Joei somebhing-in

_the door and eaid forcefully,
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Page 18

aud

: aw
w half u‘ hour that I don't understand my:elf4 that the n:ychoana]’rt says 1111

o ‘} uudf hécu;’{
take af-iea year to elees-wp."

But Stella keot on trying to tell Joel for another twenty minutes.

" She loved Miles == with numercus admirers and opportunittéo shé had always beeﬁ

ta.?. i 4 ’ '
; tse to him. Yer love for him overlavved his first marriage.
A

ol o . ‘
-‘MMO psychologist told Miles that he had a

!

-

mother complex. #ew jn his first mari‘iage he transferred his mother éompla to

y.

his wife you se@... and then hifll.n.e”éﬁrned to me. But hﬁu‘ wh;n “ijmarried
the seme thing reveated 1tself—‘- ke transferre@ his mother compllex to ;ne' and all
his romantic side turned toward thil woman.®

Joel lmew:{é%probabl;:‘ v'asn't gibtberish and yet it sounded like tme

aeed terrible gib‘berilhJ ‘ecause the other girl was the moré motherly tyiod, older

W /]

and orobably wi 8ey a-d Stella was jweb-a sweet, golden bepiwh child asey

Aok U pegsd uﬂy il Ay Zu@ﬁ Zial Tocd couw baci wolle lca | / ¢
et ;/(LL Do Ry L"Mﬁf ‘ |

t

deaerteda-onhg mension in Beverly Hills, the mansion built for crowds, Mﬂ’m

1}[{ cu,uwr qu 5{#(/{/%[/’/{ {(‘t‘#«’ cu k(ﬂu c{,/j lZ(ﬁ'/ I A2 7’1,1/ {L(L Zmr

“M;/M Atuds (///u' cl/mdmzc c’uu;/ A cu

& 5%”("1 A ,.a/ ~,
"And "ilesih so Jeal 4 meéhat he questions averytning I dot" A, E"‘“

"” in New York »e wrote
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"
Page 19 ' | w " Fwwl . wfﬂy
é‘ Lt S£ % Tl
ae that been out with mi"'x wag wild, Cs analyst couldn't et

ddf

5 Stella shook her hesd dispaitingly. %i-wmebe-peid been to the thester

‘any results for tlo days.”®

with an old friend. Did you exvect me just to sit in the hotel for three weeks?®

A
7

i i
. : QA é‘w
*I don't expect anything. I simply teddedeel that Jenlous.
I'm always Jeaioua. I try not to be. I worked on that with Dr. Bridgebane, tut

it didn't do any good. Bpt—vmbovidotedy”] was jealous of Joel this afternoon

when you sat on the arm of his chair.®

azzwdf

'Yau were'."' she started up Wt as a rose on it's stenm,

?
yau lerel And %sn't "lter Sibly sitting on the amm of your chair. And 414

L. :
you.ﬂa-—&_ to anybody else for m houss.*

"Fe were talking about & picture she wants to do. While you were

‘telling your troubles to Joel in the bedroom.® W

. ' 7
"About a oicture. Ml I'm gupposed to/believe that. I d1d believe

b il 76 wicdh G

it all once. 'hen that woman ¥ we She seemed

y uawcém&i&zmw ‘L

: '
Goebels e -~

¥

"All right - all right, * said Miles wearily, *I've admitted

~ everylhing and I feel as dad about it as you do/and it's all over.®

He turned lh;rply Mgand began talking tt-Jool about pictures.
"Po Y hwsrw, b domanded, © /et
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knen—tnat ﬁlma mr Lcellence sends every cotinuity east to be . K'd bgp a

board of stock-brokergy

"I didn't imow thed," said Joel. Pwt le kne'Athjt Stella was moving
Testlessly along the far amey walls, her h-nds in her bn%- pockets. And now

| Hnrr, S |

she came ower suddenly and back inte the conversation as if wesd never 4i scussed
her versonal affairg.

"They've treated Miles terridly,® ghe said, "Dear, tell nim abmut old

Hu édx«’«{? uclun

Beltzer trying to change around .

0441y enough as she stood ON hovei_-ing protectively -over Miles, her

eyes flaghing with indignation in nig behalf, that was ﬂn—-...n:'é Soel Trealiged

that he was in love with her. Suddenly stifled with e-buiming excitement he got
up to say good-night, ° ;W
_ Dualied ¢ a sudlec W
rythm of the week resumed ; the %‘—ﬁ_ﬁi

[

Nonday K with
/
’ o ; . le ) . duLd ) S
script revision e "we/can --tn‘uu"ner voice o sound track“ to & medium shot of

the taxi from Bell's angle or we can simply pull the cemera back to include the

| w
stat:lon/ hold it a minute and then pam to the row of taxies® e M—m

¢ ontbigotTs

Ph'euo;‘ the theoretical discussions, the €ossip and scandal of Sunday, until




“Crazy Sunday” 161

Page 21

4 it

by Monday afternoon Joel ha forgottln that WMM people

whose business was to nrovide entertainment were ever privelédged to be m..

) ?&»’u | asksd for M5, é:a
entertained. b‘%@c u‘ﬂoned Yiles! house . m Ste{h'

7

Cadki to the vhone.

- felt tired amd this &8 nis afternoon

at the doctor's.'

"Do $hings seem better.n

Wt

7 of
' ﬁ C JL.(QL-‘: Cll,
‘o"

“I'm sorry."

@d/’(.f

¥What are you doing meaxt Saturday dvening?' she sadd unexvectedly.
*Nothing.*

" P 4 Aounsy dut PWVITE d«aa/
nihe are giving a theatre varty to see the D.mcanf &ad-thoa-a

swppor.  Miles is flying to Soulh Bemd to see the Notre Dame- California game, awd A0

I thougnt you might bbles=s® go With me in his place.®

ek

After a long moment ke said. ®Why - surely.

cuu't make divnts bat Scay ¥EB 1 il
acsanfgpence—imts I genid oo iet WYY TEt "t Vo-gurwvurvt

/’ZC Y7y ,',7 b4

"Then I'll call them. Jwb I'm sure it'll be all right."
Joel walked up and down bis office. Just what did the invitation LUAL -

m And would Miles be plessed, or did she intend that
| - 74
. §
Mile- shouldn't lmow of 1t.? That was out of the question-—-{:'iles m\
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Page 22
~owduietivnbttnfy, nention 1t Joel would.Nemtpdiedees it was 'a full hour before he

could get down to work agzain.

aan) ' hour
Feo di-dnit—osee iles M Wedne -day) /‘faur o-t-o-y

. aud : i
wranghe in a2 lems conference room crowded with grea-t plp.net,\ of cigarette amoko.

Three men and a woman\in turn poﬁt‘ng the carpet, mggesting or condeming, speating
oY R LG & /) '
whsadlingly-cr sharvl A conﬁdantly‘ or helplessly. At the end Joel lingered . ,
to talk to Miles.
iles was weay tired—not with the exaltation of fatigue feewmerk,
but life-tired, witn his 1ids sageing and his beard prominent and dlus shadows
near his mouth.
"I hear you're flying to the Notre Dame game . »
Yiles looked 'Beyodd him and shook his head.
h o
"B, I've given up the idea.®
My
"0n account of youeeand FAdi@ Baker.® Still he did-not look at Joel.
"What the Aedl, Vilest®
- "2u0hts why I've given it up," He broke into & perfunctory laugh at

himself, "1 w what stolla Wdok- Just(’;r‘—f'pite, b%do:{zhfléﬂ. ‘

“Fonsmae 1nv1te¢l you to take her t%porry{m. ua%&“’?xﬁ Baker

ﬂé%q her up. I'm not going——-1I wouldn't enjoy the game.®
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Suddenly Joel #s terridbly sorry for him. Wﬁne mded that moved ad
A , : /

swiftly and confidently on the set,that muddled e 'eekls;‘ helvlessly through his

1

Sumelieeus personal life.
"L,00k here, Milea,"" said &ooi- frowning, "Yeas-abswnd. I've never made
ény passes whatsoever at Stella. If you're really sericusly cancelling your
vdZ [‘”’ ‘ {n‘p

trip on account of me I won't go to the Perryn,‘ I won't see Sbeldia.¥ (¢ Oui .

1, ket !

