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note TO THE r eader

The art of making others laugh is surely a wondrous gift
fromthe gods. | affectionately dedicate this book to the
conedi ans, the nen and wonen who have that gift and share
it

with us. And to one of themin particular: ny daughter's
godf at her,

G oucho.

This is a work of fiction. Except for the names of
t heatri cal

personalities, all characters are inmaginary.

If you would seek to find yourself

Look not in a mrror

For there is but a shadow there,

A stranger. ..

—silenius, Odes to Truth

PROLOGUE.



On a Saturday norning in early August in 1969, a series
of bizarre and inexplicable events occurred aboard the
fifty-five-thousand-ton

luxury liner S.S. Bretagne as it was preparing

to sail fromthe Port of New York to Le Havre.

Cl aude Dessard, chief purser of the Bretagne, a capable
and neticul ous man, ran, as he was fond of saying, a
“tight

ship". In the -fifteen years Dessard had served aboard the
Bret agne, he had never encountered a situation he had not
been able to deal with efficiently and discreetly.

Consi deri ng

that the S.S. Bretagne was a French ship, this was high
tribute, indeed. However, on this particular sumer day it
was

as though a thousand devils were conspiring against him
It

was of small consolation to his sensitive Gllic pride
that the

I ntensive investigations conducted afterwards by the
Anerican

and French branches of Interpol and the steanship line's
own

security forces failed to turn up a single plausible

expl anati on

for the extraordi nary happeni ngs of that day.

Because of the fanme of the persons involved, the story was
told in headlines all over the world, but the nystery
remai ned

unsol ved.

As for Claude Dessard, he retired fromthe Qe.
Transat | anti que

and opened a bistro in N ce, where he never tired

of reliving with his patrons that strange, unforgettable
August

day.

It had begun, Dessard recalled, with the delivery of
flowers fromthe President of the United States.

One hour before sailing tinme, an official black |inobusine
beari ng governnent |icense plates had driven up to Pier 92
on



the | ower Hudson River. A man wearing a charcoal -gray suit
had di senbarked fromthe car, carrying a bouquet of
thirty-six

Sterling Silver roses. He had made his way to the foot of
t he gangpl ank and exchanged a few words with Alain

Saf ford,

the Bretagne's officer on duty. The flowers were

cerenoni ously

transferred to Janin, a junior deck officer, who delivered
t hem

and then sought out C aude Dessard.

"I thought you m ght wish to know," Janin reported.

"Roses fromthe President to Mre. Tenple."

fill Tenple. In the | ast year, her photograph had appeared
on the front pages of daily newspapers and on magazi ne
covers from New York to Bangkok and Paris to Leningrad.

Cl aude Dessard recall ed reading that she had been nunber
one in a recent poll of the world s nost adm red wonen,
and

that a | arge nunber of newborn girls were being christened

Jill. The United States of Anerica had always had its
her oi nes.
Now, Jill Tenple had becone one. Her courage and the
fantastic

battl e she had won and then so ironically |ost had

capt ured

the imgination of the world. It was a great |ove story,
but it was nmuch nore than that: it contained all the

el enent s

of classic Geek drama and tragedy.

Cl aude Dessard was not fond of Anmericans, but in this

case he was delighted to nake an exception. He had

t remendous

admration for Mre. Toby Tenple. She was -- and

this was the highest accol ade Dessard could tender --

gal ant e.

He resolved to see to it that her voyage on his ship woul d
be

a menor abl e one.

The chief purser turned his thoughts away from Jill

Tenpl e and concentrated on a final check of the passenger
list. There was the usual collection of what the Anmericans
referred to as VIP's, an acronym Dessard det est ed,
particularly



since Anmericans had such barbaric ideas about what

made a person inportant. He noted that the wife of a
weal t hy

i ndustrialist was traveling alone. Dessard snmled

know ngly

.and scanned Ae passenger list for the nane of Matt Ellis,
a black football star. Wien he found it, he nodded to

hi msel f,

satisfied. Dessard was also interested to note that in
adj oi ni ng
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cabins were a prom nent senator and Carlina Rocca, a South
Anmerican stripper, whose nanes had been |linked in recent
news stories. Hi s eyes noved down the |ist.

Davi d Kenyon. Money. An enornous anmount of it. He

had sailed on the Bretagne before. Dessard renenbered
Davi d

Kenyon as a good-| ooki ng, deeply tanned man with a | ean,
athletic body. A quiet, inpressive man. Dessard put a
CT.,

for captain's table, after David Kenyon's nane.

Clifton Lawence. A last-mnute booking. A small frown
appeared on the chief purser's face. Ah, here was a
delicate

problem What did one do with Monsieur Lawence? At one
time the question would not even have been raised, for he
woul d automatically have been seated at the captain's
tabl e,

where he woul d have regal ed everyone with anusi ng
anecdot es.

Cdifton Lawrence was a theatrical agent who in his day had
represented many of the major stars in the entertai nnent
busi ness. But, alas, M Lawence's day was over. Were
once

t he agent had always insisted on the |uxurious Princess
Suite,

oo this voyage he had booked a single roomon a | ower
deck.

"First class, of course, but still... C aude Dessard
deci ded he

woul d reserve his decision until he had gone through the
ot her

nanmes.



There was m nor royalty aboard, a fanous opera singer

and a Nobel Prize-declining Russian novelist.

A knock at the door interrupted Dessard's concentration.
Ant oi ne, one of the porters, entered.

"Yes -- what?" C aude Dessard asked.

Ant oi ne regarded himw th rheuny eyes. "Did you order

di e theater | ocked?"

Dessard frowned. "What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I assuned it was you. Who else would do it? A few

m nutes ago | checked to see that everything was in order.
The doors were |ocked. It sounded |ike soneone was inside
the theater, running a novie."

"We never run filnms in port,"” Dessard said firmy. "And
at no rime are those doors locked. I'll look into it."
Ordinarily, Caude Dessard woul d have investigated the
report inmmedi ately, but now he was harassed by dozens of
urgent last-mnute details that had to be attended to

bef ore

the twelve o' clock sailing. H's supply of Anerican dollars
did

not tally, one of the best suites bad been booked tw ce by
m st ake, and the wedding gift ordered by Captain Mntaigne
had been delivered to the wong ship. The captain was
goi ng

to be furious. Dessard stopped to listen to the famliar
sound

of the ship's four powerful turbines starting. He felt the
novement

of the S.S. Bretagne as she slipped away fromthe pier

and began backi ng her way into the channel. Then Dessard
once agai n becane engrossed in his problens.

Hal f an hour | ater, Leon, the chief veranda-deck steward,
came in. Dessard | ooked up, inpatiently. "Yes, Leon?"

"I" msorry to bother you, but I thought you should
know. .. "

"Hm?" Dessard was only half-listening, his mnd on the
delicate task of conpleting the seating arrangenents for

t he

captain's table for each night of the voyage. The captain
was not a man gifted with social graces, and having di nner
Wi th his passengers every night was an ordeal for him It,



was Dessard's task to see that the group was agredbl e.
"It's about Me. Tenple ..." Leon began.

Dessard instantly |laid down his pencil and | ooked up, his
smal| black eyes alert. "Yes?"

"l passed her cabin a few m nutes ago, and | heard | oud
voi ces and a scream It was difficult to hear clearly

t hrough the

door, but it sounded as though she was saying, 'You've
Killed

me, you've killed ne.' | thought it best not to interfere,
SO

| came to tell you.™

Dessard nodded. "You did well. | shall check to nake

certain that she is all right."

Dessard wat ched the deck steward | eave. It was unthi nkabl e
t hat anyone woul d harm a wonman |i ke Mre. Tenple. It

was an outrage to Dessard's Gallic sense of chivalry. He
put

on his uniformcap, stole a quick ook in the wall mrror
and

started for the door. The tel ephone rang. The chief purser
hesitated, then picked it up. "Dessard."

"Claude --" It was the third mate's voice. "For Christ's
sake, send soneone down to the theater with a nop, would
you? There's blood all over the place.”

Dessard felt a sudden sinking sensation in the pit of his

12

stomach. "Ri ght away," Dessard prom sed. He hung up
arranged for a porter, then dialed the ship's physician.
"Andre? Claude." He tried to nmake his voice casual. "I
was j ust wonderi ng whet her anyone has been in for nedical

treatnment.... No, no. | wasn't thinking of seasick pills.
Thi s

person woul d be bl eeding, perhaps badly.... | see. Thank
you." Dessard hung up, filled with a growi ng sense of

unease.

He left his office and headed for Jill Tenple's suite. He
was

hal fway there when the next singular event occurred. As
Dessard reached the boat deck, he felt the rhythm of the
ship's

noti on change. He glanced out at the ocean and saw t hat



t hey

had arrived at the Anbrose Lightship, where they would
drop

their pilot tug and the liner would head for the open sea.
But

I nstead, the Bretagne was slowing to a stop. Sonething out
of

t he ordi nary was happeni ng.

Dessard hurried to the railing and | ooked over the side.
In the sea below, the pilot tug had been snugged agai nst

t he

cargo hatch of the Bretagne, and two sailors were
transferring

| uggage fromthe liner to the tug. As Dessard watched, a
passenger stepped fromthe ship's hatch onto the small
boat .

Dessard could only catch a glinpse of the person's back,
but he

was sure that he nust have been m staken in his

I denti fication.

It was sinply not possible. In fact, the incident of a
passenger

| eaving the ship in this fashion was so extraordi nary that
t he

chief purser felt a small frisson of alarm He turned and
hurriedly made his way to Jill Tenple's suite. There was
no

response to his knock. He knocked again, this tine a
little nore

| oudly. "Madanme Tenple... This is C aude Dessard, the
chief purser. | was wondering if I mght be of any
service."

There was no answer. By now, Dessard's internal warning
systemwas screanming. His instincts told himthat there
was

sonething terribly wong, and he had a prenonition that it
centered, sonehow, around this woman. A series of wld,
out r ageous

t hought s danced through his brain. She had been

mur dered or ki dnapped or -- He tried the handl e of the
door .

It was unl ocked. Slowy, Dessard pushed the door open.
Jill

Tenpl e was standing at the far end of the cabin, | ooking



out
the porthole, her back to him Dessard opened his nouth to
speak, but something in the frozen rigidity of her figure
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stopped him He stood there awkwardly for a nonent,

debati ng

whet her to quietly w thdraw, when suddenly the cabin
was filled with an unearthly, keening sound, |ike an
animal in

pai n. Hel pl ess before such a deep private agony, Dessard
w thdrew, carefully closing the door behind him

Dessard stood outside the cabin a nmonent, listening to
the wordless cries fromw thin. Then, deeply shaken, he

t urned

and headed for the ship's theater on the main deck. A
porter

was nopping up a trail of blood in front of the theater.
Mon Di eu, Dessard thought. What next? He tried the

door to the theater. It was unl ocked. Dessard entered the
| arge, nmodem auditoriumthat could seat six hundred
passengers.

The auditoriumwas enpty. On an inpul se, he went to

the projection booth. The door was | ocked. Only two people
had keys to this door, he and the projectionist. Dessard
opened

it with his key and went inside. Everything seenmed nornal.
He wal ked over to the two Century 35-mm projectors in the
room and put his hands on them

One of them was warm

In the crew s quarters on D deck, Dessard found the

proj ectionist, who assured himthat he knew not hi ng about
t he

t heat er bei ng used.

On the way back to his office, Dessard took a shortcut

t hrough the kitchen. The chef stopped him in a fury.
"Look

at this," he commanded Dessard. "Just | ook what sone idi ot
has done!™"

On a marble pastry table was a beautiful, six-tiered
weddi ng

cake, with delicate, spun-sugar figures of a bride and
groom on top.



Sonmeone had crushed in the head of the bride.
"It was at that nonent," Dessard would tell the spell bound
patrons at his bistro, "that | knew sonething terrible

was about to happen.™

BOOK ONE

In 1919, Detroit, Mchigan, was the single nost successful
i ndustrial city in the world. World War | had ended, and
Detroit had played a significant part in the Alies'

vi ctory,

suppl ying themw th tanks and trucks and aeropl anes. Now,
with the threat of the Hun over, the autonobile plants
once

again turned their energies to retooling for notorcars.
Soon,

four thousand autonobiles a day were bei ng manufact ured,
assenbl ed and shipped. Skilled and unskilled | abor cane
from

all parts of the world to seek jobs in the autonotive

I ndustry.

Italians, Irish, Germans -- they cane in a flood tide.
Anmong the new arrivals wete Paul Tenpl arhaus and his

|- bride, Frieda. Paul had been a butcher's apprentice in
Muni ch.

Wth the dowy he received when he married Frieda, he

em grated to New York and opened a butcher shop, which
gui ckly showed a deficit. He then noved to St. Louis,

Bost on

and, finally, Detroit, failing spectacularly in each city.
I n an

era when business was boom ng and an increasing affluence
nmeant a growi ng demand for meat, Paul Tenpl arhaus managed
to | ose noney everywhere he opened a shop. He was a

good butcher but a hopel essly inconpetent businessnman. In
truth he was nore interested in witing poetry than in
maki ng

noney. He woul d spend hours dream ng up rhynes and poetic
i mmges. He would set them down on paper and mail them off
to newspapers and magazi nes, but they never bought any of
hi s mast erpi eces. To Paul, noney was uni nportant. He

ext ended

credit to everyone, and the word quickly spread: if
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you had no noney and wanted the finest of nmeats, go to
Paul

Tenpl ar haus.

Paul's wife, Frieda, was a plain-looking girl who had had
no experience with nen before Paul had cone al ong and

pr oposed

to her--or, rather, as was proper--to her father.

Frieda had pleaded with her father to accept Paul's suit,
but

the old man had needed no urging, for he had been
desperatel y

afraid he was going to be stuck with Frieda the rest of
his life. He had even increased the dowy so that Frieda
and

her husband woul d be able to | eave Germany and go to the
New Wor | d.

Frieda had fallen shyly in love with her husband at first
sight. She had never seen a poet before. Paul was thin and
intell ectual -1o00king, with pale nyopic eyes and recedi ng
hai r,

and it was nonths before Frieda could believe that this
handsone

young man truly belonged to her. She had no ill usions
about her own | ooks. Her figure was |unpy, the shape of an
oversi zed, uncooked potato kugel. Her best feature was her
vivid blue eyes, the color of gentians, but the rest af
her face

seened to belong to other people. Her nose was her

gr andf at her' s,

| ar ge and bul bous, her forehead was an uncle's, high

and sl oping, and her chin was her father's, square and
grim

Sonmewhere inside Frieda was a beautiful young girl,
trapped

with a face and body that God had given her as sone ki nd
of

cosm c joke. But people could see only the form dable
exterior.

Except for Paul. Her Paul. It was just as well that Frieda
never

knew that her attraction lay in her dowy, which Paul saw
as



an escape fromthe bl oody sides O beef and hog brains.
Paul ' s

dream had been to go into* business for hinself and nake
enough noney so that he could devote hinself to his

bel oved

poetry.

Fri eda and Paul went to an inn outside Sal zburg for their
honeynoon, a beautiful old castle on a |ovely | ake,
surrounded

by neadows and woods. Frieda had gone over the
honeynoonni ght

scene a hundred tinmes in her mnd. Paul would | ock the
door and take her into his arnms and nurnur sweet

endear nent s

as he began to undress her. His |ips would find hers

and then slowy nove down her naked body, the way they did
it inall the little green books she had secretly read.