¥iles looked at him, cérefully now,

"laybe yowsr-woald,® he-eaid, He shrugged his shoulders. "Anyhow there's
Eddie: Baker. I wouldn't have any fun.®
1 i
dont

'You,' seem to have much confidence in Stella. She told me she'd always

been ‘entirely straight with you.®
"Maybe she ha§," In the last few minutes several more muscles seemed
. '
~ to have sagged arcund G‘Lﬁ'a mouth, "But how can I ask anything of her after
what's hﬁppened. Eow can I expect her.- " He broke off and his face grew harder
- as he said, %I'1ll tell you one thing, right or wrong and no matter what Itve

'done/ if I ever had anything on her I'd divorce her. I can't have my pride Mrt m—

that would be the lagt straw.®

- 4
. l e b ; J l[l .
zﬂ :u:F er /% Lea ek !
"Isn't she pe the“etiar. _thinge¥

*No, " u sauffled , & hq'bit he had in times of eeawersatbesand

itress, *Neither am I.*
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v Page 24
"I thought it was all over.ms
"Over.. Gf course it's éver. I'm not goling to see Tva again. Put
you know it isn't easy Just %o stop something like that. This isn't some girl
Il kigsed last night in a taxi. The analyst saysg - "

#] know," Joel interrupted, "Stella told me.® He wag grdwing a

little restlesslmwm; "Well, as far

o 7
, aud & weor I/ L SZLLUJ-
as I'm concerned you can g0 with complete tranquilityd And as far as Pddie Raker's

concerned I'm sure Stella has nothing on her conscience."

"Maybe not," he said listlessly, "I wish you'd come to that party
Saturday anyhow.®

"You want me?"

"I've got to have.somebody intelligent to talk to.% pe snuffled again

. - y, . 2/ 4 ”’
“w .aomy/ﬁw . &gaa e w{f’wwMM

pessimistically, "That's the trouble— I've influenced ‘Stel lAao that she likes

all the men I like .1;'3 very diffieult.» . 1

"It mst be," Joel agreed.

Qﬁé 41(1{ /&"lo»léax 4 | '
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111

t

Lo-hn-bd—cp-ecm Joel could not get to the dinner Saturday so he waited

RY2Y . ' T
for the pas#sy in front of the Hollywood Theatre. Self-consciocus in his silk hat

WTIT secued—a—sort—of—inmalt~to—tha unemsdoped, he watched the evening parade ——

: frﬁadd, A
girls, seehk modelled in type upon t picture lta.ra, foavined men in volo coats and

AN
flapping trousers, a stomping man é {% the beard, gown and staff of an apostle, pairs

A 4 ' C oAy g &f, cfc'f 4
L T

C At
of" Sﬁ”ﬂ:)hillpino‘c in ,& reminder that hhis corner of the

republic opened cut to \ameApiemicecamd the seven seas, and presently a long

. » e
fantastic carnival of young shouting which ﬁﬂ—m to be a fraternity initiation.
" f

gy YLV ¥ ﬂf/ﬂﬂ(t“&[ [LwM fﬁ Ajf‘ e
"The line split let a c-:" through and Joel's heart Mas it Po-}lod—uéao
Thare she was, in a dress that was like ico-uater/ made in a thousand pale
blue piecn, with 1c1cln at‘& throat. He started forward.
. drus
*Be *u iih% It': called Nuit de Noel, ,07 Jasm Patou - *
M.
"But Where's Miles?!" he asked.
"Miles flew to the game after all. He left yesterdsy morning and he
Just telephoned me from South Bend that he's starting back. I forgot...you and
Tddie Baker don't know each other.®

Joel shook hands with a tall, lounging young man with very dlond hair,
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So Miles had gone after all. Was there any significanece in the fact

and the party of six moved into the theatre.

that he hadn't told Joel?! Or had he simply reached such a craving for escape that

ihat Stella Aaid no longer seemed importa.nt?

Mokl , : |
But duringlthi, svmpemith Stells : , @ profile

‘ . , A
; 4 i . & J' PN ’
L Tl e !/le{a’d'“ /‘“ ‘v ' v
pani-40-1im, hé nelither worried nor cared about Miles. All he wondered was whether
A 4 |

he or Fddie Baker was Stella's escort. Once he turned and

at her and she

welied

lookéd back at him in turn, smiling and meeting his eyes for oj 1on'¢ as h:‘ anbed.

v

X he , B
He shook his head up and down enigmaticly foz/" himeoif was a 1little baffled by the

situation, & 1little uncertain as to what was expected of him.

} . .
A she %urned and whispered to him.

, - o
S
*They're all going ap to the opening of Jack“& night cludb. I

don't want to go, do you?" , ,
- 7
'llo. I'm tired of colored floor :hon. Bat - .Ud‘.j wfﬁa lz';/ /M
- — .o
"R sl N ed.
"Who cares?® : o o
Afterwards, saying goodnight at the curd,he saw a loock of umuﬂeﬂ'{

Smngymmee on Pddie Baker's face, ead tbn,a- hoe® car drove up,he was caduimmige

possessed for a moment l'y vanity as he saw the unution ﬂ&s WL‘%
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- @Y
oruum pecple had gathered before they slid or?j:: the gouen,gmluh
thorobghfaro. -

There were Christmas trees already in tho@vindon and fhc full
moon over the boulevg:d was only a propemitpuiilie, as t% as the glant
boudoir lamps on the corners. Then 1ntc.>. the comparative darimess of Beverly Hills
- e '
past dark bemtmmmf follage that was fiaming ﬁc&?ptnl by day. But Joel only saw
the flash of & white face under his own, thencorner of her shoulder. She pulled
awsy suddenly and looked m up at him.

L Nt
'Yoqr eyes lagk.like your mother's,” she said, "I used to have a scrap

book full of pictures of her.®

"Your eyes 1o‘ok like your own and not & bit 1liks any other eyes.®

The car turned’st the great nouse and Joel got mt first. S-uﬁuf
L .

-

AP SV R T T
. » : - éagfe dd : |
Seslvbiving made him into the grounds as he went up
the 'ntepll hl_if wondering if Miles had posted spies to watch Stelh.M S é(
. emeyr—TENRAseubrisv=ineliossmlite vent straight to a telegram on table,

| gt

*“Chicago, Illinois", she read almd, "Home tomorrow night thinking of
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you love (N
A ;
Mz

She thrcn the tolegram back on the ta'ble. agked the butler for drinks |
and sandwifches and ran upstairs, while #oel walked into the eupty reception rooms.

‘Strolling about reetdmesdy he found himeelf on the very spot next to the piano where

he had stood two Sundays before.

"Then we could put over,® he szid WmBf aloud, " story of iovc. crim§.

2 . .
divorce, the younger generat@rs and the foiejigﬂ legion.®

: lumedtubody Hiz memory Jumped to gnother linew

®"You were one of the most agreeable poo-ph at our oarty.-

Stella wukut.ﬂ/n%"

— h&‘n:a new thought struck him. If » hAd been

g s o Jhee
t% courtesy then it wvas e }.ilwly that ¥iles had inspired it. / i

T/ E— g wed: # mm@t’ff/'—,c méu Milley had dacd;
m«-—mnug- '

*Send him a wire - he's miserable - he thinks he's queered himself®.

It fitted in withK *Itve 1nf1uenced'5tolh in everything. Especially

I've influenced hcr #0 that she 1ikes all the men I 111:.. ﬁmuu
- I hd
3 had beon Stella's sapsenpbed idea it M& mant

Agr him and wasn't the large guturo be had thought. It wvas a thing & woman would

do because she felt lympathetic-.; only a man would do it because he felt responsible.

b (0lwu SO,

&MMHMMW came into the roonquJ
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m up to him ha took her in his a.rm after a yielding moment
she broke awajy, SEESRg

Eonsttiaigeniamubingies-

"You kn;':'. Stella, n'l/éim desl, keeping hoﬁ of i;er hands, "I have she g
stzanged feeling that W

R

w I'ma loit ofvpa'n in the spite game you're playing againgt
lﬂles." ’ .

rt

'W. Help yourself to a drink," ;é I
| Stida

The telephone ring and/‘ahv answered it in a disguised voice that might

have been a maid. , M
» ’ /‘:-fﬂw \‘

'Lnothér wire from &n.-.- she announced,” "He dropped it from the

. ar
aeroplane Sgex Xansas Cityl®
*1 suppose he asked fo De nm@bered to ¥ddie Baker and me."

"No, he just said he loved me, ™ Ssleskri-4banghéfeir I think he

does. I don't believe he's seen that woman for ten days. Fe's just so weak. *

"Come here and sit

‘beside mo';' - | Yol u)‘!éw/ (*-U' -

*All right but don't go to extremes. I'm in a conservative mood."

{
[

L B ’ . “ Q_.
It was earlyw- it was still %ntu short of midnight js1e qud
' A

S»d??i‘aiﬁ{q

2

Sooomd. |




ivey waliuduy

' hour later when Joel, standing on the co'ld hearth, said rabber Tu'uly.

"Meaning $hat you MMM

9ot any curiosity about me.®

"Not at all. You attract me enomm:ly.‘——"-@.— ,

—
Sl -

-
e
o

Vs
‘&Zf o
Fetbamwiretor—You-see—the—pobnt h/I reallyé:vo 113 8.
Cfﬁu £UA 4’ ‘
" Dot

on do."
k ¥

S

He weally wasn't angry,. aee~disaprointed .. his vmity wnn", otk art !
beoansn ofeiddde-Balaer but really. 1t 'm 1n his ponitiq» to avoid smy

‘...-...-_. e 3

entanglements. Still as no watched her there on the lofu/ )( relaxed until the very

Foew

coldness of her blue costume took on some of her own wammth and uoftnen,ho thongt

"I've got to go," he said suddenly, *I'11 phone a taxi.®

"Nonsense - there's ﬂmu & chauffeur on duty.®

+

He winced at her rudinup to see him go. When "F&f#‘.‘\nﬁ.
t : . : .

him she cenght his.eem and pressed close to him he vas unresponsive. And then

suddenly three things happened. &o took down his drink at a gulp, the phone rang

loud through the house and a clock in the hall struck twelve in triumphant trumpet

notes. Eight. nine- ten. eleven- twelve -
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D

Crasy Sunday'. Agein it was crazy Sunday. hAre“l%zzcd that he had come

3
1

to the theatre berthis hnn; ui the work of the !ui still hanging about him

1like cer&entu. He had gone about ﬁleﬁuing Stella not with % indirection

but smbdher with the iame'wwith Ihich he migbt attack s~dmshaieal-poeblen,

soms st matter to ba cleaned up rathu- hurriedly -and roughly before the dayl

This wad Suadag —

end. ]suii4 Suniagstttrer-Qitfononts. tho larely, lagzy persvective of the next

tuﬁty—fonr hours nnrol).od before pim- ﬂor.y minute was something to be
appruch@ with m care, every moment held the germ of innumerable ether
M pboliﬁllitiol. lothing"%:jér - eoverything 'a(:iinning. He
:poured himself another drink, .vnd then at a ;ound turned sharply toﬁrd the

: , ‘ s

telephone in the hall. - \E
N

§

Stella had given a 1ittle moan and slipped forward inertly until only

J

. the tolephone table kept her from slumping to the floor. Joel oicked her up

a owud sedawde o ahuéulM 1y

“‘“F ggd pat her on the »1a, L‘—h. /\m. telephone mouthpiece was still
grosning snd ho mut 1t guiuily ’t‘o Rhis ear.

. the planQ fell #st this s.ido of Xansas City. The body of Wiles
GQJM bas been ldentified and -

M" crid::{;d bhung up the ro?einr
wed ban tyes aud oY - [ f=0 " o

A ‘ o "boaadd ©

J - W - ®ON, what's hlp'ponod. / Oh‘.' call

= ’0’4‘ ""M ~4<'7AZAQ/
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call them back. M Appcwd G /&L{mln 3 .

"I'1l call them right away. What's your doctor's namer®
ri ek
* Glr—niswrbee I 'm a1l right. " She ltattod1up and then fell back
7
agaln, "Did they say Viles was dead.®
*lie quiet -~ is there a maid still up?*
"Hold me -~ I'm frightened.®

He put his arm arcund ner,

N

*I want the name of your doctor,» he said m "It may bo'a mikstake

but I want -omew here."

"It's doctor w= oh, God, is Mile‘ deadrs
/' Tal uﬂ: wr LF
He left her for a minute to-ren upstairs e hunt"ibrou;h strange

medicine cabinets for spirits of ammonia. "hen he came domn aah she wap at the

phone again
ot "
*o—well, find cut - wire bdack . " .

Joel took the phone and dictated a telegram. Then he said.

"I want to get hold of some close fr:lend/. seflbuigr You can't stay
_ . , , .

here alone tonight.®

*On, no, * ghe cried, *I can't 'neo anybody.yon -hv I baven't got

any friend. : W Now at last a torrent of grief %

in her.

S~




“Crazy Sunday” 173

*0h ~ Miles was my only friend ,

fors

not .dead ~ he.can't be dead." She got up, tears streeming down her_ face, 3 O

going there right away. Get a tréin'. You'll have to come with me.®

'!oﬁ can't. Thero'a nothing to do tonight. I want yoﬁ to tell me
L - feds?

the name of some woman I can call M Joanr Ccarmel? Isn't there

i

oud au andigiic Coruiliceds

:omobody.v'

Aﬁ,

She ntarad &t him nlnoohgl

"Eva Goebél‘ wai my best friend.®

4..
Cld ot /(l'ﬂ lae }‘)'ﬁ .dadakjl
M‘-tb-ana:‘ Joel thought “of lllen M hilt‘desperate

ol face dn the office two days before. In the awful silence of his death all

e welle both au wlppo il

\ W¥as piedn about him. He was the only A.merican 'born director with—tho—ghost~of ;
—— R |

' tqmpex;men y JMeelmd in an industry he had paid M with his ruined nerves of

: o-uL, a rordd qud ,GJZV( «f
(c-* having no ruilience, no healthy cynhi:m, no romgeIAn oscanew

|

Jool went to the phone and called a dogen people btut it wa}‘ early and

patic "é“"“& |
Lbﬂ or“one zae (h:;o When he abandoned the uarch Stella had exhausted her first

parox‘cm of griof; and he gave har a -nd drink.
'Yon'll stay here," she whispered, ldb-b%n half asleep, *You '

won't go away. ' Miles 11ked Jou e Be sald you—w * She shivered violently, *oh,
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my God, you don't kmow how alone I feel.® Her e;ﬁu cldpod. f?nt your arms
around me. Hold me c1°ne/‘,l.:..ui_].el had a suit iike that,® Spe _s‘tcrt“.‘.lki'alt |
upright. 'O*I‘ink of what he must have felt. He was afraid of ;Jmout
everything anyhow.®

She shook her head back and forth. Suddenly she neiud Joel's face and held
it close to hers. |

"You won't go. You 11ke mewm you love me, don'f you? Don't call up
anybody. Tpmorro"s time enoﬁéh. You can stay here with me tonight. I'm nLlono _

ROW wm Miles is dea.d, ¥iles is gone,®

Joel held herew every once in awhile ghe ﬁ' & long soddbing inhalation

of breath. After half an hour he went resolutely to the phone and again called

)
a doctor.
{ /0_&, dm‘{ ' o
. . . n | .
"Donft,/ * Stella cried, “Coprdenddpatontt. Come back here and put

your arn’ around me.¥

Mam

"Is tots Doctor o

"Joel * Stella cr“d mﬂm&
T —— T Y

o
ame. I thought I could cou.nt on you. uuu liked you. He was Joulonl of you --70~c0

® o« has just had a've‘ry severe shock. Can you come at once ¥ and get

hold of a nurse Z "
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Before doctof came he had

Stella's friends/and walsing some urvnnt,' y . the doorbvell

A

and the telephone began to ring intemittoptly." .
*But you're not going," shommid, *You're going to stay, u’;':'t you -
after all the others go."
"No," he answered, *But I'll be back.®
He wotld be dack. M\{tuding o the steps,with
faﬁ Tt :
the house now humming and': with the life that flutters around death

like concealing leaves B¢ began to sob a little in his throat.

"Yverything he touched he did that to,’ some thing magical®, he thought,
%*He even brought that poor littlm::;u and made her a sort of masterpiece.®
And then:
. "lhaf a hall-of a hole he leaves in things = already.®

And then with bitterness that ground his teeth together.

. ' C "
®Oh, yes, I'll be back w= I'1l be back.