H s organ
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woul d be hard and erect and proud, |ike a German banner,
and Paul would carry her to the bed (perhaps it would be
safer if he wal ked her to it) and tenderly |ay her down.
Mem

Gott, Frieda, he would say. | |ove your body. You are not
li ke

those skinny little girls. You have the body of a woman.
The actuality came as a shock. It was true that when they
reached their room Paul |ocked the door. After that, the
reality was a stranger to the dream As Frieda-watched,
Paul

qui ckly stripped off his shirt, revealing a high, thin,
hairl ess

chest. Then he pulled down his pants. Between his |egs |ay
a

l'inp, tiny penis, hidden by a foreskin. It did not
resenbl e

In any way the exciting pictures Frieda had seen. Paul
stretched

out on the bed, waiting for her, and Frieda realized that
he

expected her to undress herself. Slowy, she began to take
of f

her clothes. Well, size is not everything, Frieda thought.



Paul

will be a wonderful |over. Monents later, the trenbling
bri de

j oined her groomon the marital bed. While she was waiting
for himto say sonething romantic, Paul rolled over on top
of

her, made a few thrusts inside her, and rolled off again.
For

the stunned bride, it was finished before it began. As for
Paul ,

his few previous sexual experiences had been with the

whor es

of Munich, and he was reaching for his wallet when he

r emenber ed

that he no longer had to pay for it. Fromnow on it was
free. Long after Paul had fallen asleep, Frieda lay in
bed,

trying not to think about her disappointnent. Sex is not
every she told herself. My Paul will nmake a wonderf ul
husband.

As it turned out, she was wong again.

It was shortly after the honeynoon that Frieda began

to see Paul in a nore realistic light. Frieda had been
reared

In the German tradition of a Hausfrau, and so she obeyed
her

husband wi t hout question, but she was far from stupid.

Paul

had no interest in life except his poens, and Frieda began
to

realize that they were very bad. She could not hel p but
observe

that Paul left a great deal to be desired in al nost every
area she could think of. Were Paul was indecisive, Frieda
was firm where Paul was stupid about business, Frieda was

19

clever. In the beginning, she had sat by, silently
suffering,

while the head of the famly threw away her handsone dowy
by his softhearted idiocies. By the tine they noved to
Detroit,

Frieda could stand it no | onger. She marched into her



husband' s

but cher shop one day and took over the cash register.

The first thing she did was to put up a sign: No credit.
Her

husband was appal | ed, but that was only the begi nning.

Fri eda

rai sed the prices of neat and began advertising, showering
t he nei ghbour hood wi th panphl ets, and the busi ness
expanded

overnight. Fromthat nonment on, it was Frieda who nade al
the inportant decisions, and Paul who followed them
Frieda's

di sappoi ntnment had turned her into a tyrant. She found

t hat

she had a talent for running things and people, and she
was

inflexible. It was Frieda who deci ded how their noney was
to

be i nvested, where they would |live, where they would
vacati on,

and when it was tinme to have a baby.

She announced her decision to Paul one evening and put
himto work on the project until the poor man al nost

suf fered

a nervous breakdown. He was afraid too nuch sex would
underm ne his health, but Frieda was a wonan of great

det erm nati on.

"Put it in nme," she would conmmand.

"How can | ?" Paul protested. "It is not interested."”
Frieda woul d take his shriveled little penis and pull back
t he foreskin, and when not hi ng happened, she would take it

in her mouth -- "Mein CGott, Frieda! Wat are you doi ngy --
until it got hard in spite of him and she would insert it
bet ween

her legs until Paul's spermwas inside her.

Three nonths after they began, Frieda told her husband
that he could take a rest. She was pregnant. Paul wanted a
girl and Frieda wanted a boy, so it was no surprise to any
of

their friends that the baby was a boy.

The baby, at Frieda's insistence, was delivered at hone

by a mdw fe. Everything went snoothly up to and

t hr oughout

the actual delivery. It was then that those who were



gat her ed

around the bed got a shock. The newborn infant was nor mal
in every way, except for its penis. The baby's orgjan was
enornous, dangling |ike a swillen, outsized appendage

bet ween

t he baby's innocent thighs.
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H's father's not built like that, Frieda thought with
fierce
pride.

She nanmed hi m Tobi as, after an al derman who lived in

their precinct. Paul told Frieda that he would take over

t he

training of the boy. After all, it was the father's pl ace
to bring

up his son.

Frieda |istened and smled, and seldom | et Paul go near
the child. It was Frieda who brought the boy up. She ruled
himw th a Teutonic fist, and she did not bother with the
vel vet glove. At five, Toby was a thin, spindly-Iegged
chil d,

wth a wwstful face and the bright, gentian-blue eyes of
hi s

not her. Toby adored his nother and hungered for her
approval .

He wanted her to pick himup and hold himon her

big, soft lap so that he could press his head deep into
her

bosom But Frieda had no tinme for such things. She was
busy

making a living for her famly. She loved little Toby, and
she was determ ned that he would not grow up to be a
weakl i ng

like his father. Frieda demanded perfection in everything
Toby did. When he began school, she woul d supervise his
homewor k, and if he was puzzled by sone assignnent, his
not her woul d adnoni sh him "Come on, boy -- roll up your

sl eeves!" And she woul d stand over himuntil he had sol ved
the problem The sterner Frieda was wth Toby, the nore he
| oved her. He trenbled at the thought of displeasing her.
Her



puni shment was swift and her praise was slow, but she felt
that it was for Toby's own good. Fromthe first nonent her
son had been placed in her arns, Frieda had known that one
day he was going to becone a fanmpus and inportant nan.

She did not know how or when, but she knew it would
happen.

It was as though God had whispered it into her ear. Before
her son was even ol d enough to understand what she was
saying, Frieda would tell himof his greatness to cone,
and

she never stopped telling him And so, young Toby grew up
knowi ng that he was going to be fanous, but having no idea
how or why. He only knew that his nother was never w ong.

Sorme of Toby's happi est nonents occurred when he sat
i n the enornous kitchen doing his honmework while his
not her
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stood at the | arge ol d-fashioned stove and cooked. She
woul d

make heavenly snelling, thick black bean soup with whol e
frankfurters floating in it, and platters of succul ent

br at wur st

and potato pancakes with fluffy edges of brown lace. O
she

woul d stand at the |arge chopping block in the mddl e of
t he

kit chen, kneadi ng dough with her thick, strong hands, then
sprinkling a light snowflake of flour over it, magically
transform ng

t he dough into a nouth-watering Pflaunenkuchen or

Apf el kuchen. Toby would go to her and throw his arns

ar ound

her | arge body, his face reaching only up to her wai st.
The

exciting female snell of her would becone a part of al

t he

exciting kitchen snells, and an unbi dden sexuality would
stir

within him At those nonents Toby woul d gl adly have died
for her. For the rest of his life, the snell of fresh
appl es cooki ng

I n butter brought back an instant, vivid imge of his



not her .

One afternoon, when Toby was twelve years old, Ms.
Dur ki n, the nei ghbourhood gossip, canme to visit them M.
Durkin was a bony-faced woman with bl ack, darting eyes
and a tongue that was never still. Wen she departed, Toby
did an imtation of her that had his nother roaring with
| aughter. It seened to Toby that it was the first tine he
had

ever heard her laugh. Fromthat nonment on, Toby | ooked
for ways to entertain her. He would do devastati ng

I mtations

of customers who cane into the butcher shop and of

t eachers

and school mates, and his nother would go into gal es of

| aught er.

Toby had finally discovered a way to win his nother's
approval .

He tried out for a school play. No Account David, and

was given the |l ead. On opening night, his nother sat in

t he

front row and appl auded her son's success. It was at that
nonment that Frieda knew how God's prom se was going to
cone true.

It was the early 1930s, the beginning of the Depression,
and novie theaters all over the country were trying every
concei vable stratagemto m their enpty seats. They gave
away

di shes and radi os, and had keno ni ghts and bi ngo ni ghts,
and
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hired organi sts to acconpany the boundng ball while the
audi ence sang al ong.

And they held amateur contests. Frieda would carefully
check the theatrical section of the newspaper to see where
contests were taking place. Then she woul d take Toby there
and sit in the audience while he did his imtations of Al
Jol son

and Janes Cagney and Eddi e Cantor and yell out, "Mein

H nmel! What a talented boy!" Toby nearly al ways won first
prize.

He had grown taller, but he was still thin, an earnest



child with guileless, bright blue eyes set in the face of
a

cherub. One | ooked at himand instantly thought:

I nnocence.

When peopl e saw Toby they wanted to put their arns around
hi m and hug hi mand protect himfromLife. They |oved him
and on stage they applauded him For the first tinme Toby
under st ood what he was destined to be; he was going to be
a

tar, for his nother first, and God second.

Toby's |ibido began to stir when he was fifteen. He would
mast urbate in the bathroom the one place he was assured
of

privacy, but that was not enough. He deci ded he needed a
girl.

One evening, Clara Connors, the married sister of a

cl assmat e,

drove Toby honme froman errand he was doing for his
nother. Clara was a pretty blonde with large breasts, and
as

Toby sat next to her, he began to get an erection.

Ner vousl y,

he inched his hand across to her |ap and began to funble
under her skirt, ready to withdraw instantly if she

scr eaned.

Clara was nore anused than angry, but when Toby pull ed
out his penis and she saw the size of it, she invited him
to her

house the follow ng afternoon and initiated Toby into the
] oys

of sexual intercourse. It was a fantastic experience.

| nst ead of

a soapy hand, Toby had found a soft, warmreceptacle that
t hrobbed and grabbed at his penis. Clara's nobans and
Screans

made hi m grow hard agai n and again, so that he had orgasm
after orgasm w t hout ever leaving the warm wet nest. The
si ze

of his penis had al ways been a-source of secret shane to
Toby.

Now it had suddenly becone his glory. Clara could not keep
t hi s phenonenon to herself, and soon Toby found hinsel f
servicing half a dozen married wonen in the nei ghborhood.
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During the next two years, Toby managed to defl ower
nearly half the girls in his class. Sonme of Toby's

cl assmat es

were football heroes, or better |ooking than he, or rich
-- but

where they fail ed, Toby succeeded. He was the funniest,
cut est

thing the girls had ever seen, and it was inpossible to
say no

to that innocent face and those wi stful blue eyes.

In Toby's senior year in high school, when he was

ei ghteen, he was sunmoned to the principal's office. In
t he

room were Toby's nother, grimfaced, a sobbing

si xteen-yearol d

Catholic girl naned Ei |l een Henegan and her father, a

uni formed police sergeant. The nonent Toby entered the
room he knew he was in deep trouble.

“I'"l'l come right to the point, Toby," the principal said.
"Eileen is pregnant. She says you're the father of her
chi | d.

Have you had a physical relationship with her?"

Toby's nouth suddenly went dry. Al he could think of
was how much Eil een had enjoyed it, how she had npaned
and begged for nore. And now this.

"Answer him you little son of a bitch!" Eileen's father
bel |l owed. "Di d you touch nmy daughter?"

Toby sneaked a | ook at his nother. That she was here to
W tness his shane upset hi mnore than anything el se. He
had

| et her down, disgraced her. She would be repelled by his
behavi or. Toby resolved that if he ever got out of this,
i f

God would only help himthis once and perform sone kind
of mracle, he would never touch another girl as |long as
he

lived. He would go straight to a doctor and have hinself
castrated, so that he woul d never even think about sex
agai n,

and. . .

"Toby..." H's nother was speaking, her voice stem and



cold. "Did you go to bed with this girl?"
Toby swal | owed, took a deep breath and nunbl ed, "Yes,
Mot her . "

"Then you will marry her." There was finality in her tone.
She | ooked at the sobbing, puffy-eyed girl. "Is that what
you

want ?"

"Y-yes," Eileen cried. "I love Toby." She turned to Toby.
"They nade ne tell. | didn't want to give themyour nane."

Her father, the police sergeant, announced to the room at
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| arge, "My daughter's only sixteen. It's statutory rape.
He

could be sent to jail for the rest of his mserable |ife.
But if

he's going to marry her..."

They all turned to | ook at Toby. He swal |l owed agai n and
said, "Yes, sir. | -- I"'msorry it happened."

During the silent ride hone with his nother, Toby sat

at her side, mserable, knowi ng how much he had hurt her.
Now he woul d have to find a job to support Eileen and the
child. He would probably have to go to work in the butcher
shop and forget his dreans, all his plans for the future.
When

t hey reached the house, his nother said to him "Cone
upstairs.”

Toby followed her to his room steeling hinself for a

| ecture. As he watched, she took out a suitcase and began
packi ng his clothes. Toby stared at her, puzzled. "Wat
are

you doi ng. Manma?"

“"Me? I'mnot doing anything. You are. You're going away
fromhere.”

She stopped and turned to face him "D d you think I

was going to let you throw your |ife away on that nothing
of

a girl? So you took her to bed and she's going to have a
baby.

That proves two things -- that you're human, and she's
st upi d!
Ch, no -- no one traps ny son into marriage. God neant you

to be a big man, Toby. You'll go to New York, and when



you' re a fanmous star, you'll send for ne."

He blinked back tears and new into her arns, and she
cradled himin her enornous bosom Toby suddenly felt | ost
and frightened at the thought of |eaving her. And yet,

t here

was an excitenent within him the exhilaration of
enbar ki ng

on a newlife. He was going to be in Show Busi ness. He was
going to be a star; he was going to be fanous.

Hi s nother had said so.

/ AN

In 1939» New York City was a mecca for the theater

The Depression was over. President Franklin Roosevelt had
prom sed that there was nothing to fear but fear itself,

t hat

America woul d be the npost prosperous nadon on earth, and
so it was. Everyone had noney to spend. There were thirty
shows pl aying on Broadway, and all of them seenmed to be
hits.

Toby arrived in New York with a hundred dollars his

not her had given him Toby knew he was going to be rich
and fanous. He would send for his nother and they woul d
live in a beautiful penthouse and she would cone to the

t heat er

every night to watch the audi ence applaud him In the
meanne,

he had to find a job. He went to the stage doors of all

t he

Broadway theaters and told them about the amateur contests
he had won and how tal ented he was. They threw hi mout.
During the weeks that Toby hunted for a job, he sneaked
into

t heaters and ni ghtcl ubs and watched the top perforners
wor K,

particularly the conedi ans. He saw Ben Blue and Joe E
Lew s

and Frank Fay. Toby knew that one day he woul d be better
than all of them

Hi s noney running out, lie took a job as a di shwasher.

He tel ephoned his nother every Sunday norning, when the
rates were cheaper. She told Toby about the furor caused



by

hi s runni ng away.

"You should see them™ his nother said. "The policeman
comes over here in his squad car every night. The way he
carries on, you would think we were all gangsters. He
keeps

aski ng where you are."
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"What do you tell hinP" Toby asked anxi ously.

"The truth. That you slunk away like a thief in the night,
and that if | ever got ny hands on you |I would personally
wring your neck."

Toby | aughed al oud.

During the sumrer, Toby managed to get a job as an
assistant to a magi cian, a beady-eyed, untal ented

nount ebank

who perfornmed under the nane of the Geat Merlin. They

pl ayed a series of second-rate hotels in the Catskills,
and

Toby's primary job was to haul the heavy paraphernalia in
and

out of Merlin's station wagon, and to guard the props,

whi ch

consi sted of six white rabbits, three canaries and two
hanst er s.

Because of Merlin's fears that the props woul d "get
eaten",

Toby was forced to live with themin roons the size of
broom

closets, and it seened to Toby that the whol e sumrer
consi st ed

of one overpowering stench. He was in a state of physical
exhaustion fromcarrying the heavy cabinets with trick

si des

and bottons and running after props that were constantly
escapi ng. He was | onely and di sappoi nted. He sat staring
at

the dingy, little roons, wondering what he was doing here
and

how this was going to get himstarted in show busi ness. He
practiced his imtations in front of the mrror, and his



audi ence
consisted of Merlin's snelly little aninmals.