’ .
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CRACY SONDPAF
.,tzy' . ~
F Seott Fitacerald

It was Sunday; It was not a day -- it vua'a gap

" between two othe: déys. Behind, for all of them, iay sets
and sequences, the lqu struégiel of riv;l 1hgenuitiea in
the conference rooms, thé'interminable waits under’the orans
that swung the miorophd?e, the hundred miles a day by autoe
mobiles baék and forth aoréﬁ%ﬂﬁ”:zinty, the endless oo-rno-
mise, the olashing and strain;ng of many personalities fight-
ing for their ;ivgg. .And n?w Sﬁndqy, with individual 1life
vitarting up again, with a brightnglow kindling in the eyes
that had béén glazed with monotony the afternoon beford.
Slbwly as the hours waned the& were all éoling awake like
.nﬁggenfeés in a toy shoi ﬁt the.exfcgtant hour. .An admira-

.tion herg, a 'hiapgred colloquy therc, two lovers disappear-
ing for a moment t> be alone in the hall. And the sense of

.v'nurry, it's not too 1§te, but hurry, boforh the dlessed

forty hours of leisure are over®,

' Tud actress *!01 Mh'u "'".. h‘*“ ood. h'l‘“..” h
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New !ork trying to upu'ato the red from the unroal. or

,, i

hov to kup one E}Illﬂ ahead,

Jacl m 'triting oontinuity' He was tventy-

eight and very n:ln uul not yot 'brokcn into nollmod. Bn

had had nico nuigments aiaco hie urrivu a tu mnthl bo-

y

fore and hc au‘unutted his acenn and uqnencn vith refresh-

[

1n¢ enthun_hn, - )lodcltlyhe reforrod fo hinielf as a haci' 8

&
but h. didn't th:lnt ot' :lt that n.y at ¢11. Ko was huuuno.

tall, nn-n-nncrcd vith tho emt oow-brotm eyes that had

gazed outd Brndm udinou in 219013 from his mthor's face, -
wﬁnm-  wtirchek . MQWMQW

r ho was ooning nonc., W
by k¢ ddaf-go ot

non Bundaya / d took wrk
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) . . i o o s B
- tails were passed %o hdu;' the sucoinet

perfect episode'of his eutir. ('!’h:l- ia n-. calnn's

secretary. Will you come to tou tron tuur to Iix llmuy -

BT T Al TR A

he lives in Beverly ;{_111-, nunbor ‘-:-0”" '

He was flattorcd. It nuld h a )crty out of tho

top-drawer. It was a trﬂmta to hmelf as [ y-ung -a of

promise. mles Calman was under ne oolptnuon to ask hil,

-

.s . " I
sinoe he held Joel at the md of a to hundrod douwn

week.sipingy The Marion Davies erowd. tho dicb-hnts nnd S :

i it *:w'

the big currency numbore,%‘bo o'nn Diotrﬁh. nnd Gu-bo

self. Calman M was tu'nd of Mu et

aud

thank you", ke-planneds

obtrusive, *Ko,

i
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3 'calj-.n'a.ni. & house built for great emotional
moments -~ it had nn air of liutgnihg, '_u 1: the f‘u- si-
1ences of its viafu hid an and:lenoc. ﬂf“htu nfthnoou it
was thronged m as though people had been
'bidden' rathcr than ukcd. He noted vith t’riunph thn_t
oply two other writers from the studio were 1@ the ocrowd, a.
hﬂﬂw Eng).iah Playwright and, ;'athcr te his
eurprin,' Nat Kéogh‘ who had evoied Cilun"s impatient
comment on rﬁgnioy,i

St;lii cainin (th.t is, Stella Valker, of course)
did not move on to other guutu dtcr she apoko to Joel.,
She ungcrod == she 1ookcd at hin with the sort of beauti-
ful look tlut linply dmnda som sort of acknowledgment.
Joel cuhd,quieny ou : tho kd‘rmt ie a.doqu.oy he had ine

hcritcd troa hil uthcr, svinn o

"lons';nn look about uxtoenl 'herii-‘your kiddy
ouﬁ";

jfvialb&y y1-ao-a; she 11ngeroa. He felt

thnt he lhould ny“ nuthing noro, aomthing oonﬁ.dent and
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easy -- after all, he had first met her when she was struggling

for bits in New York. Sudgenly & tray 'a; paiping and almost
before he knew it, S8tella had preusedAth.-i-:.oﬁ.ttng-ff’
cocktail into his hand. | | -

*Everybody's afraid, aren't they"? he whispered
boldly, "Everybody watghes for everybody else's bdlunders, eor
tries to make sure they're with the people that'll do them
the most.oredit. 0f course that's'not true at your place®,
he covered himﬁelf hasi;ly. "I just nenn£ generilly in
Hollywood®,
Stella agreed. She'prceented many people as if he
were very important. Reassuring himself that Miles was at
the bther.side of the room, accepted another oodktail.

*So you have a badby*, he aaid; *That's the time
to beware, After a pretty woman has had her first ehild,

she's very vulnerable, because she 'untn to be reassured

of her own charm. It's almost necessary for her to have

. some man's unqualified devotion to prove to her she hasn't

lost anything".




6.

o T i S

"I never gct n.nyone 's unqualified devotion®,
said Stena. 1ntriguod. _
‘um‘«‘v aft“—df MWVWW@

“De you think that's it*y dhe puckered her brow
over the new :lch the conversation was interrupted 'at

the preoise moment he would have chosen.

Well, Joel! The boy idealist., 1I thought pydu

| : / ¥
“tin r- 1n ol ¥ Txem/a great

tnitn . rul weaMness was gambling.
po éthnu attention m giun .;n;“‘ oanﬁdenoo.

Py

Not for hiltO ‘ng‘ -lfo groupg; to slink to refuge under

qui tmces u ho saw ibéut the reom.
wandlookedout -.,to‘vu-d thé far |
113 cxpenshomuaet. It was good
P and a1 that, 1f there vas

3 Ihthnndsom ‘weéll-dressed people
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1
1nsidé, the 1ou1y}31r13’,' ;nd th_e -- nn. tho 167011 girls,
You couldn't &ve cverytl;;ng. | |

" He saw étellw fresh b.‘oyiah’ face witﬁ
the t'ired eyelid tlut.tlnya droopcd a 1ittle -vcr one sye, ,uuua7
about among her guw 'lhve a little of my beauty”*, she
seemed—to=—san. He wanted to sit w:lt.h her nnd talk a leng

puwua.wx wolizd of asbar.

time; he followed her to see 1if uhe paid anyone a8 much

codchdl o —uil
attention as she had paid himself. Ikm a“ﬂ .

bteanu ki wiaded confidenes MW%W/‘ P
o Jeel-eteod by the builteindar_in the-d-ining-reom.

had-avoidad fallingunder~CalmRr T ryo.—Hesouddn*tRvoid
Wh the dircotop'l uﬂur. ‘j’
*Your ‘:on'a getting to be a lggend. li'l. ci;un.
He's 1ook;d upon as an oracle and a un of destiny. Pere
lonally. I'n against him dut I‘l in a terriblo llnorlty.
¥vhat do you think of hin? Are ycu munu‘l Ar- you sure
~ prised at how tu- he's gonc'? , |

"o, I'm not turprhcd". she said calmly. “Ve

always expected a lot from Miles".
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“Well nﬁv, ﬂ‘nt'; odd", remarked Joel, "I' a.lwajs
think all moth;ra are like Napoleon's mother. Mine resents
even what mild sucocess I've had -- she didn't want me to
have anything to do with the entertainment business, Shé

wanted me to go to West Point and be safe®,

Lard
"Well, I

‘lll?n had QWMQ in Miles®, %
M' et LoTw

IL-&? good usmeored 47“7,«44
"--- 1 figured that I'd made a hundred thousand
dollars duringAthe year s;d I1'd lost forty thousand of it
ganbling, so I've hired a manager®,.
"You mean an agent® .Allffaﬁd Voe! MQM%C Cﬂu‘u
‘fNo. 'I'vo got that too.' I mean a manager. I make
over cvgrything to my wifg and then he and my wife get toe-
gether und'. dole me ouf ‘th’c monéy. I pay him five thousand a
year to dole me out money".
§ "Ycu' ixem your agent®,
"io. 1 he'u; fw. mager; and I'm not the only one --

a lot of other irresponsidle péoph have him';
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"Well, if you'fo irresponéiblé why are you responsidle
enough to hire a manager"e®’ |

“I'm Jﬁat irresponaiﬁle tbout_gamﬁling. Look here--"

A Broadway ;omedian‘begAn tp sing; Joel ind Kﬁt went
forward with the others:to liaéqn.

The singing reached Joel rathér vaguely; he felt
happy and friendly toward ail the people gathered there, people
of bravery and 1ndust:y. nupeiior to a middle class that outdid
them in ignorance and loose living, risen to a josition of proe
minence 1n'a':3§¥3 that for a decade had wunﬁed onlf te be

entertained. He liked them -- he loved them. Great waves of

. good feeling flowed through him.

The agtor finished his number, and as there was a
general move toward the hostess to say goed-bye, Joel had an
idea. He would do "Building it up", his own composition. It

was his only parlor trick, it had umied many people -« it

~ would amuse Steila. In the grip of the idea, his blood

- throbbing suddenly with the ioarlot eorpusocles of exhibitionism,

he sought Stella Walker.
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¥0f course®, éhe_criod. ;Pleaacl‘ Do ybu neéd
anything“?

5Somcon§ ought to be the secretary i'n supposed
to be dictating to".

'I';l de thnt'f

As the uoid éproad; the peoplo in the hall, already

putting on their coats to lcave, dritted baok and Joel found

himself fncing the oyou of many atrangera. He had a2 dim

<forebod;ng, rcali:!ng thnt the man who had Just performed was

a f;mousenter§siner and hc'waa not an actor, Then someqdo
aaid 'Shli* n;d hc_;il alone with Stellg. the center of a
large Indian;iikc'half-oiroie,
A‘,Sfciin ;n;iqﬁ‘up_ct Joe; ;xpeotantiy. He Yegan.
: f;; bn;l;ié;o ias based upo; the oultural 1imita-
tions of i&§‘ﬁuw. 8£1;or§t1ei.‘an 1udepcnd§nt producery Mr.

Silvcrlticn lll prcluned to bo diotating a 1ottor outlining

| a trcat-nnt ot l ltory hn had bought.

,m,~,u~ I LA

v ‘,f’ a 9‘9?? °f‘417°r°°o the younger generaters and

the foreign ligion‘; ho heard his voioce saying, in the extra-




“Crazy Sunday” 187

11.

1 v ’ . -
ordinary intonations of vn"r. '8'11ierst1en.' *But we got to build
it up, see"? | |

A sharp pang of douﬁt'atruck through him. The faces
surrounding in the gentle-moldad light weré.intant,'cuuioua, tut
there was no ghost of a ;mAIe anyw#ére; direotly in front the
Great Loverbof'the screen glared at him ;1th:in eye as keen as
the eye of a potato. 6n1y Ste;la Valker 1qoked up at Joel with
a radiant, never fnltering.amile;

*If we make him a Menjou tyje, ghen 'e’get a sort of
Michael Arleﬁ only with a sort of Honmolulu atmosphere. We got
to build it up, see”?

St111 not a ripple in froﬁt, but in the rear a

rustling, a perceptible shift toward the left, toward the front

. eaﬁazggﬁfazai;
"~w= then she says she feels , and so-and-so and

A

door.

so-and-so and so-and-so -;, and then he says ’o on shoot your-
- self'and so-and-so and so-and-so and so-and-8o ==" -
He heard Nat Keogh snicker and here and there a few

encouraging faces but as he fiﬁiahed he had the sickening
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realization that it was a failure, he had made a fool of
himself in full view of & large cross-section of the pic-
ture world upon whose favor dépended his oaredr. They

were loyal to eaoh other subtly banded against the intruder.
# fora wrwend bt auoded o ’“ff:>
who4depe~c3%@4&530—3nd—ao—cnﬂ-cv!w

In~bhe midat of a confused silence; ’a general trex
for the door b@gmn. He felt the undercurrent of derision

that rolled through the gossip; then in the space of tenm

his g szd‘uul“‘pii afu{a.u-d]l diodled Voo Uﬁcx/‘

T

seoonds, the Great Lover vo&oot in an overtone what he felt
was the qood of the orowd, “DeSPusper It was the resentment
of the professional toward the amateur, of e commnity toward
the presumptuous str;nger, 1t waﬁ‘tho thuﬁbs-down of the clan.

Only Bteila Ihlke; was still standing near and thanke
ing him 10 1f he had beeﬁ an ﬁnperalleied success, as if it had
never 6couircd'to her that anyone hadn't liked it. As Nat
Keoéh helped hinlinté.his oy@rdoay, avgreat wave of aglf— dis-
gust swept over him an¢‘hekewung'desperately to his rule of
nev;r betraying ;nAcnotion until hﬁnolonger felt it.,

"I was a flop*, he said lightly, to Stellt, ‘%
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*Never mind, it's a good number -- just not appreciated.
Thank you for'your cooperation®,

The smile had never;left her»fucé -- he bowed and
Nat Keoghvdrer him tsward the dodr...[/[

The arrival of hid breakfast awakened him to a
broken and ruined world. Yesterday he‘win himself, a point
of fire against an industry, todag}gﬂpeﬁzziﬁtted alone under
an enofmous diaddzantage,againat those f;oea, against indi-
vidual oontemﬁt and collective aneer,ho—‘hought. VWorse
than that, to Miles Calman he was become one of the rummies,
stripped of dignity,whom Calman so much regretted he was
compelled fo use, To Stella Walker, on whom he had forced
a ﬁértyrdom to preserve the courtesy of her howse -- what
her opinion was he did not dare to guess. His gastrio
Juices ceased suddenly to flow; he set his poached eggs
back on the telephone tablc.‘

Dear Miles (ﬁo wrote)

You can imagine my profound self-disgust. I confess

to a taint of exhibitioniam. but at six o'oleck in the after-
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fAoon, in broad daylight! Good God} !z‘ apologies to your

wife,

LR

~ Yours ever
Ioel Coles,

Joel emerged from his hohl sliﬂJLg like a
malefaotor t?m So suspicious was his manner
that one of the studio police a_aked to see his admission
csx;d. He had Acoide»d' to eat his iunch outside the gate
a8 Nat Keogh, 'confidc’x»xt and cheoiml, overt&ek ﬁim.

"'hu’t »do‘y’un man you're 1n‘pcmanent retire-
ment? What if that Three Piece Suit did boo yout Who's
he -anyhow®?

*Why liatc'n'. liuv-co‘ntivnued, drawing Joel into

the studie reatauranta"_ “The night of one of his premiers -

at Grauman's, Joe Squires kicked him m—w e as he

.

bowed to the orowd. The ham said Joe'q hear from him
later but when Joe called hin up at eight o'cloock next

day and said, * I thonght Im goh;g to hear from you'

@ E

he hung up the phonc"» ) |




15.

“Crazy Sunday”

191

The preposterous story cheered Joel. Nat was
right: that people were shesp. He found a gloomy conso-
lation in staring at the group at the next table. the

sad, lovely Siémeae twinq. the mean dwarfs, and thé proud

‘glant from the circus pioture. But looking beyond at the

yellow-stained faces of pretty women, their eyes all
melancholy and startling with masecara, theirvball gowns

garish in full day, he saw a group who had been at Cal-

'man‘s and he winced.

"Never again®, he exclaimeQ aloud, "absolutely

my last social appearance in Hollywoodt®

Wfoéﬁoww.f woruity o
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Spper wpfSuuday

Beverly Hills, California

You were one of the most agreeable people at

— m%é%ﬁwyﬁzw

- Stella Walker Calman

The blood rushed fast through his veins for a
M .
feverish minute. A 'Lc.a..d. Zb@?/lw M)

[

H

“Well, that's the sweetest thing I ever heard of

in my lifel® Lhehrzatheds
1.

Crazy Sunday againl - Joel slept gr.atefully until
eleven, then he read vthe w newspapaer trying te
catoh up with the past week. He lunched in his room on

trout and avocado .ln.ltd‘and a pint of California wine.