One Sunday as the sumer was drawi ng to a dose, Toby

made his weekly tel ephone call hone. This tine it was his
father who answered.

"It's Toby, Pop. How are you?"

There was a sil ence.

"Hell o! Are you there?"

“I"'mhere, Toby." Something in his father's voice chilled
Toby.

"Where's Monf?"

"They took her to the hospital |ast night."

Toby clutched the receiver so hard that it al nost broke
in his fist. "What happened to her?"

"The doctor said it was a heart attack."

Nol Not his notheri "She's going to be all right," Toby
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demanded. "Isn't she?" He was screamng into the
nout hpi ece.

"Tell me she's going to be all right, goddam you!"

Froma mllion mles away he could hear his father crying.
"She -- she died a few hours ago, son."

The words washed over Toby |ike white-hot |ava, burning
him scalding him until his body felt as though it were
on fire. Hs father was |ying. She couldn't be dead. They
had

a pact. Toby was going to be fanmous and his nother was
going to be at his side. There was a beautiful penthouse

wai ting
for her, and a |inousi ne and chauffeur and furs and
di anonds. .. He was sobbing so hard he coul d not breathe.

He heard the distant voice saying, "Toby! Toby!"

"I'"'mon nmy way hone. \Wen is the funeral ?"

"Tormorrow," his father said. "But you nustn't cone

here. They'll be expecting you, Toby. Eileen is going to
have

her baby soon. Her father wants to kill you. They'll be
| ooki ng

for you at the funeral."

So he could not even say good-bye to the only person

in the world he loved. Toby lay in his bed all that day,



remenberi ng.

The images of his nother were so vivid and alive. She

was in the kitchen, cooking, telling himwhat an inportant
man he was going to be, and at the theater, sitting in the
front

row and calling out, "Mein Hmel! What a talented boy I"
And | aughing at his imtations and jokes. And packing his
suitcase. When you're a fanmous star, you'll send for ne.
He

| ay there, nunbed with grief, thinking, FlIl never forget
this

day. Not as long as | |live. August the fourteenth, |<)39-
Thi s

I's the nost inportant day of ny life.

He was right. Not because of the death of his nother

but because of an event that was taking place in Odessa,
Texas, fifteen hundred m | es away.

The hospital was an anonynous four-storey building, the
color of charity. Inside was a rabbit warren of cubicles
desi gned

to di agnose sickness, alleviate it, cure it or sonetines
bury it.

It was a nedi cal supermarket, and there was sonething

t here

for everyone.

It was four a.m, the hour of quiet death or fitful sleep.
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Atime for the hospital staff to have a respite before
gi rdi ng

for the battles of another day.

The obstetrical teamin Qperating Room4 was in trouble.
What had started out as a routine delivery had suddenly
turned into an energency. Up until the actual delivery of
t he

baby of Ms. Karl Czinski, everything had been normal.
Ms.

Czi nski was a healthy woman in her prime, with w de
peasant

hi ps that were an obstetrician's dream Accel erated



contractions

had begun, and things were noving al ong according to
schedul e.

"Breech delivery," Dr. WIlson, the obstetrician,
announced.

The words caused no alarm Although only three

percent of births are breech deliveries -- the |ower part
of

the infant energing first -- they are usually handled with
ease.

There, are three types of breech deliveries: spontaneous,
where no help is required; assisted, where the
obstetrician

| ends nature a hand; and a conpl ete "breakup", where the
baby i ? wedged in the nother's wonb.

Dr. WIlson noted with satisfaction that this was going to
be a spontaneous delivery, the sinplest kind. He watched
t he

baby's feet energe, followed by two snall |egs. There was
anot her contraction fromthe nother, and the baby's thighs
appear ed.

"We're al npost there,
"Bear down once nore."

M's. Czinski did. Nothing happened.

He frowned. "Try again. Harder."

Not hi ng.

Dr. WIlson placed his hands on the baby's | egs and tugged,
very gently. There was no novenent. He squeezed his hand
past the baby, through the narrow passage into the uterus,
and began to explore. Beads of perspiration suddenly
appear ed

on his forehead. The maternity nurse noved close to him
and

nopped his brow.

"We've got a problem™ Dr. WIlson said, in a | ow voice.
Ms. Czinski heard. "What's wong?" she asked.
"BEverything's fine." Dr. WIlson reached in farther, gently
trying to push the infant dowward. It would not budge. He
could feel the unmbilical cord conpressed between the
baby' s

Dr. WIson said encouragingly.
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body and the maternal pelvis, cutting off the baby's air



suppl y.

"Fet oscopel "

The maternity nurse reached for the instrunment and

applied it to the nother's belly, listening for the baby's
hear t beat .

"It's dowmn to thirty," she reported. "And there's nmarked
arrhythma."

Dr. Wlson's fingers were inside the nother's body, |ike
renote antennae of his brain, probing, searching.
"I"'mlosing the fetal heartbeat --" There was alarmin the
maternity nurse's voice. "It's negative!"

They had a dyi ng baby inside the wonb. There was still

a slimchance that the baby could be revived if they could
get

it out intime. They had a maxi num of four mnutes to
del i ver

it, dear its lungs and get its tiny heart beating again.
Af ter

four m nutes, brain damage woul d be nmassive and

I rreversible.

"Clock it," Dr. WIson ordered.

Everyone in the roominstinctively glanced up as the
electric clock on the wall clicked to the twelve o' cl ock
posi tion,

and the large red second hand began nmaking its first
sweep.

The delivery teamwent to work. An enmergency respiratory
tank was wheeled to the table while Dr. Wlson tried to
di sl odge the infant fromthe pelvic floor. He began the
Br acht

maneuver, trying to shift the infant around, twisting its
shoul ders so that it could clear the vaginal opening. It
was

usel ess.
A student nurse, participating in her first delivery, felt
suddenly ill. She hurried out of the room

Qut side the door of the operating room stood Kar

Czi nski, nervously kneading his hat in his |arge,
cal | oused

hands. This was the happiest day of his life. He was a
car penter,

a sinmple man who believed in early marri age and

| arge famlies. This child would be their first, and it
was all he



could do to contain his excitenent. He loved his wife very
much, and he knew that w thout her he would be lost. He
was

t hi nki ng about his wife as the student nurse cane rushing
out of the delivery room and he called to her, "Howis
she?"

The di straught young nurse, her mnd preoccupied wth
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t he baby, cried, "She's dead, she's deadi” and hurried
away to

be sick.

M. Czinski's face went white. He clutched his chest and
began gasping for air. By the tinme they got himto the
ener gency

ward, he was beyond hel p.

Inside the delivery room Dr. WIson was worKking
francally,

racing the clock. He could reach inside and touch the
unbilical cord and feel the pressure against it, but there
was

no way to release it. Every inpulse in himscreaned for
himto pull the half-delivered baby out by force, but he had
seen

what happened to babies that had been delivered that way.
M's. Czinski was noaning now, half delirious.

"Bear down, Ms. Czinski. Harder! Cone on!"

It was no use. Dr. WIlson glanced up at the clock. Two
predous m nutes were gone, w thout any bl ood circulating

t hrough the baby's brain. Dr. WIson faced anot her

probl em

what was he going to do if the baby were saved after the

f our

m nutes had el apsed? Let it |ive and becone a vegetabl e?
O

let it have a nmerciful, quick death? He put the thought
out of

his m nd and began to nove faster. Closing his eyes,
wor ki ng

by touch, all his concentration focused on what was
happeni ng

I nside the woman's body. He tried the MauriceauSnel lieVeit
maneuver, a conplicated series of noves designed to | oosen
and free the baby's body. And suddenly there was a shift.



He

felt it begin to nove. "Piper forceps!"”

The maternity nurse swiftly handed himthe special forceps
and Dr. WIlson reached in and placed them around the
baby' s

head. A nonent |ater the head energed.

The baby was delivered.

This was always the instant of glory, the mracle of a
newly created life, red-faced and baw i ng, conpl ai ni ng of
t he

i ndignity of being forced out of that quiet, dark wonb
into

the light and the cold.

But not this baby. This baby was blue-white and still.

It was a femal e.

The dock. A minute and a half |eft. Every nove was
swiftly mechani cal now, the result of |ong years of
practi ce.

Gauzed fingers cleared the back of the infant's pharynx so
air

could get into the |aryngcal opening. Dr. WIson pl aced

t he
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baby flat on its back. The maternity nurse handed hima
smal | si ze

| ar yngoscope connecting with an electric suction
appar at us.

He set it in place and nodded, and the nurse clicked a

sw tch.

The rhythm c sucki ng sound of the machi ne began.

Dr. WIson | ooked up at the dock.

Twenty seconds left to go. Heartbeat negative.

Fifteen ... fourteen... Heartbeat negative.

The nonment of decision was at hand. It m ght already be
too late to prevent brain danage. No one coul d ever be
real ly

sure about these things. He had seen hospital wards filled
with

pathetic creatures with the bodies of adults and the m nds
of

children, or worse.

Ten seconds. And no pul se, not even a thread to give



hi m hope.

Fi ve seconds. He nmde his decision then, and hoped that
God woul d understand and forgive him He was going to pull
the plug, say that the baby could not be saved. No one
woul d

guestion his action. He felt the baby's skin once nore. It
was

cold and cl amy.

Three seconds.

He | ooked down at the infant and he wanted to weep. It
was such a pity. She was a pretty baby. She woul d have
gr own

up to be a beautiful woman. He wondered what her life
woul d

have been |ike. Wuld she have gotten married and had
children? O perhaps becone an artist or a teacher or a
busi ness

executive? Wuld she have been rich or poor? Happy or
unhappy?

One second. Negative heartbeat.

Zer 0.

He reached his hand toward the switch, and at that

I nstant the baby's heart began to beat. It was a
tentative,

I rregul ar spasm and then another and then it steadied
down

id a strong, regular beat. There was a spont aneous cheer
in

the roomand cries of congratulation. Dr. WIson was not
i stening.

He was staring up at the clock on the wall.

I n Krakow. A m ddl e nane woul d have been pretentious for
t he daughter of a Polish seanstress in Odessa, Texas.
For reasons that Airs. Czinski did not understand, Dr.
W son insisted that Josephi ne be brought back to the
hospi r al

for an exam nation every six weeks. The concl usi ons each
time

were the sanme: she seened nor nal

Only tinme would tell.
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On Labor Day, the sumrer season in the Catskills was
over and the Geat Merlin was out of a job, and along with



him Toby. Toby was free to go. But where? He was

honel ess,

j obl ess and pennil ess. Toby's decision was nmade for him
when a guest offered himtwenty-five dollars to drive her
and

her three young children fromthe Catskills to Chicago.
Toby left w thout saying good-bye to the G eat Merlin

or his snmelly props.

Chi cago, in 1939, was a prosperous, w de-open city. It
was a city with a price, and those who knew their way

ar ound

coul d buy anything fromwonen to dope to politicians.
There

wer e hundreds of nightclubs that catered to every taste.
Toby

made the rounds of all of them fromthe big, brassy Chez
Paree to the little bars on Rush Street. The answer was
al ways

the sane. No one wanted to hire a young punk as a comc.
The sands were running out for Toby. It was tinme he
started

to fulfill his nother's dream

He was al nost ni neteen years ol d.

One of the clubs Toby hung around was the Knee Hi gh,
where the entertai nment consisted of a dred three-piece
conbo,

a broken-down, m ddl e-aged drunken com c and two
strippers,

Meri and Jeri, who were billed as the Perry Sisters and
wer e,

i nprobably enough, really sisters. They were in their
twenti es,

and attractive in a cheap, blowsy way. Jeri canme up to the
bar

one evening and sat next to Toby. He smled and said
politely,

"I Iike your act."

Jeri turned to |look at himand saw a nai ve, baby-faced
kid, too young and too poorly dressed to be a mark. She
nodded

indifferently and started to turn away, when Toby stood



up.
Jeri stared at the telltale bulge in his pants, then
turned to

| ook up at the innocent young face again. "Jesus Christ,"
she

said. "lIs that all you?"

He smled. "There's only one way to find out."

At three o' clock that norning, Toby was in bed with both
of the Perry Sisters.

Everyt hi ng had been neticul ously planned. One hour

before showti ne, Jeri had taken the club comc, a
conpul si ve

ganbler, to an apartnment on Diversey Avenue where a crap
game was in progress. \Wen he saw the action, he |icked
hi s

|ips and said, "W can stay only a mnute."

Thirty mnutes |ater, when Jeri slipped away, the comc
was rolling the dice. screamng |like a maniac, "An eighter
from Decatur, you son of a bitch!" lost in sone fantasy
wor | d

where success and stardom and riches all hung on each roll
of the dice.

At the Knee High, Toby sat at the bar, neat and tidy,
wai ti ng.

When showine cane and the com c had not appeared,

t he owner of the club began to rage and curse. "That
bastard's

through this tinme, you hear? I won't have himnear ny club
again."

"l don't blanme you," Meri said. "But you're in |uck.
There's a new comc sitting at the bar. He just got in
from

New York. "

"What ? Where?" The owner took one | ook at Toby.

"For chnssakes, where's his nanny? He's a baby'"'’

"He's great! " Jeri said. And she neanr it.

"Try him" Meri added. "Wat can you | ose?"

"My fuckin' custoners!" But he shru”d and wal ked

over to where Toby was sitting. "So you're a comc, huh?"
"Yeah," Toby said casually. "I just finished doing a gig
in the Catskills.™
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The owner studied hima nonment. "How old are you?''
"Twenty-two," Toby |ied.

"Horseshit. Al right. Get out there. And if you lay an
egg, you won't live to see twenty-two."

And there it was. Toby Tenple's dream had finally cone
true. He was standing in the spotlight while the band

pl ayed

a fanfare for him and the audi ence, his audi ence, sat

t here

waiting to discover him to adore him He felt a surge of
affection so strong that the feeling brought a lunp to his
throat. It was as though he and the audi ence were one,
bound

t oget her by sonme wonderful, magical cord. For an instant
he

t hought of his nother and hoped that wherever she was, she
could see himnow. The fanfare stopped. Toby went into his
routine.

"Good evening, you lucky people. My nane is Toby

Tenple. | guess you all know your nanes."

Si | ence.

He went on. "Did you hear about the new head of the

Mafia in Chicago? He's a queer. From now on, the Kiss of
Deat h i ncl udes di nner and danci ng. "

There was no |l aughter. They were staring at him cold

and hostile, and Toby began to feel the sharp claws of
fear

tearing at his stomach. H's body was suddenly soaked in
perspiration. That wonderful bond with the audi ence had
vani shed.

He kept going. "I just played an engagenent in a theater
up in Maine. The theater was so far back in the woods that
t he manager was a bear."

Silence. They hated him

"Nobody told ne this was a deaf-nute convention. | feel

| i ke the social director on the Titanic. Being here is

i ke wal ki ng

up the gangpl ank and there's no ship."

They began to boo. Two m nutes after Toby had begun,

the owner frantically signaled to the nusicians, who
started to play loudly, drowning out Toby's voice. He stood
t here,

a big smle on his face, his eyes stinging with tears.