Dressing for the tes; he a{eleoted' the dim nuances of &

‘pin-check suit, a % shirt, a durnt orange tieo darx
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circles of fatigue dmedsed his eyes. In his second-hand car

he drove to the Riviera apartments. He had scarcely intro-

a,ualb

duced himself to !ﬂb‘a—gﬁ!l when Miles Geiman and Stella

ku&wuy)am‘é«./
Weddeor arrived in riding clothes.

ferced Wﬁmm o all Tos durFromdo uo/whm

7%J&JCA1man, tall, nervous, oddly handsome with a des-
perate humor and the unhappiest eyes Joel had ever seen, was

an artist from the top of his ocuriously shaped head to his

niggerish feet. Upon these last he stood firmly == he had

never made a bad picture though he had sometimes paid heavily

fdr the luxury of making exyérimantal flops. In spite of his

~excellent company, one couldn't be with him long without

realizing that he was Aot a well man,

From the moment of their enfranoe Joel's day baundl
itself up inextriocably with theirs. Just a8 Joel Jjoined the
group around them Stella Walker tﬁrnéa away from it with an
impatient litfle click of her tongue -- aanbbo@y had blundered.
He heard Miles Calman whisfer to the man next to himg

"Go easy on Eva Goebel. There's hell to pay about
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her at home". vuiies.turngd to Joel with relief, "I'n
sorry I missed you at the office yesterday. I spent the
afternoon at the analysts®,

'Yéu ’b‘oi_ngv pajchoanaly‘nd'? .'

'I‘huvc been for months, Pirst i went for claustroe
phiy. now I'm t:yiﬁé tovget my whbie life cleared up. They
say it'll take over & year®, |

'Ihe¥e's noihing the mnfter with your life", said
Joel aincerely¢' |

- "'Oh,‘ n_o?'~ w:;x, Stella.seems to think eo.daiak any-
body-.ihny can all tell you about it-, he Qaid bitterlj.
" Peok=f Ii v» ‘ —  ' A ‘ .

A’.élri perched herself precipitately on the arm ef
Gagﬁg%ﬁn é;ﬂir; gn‘d;;iuﬁd to Stclla who stood disconsolately
by the f:lro | éﬁoﬁm'r.o_;f o |

' T e o

'Th.hk y;f’fbf ybﬁr telegram®, he said. It wan

.

darn sweet. I ocﬁ‘t.iiagiic‘inyhody as good looking as yom

arifbcing s0 good-hﬁjorp@?kfr

She was just tilittic lovelier than he had ever seen
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her and it must have been the unstinted admiration in his
——— N [ - .
eyes that prompted her to unload on him; that and the faot
that he was one of the few etraﬁgers that she knew. It
took surprisingly little'time; she was obviously ﬁt the
emotional bursting point.
"--= and Miles has been carrying on this thing for

wo years, and I never knew. Why, she was one of my best

friends, always in and out of the house. Finally when people

" began to come to me, Miles had to admit it*.

She sat down vehemently on the arm of Joel's chair.

Stella's riding breeches were the color of the chair. She

was 80 close that Joel saw the mass of her hair was made up

of some strands of red gold and some of pale gold, so that it
couldn't have been dyed, and that she had no make-up on. She
was that good looking -=w----

Still quivering with the shock of her discovery, the

 '31ght of Miles with & new girl hovering over him was unbearable.

She led Joel into an adjoining bedroom, and seated at either

end of a big bed they went on talking.
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People on their way to the washroom glaﬁced in at
, :
Joosl-and=bpetix and made wisecracks, but Stella was so ab-
sorbed in her story that she scarcely heeded them. Finally
it was Miles who stuck his head in the door and said force-
fully, "There's no use trying to explain somethi Eo Joel.

that I don't understand myself and the psychoanalyst says

will take a whole year to understand®, T#didz:'t seamn to

mind that everybody knew, . Sﬂ-mm-

.

affaira had become like a cinema to thenm,

sbhage—everybiring,

cad —

She loved uiles, o through many admirers and flirtations she
had alwnyn been faithful to him. She had loved him before
his first divoroe.

"The psychoanalyst told Miles that he had a mother

- . X . R T . ‘

complex{LédMAdtongd anc<4*In his first marriage he trans-
ferred his mother conj»l'cx to'hiis wife, you see -- and then
nis emotions turned to me. But when we married the thing

repeated itself -- he transferred his mother complex to me
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ippeared more dignified, even tragic. &teltxieo—dramatic

and all his romantic side turnéd tomd this other vém'.

Joel knew that this probadly nan't gibberish and

M
yet it He had met Eva Goebel; she

was a motherly person, older and prodbably wiser than Stellaw‘a-w

sweet, golden child. Miles suggested impatiently that Joel
come back with them for dinner if Stella had so much to say
to him, so théy drove out to the pompous mansien in Beverly

Hills. Under the ceilings bduilt for crowds the situation

"l_&iles is 80 jJealous of me that he questions every-

[}

thing I do®, she cried scornfully. °“When I was in New York §

I wrote him that I'd been to the theatre with am—eld-beau.

mlesm times in on%s 80 Juloua . \y

"I was wild", Miles admitted."e!m

@ weeh
analyst couldn‘'t gct uny results tor =deays®,

Stella shook her head despairingly. "Did you ex-
pect me just to sit in the hotel for three weeks®?

"I don't expeot unything. I admit that I'm jealous.
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1
I try not to ve. I vorieq An‘thaﬁ with pr. Bridgebine, but
it didn't do anyvgood.v 1 was jealous of Joel-thia'aftefnoon
when you sat on the arm of his chair®,

"You were"? she started up. "You !ggglv Wasn't
there aomebod& on the ;rm of your chair? And did you speak
to me forvtwo hours"?

"You were telling your troubles to Joel in the
bedroom®,

"When I think that that woman" == She seemed to
believe thﬁf to g::jéva Gobel's name would be to aaié%effi;e
her reality - 'uaéd to come here e=="

"All right -- all right", said Miles wearily. "I've
admitted everything and I feel as bad about it as you do".

Turning sharply to .'Toel- he began talking about
pictures,

Stella mbv@d fcstlcuali?slapg the f;r walls, her
hands in her dbreeches pockets.

*They've treated.liieaAterribly', she said, coming

suddenly back into the converéation as if they'd never dis-
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cussed her pareonai affaira. 'Dear,.tell him about oid
Beltzer'trying to change your last picfure'.

As she stood hovering proteotively over Miles, her
eyes flashing with 1na1§nat15n in his behalf, Joef: z%ed
that he was in love with her, suddends. Stifled with exeite
ment he got up teo sﬂ& go;d-night.

| —_ wWolea
| Mondayarthe week resumed 1t§4rhythm in sharp contrast

to ththhéoretioal diséubaiyna, thé gossip and scandal of
Sundays: the endless d;tnil of écript revision =« "Instead of
a lousy diaiglvg, we can leave her voice onvthe sound track and
cut to a medium shdt ofifhe taxi'rrom Bellts ;ngle or we can
simply pull thefqamé:atﬁgok té iﬁéluda the station, hoid'if a
minute and then pam to the row of taxies® -- by Monday aftere-
noon Joel h?d-again tngotten tﬁat péoplc vhpae business was
to proiide enieit#inmeﬁt‘were ever priviléged to be enter-

" tained. In the evening he phoned Hilea' house. ;e asked for
¥iles but Stanl cmc to the phcne’ ﬂ-ﬂww ‘ﬂ. wad

Thig ‘Il Rill!Q arternoen at the doctorf

*Do th;ngs aeen;better'?
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“Not’particuiar;f'.
*I'm sorry".
"What are you doihg next Saturday evening"? she
asked expectantly.
"Nothing®.
‘“The Perrys are giving a dinner and theatre party
and Miles won't be here. He's flying to South Bend to see
the Notre Dame-California game, so I tho_ught you might t& M
me in his place®,
After & long moment Joel said, "Why - surely. If

there's a conference I can't make dinner but I ean get to the

_theatre®,

"Then I'1l1l say we can come «=="
Joel walked up and down his office. In ¥iew of the
strained relations of the Calman's would Miles be pleased, or

did she intend that Miles shouldn't kmar of it? That was out

of the question - if Miles didn't mention it Jeel would. But

it was & full hour before he could get down to work again.

Wednesday he saw Miles, after a four hour wrangle in
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a cénf@rence room crowded with planets and'nebulie of cigarette
smoke. Three men and a woman paced the carpet in turn, suggeste
ing or condemning, speaking sharply or persuasively, confidently

or helplessly. At the end.qul lingered to talk ﬁo Miiea._

The man was tired - not with the exaltation of fatigue

“but 1ife-tired, w:t_'h his 1ids sagging and his beard prominent' |
ovéf the blue aha@éws near his mouth. |

*I hear you're flying to the Wotre Dame Game",

Miles lookedvbeiond him and shook his head.