He wanted to scream at them
/( was the screans that awakened M". Csinski. They

were high-pitched and feral, eerie in the stillness of the
ni ght,

and it was not until she sat up in bed that she realized
It was

t he baby scream ng. She hurried into the other room where
she had fixed up a nursery. Josephine was rolling from
side to

side, her face blue fromconvul sions. At the hospital, an
I ntern

gave the baby an intravenous sedative, and she fell into a
peaceful sleep. Dr. WIsons who had delivered fosephine,
gave her a thorough exam nation. He could find nothing

wr ong

with her. But he was uneasy. He could not forget the clock
on the wall.
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Vaudeville had flourished in Anerica from 1881 until

Its final dem se when the Pal ace Theatre closed its doors
in

1932. Vaudeville had been the training ground for all the
aspiring

young co”?iics, the battlefield where they sharpened their
Wts

agai nst hostile, jeering audi ences. However, the com cs
who

won out went on to fanme and fortune. Eddie Cantor and W
C.

Fi el ds, Jol son and Benny, Abbott and Costell o, and Jessel
and

Burns and the Marx Brothers, and dozens nore. Vaudeville
was a haven, a steady paycheck, but with vaudeville dead,
comcs had to turn to other fields. The big names were
booked

for radi o shows and personal appearances, and they al so
pl ayed

the inportant nightclubs around the country. For the



struggl i ng

young com cs |i ke Toby, however, it was another story.
They played nightclubs, too, but it was a different world.
It

was called the Toilet Grcuit, and the nanme was a
euphem sm

It consisted of dirty saloons all over the country where

t he

great unwashed public gathered to guzzle beer and bel ch at
the strippers and destroy the comcs for sport. The

dr essi ng

roons were stinking toilets, snelling of stale food and
spilled

drinks and urine and cheap perfune and, overlaying it all,
t he

ranci d odor of fear: flop sweat. The toilets were so
filthy that

the femal e perforners squatted over the dressing room

si nks

to urinate. Paynent varied froman indigestible neal to
five,

ten or sonetines as nuch as fifteen dollars a night,
dependi ng

on the audi ence reaction.

Toby Tenple played themall, and they becane his school.
The nanes of the towns were different, but the places were
al

the sanme, and the snells were the sane, and the hostile
audi ences were the sanme- If they did not |ike a perforner,
t hey

threw beer bottles at himand heckl ed hi mthroughout his
performance and whistled himoff. It was a tough school,
but

it was a good one, because it taught Toby all the tricks
of

survival. He learned to deal with drunken tourists and
sober

hoodl uns, and never to confuse the two. He | earned how to
spot a potential heckler and quiet himby asking himfor a
sip

of his drink or borrowing his napkin to nop his brow.

Toby tal ked hinself into jobs at places with nanmes |ike
Lake Kiamesha and Shawanga Lodge and the Avon. He pl ayed
W | dwood, New Jersey, and the B'nai B'rith and the Sons of



Italy and Moose hal | s.

And he kept learnir T.

. Toby's act consisted of parodies of popul ar songs,
imtations

of Gable and Grant and Bogart and Cagney, and materi al
stolen fromthe big-name com cs who could afford expensive
witers. Al the struggling comcs stole their material,
and t hey

bragged about it. "lI'mdoing Jerry Lester"” -- neaning they
were using his material -- "and I'mtw ce as good as he
Is."

"I"'mdoing MIton Berle." "You should see ny Red Skelton."
Because material was the key, they stole only fromthe
best .

Toby would try anything. He would fix the indifferent,

har d-faced audi ence with his wistful blue eyes and say,
"D d

you ever see an Eskino pee?" He would put his two hands

in front of his fly, and ice cubes would dribble out.

He woul d put on a turban and wap hinself in a sheet.
"Abdul , the snake charner,"” he would intone. He would pl ay
a flute, and out of a w cker basket a cobra began to
appear,

nmoving rhythmcally to the nusic as Toby pulled wires. The
snake's body was a douche bag, and its head was the
nozzl e,

There was al ways soneone in the audi ence who thought it
was

funny.

He did the standards and the stockies and the platters,
where you laid the jokes in their |aps.

He had dozens of shticks. He had to be ready to switch
fromone bit to another, before the beer bottles started

flying.
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And no matter where he played, there was al ways the
sound of a flushing toilet during his act.

Toby travel ed across the country by bus. Wen he arrived
at a new town he would check into the cheapest hotel or
boar di nghouse and size up the nightclubs and bars and
hor se



parlors. He stuffed cardboard in the soles of his shoes
and

whitened his shirt collars with chalk to save on | aundry.
The

towns were all dreary, and the food was al ways bad- but it
was

the loneliness that ate into him He had no one. There was
not

a single person in the vast universe who cared whet her he
lived

or died. He wote to his father fromtine to tine, but it
was

out of a sense of duty rather than |ove. Toby desperately
needed soneone to talk to, soneone who woul d under st and
him share his dreans with him

He watched the successful entertainers |eave the big clubs
with their entourages and their beautiful, classy girls
and drive

off in shiny Iinousines, and Toby envied them Soneday...
The worst nonents were when he fl opped, when he was

booed in the mddle of his act, thrown out before he had a
chance to get started. At those tines Toby hated the people
I n the audience; he wanted to kill them It wasn't only

t hat

he had failed, it was that he had failed at the bottom He
could go down no further; he was there. He hid in his

hot el

room and cried and begged God to | eave himal one, to take
away his desire to stand in front of an audi ence and
entertain

them God, he prayed, let me want to be a shoe sal esman or
a butcher. Anything but this. H's nother had been wong.
God

had not singled himout. He was never going to be fanous.
Tonorrow, he would find sonme other |ine of work. He woul d
apply for a nine-to-five job in an office and live like a
nor mal

human bei ng.

And t he next night Toby woul d be on stage again,

doing his imtations, telling jokes, trying to win over

t he

peopl e before they turned on himand attacked.

He would smle at theminnocently and say, "This man

was in love with his duck, and he took it to a novie with



hi m one night. The cashier said, 'You can't bring that
duck

in here', so the nan went around the corner and stuffed

t he

duck down the front of his trousers, bought a ticket and
went inside. The duck started getting restless; so the man
opened up his fly and let the duck's head out. Well, next
to the man was a | ady and her husband. She turned to her
husband and said, 'Ralph, the man next to nme has his

penis out.' So Ral ph said, 'Is he bothering you?" 'No,"
she

said. 'Ckay. Then forget it and enjoy the novie.' A few
mnutes |later the wi fe nudged her husband again. 'Ralph --
his penis--' And her husband said, 'l told you to ignore
it.'

And she said, '|I can't--it's eating ny popcorn!’
He made one-ni ght appearances at the Three Six Five

In San Francisco, Rudy's Rail in New York and Kin WA
Low s in Tol edo. He played plunbers' conventions and bar
m tzvahs and bow i ng banquets.

And he | ear ned.

He did four and five shows a day at small theaters

nanmed the Gem and the COdeon and the Enpire and the

Star.

And he | earned.

And, finally, one of the things that Toby Tenple

teamed was that he could spend the rest of his life

pl ayi ng

the Toilet G rcuit, unknown and undi scovered. But an event
occurred that nmade the whole nmatter academ c.

On a cold Sunday afternoon in early Decenber in 1941,

Toby was playing a five-a-day act at the Dewey Theatre on
Fourteenth Street in New York. There were eight acts on

the bill, and part of Toby's job was to introduce them
The
first show went well. During the second show, when Toby

I ntroduced the Flying Kanazawas, a famly of Japanese
acrobats,

t he audi ence began to hiss them Toby retreated backstage.
"What the hell's the matter with them out there?" he
asked.

"Jesus, haven't you heard? The Japs attacked Pearl

Har bor a few hours ago," the stage nanager told him

"So what?" Toby asked. "Look at those guys -- they're



great."

The next show, when it was the turn of the Japanese
troupe, Toby went out on stage and said, "Ladies and
gent | enen,

it's a great privilege to present to you. fresh fromtheir
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triunph in Manila-- the Flying Filipinos!" The nonent the
audi ence saw t he Japanese troupe, they began to hiss.

Duri ng

the rest of the day Toby turned theminto the Happy
Hawai i ans, the Mad Mongolians and, finally, the Eskino

Fl yers. But he was unable to save them Nor, as it turned
out, hinmself. Wen he tel ephoned his father that evening,
Toby learned that there was a letter waiting for him at
hone.

It began, "Greetings", and was signed by the President.
Si x

weeks | ater, Toby was sworn into the United States Arny.
The day he was inducted, his head was pounding so hard
that he was barely able to take tHe oath.

The headaches cane often, and when they happened, little
fosephine felt as though two gi ant hands were squeezi ng
her tenples. She tried not to cry, because it upset her
not her. M's. Czinski had di scovered religion. She had

al ways

secretly felt that in sonme way she and her baby were
responsi bl e

for the death of her husband. She had wandered into

a revival neeting one afternoon, and the m nister had

t hundered, "You are all soaked in sin and w ckedness. The
CGod that holds you over the pit of Hell |ike a | oathsone
I nsect over a fire abhors you. You hang by a sl ender

t hr ead,

every dammed one of you, and the flames of Hs wath wll
consune you unless you repent!" Ms. Csinski instantly
felt

better, for she knew that she was hearing the word of the
Lor d.

"'/ <".? a punishnent from God because we killed your
father," her nother would tell Josephine, and while she
was



t oo young to understand what the words neant, she knew

t hat she had done sonet hi ng bad, and she w shed she knew
what it was, so that she could tell her nother that she
was

In the beginning, Toby Tenple's war was a ni ght mare.

In the army. he was a nobody, a serial nunber in a
uniformlike mllions of others, facel ess, nanel ess,
anonynous.

He was sent to basic training canp in Georgia and then
shi pped out to England, where his outfit was assigned to a
canp in Sussex. Toby told the sergeant he wanted to see
t he commandi ng general. He got as far as a captain. The
captain's nane was SamWnters. He was p

dar k- conpl exi oned,

intelligent-looking man in his early thirties. "Wat's
your problem sol dier?"

"It's like this. Captain," Toby began. "I'm an
entertainer.

["min show business. That's what | did in civilian life."
Captain Wnters smled at his earnestness. "Wat

exaetly do you do?" he asked.

"Alittle of everything," Toby replied. "I do imtations
and parodies and.. ." He saw the look in the captain's
eyes

and ended lanely, "Things |like that."

"Wher e have you wor ked?"

Toby started to speak, then stopped. It was hopel ess.
The captain would only be inpressed by places |ike New
York and Hol | ywood. "No place you woul d have heard of,"
Toby replied. He knew now that he was wasting his tine.
Captain Wnters said, "It's not up to ne, but I'Il see
what | can do."

"Sure," Toby said. "Thanks a |ot, Captain.” He gave a
salute and exited.
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Captain Sam Wnters sat at his desk, thinking about

Toby long after the boy had gone. Sam Wnters had enli sted
because he felt that this was a war that had to be fought
and

had to be won. At the sane tine he hated it for what it
was



doing to young kids |ike Toby Tenple. But if Tenple really
had talent, it would cone through sooner or l|ater, for

t al ent

was like a frail flower grow ng under solid rock. In the
end,

not hing could stop it from bursting through and bl oom ng.
Sam Wnters had given up a good job as a notion-picture
producer in Hollywod to go into the arny. He had produced
several successful pictures for Pan-Pacific Studios and
had

seen dozens of young hopefuls |ike Toby Tenple cone and
go. The least they deserved was a chance. Later that

af t ernoon

he spoke to Col onel Beech about Toby. "I think we shoul d

| et Special Services audition him" Captain Wnters said.
"

have a feeling he m ght be good. God knows the boys are
going to need all the entertai nnent they can get."

Col onel Beech stared up at Captain Wnters and said
coolly, "Right, Captain. Send ne a nenpo on it." He watched
as Captain Wnters wal ked out the door. Col onel Beech was
a professional soldier, a West Point nman, and the son of a
West Point man. The Col onel despised all civilians, and to
him Captain Wnters was a civilian. Putting on a uniform
and captain's bars did not nake a nan a sol dier. \Wen

Col onel Beech received Captain Wnters's neno on Toby
Tenpl e, he glanced at it, then savagely scribbled across
it,

"request denied", and initialed it.

He felt better.

What Toby m ssed nost was the | ack of an audi ence. He
needed to work on his sense of limng, his skills. He
woul d

tell jokes and do imtations and routines at every
opportunity.

It did not matter whether his audience was two 3 s doi ng
guard duty with himin a lonely field, a busload of
sol di ers

on their way into town or a di shwasher on KP. Toby had to
make them | augh, win their appl ause.

Captain Sam Wnters watched one day as Toby went

t hrough one of his routines in the recreation hall
Afterward,



he went up to Toby and said, "lI'msorry your transfer
didn't

work out, Tenple. | think you have talent. Wen the war's
over, if you get to Hollywod, | ook nme up." He grinned and
added, "Assumng | still have a job out there."

The follow ng week Toby's battalion was sent into

conbat .

In later years, when Toby recalled die war, what he
remenbered were not the battles. At Sant-Lo he had been

a smash doing a nouth-sync act to a Bing Crosby record. At
Aachen he had sneaked into the hospital and told jokes to
t he wounded for two hours before the nurses threw himout.
He renmenbered with satisfaction that one G had | aughed
so hard all his stitches had broken open. Mtz was where
he

had bonbed out, but Toby felt that that wa.i only because
t he

audi ence was jittery about the Nazi planes flying

over head.

The fighting that Toby did was incidental. He was cited
for bravery in the capture of a Gernman command post. Toby
had really had no i dea what was going on. He had been
pl ayi ng
John Wayne, and had gotten so earned aw,>y that it was
all over before he had tine to be frightened.

To Toby, it was the entertaining that was inportant. In
Cher bourg he visited a whorehouse with a coupl e of

friends,

and while they were upstairs, Toby stayed in the parlor

doi ng

a routine for the madane and two of her girls. Wien he had
finished, the nmadanme sent hi mupstairs, on the house.

That was Toby's war. Al in all, it was not a bad war, and
time went by very quickly. Wien the war ended, it was 1945
and Toby was al nost twenty-five years old. |In appearance
he

had not aged one day. He had the sane sweet face and
begui | i ng

bl ue eyes, and that hapless air of innocence about him
Everyone was tal ki ng about going hone. There was a

bride waiting in Kansas City, a nother and father in
Bayonne,

a business in St. Louis. There was nothing waiting for



Toby.

Except Fane.

He decided to go to Hollywood. It was time that God
made good on Hi s pron se.

"Do you know God? Have you seen the face of fesus?
| have seen Hm brothers and sisters, and | have heard
H s
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voi ce, but He speaks only to those who kneel before H m
and

confess their sins. God abhors the unrepentant. The bo"o
of

God's wath is bent and the flamng arrow of Hi s righteous
anger is pointed at your w cked hearts, and at any nonent
He will let go and the arrow of His retribution shal

smte

your hearts! Look up to Hmnow, before it is too |ate!"

Josephi ne | ooked up toward the top of the tent, terrified,
expecting to see a flam ng arrow shooting at her. She

cl ut ched

her nother's hand, but her nother was unaware of it. Her
face was flushed and her eyes were bright with fervor.
"Prai se Jesus!" the congregation roared.

The revival neetings were held in a huge tent, on the
outskirts of Odessa, and M's. Czinski took Josephine to
all of

them The preacher's pulpit was a wooden pl atformraised
Si X

feet above the ground. Imediately in front of the

pl at f orm

was the glory pen, where sinners were brought to repent
and

experience conversion. Beyond the pen were rows and rows
of

hard wooden benches, packed with chanting, fanatic seekers
of

sal vation, awed by the threats of Hell and Damation. It
was

terrifying for a six-year-old child. The evangelists were
Fundanent al i st s,



Holy Rollers and Pentecostalists and Methodi sts

and Adventists, and they all breathed Hell-fire and
Damat i on.

"Get on your knees, 0 ye sinners, and trenble before

the m ght of Jehovah! For your w cked ways have broken the
heart of Jesus Christ, and for that ye shall bear the
puni shent

of Hs Father's wath' Look around at the faces of the
young children here, conceived in lust and filled with
sin."

And |ittle Josephine would burn with shane, feeling
everyone staring at her. \Wen the bad headaches cane,
Josephi ne knew that they were a puni shnent from God. She
prayed every night that they would go away, so she woul d
know t hat God had forgiven her. She w shed she knew what
she had done that was so bad.

"And 1'Il sing Hallelujah, and you'll sing Hallelujah,
and we'll all sing Hallelujah when we arrive at Hone."
"Liquor is the blood of the Devil, and tobacco is his

breath, and fornication is his pleasure. Are you qguilty of
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trafficking with Satan? Then you shall burn eternally in
Hel I,

damed forever, because Lucifer is conmng to get you!"
And Josephine would trenble and | ook around w ldly,
fiercely clutching the wooden bench so that the Devil
coul d

not take her.

They sang, "I want to get to Heaven, ny | ong-sought
rest.” But little Josephine m sunderstood and sang, "I
want

to get to Heaven with ny |long short dress.”

After the thundering sernons would cone the Mracles.
Josephi ne would watch in frightened fascination as a
processi on

of crippled nen and wonen |inped and crawl ed and

rode in wheelchairs to the glory pen, where the preacher
| ai d

hands on themand willed the powers of Heaven to heal

t hem

They woul d throw away their canes and their crutches, and



sone of them woul d babble hysterically in strange tongues,
and Josephi ne would cower in terror.

The revival neetings always ended with the plate being
passed. "Jesus is watching you -- and He hates a m ser."
And

then it would be over. But the fear would stay with
Josephi ne

for a long tine.

In 1946, the town of Odessa, Texas, had a dark brown
taste. Long ago, when the Indians had lived there, it had
been

the taste of desert sand. Now it was the taste of oil.
There were two kinds of people in OQdessa: Q1 People

and the O hers. The G| People did not | ook down on the

QO hers -- they sinply felt sorry for them for surely God
meant

everyone to have private planes and Cadillacs and sw mm ng
pools and to give charapugne parties for a hundred peopl e.
That was why He had put oil in Texas.

Josephi ne Czinski did not know that she was one of the

O hers. At six, Josephine Czinski was a beautiful child,
with

shiny black hair and deep brown eyes and a | ovely oval
face.

Josephi ne's nother was a skilled seanstress who wor ked

for the wealthy people in town, and she woul d take

Josephi ne
al ong as she fitted the G| Ladies and turned bolts of
fairy

cloth into stunning evening gowns. The Q| People |iked
Josephi ne because she was a polite, friendly child, and
t hey

| i ked thenselves for liking her. They felt it was
denocratic
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" themto aliow a poor kid fromthe other side of town
to
ale v,idi iheir children. Josephine was Polish, but she
d.c, n"T look I'"on™*h, and while she could never be a
menber
(if the CGAub. they were happy to give her visitors'



pHvi | eges.

los'cplunc w;ii. allowed to play with the G| Children and
share their bicycles and poni es and hundred-dol | ar dolls,
SO

that she cane to live a dual |life. There was her |ife at
honme

in the tiny clapboard cottage with battered furniture and
out door pl unmbi ng and doors that sagged on their hinges.
Then there was Josephine's |ife in beautiful col onial
mani ons

on large country estates. |If Josephi ne stayed overni ght
at Ci ssy Topping's or Lindy Ferguson's, she was given a

| ar ge

bedroomall to herself, with breakfast served by maids and
butl ers. Josephine loved to get up in the mddle of the
ni ght

when everyone was asl eep and go down and stare at the
beautiful things in the house, the |ovely paintings and
heavy

nono”rammed silver and anti ques burni shed by tinme and

hi story. She woul d study them and caress them and tell
her sel f

t hat one day she woul d have such things, one day she
would live in a grand house and be surrounded by beauty.
But in both of Josephine's worlds, she felt |onely. She
was afraid to talk to her nother about her headaches and
her fear of God because her nother had becone a brooding
fanatic, obsessed with God's punishnent, welcomng it.
f.i”ephine did not want to discuss her fears with the Ol
Chi | dren because they expected her to be bright and gay,
as

they were. And so, Josephine was forced to keep her
terrors

to herself.

On Josephine's seventh birthday, Brubaker's Depart nent

St ore announced a phot ographi c contest for the Most
Beautiful Child in Odessa. The entry picture had to be

t aken

in A-; photograph departnment of the store. The prize was a
sold cup inscribed with the nane of she winner. The cup
was placed in the departnent-store wi ndow, and Josephi ne
.M .use-.i by the wi ndow even' day to stare at it. She
want ed



it rnr.i-e than she had ever wanted anything in her life.
Josephi ne's nother would not |let her enter the contest --

"Vanity is the devil's mrror,'' she said -- but one of
the O
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Wnen who |iked Josephine paid for her picture. Fromthat
nonment on, Josephi ne knew that the gold cup was hers.

She could visualize it sitting on her dresser. She woul d
polish it carefully every day. \Wen Josephi ne found out
that she was in the finals, she was too excited to go to
school .

She stayed in bed all day with an upset stomach, her

happi ness

too nmuch for her to bear. This would be the first tine

t hat

she had owned anyt hi ng beautiful.

The foll ow ng day Josephine | earned that the contest

had been won by Tina Hudson, one of the QI Children

Tina was not nearly as beautiful as Josephine, but Tina's
fat her happened to be on the board of directors of the
chain

t hat owned Brubaker's Departnent Store.

When Josephi ne heard the news, she devel oped a headache
that nmade her want to screamw th pain. She was afraid
for God to know how nmuch that beautiful gold cup neant

to her, but He nust have known because her headaches
conti nued. At night she would cry into her pillow so that
her nother could not hear her.

A few days after the contest ended, Josephine was invited
to Tina's hone for a weekend. The gold cup was sitting in
Tina's roomon a nmantel. Josephine stared at it for a |ong
tinme.

When Josephine returned honme, the cup was hidden in

her overnight case. It was still there when Tina's nother
came

by for it and took it back.

Josephi ne's nother gave her a hard whipping with a

switch made froma long, green twig. But Josephi ne was not
angry with her nother.

The few m nutes Josephi ne had held the beautiful gold

cup in her hands had been worth all the pain.

Hol | ywood, California, in 1946, was the filmcapital of



the world, a nagnet for the talented, the greedy, the
beauti ful ,

t he hopeful and the weird. It was the |and of palmtrees
and

Rita Hayworth and the Holy Tenple of the Universal Spirit
and Santa Anita. It was the agent who was going to nake

you
an overnight star; it' was a con gane, a whorehouse, an
or ange
grove, a shrine. It was a magi cal kal ei doscope, and each
per son

who | ooked into it saw his own vision.

To Toby Tenple, Hollywod was where he was neant

to cone. He arrived in town with an arny duffel bag and
three hundred dollars in cash, noving into a cheap
boar di nghouse

on Cahuenga Boul evard. He had to get into action fast,

bef ore he went broke. Toby knew all about Hol |l ywood. It was
a town where you had to put up a front. Toby went into a
haber dasher7 on Vine Strtet, ordered a new wardrobe, and
with twenty dollars remaining in his pocket, strolled into
t he

Hol | ywood Brown Derby, where all the stars dined. The
wal | s

were covered with caricatures of the nost fanmpus actors in
Hol | ywood. Toby could feel the pul se of show busi ness
her e,

sense the power in die room He saw The hostess wal ki ng
toward him She was a pretty redhead in her twenties and
she

had a sensational figure.

She smled at Toby and said, "Can | help you?"

Toby could not resist it. He reached out "with his two
hands and grabbed her ripe nelon breasts. A |ook of shpck
came over her face. As she opened her nmouth to cry out,
Toby fixed his eyes in a glazed stare and said

apol ogetical l vy,

"Excuse nme, mss -- I'mnot a sighted person.”

"Ch! I'"msorry!" She was contrite for what she had been

t hi nki ng, and synpat hetic. She conducted Toby to a table,
hol ding his arm and hel ping himsit down, and arranged for
his order. \Wen she cane back to his table a few m nutes

| at er

and caught him studying the pictures on the wall, Toby



beanmed up at her and said, "It's a mracle! |I can see
agai n!"

He was so innocent and so funny that she coul d not

hel p | aughi ng. She | aughed all through dinner with Toby,
and at his jokes in bed that night.

Toby took odd jobs around Hol | ywood because they

brought himto the fringes of show business. He parked
cars

at Qo's, and as the celebrities drove u" “oby woul d open
the car door with a bright smle ar:." m apt quip. 'Thi.y
pid

no attention. He was just a parking boy, and they did not
even

know he was alive. Toby watched the beautiful girls as

t hey

got out of the cars in their expensive, tight-fitting
dresses, and

he thought to hinself, If you only knew what a big star
' m

going to be, you' d drop all those creeps.

Toby made the rounds of agents, but he quickly |earned
that he was wasting his tinme. The agents were al
star-fuckers.

You could not |ook for them They had to be | ooking for
you.

The name that Toby heard nost often was Clifton Law ence.
He handl ed only the biggest talent and he nmade the nost

I ncredi bl e deal s. One day, Toby thought, Cdifton Law ence
i's

going to be ny agent.

Toby subscribed to the two bi bl es of show busi ness:

Daily Variety and the Hol | ywood Reporter. It nmade himfeel
| i ke an insider. Forever Anber had been bought by
Twentieth

Century-Fox, and Otto Prem nger was going to direct. Ava
Gardner had been signed to star in Wiistle Stop with

CGeor ge

Raft and Jorja Curtright, and Life with Father had been
bought by Warner Brothers. Then Toby saw an itemthat nade
his pul se start poundi ng. "Producer Sam Wnters has been
named Vi ce-President in Charge of Production at

Pan- Paci fic



St udi os. "

When Sam Wnters returned fromthe war his job at

Pan- Padfic Studios was waiting for him Six nonths |ater,
there was a shakeup. The head of the studio was fired, and
Sam was asked to take over undl a new production head
could be found. Sam did such a good job that the search
was

abandoned, and he was officially nmade Vice-President in
Charge of Production. It was a nerve-racking, ulcer-nmaking
job, but Samlo<td it nore than he | oved anything in the
wor | d.

Hol | ywood was a three-ring circus filled with wild, insane
characters, a mnefield with a parade of idiots dancing
across it. Most actors, directors and producers were

sel fcentered

megal omani acs, ungrateful, vicious and destructive.

But as far as Sam was concerned, if they had tal ent,
not hi ng

el se mattered. Tal ent was the magi c key.

Sami s office door opened and Lucille Elkins, his
secretary,

came in with the freshly opened mail. Lucille was a

per manent fixture, one of the conpetent professionals who
stayed on forever and watched her bosses cone and go.
"Clifton Lawrence is here to see you," Lucille said.

"Tell himto cone in."

Sam | i ked Lawence. He had style. Fred Alien had said,

"Al'l the sincerity in Hollywod could be hidden in a
gnat's

navel and there'd still be roomfor four caraway seeds and
an agent's heart."

Ciff Lawence was nore sincere than nost agents. He

was a Hol Il ywood | egend, and his client Kst ran the ganut
of who's who in the entertainnment field. He had a one-nman
of fice and was constantly on the nove, servicing clients
in

London, Switzerl and, Rone and New York. He was on intiate
terms with all the inportant Hollywod executives and
played in a weekly gin gane that included the production
heads of three studios. Twice a year, Lawence chartered a
yacht, gathered half a dozen beautiful "nodels" and

I nvited



top studi o executives for a week's "fishing trip". difton
Law ence kept a fully stocked beachhouse at Malibu that
was available to his friends anytinme they wanted to use
it.

It was a synbiotic relationship that Cifton had with
Hol | ywood,

and it was profitable for everyone.

Sam wat ched as the door opened and Lawr ence bounced

in, elegant in a beautifully tailored suit. He wal ked up
to Sam extended a perfectly mani cured hand and sai d,
"Just wanted to say a quick hello. How s everything, dear
boy?"

"Let nme put it this way," Samsaid. "If days were ships,
today would be the Titanic."

Clifton Lawence made a conm serating noi se.

"What did you think of the preview | ast night?" Sam
asked.

"Trimthe first twenty m nutes and shoot a new endi ng,
and you' ve got yourself a big hit."

"Bull's-eye." Samsmled. "That's exactly what we're
doing. Any clients to sell ne today?"

Lawr ence grinned. "Sorry. They're all working."

And it was true. Cifton Lawence's select stable of top
stars, with a sprinkling of directors and producers, were
al ways

I n demand.

"See you for dinner Friday, Sam" Cifton said. "Czao."
He turned and wal ked ouc the door.

Lucille's voice cane over the intercom "Dallas Burke is
here."

"Send himin."

"And Mel Foss would like to see you. He said it's urgent."”
Mel Foss was head of the television division of PanPadfic
St udi os.

Sam gl anced at his desk calendar. "Tell himto nake it

53

br eakfast tonorrow norning. Eight o' clock. The Pol o
Lounge. "

In the outer office, the tel ephone rang and Lucille picked
it up. "M. Wnter's office."

An unfamliar voice said, "Hello there. Is the great man
I n?"



"Who's cal ling, please?"

"Tell himit's an old buddy of his -- Toby Tenple. W

were in the army together. He said to ook himup if |

ever

got to Hol |l ywod, and here I am"

"He's in a neeting, M. Tenple. Could | have himcall

you back?"

"Sure." He gave her his tel ephone nunber, and Lucille
threw it into the wastebasket. This was not the first tine
sonmeone had tried the ol d-arny-buddy routine on her.

Dal | as Burke was one of the notion-picture industry's

pi oneer directors. Burke's filnms were shown at every
col | ege

that had a course in novie naking. Half a dozen of his
earlier

pi ctures were considered cl assics, and none of his work
was | ess

than 5 rilliant and innovative. Burke was in his late
seventies

now, and his once nassive frane had shrunk so that his
cl ot hes

seened to flap around him

"It's good to see you again, Dallas,” Samsaid as the old
man wal ked into the office.

"Nice to see you, kid." He indicated the man with him
"You know ny agent."

"Certainly. How are you, Peter?"
They all found seats.

"I hear you have a story to tell ne,
Bur ke.

"This one's a beauty" There was a quavering excitenent

in the old man's voi ce.

"I"'mdying to hear it, Dallas,"” Sam said. "Shoot."

Dal | as Burke | eaned forward and began tal king. "Wat's
everybody in the world nost interested in, kid? Love --
right?

And this idea's about the nost holy land of love there is
the love of a nother for her child." H's voice grew
stronger

as he becanme imersed in his story. "W open in Long

| sl and

with a nineteen-year-old girl working as a secretary for a

Samsaid to Dall as
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wealthy famly. O d noney. Gves us a chance for n slick
backgr ound—know what | nean? Hi gh-society suifl. The
man she works for is married to a tight-assed bl uebl ood.
He
| i kes the secretary, and she likes him even though he's
ol der. "
Only half-listening, Sam wondered whether the story was
going to be Back Street or Imtation of Life. Not that it
mat t er ed, because whichever it was, Sam was goi ng to buy
it.
It had been al nbst twenty years since anyone had gi ven
Dal | as
Burke a picture to direct. Sam could not blane the
I ndustry.
Burke's |l ast three pictures had been expensive,
ol d-f ashi oned
and box-office disasters. Dallas Burke was finished
forever as a
pi cture maker. But he was a human bei ng and he was still
alive, and sonehow he had to be taken care of, because he
had
not saved a cent. He had been offered a roomin the Mtion
Picture Relief Home, but he had indignantly turned it
down.
"I don't want your fucking charity!" he had shouted.
"You're
talking to the man who directed Doug Fai rbanks and Jack
Barrynore and MIton Sills and Bill Farnum |'ma giant,
you
pygny sons of bitches!"
And he was. He was a | egend; but even | egends had to
eat .
When Sam had becone a producer, he had tel ephoned
an agent he knew and told himto bring in Dallas Burke
with
a story idea. Since then, Sam had bought unusable stories
from Dal |l as Burke every year for enough noney for the old
man to live on, and while Sam had been away in the arny,
he
had seen to it that the arrangenent conti nued.

so you see," Dallas Burke was saying, "the baby



grows up wthout knowi ng her nother. But the nother keeps
track of her. At the end, when the daughter marries this
rich

doctor, we have a big wedding. And do you know what the
twst is, San? Listen to this —it's great. They won't |et
t he

not her in! She has to sneak in to the back of the church
to

wat ch her own kid getting married. There won't be a dry
eye

in the audience.... Well, that's it. What do you think?"
Sam had guessed wong. Stella Dallas. He gl anced at the
agent, who averted his eyes and studied the tips of his
expensi ve shoes in enbarrassnent.