éI've given up the idea".

oy

'bn,;ooount'of yo§;3 8till he did not look at Joel.

fihnfvthn ﬁel;, yiles';

.ifhat'; ihyi;ffe givgn ;t‘uﬁ'.‘ He droke into a pere
fu_notoxk'y‘lvlfnglé at 'hi‘p‘é.g::. "1 c;ln'tv tell what Stella might do
Jﬁéf out-of épitéf:;.siefﬁ';ﬁ;itgd yﬁu to tuke h;r to thc‘
Perryt, ﬁa§pft's£aé“A1ih ngtlgeigg'- 1 wouldn't enjoy the game®.

- That fino‘inltihdt that moved swiftly and confidently

" on the let.wmuddliié w§ii1y and helplessly through his personal -
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1

life made‘Joel ;ofry for'him.

'Look,‘nilea”, h; said frowhing; "Itve never
made any pxsses ihatsoever at Stella. If you're really
seriously cancelling.your trip on'nccount.of me, I won't
go to the Eerrys with hgr. I won't see her, You can
trust me abaoluteiy'.

Miles looked at him, carefully now.

"Maybe®. He shrugged his shoulders. “Anyhow

" there'd Jjust bé somebody else. I wouldnft have any fun",

"You don't seem to have much confidence in Stella.
She told me she'd always been atraiéht with you",

'ﬂ?ybe she'has'. 'In the last few minutes several
more muscles seemed to have sagged around Miles' mouth, "But
how can 1 ask anything of her‘;fte: what's happened? How can
I expeot her --" He brokg off and hig racq grew harder as
he s;id,;'i'll tell you one gﬁingi*right or wrong and no

- matter what I've doné, 1f.1'eyer had anything on her I'd

divorce her. I oan't have my pride hurt ;e that would be

the last straw®,
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#%4?EL¢ duads z;eﬁ 44ﬁ7¢7 Cﬂbf’zlfﬂ¢uJ

*Hasn't she calmed down about the Bva Goebel

"No". He snuffled m

times of-strece:~"3 gan't get over it either®,

thing"?

"I thought it wua_finished'.

“I'm never’going to see Eva again, put you know
it isﬁ't easy just to ?rop something like that -~ this 1sqft
g0 me girlvl kissed last night in a taxil The analyst says--"

"I know®, Joel intérrupted. *Stella toid me®*,
This was depressing; Miles made him restless, fWell, ua_fu:
as I'm ooncernedj;ou ewm go to the game -~ I won't see Stella.
And I8Af‘!~‘ﬂ—¢h§¢105009003ﬂ3ﬂ; ;'m sure Stella has nothing
on her ;onscienoe.aboutanyboﬁy'.

"Maybe not", he repeated listlessly. "Anyway I'l1

stay and take hef to the party.’ Say', he said suddenly, "I

wish jou'd come too. I've got to have somebody syhpathgtic

t0 talk to P NE eI PSSR AT That s the

trouble -- I've influenced Stella in everything. Especially

I've influenced her so that she 1ikes all the men I like e
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. particular pidture stars, spavined men 1h polo coats, a

4%;::£:fﬁervish with the beard and staff of an apostle, a

1

it's very difficult”,

"It must be", Joel agreed.
I1I.

Joel found he could not get to the dinner. He
waited for the others in front of the Hollywood Theatre.
Self-conscious in his 8ilk hat against the unemployment,

he watched the evening parade: obscure replicas of bright

pair of chic Filipinos in oollegia£§ clothes, reminder that
this co:ner of the republic opened to the seven seas, a
long fantastic ogrnival of young shouts which proved to de
a fraternity initiation, The‘line split to pass a smart
limousine. Joel's heart jumped as it stopped at the curb.
There_she was, in § dreﬁa like ice-water, made
in a thousand pale blue pileces, iogcles trickling at the
throat. He -iarted.foriard.v

*So you like my dress? It's ohristened.tbnight,
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nd 8“11: &,huporod

'Nuit du_'lool', p;‘idov of Jean Patou =-*
*But whu'o'l Miles"? Jeti—ituqubred
“Her faoo changod.
"He flew to the game #ter a11, ffe 101t ye‘itorday

momiugnat least I think --“ She broke off. " Juaz toloT/la‘

suphod from South Ben% sz he's starting back, I forgot—

you know all these people"¥
The party of six moved into the theatre.

Miles had gone after ally Joel wondered Af he

Rut

"shoul’d have come,

¢ performance, with Stella ouly a profile
under the pure graim of light hair, he mettiar worried ner
oﬁh about Miles. Once he turned and leoked at her and she
looyodn ba.ok ".t, hin h-u.n, nmi]_,ing/nntin‘ his eyes for as
1oné’ as hc mtu. B‘ﬁqm- the acts they smoked in the lobby

u-um-"

5,
kg

. 'l'luy'ro ;11 goiu to the cpening of .To.ok Johnson's

‘night olubw‘-;-gvx ;dg‘n;g n‘ntr to ;o. Do yon!'?v
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"Do we have to "9

"I suppose not", She‘ hesitated, "I'd 1ike to talk
to you. I suppose we could“go to‘ our house if I were only
BuUre =" |

Aggin she heﬁitated and iool asked:

"'Suro of what"?

"Sure that e oh, :lj: ‘s silly 1 knov,.but how can I

‘ 7 i
really be sure that Miles went to the game®j,

*You mean you think he's vi:l.th Eva Goebel"?

"ﬁo, H«Jmk that —= but supposing he ﬁ.a here
watching evqryth:lng I do. Yoﬁ know Miles does odd things some-
times. Omce he wanted a Tone man ﬁfh a béard t§ drink beer
vith him and he sent down to the casting agency for one, and
drank beer with him all afternoon”,

Joel laughed.

"That's ditferént. ' a wira from South Bend —w

Wt proves he's at the game”.

’After the play they said good night at the ocurd and

Joel saw the look of amusement on the faces of the others. CL%LM
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Stella's oar drove up amd he was moved to vanity by the sensa-
tion she involuntarily created. They slid off the golden
garfish th;roughfare through the crowd that had gathered
around her.» |

"You see he could arrange the tel;gfame', Stella
said, "very easily';

That was true. And with the idea that perhaps ZL&.
Stitlu‘l uneasiness wﬁl'Juqtified, Joel grew angry. If Miles
had a camera trained on them — as if they were a qﬁﬁgiQ of
characters in a .pictur;;—then he felt no obl;gationa toward
Miles, 3But aloud ﬁe said:

"Tha{'p u?nagnae. Seoida’,

There Qere Christmas trees already in the shop
windows ani thg full ioon over the boulevard was only e prop,
as scenic as the giant boudoir 1amps on the cornere. Then on

. . ; 2
into the dark foliage bf Be;erly Hills'that flamed asm
eucalrptul ﬁy day. _Joei saw only the flash of a white face

under his own, the aro of her shoulder. She pulled away

suddenly end lobked up at him.
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"Youz.' eyes are like your mother's”, she said, "I
used to have a scrap book 'fun of pictnr;e ofj‘ her*,

*Your eyes are like yourI own and not s bit like any
other eyes®, he answered.

ngeth:lng madve Joel look ouf; into ?he grounds aﬁ ")

@went W(the house, as if Miles were lurking in

the shrubbdbery, Iﬁ-tden telegram waited on the hall table.

"Chicago, Ill;noga", she read aloud, "Home tomorrow
Bight. Thinking of you. Love

Miles"

"You see", she said, )(thr§w1n3 the slip back on the
table. “He ;ould easily have faked that"., Bhe asked the but.
ior 'for drinks and sandwiches and Tan upstairs, while Joel
walked into the empty reception roems, Strolling about he

wandered to the piano where he had stood in disgrace two Sum-

days before.
“Then we could put over®, he said aloud, "a story of

divorce, the Younger sene.rato'r_a and the foreign legion”.

His thoughts jumped to another telegram.
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"You were one of the most agreesble people at our

party --

An idea flashed through his head., If Stella's tele-
gram had beeni purely a gesture of ocourtesy then it ial likely
that Miles had inspired it, for it was llile‘s. who had invited
him, Probsbly 1!110..' ha.d saids

"Send hin; s wire — he's miserable — he thinks he's
gueered himael?'.

| It fittqd in with "I've influenced Stella in every-
thing. Eapecig],ly I've influenced her so that she likes all
the men I 1ike". A woman would do a thing iike that because
she felt sy’npa‘ktpet‘f.lc -; onlyA a man would do it bccaus‘e he felt
rcapongiblef

‘Wnen Btella came back inte the room he took both. her
hands, ud-im.

| w "I have ; strange feeling
that i'n l..lort of. p-.it.:vin 8 ;p!;to game you're playing against

ﬁ110!7,41 §4*1?l; -

"Help yourself to a drink®, shewswink,
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"And the t:::?tthing is thatlI;m in loveiwith you
anyhow",

The télephone rang and she freed herself to answer it.