"It's great," Samsaid. "It's exactly the kind of picture
t he

studio's looking for." Samturned to the agent. "Call

Busi ness

Affairs and work out a deal with them Peter. ['ll tel
themto

expect your call."
The agent nodded.
"Tell themthey're gonna have to pay a stiff price for

this one, or I'll take it to Waner Brothers," Dall as Burke
said. "I"mgiving you first crack at it because we're
friends."

"I appreciate that," Sam sai d.

He watched as the two nmen left the office. Strictly
speaki ng, Sam knew he had no right to spend the conpany's
noney on a sentinmental gesture like this. But the

not i onpi cture

I ndustry owed sonething to nen |ike Dallas Burke,

for without himand his kind there woul d have been no

I ndustry.

At eight o' clock the follow ng norning, Sam Wnters

drove up under the portico of the Beverly Hlls Hotel. A
few

mnutes |ater, he was threading his way across the Pol o
Lounge,

noddi ng to friends, acquai ntances and conpetitors. Mre
deal s

were made in this roomover breakfast, |lunch and cocktails
than were consummated in all the offices of all the



st udi os

conbi ned. Mel Foss | ooked up as Sam appr oached.

"Morning, Sam" ~

The two nmen shook hands and Samslid into the booth
across from Foss. Eight nonths ago Sam had hired Foss to
run the tel evision division of Pan-Pacific Studios.
Tel evi si on

was the new baby in the entertainnent world, and it was
growing wi A incredible rapidity. Al the studios that had
once

| ooked down on television were now involved in it.

The waitress cane to take their orders, and when she

had | eft, Samsaid, "Wat's the good news, Ml ?"

Mel Foss shook his head. "There is no good news," he
said. "W're in trouble."

Sam wai t ed, sayi ng not hi ng.

"We're not going to get a pickup on "The Raiders'."
Sam | ooked at himin surprise. "The ratings are great.
Way woul d the network want to cancel it? It's tough enough
to get a hit show "

"I't's not the show, " Foss said. "It's Jack Nolan." Jack
Nol an was the star of "The Raiders", and he had been an
I nstant success, both critically and with the public.
"What's the matter with hin?" Sam asked. He hated

| Ael Foss's habit of forcing himto draw information from
hi m

"Have you read this week's issue of Peek magazi ne?"

"I don't read it any week. It's a garbage pail." He
(uddenly realized what Foss was driving at. "They nail ed
Nol an! "

A "In black and white," Foss replied. "The dunb son of

a bitch put on his prettiest |ace dress and went out to a
party.

Sonmeone took pictures.”

"How bad is it?"

"Couldn't be worse. | got a dozen calls fromthe network
yesterday. The sponsors and the network want out. No one
wants to be associated with a scream ng fag."
"Transvestite,"” Sam said. He had been counting heavily
on presenting a strong television report at the board
neeti ng

I n New York next nonth. The news from Foss woul d put

an end to that. Losing "The Raiders" would be a bl ow

Unl ess he coul d do sonet hi ng.



When Samreturned to his office, Lucille waved a sheaf
of messages at him "The enmergencies are on top," she
sai d.

"They need you --
"Later. Get nme WIlliam Hunt at IBC. "

Two mnutes later, Samwas talking to the head of the

I nt ernati onal Broadcasting Conpany. Sam had known Hunt
casually for a nunber of years, and |liked him Hunt had
started

as a bright young corporate |awer and had worked his way
to the top of the network | adder. They sel dom had any
busi ness

deal i ngs because Sam was not directly involved with

t el evi si on.

He wi shed now that he had taken the tine to cultivate

Hunt .

When Hunt cane on the line, Sam forced hinself to sound
rel axed and casual. "Mrning, Bill."

"This is a pleasant surprise," Hunt said. "It's been a

long tinme, Sam™

"Much too long. That's the trouble with this business,
Bill. You never have tine for the people you like."

"Too true."

Sam made his voi ce sound offhand. "By the wsy, did

you happen to sw, that silly article in Peek?"

"You know | did." Hunt sa'd quietly. "That's why we're
canceling the show, Sam" The words had a finality to

t hem

"Bill," Sam said, "what would you say if | told you that
Jack Nol an was franmed?"

There was a laugh fromthe other end of the line. "I'd
say you shoul d think about becomng a witer."
“I"'mserious,"” Samsaid, earnestly. "I know Jack Nol an.
He's as straight as we are. That photograph was taken at a
costune party. It was his girlfriend s birthday; and he
put

the dress on as a gag." Samcould feel his palnms sweating.

III Can't-—"

“I'"l'l tell you how nuch confidence | have in Jack," Sam
said into the phone. "I've just set himfor the lead in
Lar edo,

our big Western feature for next year."
There was a pause. "Are you serious, San®"



"You're damm right I am It's a three-mllion-dollar
picture. If Jack Nolan turned out to be a fag, he'd be

| aughed

of f the screen. The exhibitors wouldn't touch it. Wuld I
t ake

that kind of ganble if I didn't know what | was talking
about ?"

"Well..." There was hesitation in Bill Hunt's voice.
"Come on, Bill, you're not going to let a | ousy gossip
sheet |ike Peek destroy a good man's career. You like the
show,

don't you?"

"Very much. It's a dammed good show. But the

sponsors - -

"It's your network. You've got nore sponsors than you
have air tinme. W' ve given you a hit show. Let's not fool
around with a success.”

"Wl

"Has Mel Foss tal ked to you yet about the studio's plans
for ' The Raiders' for next season?"

"No..."

"l guess he was planning to surprise you," Sam sai d.
"Wait until you hear what he has in mnd Quest stars,

bi gnane

Western witers, shooting on |ocation--the works! If

"The Rai ders' doesn't skyrocket to nunber one. I'min the
wrong busi ness. "

There was a brief hesitation. Then Bill Hunt said, "Have

Me! phone ne. Maybe we all got a little panicked here.”
"He'll call you," Sam prom sed.

"And, Sam —you understand ny position. | wasn't trying
to hurt anybody."

"Of course you weren't," Sam said, generously. "I know
you too well to think that, Bill. That's why | felt | owed
It

to you to let you hear the truth."

"l appreciate that."

"What about | unch next week?"

"Love it. I'Il call you Monday."

They exchanged good-byes and hung up. Sam sat there,
drai ned. Jack Nolan was as queer as an |Indian dine.
Soneone

shoul d have taken himaway in a net |ong ago. And Sani s
"whol e future depended on mani acs |ike that. Running a



studi o

was |ike walking a high wwre over Niagara Falls in a

bl i zzard.

Anyone's crazy to do this job, Samthought. He picked up
hi s

private phone and dialed. A few nonents |ater, he was

t al ki ng

to Mel Foss.

" 'The Raiders' stays on the air," Sam sai d.

"What ?" There was stunned di sbelief in Foss's voi ce.
"That's right. I want yon rn have a fast talk with Jack
Nol an. Tell himif he ever steps out of line again, |'IlI
personal |y

ran himout of this town and back to Fire Island! | nean
it.

If he gets the urge to suck sonething, tell himto try a
banana! "

Sam sl ammed t he phone down. He | eaned back in his

chair, thinking. He had forgotten to tell Foss about the
f or mat

changes he had ad-1ibbed to Bill Hunt. He woul d have to
find

a witer who could conme up with a Western script called
Lar edo.

The door burst open and Lucille stood there, her face
white. "Can you get right down to Stage Ten? Soneone set
it on fire."

M's. Tanner, people talk about your school and the
wonder f ul

pl ays you put on here. 1'l|l bet you have no idea of the
reputation this place has.”
She studied hima nonment. "|I do have an idea. That's

why | have to be careful to keep out phonies."

Toby felt his face begin to redden, but he smled boyishly
and said, "I'Il bet. Alot of themnust try to crash in
here."

""Quite a few," Ms. Tanner agreed. She gl anced at the
card she held in her hand. "Toby Tenple."

"You probably haven't heard the nane,'' he expl ained,
"because for the | ast couple of years, |'ve been -- "
"Playing repertory in England."”

He nodded. "Right"

Ali ce Tanner | ooked at himand said quietly, "M.
Tenpl e, Anericans are not permtted to play in English



repertory. British Actors Equity doesn't allowit."
Toby felt a sudden sinking sensation in the pit of his
st omach.

"You m ght have checked first and saved us both this

enbarrassnent. |'msorry, but we only enroll professional
talent here." She started back toward her desk. The

I nterview

was over

"Hold it! " Hs voice was |ike a whiplash.

She turned in astonishnment. At that instant, Toby had no

| dea what he was going to say or do. He only knew that his
whol e future was hanging in the bal ance. The woman

st andi ng

in front of himwas the stepping-stone to everything he
want ed,

everything he had worked and sweated for, and he was not
going to let her stop him

"You don't judge talent by ruies. lady! Ckay--so |

haven't acted. And why? Because people |like you we-i'r

gi ve

me a chance. You see what | nean?" It was W C. Fields's
voi ce.

Al'i ce Tanner opened her mouth to interrupt him but

Toby never gave her the opportunity. He was Ji my Cagney
telling her to give the poor kid a break, and Janes Stewan
agreeing with him and O ark Gabl e saying he was dying to
work with the kid and Cary Grant addi ng that he thought
the boy was brilliant. A host of Hollywod stars was in

t hat
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ion! and they were all saying funny things, things that
oby Tenpl e had never thought of before. The words, the

kes poured out of himin a frenzy of desperation. He was
man drowning in the darkness of his own oblivion, clinging
Va life raft of words, and the words were all that were
keep- a himafloat. He was soaked in perspiration, running
ar ound

e room imtating the novenent of each character who was
Bring. He was manic, totally outside of hinself,
forgetting

here he was and what he was here for until he heard Alice
ai mer saying, "Stop it! Stop it!"



Tears of |aughter were stream ng down her face.

"Stop itl" she repeated, gasping fur breath.

And slowly, Toby cane down to earth. Ms. '| anner had
:aken out a handkerchi ef and was w pi ng her eyes.
"You--you're insane," she said. "Do you know t hat ?"

11 Toby stared at her, a feeling of elation slowy filling
hi m

Kring, exalting him "You liked it, huh?"

Al'i ce Tanner shook her head and took a deep breath to
antrol her |aughter and said, "Not -- not very nuch."

Toby | ooked at her, filled with rage. She had been | aughg
at him not with him He had been nmeking a fool of

_nsel f.

"Then what were you | aughing at?" Toby demanded.

She snmiled and said quietly, "You. That was the nost
Erenetic performance |'ve ever seen. Sonewhere, hidden
ineath all those novie stars, is a young nman with a | ot of
|l ent. You don't have to imtate other people. You're
natural ly

any."

Toby felt his anger begin to seep away.

"I think one day you could be really good if you're
willing

to work hard at it. Are you?"

He gave her a slow, beatific grin and said, "Let's roll up
)ur sleeves and go to work."

Josephi ne worked very hard Saturday norning, fielping

her nother clean the house. At noon. Cissy and sone ot her
friends picked her up to take her on a picnic.

Ms. Csinski watched Josephi ne being driven off in the

long linmousine filled with the children of the G| People.
She

t hought. One day sonething bad is going to happen to
Josephine. | shouldn't let her be with those people.
They're

the Devil's children. And she wondered if there was a
devi |

I n Josephine. She would talk to the Reverend Dam an. He
woul d know what to do.

9



Actors West was divided into two sections: the Showcase
group, which consisted of the nore experienced actors, and
t he Workshop group. It was the Showcase actors who staged
pl ays that were covered by the studio talent scouts. Toby
had

been put with the Wrkshop actors. Alice Tanner had told
himthat it m ght be six nonths or a year before he would
lie ready to do a Showcase pl ay.

Toby found the classes interesting, but the magic

I ngredi ent was m ssing: the audi ence, the appl auders, the
| aughters, the people who would adore him

In the weeks since Toby had begun cl asses, he had seen
very little of the head of the school. Cccasionally, Alice
Tanner

Wul d drop into the Whrkshop to watch inprovisations and
give a word of encouragenent, or Toby would run into her
on

| as way to class. But he had hoped for sonething nore
intimate. He found hinsel f thinking about Alice Tanner a
great deal. She was what Toby thought of as a classy dane,
and

t)»at appealed to him he felt it was what he deserved.
The

| dea of her crippled | eg had bothered himat fast, but it
had

slowy begun to take on a sexual fascination.

Toby tal ked to her again about putting himin a Showcase
play where the critics and talent scouts could see him
"You're not ready yet," Alice Tanner told him

She was standing in his way, keeping himfromhis success.
7 hace to do sonething about that, Toby deci ded.

A Showcase play was being staged, and on the opening

ni ght Toby was seated in a mddle row next to a student’
nanmed Karen, a fat little character actress fromhis

cl ass. Toby

had pl ayed scenes with Karen, and he knew two things about
her: she never wore undercl othes and she had bad breath.
She had done everything but send up snoke signals to |et
Toby know that she wanted to go to bed with him but he
had

pretended not to understand. Jesus, he thought, fucking
her

woul d be |i ke being sucked into a tub of hot |ard.



As they sat there waiting for the curtain to go up, Karen
excitedly pointed out the critics fromthe Los Angel es

Ti mes

and Heral d- Express, and the talent scouts from Twentieth
Century- Fox, MGM and Waner Brothers. It enraged Toby.
They were here to see the actors up on the stage, while he
sat in the audience |ike a dummy. He had an al nost
uncontrol | abl e

i mpul se to stand up and do one of his routines, dazzle
them show them what real talent |ooked Iike.

The audi ence enjoyed the play, but Toby was obsessed

with the talent scouts, who sat within touching distance,
t he

men who held his future in Aeir hands. Well, if Actors
West

was the lure to bring themto him Toby would use it; but
he had no intention of waiting six nonths, or even siXx
weeks.

The follow ng norning, Toby went to Alice Tanner's

of fice.

"How did you like the play?" she asked.

"I't was wonderful,"” Toby said. "Those actors are really

great." He gave a self-deprecating smle. "I see what you
mean when you say |'mnot ready yet."
"They' ve had nore experience than you, that's all, but

you have a uni que personality. You're going to nmake it.
Just

be patient."”

He sighed. "I don't know. Maybe |I'd be better off
forgetting the whole thing and selling insurance or
somnet hi ng. "

She | ooked at himin quick surprise. "You nustn't," she
sai d.
Toby shook his head. "After seeing those pros |ast night,
| -- I don't think I have it."
"Of course you have, Toby. | won't let you talk |ike
that."
In her voice was the note he had been waiting to hear.
It was not a teacher talking to a pupil now, it was a
woman
talking to a man, encouraging him caring about him Toby
felt a small thrill of satisfaction.

He shrugged hel plessly. "I don't know, anynore. |'m



al |

rfbne in this town. | have no one to talk to."
* "You can always talk to me, Toby. 1'd |like to be your
friend."

4: He coul d hear the sexual huskiness cone into her voice.
| bby's blue eyes held all the wonder in the world as he
gazed

at her. As she watched him he wal ked over and | ocked the
office door. He returned to her, fell on his knees, buried
hi s

head in her lap and, as her fingers touched his hair, he
sl oWy

lifted her skirt, exposing the poor thigh encased in the
cruel

steel brace. Gently renoving the brace, he tenderly kissed
t he

red marks left by the steel bars. Slowy, he unfastened
her

jlrter belt, all the tinme telling Alice of his |ove and
hi s need

tils her, and kissed his way down to the noist |ips
exposed

before him He carried her to the deep | eather couch and
made

| ove to her.

That evening, Toby noved in wth Alice Tanner.

In bed that night, Toby found that Alice Tanner was a
pitifully |onely woman, desperate for soneone to talk to,
sonmeone to | ove. She had been born in Boston. Her father
was

a weal thy manufacturer who had given her a |large all owance
and paid no further attention to her. Alice had | oved the
t heater and had studied to be an actress, but in college
she

had contracted polio and that had put an end to her dream
She told Toby how it had affected her life. The boy she
was

engaged to had jilted her when he | earned the news. Alice
had

| eft home and married a psychiatrist, who commtted
sui ci de

ax nonths later. It was as though all her enotions had
been



bottled up inside her. Now they poured out in a violent
eruption that |left her feeling drained and peaceful and
mar vel ously content.

Toby made love to Alice until she alnost fainted with
ecstasy, filling her with his huge penis and naki ng sl ow
circles

with his hips until he seened to be touching every part of
her

body. She npaned, "Cb, darling, | love you so nuch. OCh,
God, how | love this!"

But when it came to school, Toby found that he had no

i nfluence with Alice. He tal ked to her about putting him
in

t he next Showcase play, introducing himto casting
directors,

speaking to inportant studi o people about him but she was
firm "You'll hurt yourself if you push too fast, darling.
Rul e

one: &e first inpression you nmake is the nost inportant.

| f

they don't like you the first tine, they'll never go back
to see

you a second tine. You' ve got to be ready."

The instant the words were out, she becane The Eneny.

She was agai nst him Toby swallowed his fury and forced
hinmself to smle at her. "Sure. It's just that I'm

i npatient. |

want to make it for you as much as for ne."

"Do you? Ch, Toby, | love you so nuch!"

"I love you, too, Alice." And he smled into her adoring
eyes. He knew he had to circunvent this bitch who was

st andi ng

in the way of what he wanted. He hated her and he

puni shed her.

Wen they went to bed, he made her do things she had
never done before, things he had never asked a whore to
do;

usi ng her nouth and her fingers and her tongue. He pushed
her further and further, forcing her into a series of

hum | i ati ons.

And each tinme he got her to do sonething nore degrading,
he woul d prai se her, the way one praises a dog for

| earning a new trick, and she woul d he happy because she
had



pl eased him And the nore he degraded her, the nore

degr aded

he felt. He was punishing hinself, and he had not the

f ai nt est

| dea why.

Toby had a plan in mnd, and his chance to put it into
action cane sooner than he had anticipated. Alice Tanner
announced that the Wrkshop class was going to put on a
private show for the advanced cl asses and their guests on
Ae

followi ng Friday. Each student could choose his own

proj ect .

Toby prepared a nonol ogue and rehearsed it over an dover.
On the norning of the show, Toby waited until class was
over and wal ked up to Karen, the fat actress who had sat
next to himduring the play. "Wuld you do ne a favor?" he
asked casual | vy.
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"Sure, Toby." Her voice was surprised and eager.

Toby stepped back to gel away from her breath. "I'm
gulling a g* on an °~ friend of mne. | want you to

t el ephone

I Qfton Lawence's secretary and tell her you' re Sam

ol dwyn' s

Accretary, and that M. Goldwn would |like M. Lawence
:fa come to the show tonight to see a brilliant new com c.
There' Il be a ticket waiting for himat the box office."

Karen stared at him "Jesus, old | ady Tanner woul d have
ny head. You know she never allows outsiders at the

Wor kshop

shows. "

"Believe ne, it'll be all right." He took her arm and
squeezed it. "You busy this afternoon?”

She swal | owed, her breath comng a little faster. "Not--
not if you'd |ike to do sonething."

I, "I"d like to do sonething."

t : Three hours later, an ecstatic Karen nmade the phone
call.

7,1, The auditoriumwas filled with actors fromthe
vari ous
; dasses and their guests, but the only person Toby had



eyes

," for was the man who sat in an aisle seat in the third
r OW.

."1 Toby had been in a panic, fearful that his ruse would
not

"F' work. Surely a man as clever as Cifton Lawence woul d
see

W t hrough the trick. But he had not. He was here.

y A boy and girl were on stage now, doing a scene from

A The Sea Gull. Toby hoped they would not drive Cifton
Lawr ence out of the theater. Finally, the scene was

fini shed,

tad the actors took their bows and |l eft the stage.

It was Toby's turn. Alice suddenly appeared at his side
I,in the wi ngs, whispering, "Good luck, darling", unaware
t hat

his luck was silting in the audi ence.

"Thanks, Alice." Toby breathed a silent prayer, straight
ened his shoul ders, bounced out on stage and sm | ed boyishly
at the audience. "Hello, there. |I'm Toby Tenple. Hey, did
you ever stop to think about nanes, and how our parents
choose then? It's crazy. | asked ny nother why she naned
me Toby. She. said she took one | ook at ny mug, and that
was it."

H s | ook was what got the | augh. Toby appeared so

I nnocent and wistful, standing up there on that stage,

t hat they

| oved him The jokes he told where terrible, but sonehow
that did not matter. He was so vul nerabl e that they wanted
to protect him and they did it wth their appl ause and
their

| aughter. It was like a gift of love that flowed into
Toby, filling

himw th an al nost unbearabl e exhilaration. He was Edward
G Robi nson and Ji mmy Cagney, and Cagney was sayi ng, "You
dirty rat! Who do you think you're giving orders to?"

And Robi nson's, "To you, you punk. I'mLittle Caesar.
|'"'mthe boss. You're nuthin'. Do you know what that
means?"

"Yeah, you dirty rat. You' re the boss of nuthin'."

A roar. The audi ence adored Toby.

Bogart was there, snarling, "lI'd spit in your eye, punk,
If my lip wasn't stuck over ny teeth.”

And t he audi ence was enchant ed.



Toby gave them his Peter Lorre. "I sawthis little girl

in her room playing with it, and | got excited. | don't
know

what cane over ne. | couldn't help nyself. | crept into
her

room and | pulled the rope tighter and tighter, and |

br oke

her yoyo."

A big laugh. He was rolling.

He switched over to Laurel and Hardy, and a novenent

I n the audi ence caught his eye and he glanced up. difton
Lawr ence was wal ki ng out of the theater.

The rest of the evening was a blur to Toby.

When t he show was over, Alice Tanner cane up to Toby. "You
were wonderful, darling! I..."

He could not bear to |l ook at her, to have anyone | ook

at him He wanted to be alone with his msery, totry to
cope

with the pain that was tearing himapart. H's world had
col | apsed around him He had had his chance, and he had
failed. Cdifton Lawence had wal ked out on him had not
even

waited for himto finish. difton Lawence was a man who
knew tal ent, a professional who handl ed the best. If
Lawr ence

did not think Toby had anything... He felt sick to his
st omach.

"I"'mgoing for a walk," he said to Alice.

He wal ked down Vine Street and Gower, past Col unbi a
Pi ctures and RKO and Paranount. All the gates were | ocked.
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r
He wal ked al ong Hol | ywood Boul evard and | ooked up at the

huge nocking sign on the hill that said, "hollywoodl and".
There was no Hol | ywoodl and. It was a state of mnd, a
phony

dreamthat |ured thousands of otherw se normal people into
'?'-the insanity of trying to becone a star. The word
Hol | ywood

had becone a | odestone for mracles, a trap that seduced
peopl e



I wth wonderful prom ses, siren songs of dreans
fulfilled, and

' then destroyed them

Toby wal ked the streets all night |ong, wondering what

he was going to do with his |[ife. Hs faith in hinself had
been

;. Shattered and he felt rootless and adrift. He had never
| magi ned

hi nsel f doi ng anyt hing other than entertaining people, and
| f

e he could not do that, all that was left for himwere
dul |,

"1;! nonotonous jobs where he woul d be caged up for the
rest of

-S-tos life. M. Anonynous. No one woul d ever know who he
A was. He thought of the long, dreary years, the bitter

| onel i ness

Aof a thousand nanel ess towns, of the people who had

appl auded

A himand | aughed at himand | oved him Toby wept. He wept
|" for the past and for the future.

?V } He wept because he was dead.

A It was dawn when Toby returned to the white stucco
Ag bungal ow he shared with Alice. He wal ked into the
bedr oom
A and | ooked down at her sleeping figure. He had thought
, t hat
fr: she would be the open sesane to the magi c ki ngdom But
»; ', there was no magi ¢ ki ngdom Not for him He would
| eave.

He had no i dea where he would go. He was al nost twenty&
seven years old and he had no future.
He |l ay down on the couch, exhausted. He closed his eyes;
" listening to the sounds of the city stirring into life.
The nmom* ing sounds of cities are the sanme, and he thought of
Detroit.
N H's nother. She was standing in the kitchen cooking
appl e
iz tarts for him He could snell her wonderful nusky
femal e
odor mngled with the snell of apples cooking in butter,
and
she was saying, God wants you to be fanous.



.- He was standing al one on an enornous stage, blinded

"N by floodlights, trying to renmenber his lines. He tried
to speak

but he had |lost his voice. He grew panicky. There was a

gr eat

runbl i ng noi se fromthe audi ence, and through the blinding
lights Toby could see the spectators |eaving their seats
and

running toward the stage to attack him to kill him Their
| ove

had turned to hate. They were surroundi ng him grabbing
him chanting, "Toby! Toby! Toby!"

Toby suddenly jerked awake, his nouth dry with fright.

Ali ce Tanner was | eaning over him shaking him

"Toby! Tel ephone. It's difton Lawence."

Clifton Lawence's office was in a small; elegant building
on Beverly Drive, just south of WIlshire. French

| mpr essi oni st

pai nti ngs hung fromthe carved boiserie, and before the
dar k

green marble fireplace a sofa and sone antique chairs were
grouped around an exquisite tea table. Toby had never seen
anything like it.

A shapely, redheaded secretary was pouring tea. "How

do you like your tea, M. Tenple?"

M. Tenple! "One sugar, please."

"There you are." Alittle smle and she was gone.

Toby did not know that the tea was a special blend

i mported from Fortnum and Mason, nor that it was steeping
in Irish Bal eek, but he knew it tasted wonderful. In fact,
everyt hi ng

about this office was wonderful, especially the dapper
little man who sat in an arncthair studying him difton
Law ence

was smal |l er than Toby had expected, bur he radi ated

a sense of authority and power.

"I can't tell you how nuch | appreciate your seeing ne,"
Toby said. "I"'msorry | had to trick you into --"

Clifton Lawence threw his head back and | aughed.

"Trick me? | had lunch with Gol dwn yesterday. | went to
wat ch you | ast night because | wanted to see if your

t al ent

mat ched your nerve. It did."



"But you wal ked out --" Toby excl ai ned.

"Dear boy, you don't have to eat the entire jar of caviar
to know if it's good, right? |I knew what you had in sixty
seconds. "

Toby felt that sense of euphoria building up in him again.
After the black despair of the night before, to be |ifted
to

the heights like this, to have his |ife handed back to him

"I have a hunch about you, Tenpl e,

difton Law ence
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said. "I think it would be exciting to take soneone young
od build his career. 1've derided to take you on as a
client.”

The feeling of joy was expl oding inside Toby. He wanted
to stand up and scream aloud. Cifton Lawence was goi ng
to
“be his agent!
“...handl e you on one condition,” Cifton Law ence
was saying. "That you do exactly as | tell you. | don't
st and
for tenperanent. You step out of line just once, and we're
finished. Do you understand?"

Toby nodded quickly. "Yes, sir. | understand.™
"The first thing you have to do is face the truth." He
smled at Toby and said, "Your act is terrible. Definitely
bottom dr awer."
It was as though Toby had been kicked in the stonach.
Cifton Lawence had brought himhere to punish himfor
t hat stupid phone call; he was not going to handle him He

But the little agent continued. "Last night was amateur
night, and that's what you are--an amateur."” Cdifton

Lawr ence

rose fromhis chair and began to pace. "I'mgoing to

tell “ou what you have, and I'mgoing to tell you what you
need to becone a star."

Toby sat there.

"Let's start with your material,” Cifton said. "You could
put butter and salt on it and peddle it in theater

| obbi es. "

"Yes, sir. Well, sone of it mght be a little corny, but



"Next. You have no style."

Toby felt his hands begin to clench. "The audience

seened to--"

"Next. You don't know how to nove. You're a |ox."

Toby sai d not hi ng.

The little agent wal ked over to him | ooked down and said
softly, reading Toby's mnd, "If you're so bad, what are
you

doi ng here? You're here because you' ve got sonething that
noney can't buy. When you stand up on that stage, the
audi ence

wants to eat you up. They |love you. Do you have any

| dea how nmuch that could be worth?"

Toby took a deep breath and sat back. "Tell ne.
"More than you could ever dream Wth the right materi al
and the proper kind of handling, you can be a star."

Toby sat there, basking in the warmglow of Cifton

Law ence's words, and it was as though everything Toby

had done all his life had led to this nonent, as though he
were already a star, and it had all happened. Just as his
nmot her

had prom sed him

"The key to an entertainer's success is personality,"”
Adifton Lawence was saying. "You can't buy it and you
can't

fake it. You have to be born with it. You' re one of the

| ucky

ones, dear boy." He glanced at the gold Piaget watch on
hi s

Wist. "lI've set up a neeting for you wwth O Hanl on and

Rai nger at two o' clock. They're the best conedy witers in
t he business. They work for all the top comcs."

Toby said nervously, "I"'mafraid | haven't nmuch non --"
Cifton Lawence dismssed it wwth a wave of his hand.
“"Not to worry, dear boy. You'll pay ne back later."

Long after Toby Tenple had left, Cifton Lawence sat
there thinking about him smling to hinself at that

wi de- eyed

I nnocent face and those trusting, guileless blue eyes. It
had

been many years since Cifton had represented an unknown.
All his clients were inportant stars, and every studio

f ought



for their services. The excitenent had | ong since gone.
The

early days had been nore fun, nore stinmulating. It would
be

a challenge to take this raw, young kid and devel op him
build himinto a hot property. Cifton had a feeling that
he was

really going to enjoy this experience. He |liked the boy.
He

|l i ked himvery nuch i ndeed.

The neeting took place at the Twentieth Century- Fox
studi os on Pico Boul evard in Wst Los Angel es, where

O Hanl on and Rai nger had their offices. Toby had expected
sonmet hing lavish, on the order of Cifton Lawence's

Sui te,

but the witers' quarters were drab and dingy, located in
a

smal | wooden bungal ow on the | ot.

An untidy, mddl e-aged secretary in a cardi gan ushered
Toby into the inner office. The walls were a dirty
appl egr een,

and the only adornnment was a battered dart board

and a "plan ahead" sign with the last Aree letters
squeezed

together. A broken Venetian blind partially filtered out
t he

sun's rays that fell across a dirty brown carpet worn down
to

di e canvas. There were two scarred desks, back to back,
each

littered wth papers and pencils and hal f-enpty cartons of
cold

Oof f ee.