"Another wire from niléa', lhg announced, coming back.
5He dropped it or it lsys‘he drbpped it, from the aoroplane'at
Kansas C;ty'. | | |

"I suppose he asked to be rememberad‘to me®,

"No, he just said he loved me. I believe he does.
He's just weak",
"Come sit beside me", Joel urged her.
It was early;égd it was still a few minutes.nhort of

midnight, half hour later whem Joel, standing on the cold hearth,

said tersely.

'!eaning that you haven't any ouriolit; about me™?

"Not at all. You ittract me & lot ind you know you
do.. The point is that I suppose I retlli do love Miles",

'Obviou;ly'.l

"And tonight I feel uneasy about everyfhinc'.

He iaan't angry - ﬁo-w&s even faintly relieved that

a possible entanglement was avoided. Still as he watched her
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there on the sofa, the wafmth and softness of her ﬁody thawing
her cold blue confume, he knew she was one of the things he
would always regret.

"Itve got to go', he said suddenly. "I'ii phone a
taxi?

'Nonsenue‘; there's & chauffeur on duty®.

He wincgd at her readineasbto have him go, and seeing
thia ah§ kieshﬁ him lightly and said, 'You're‘a sweet boy, Joel",
Then suddenly fhree things happened: hg took down his drink at

i gulp, the phone rang loud through the house and a clock in the

hall struck twelve inm triumphant trumpet notes. Right - é;ne -

ten - eleven - twelve --

It w:i Sundéy‘againx Joel realized that he had come
to the theatre thig évqnins with the work of the week still
hanging about him like cerements. He had gove—mvowi-meking

: ab ‘x. P : ; e
love to stuu“m-ﬂmm
might.attack some matter to be cleaned up »eiher nurriedly

aud-nouwghly before the day'l end, 3But this was Sunday ~-- the

lovely, lazy perspective of the next twenty-four hours un-
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1

rolled before him -~ every minute was s;m;thing to ﬁa ap-
proached with lulling 1ndireotion, every.nomént held the
germ qf innumérable possibilitiea; Nothing_vaa impossible --
everything was just beginning. He pour6¢ himself another
d¥ink.

.fith a sharp moan, Stella slipped forward inertly
by the telephone. Joel picked her up and lay her on the sofa.
He aquirted soda-water on a #andkerchief and slapped it over
her face. Thé telephone mouthpie;c was étill grinding and he
put it to his ear.

‘--- the plane fell Juut.this side of Kansas City.
The body oflnilel Calman has been identified and ---"
He hung up the receiver.,
*Lie still'. he qaiq, stalling, as Stella opened
her eyes.
.
"Oh, what's happenpdzxihhe whispered. "Cqll them

back. Oh, what's happened to Miles"?

"I'11 call thﬁm right away. What's your doctor's

name"?
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"Did they'n.y iilu‘ua dead"?

~"Lie quiet - is there %lﬁn up"?

'ﬁqld me -« -I 'm frightened®,

HQ pu‘t his arm around her,

"I want the name of your doctor®, he said sternly.
"It may be a mistake imf I want someone here”,

"It's doctor—=Oh, God, is Miles dead"?

Joel ran uplt;iro _a.nd aaafched through e'trango
medicine cabinets for léirita qf am;nia. When he came down
Stella cri”ed:‘ ’

*He isntt ﬁead -; 1 know'-he 1np't. This is pg.rt of
his scheme. He's _tofturing -o.A . I kmow he's alive. I can
feelb..ho"l ;111_07'. |

"y n.nt to get hold‘o‘f‘ some close friend/ of yours,
Stella. | fou can't :ltay iurd alone tonight®.

*Onh, no';,' ‘aha criod. 'i .oﬁn't ‘IOO anybogy. You stay.
I hucn'f got ny trignd‘.. Bhe ‘got up, tears streaming down

her face. *Oh, m..‘.’“_juf ny only friend. He's not dead -- he

can't be dead. I'm going there right away and see. Get a
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1

train. You'll have to come with me",

*"You can't, Thefe'a ﬁotﬁing to do tonight. I want
you.to tell me the name of some woman I can calls Lois? Joan?
Carmel? Isn't there somebody"?

Stella stared at him blindly,

'EQa Goebel was my best friend", she said.,

Joel thought of lileu, his sad and desperate face in
the ofrice two days before. in thé awful silence of his death
-all was clear Qbout him, He was tﬁe iny‘lmorican-born director
with both aﬁ interesting temperament and an artistie comscience.
Meshed in an industry he had paid with his ruined nerves for
having no régilience, no healthy cyuicism, no refuge —= only a

| aud precayesun
senlii-~emd pitiful escape in Eva Goebel.

There was a sound at the outer door .- it opened'
suddenly, and there were footsteps in the hall,

’ol . : n

"llileaﬁ Stella ecr'oa.mod.‘ ";l it you, Miles? Oh,

it's Miles",

A telegraph boj appeared in the doorway.

"I couldn't find the belllyiSNEEEIMPS®I heard you Mé‘ﬂy
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inside®,

tm@‘é‘

The telegram was a duplicate of -het M

Stella :
been phoned. As/read it over and over, M as if

it were a black lie, Joel telephcned ha-u—a—de It

early y
was 8till/and he had difficulty anyono
succeeded féwmddy in ﬁﬂnz soﬁe friends of llilel he made

Stella take a stiff drink,

"!ou"u stay here, Joel", she whilperod, as though
she were half asleep. 'Yoﬁ won't go away. Miles liked you --
he said you ~-" She shivered viol'ent].y, "0Oh, nw God, you don't
kunow how alone I‘ fegl". Her eyes cloaed,v *Put your arms around
me. Miles had & suit like that". She started bolt upright.
"Think of what ﬁo muf have felt., .}Io was afraid of almgut every-
thing, anyhow".

éhc -nl;ook her head aagodly back and forth. B8uddenly

she seized Joel's face and held it close to hers.

/
"You wom't go.' You 1113 me -- you love me, don't yon‘?%("’f

- .
[} ki
Lol

i

»
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domkl call up anybody Tomorrow's time enough. You stay here

neoah
Aewemio me tonight",

her i éredulously, and then with

n Wm%s trying

Awyt .
/\‘ situation in which he /«(1

He stared a
U-uhuﬁ y ;
daming .
to keep Milee alive by

figured v as if Miles!'

Tl itad oo wo dued lem
possibilitiesA existed ,

nd could not die so long as the

‘ W 7 frne
Iw orrort to stave off the /w

realization

ﬁ LL‘UIj

‘Jod_x.gn.t &esolutoh to the phone and called a doctor.
*Don't, oh, don't call snybody"l Stella oried, 'Coga
back here and put. your arzﬁa around me®.
"Is Doctor Bales in"?
'Joa;i. 8bto-11a'crie'd. *I thought I could count on
ybu. Miles liked you. v.Bo vu Jealous of you ;- .7601 come here;'.

| AhA if she betrayed Miles she would be keeping him

a].iven because if he we;:?aaﬁn how could he be betrayed?
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'--5 has just had o Very severe shock. Can you

come at once,and get hold of a nurse"?

*Joel"}

Now the doorbell and the telephone began to ring

intermittently, and automobiles were stopping in front of

the door,

"But you're not going®, Stella begged him, “You'ro

going to?stay..uren't you"?

"No", he answered, "But I'11 be back, if you need me".

StanQinz on the steps with the house now hunming and

palpitating wlth‘tho life that flnttara around death like pro-

tective loavoa, he began to aob littlc 4in his throat.

'Everythinz ho touched he did lonothing mgical to",

he thought., "He even bronght that little gamin alive and made

her a sort of nalterpioOQ';
And thens
"haﬁ § ﬁQ1i ;f 'Y tho he leaves in this daxn wilder-
ness -« alrendy'

And thcn 'ith a certain bittornenu. "Oh, yes, I'll be

back == I'11 be backs . _