;. . "H, Toby. Excuse the ness. It's the naid s day
of f,"

KyHanl on greeted him "I'm O Hanlon." He indicated his
-giyartner. "This is -- er --?"

, 1| -- "Rai nger."

;]t "Ah, yes. This is Rainger."

| 1J] O Hanlon was | arge and rotund and wore horn-ri nred
N da$ses. Rainger was snall and frail. Both nmen were in
their

dyitflriy thirties and had been a successful witing



teamfor ten

ftyears. In all the tinme that Toby was to work with them
he

Sal ways referred to themas "the boys".

5 Toby said, "I understand you fellas are going to wite
:3| | “one jokes for ne."

A* O Hanl on and Rai nger exchanged a | ook. Rai nger said,
"Ciff Lawrence thinks you m ght be Anerica' s new sex
synbol. Let's see what you can do. Have you got an act?"

| "Sure,"” Toby replied. He renenbered what Cifton had
seed about it. Suddenly, he felt diffident.

The two witers sat down on the couch and crossed their

5. turns.

"Entertain us," O Hanlon said.

Toby | ooked at them "Just |ike that ?"

"What woul d you |ike?" Rainger asked. "An introduction
froma sixty-piece orchestra?" He turned to O Hanl on. "GCet
t he nusi c departnent on the phone.”

You prick, thought Toby. You're on ny shit list, both of
you. He knew what they were trying to do. They were trying
to make him | ook bad so they could go back to difton

Law ence

and say, W can't help him He's a stiff. Well, he was

t "Mc -not going to let themget away with it. He put on a
smle he

, did not feel, and went into his Abbott and Costello
routine.

| ~. "Hey, Lou, ain't you ashaned of yourself? You're
turnin' into

N' a bum Wy don't you go out and get yourself a job?"

"I got a job."

"Certainly. It keeps me busy all day, 1 got regular hours,
and I'mhorme in time for dinner every night."

The two of them were studying Toby now, wei ghing him
analyzing him, and in the mddle of his rouane they began
tal ki ng, as though Toby were not in the room

"He doesn t know how to stand.”

"He uses his hands |ike he's choppi ng wood. Maybe we
could wite a woodchopper act for him"

"He pushes too hard."

"Jesus, with that material --wouldn't you?"

Toby was getting nore upset by the nonent. He did

not have to stay here and be insulted by these two

mani acs.



Their material was probably | ousy anyway.

Finally, he could stand it no |onger. He stopped, his
voice trenbling with rage. "I don't need you bast ards!
Thanks

for the hospitality.” He started for the door.

Rai nger stood up in genuine amazenent. "Hey! Wat's

the matter with you?"

Toby turned on himin fury. "What the fuck do you

think is the matter? You--you--" He was so frustrated, he
was on the verge of tears.

Rai nger turned to |ook at O Hanlon in bew | dernent.

"We nmust have hurt his feelings."”

"Golly."

Toby took a deep breath. "Look, you two, | don't care

if you don't |ike ne, but --"

“"We | ove you! " O Hanl on excl ai nmed.

"We think you're darling!" Rainger chinmed in.

Toby | ooked fromone to the other in conplete bafflenent.
"What ? You acted |ike --"

"You know your trouble, Toby? You're insecure. RelaxSure,
you've got a lot to learn, but on the other hand, if you
wer e Bob Hope. you wouldn't be here.”

O Hanl ou added, "And do you know why? Because

Bob's up in Carnel today."

"Playing golf. Do you play golf?" Rainger asked.

"No. "

The two witers | ooked at each other in dismay. "There
go all the golf jokes. Shit!"
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O Hanl on picked up the tel ephone. "Bring in sone

toffee, will you, Zsa Zsa?" He put down the phone and

t urned

Toby. "Do you know how many woul d-be comics there are
this quaint little business we're in?"

Toby shook his head.

"I can tell you exactly. Three billion seven hundred and
wty-eight mllion, as of six o' clock last night. And
that's

lot including MIton Berle's brother. Wen there's a ful
noon, they all crawl out of the woodwork. There are only
hal f a

; fdézen really top comcs. The others will never nake it.



Conmedy

JIj~s .the nost serious business in the world. It's god
damed hard

Si “wor k bei ng funny, whether you're a comc or a
conedi an. "

9% [ "What's the difference?"

"“til ~ "A big one. A comc opens funny doors. A conedi an
S} opens doors funny."

"N|s.," Rainger asked, "Did you ever stop to think what
makes

;1| one conedi an a snmash and anot her one a fail ure?”

?H., "Material," Toby said, wanting to flatter them

S, "Buffalo shit. The | ast new j oke was invented by
Aris- ~i toj”~ianes. Jokes are basically all the sane. George
Burns can

8fe .tell six jokes that the guy on the bill ahead of him
just told,

t|||;”and Burns will get bigger |aughs. Do you know why?
Peril”;,:, tonality."” /( was what Cifton Lawence had told
him "Wthi (A

out it, you're nothing, nobody. You start with a
personality

"and you turn it into a character. Take Hope. If he cane
out

and did a Jack Benny nonol ogue, he'd bonb. Why? Because
"he's built up a character. That's what the audi ences
expect

21 from hi mWen Hope wal ks out, they want to hear those
Hrapid-fire jokes. He's a |likeable smart-ass, the big
city fell ow

«ifc who gets his lunps. Jack Benny--just the opposite. He
woul dn't know what to do with a Bob Hope nonol ogue, but

he can take a two-ninute pause and nmake an audi ence
scream

Each of the Marx Brothers has his own character. Fred
Alien

?21™ Is unique. That brings us to you. Do you know your
probl em

% Toby? You're a little of everybody. You're nutating all
t he

.;; big boys. Well, that's great if you want to play El ks
snokers

N for the rest of your life. But if you want to nove up
Into the



?* big tinme, you' ve got to create a character of your own.
When

| you're out on that stage, before you even open your

nmout h,

11*

the aiM i,as to |”20o™ th® i1l'5 Toby Tenple up there. Do

youT~"

Ypl>

g| ~* took over. "Do you know what you've got,

Toby) -anl0 ", ie face. If | weren't already engaged to

dar k

Gable >~ " rf-azy about you. There's a naive sweetness

about

you. | ( /iackagc it right, it could be v/iorth a fucking
fortune, 7011 ">.

pot hing of a fortune in fucking," Rainger

chi med.

"yl11' get away wth things that the other boys can't.
It's like u .-it)oy saying four-letter words -- it's cute
because

you do”™.iieve he really understands what he's saying.
Wen A, t fted in here, you asked if we were the fellows
who w8 u -ng to wite your Jokes. The answer is no. This
isn't aj e "(.nD. What we are going to do is show you
what

you've fc e s a h" to use It' W're going to tailor a
character

for you w 3LWwhat do you say?"

toi,, i/ed frcin one to the other, grinned happily and
said, "I - i] up QU sleeves and go to work."
evr , ., s™ter that, Toby had |lunch with O Hanlon and

Rai nger |~ , ctU*10- 'Ths Twentieth Century-Fox conmm ssary
was an at "~us room “e™ v/It™ wall-to-wall stars. On any
given da no hV cou™ see Tyrone Power and Loretta Young

and Be» “ab” aa® *)on *"“he and Alice Faye and

Richard ~,.,-,all< an™ Victor Mature and the Rtz

Br ot her s,

and do® ' ,. nthefs. Sone were seated at tables in the

| ar ge

room g s °i,efs * i" Ac smaller executive dining room
which 9-,. .° j the main commi ssar)'. Toby | oved watching

themall 'n short tine, he would be one of them people



woul d bp< n g for his autograph. He was on his way, and he
was going » * "“gET than any of them

Ali™ ~er was thrilled by what was happening to
Toby. "”, , you're going to make it, darling. |I'mso proud
of you."

Toby and O Hanl on and Rai nger had | ong di scussi ons

out the new character Toby was to be.

"He should think he's a sophisticated man of the world,"

| ' Hanl on said. "But every tine he cones to bat, he |ays an
i f

"What's his job?" asked Rainger. "M xing netaphors?"

"This character should live wwth his nother. He's in |ove
|[ith a girl, but he's afraid to | eave honme to marry her.
He's

I engaged to her for five years."

"Ten is a funnier nunber."

"Right! Make it ten years. Hi s nother shouldn't happen

a dog. Every tinme Toby wants to get married, his nother
devel ops a new di sease. Tinme Magazine calls her every week
to find out what's happening in nedicine."

Toby sat there listening, fascinated by the fast flow of
di al ogue. He had never worked with real professionals
bef or e,

and he enjoyed it. Particularly since he was the center of
3|"attention. It took O Hanl on and Rai nger three weeks to
wite

| ~ sia act for Toby. When they finally showed it to him he
was

Hthrilled. It was good. He nade a few suggestions, they
added

gted threw out sone lines, and Toby Tenple was ready.
Cifton

Law ence sent for him

"You' re opening Saturday night at the Bowing Ball."

Toby stared at him He had had expectati ons of being
booked into Gro's or the Trocadero. "Wat's--what's the
Bow i ng Bal | ?"

"Alittle club on south Western Avenue."

Toby's face fell. "I never heard of it."

"And they never heard of you. That's the point, dear boy.
If you should bonb there, no one will ever knowit."
Except Cifton Law ence.



The Bow ing Ball was a dunp. There was no ot her

word to describe it. It was a duplicate of ten thousand

ot her

1|~ sleazy little bars scattered throughout the country, a
wat eri ng

hol e for |osers. Toby had played there a thousand ti nes,
in a

t housand does. The patrons were nostly m ddl e-aged nal es,
bl ue-coll ar workers indulging in their ritual get-together
with

their buddies, ogling the tired waitresses in their tight
skirts

and | ow cut bl ouses, exchanging dirty jokes over a shot of
cheap whi skey or a glass of beer. The floor show t ook
place in

a small cleared area at the far end of the room where

t hree

bored nusi ci ans played. A honosexual singer opened the
show,

foll owed by an acrobatic dancer in a leotard, and then a
stripper

who worked with a sommol ent cobra.

Toby sat at a table in the back of the roomwith Cifton
Lawr ence and O Hanl on and Rai nger, watching the other

act s,

listening to the audience, trying to gauge its nood.

"Beer drinkers," Toby said contenptuously.

Clifton started to retort, then | ooked at Toby's face aad
checked hinself. Toby was scared. difton knew that Toby
had pl ayed places |like this before, but this tinme was
different.

This was the test.

Clifton said gently, "If you can put the beer drinkers in
your pocket, the chanpagne crowd will be a pushover. These
peopl e work hard all day, Toby. Wen they go out at night,
they want their nickel's worth. If you can make them

| augh,

you can make anyone | augh.”

At that nonent, Toby heard the bored ME announce

hi s nane.

"Gve '"emhell, tiger! " O Hanl on sai d.

Toby was on.



He stood on the stage, on guard and tense, appraising the

audi ence |like a wary aninmal sniffing for danger in a

forest.

An audi ence was a beast wth a hundred heads, each one

different; and he had to make the beast | augh. He took a

deep

breath. Love ne, he prayed.

He went into his act.

And no one was listening to him No one was | aughing.

Toby could feel the flop sweat begin to pop out on his

f or ehead.

The act was not working. He kept his smle pasted on and

went on tal king over the | oud noise and conversation. He

coul d

not get their attention. They wanted the naked broads

back.

They had been exposed on too nmany Saturday nights to too

many tal entless, unfunny conedi ans. Toby kept talking, in

t he

face of their indifference. He went on because there was

not h-

. ing else he could do. He | ooked out and saw Cifton

Lawr ence

.and the boys, watching himwth worried expressions.

Toby continued. There was no audience in the room

peopl e, talking to one another, discussing their problens

their lives. For all they cared, Toby Tenple coul d have

I amllion mles anay. O dead. H s throat was dry now

fear, and it was becom ng hard to get the words out.

iftfomthe corner of his eye, Toby saw t he nmanager start
,“ward the bandstand. He was going to begin the nusic,

pul

;'","H e plug on him It was all over. Toby's palns were

wet and

‘- :Bos bowels had turned to water. He could feel hot

urine trickle

"tlown his leg. He was so nervous that he was beginning to

m X

tip his words. He did not dare look at difton Lawence or

t he

witers. He was too filled with shanme. The nmanager was at

t he

bandst and, tal king to the nusicians. They gl anced over at



Toby
and nodded. Toby went on, tal king desperately, wanting it
to

"| be over, wanting to run away sonmewhere and hide.
A A mddl e-aged woman seated at a table directly in front
~of Toby giggled at”one of his jokes. Her conpanions
st opped
s|o listen. Toby kept talking, in a frenzy. The others at
t he
Stable were listening now, |aughing. And then the next
tabl e.
A And the next. And, slowy, the tal king began to die
down.
,;' ;1 They were listening to him The | aughs were starting
to cone,
"lI|long and regular, and they were getting bigger, and
bui | di ng.
, % And buil ding. The people in the room had becone an
audi ence.
Ai &nd he had them He fucking had them It no | onger
matt er ed
S]a&at he was in a cheap saloon filled with beer-drinking
sl obs.
%3C?hat mattered was their |aughter, and their love. It
came out
A(t Toby in waves. First he had them | aughing, then he had
fi ASvum scream ng. They had never heard anything like him
not
Allfi this crummy place, not anywhere. They appl auded and
t hey
,i|1"tieered and before they were through, they damed
near tore
t?;the place apart. They were witnessing the birth of a
phenonej oon.
O course, they could not know that. But difton Lawence
Ai-nd O Hanl on and Rai nger knew it. And Toby Tenpl e knew
it.
;& God had finally cone through.

-S1'1

N Reverend Dam an shoved the blazing torch into

Josenj Sffiine's

face and screaned, "0 God Al m ghty, burn away the

evil inthis sinful child,"” and the congregation roared



" Amen! "

And Josephine could feel the flame |icking at her face and
t he

Reverend Dam an yelled out, "Help this sinner exorcise the
Devil, 0 God. W will pray himout, we will burn himout,
we will drown himout," and hands grabbed Josephi ne, and
her face was suddenly plunged into a wooden tub of cold
wat er, and she was held under while voices chanted into

t he

ni ght air, beseeching the Alm ghty One for H s help, and
Josephi ne struggled to get | oose, fighting for breath, and
when

they finally pulled her out, half-conscious, the Reverend
Dam an decl ared, "W thank you, sweet Jesus, for your
mercy.

She is saved! She is saved!" And there was great

rej oi cing, and

everyone was raised in spirit. Except Josephi ne, whose
headaches

becane worse.
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"I'"ve gotten you a booking in Las Vegas," Cifton Law ce
told Toby. "I've arranged for Dick Landry to work on

ur act. He's die best nightclub director in the business."”
"Fant astic! Wiich hotel ? The Fl am ngo? The Thunder -

d?"

"The Casis."

"The Qasis)" Toby |looked at Ciff to see if he was

ang. "l never --"

. "1 know." diff smled. "You never heard of it. Fair
enough. They never heard of you. They're really not

booki ng

u--they're booking ne. They're taking ny word that
u're good."

"Don't worry," Toby promised. "I will be."

Toby broke the news to Alice Tanner about his Las

; gas booking just before he was to |eave. "I know you're
jug to be a big star,"” she said. "It's your tinme. They'l|
pre you, darling." She hugged himand said, "Wen do we



tvc, and what do | wear to the opening night of a young
m c genius?"

j, Toby shook his head ruefully. "I wish | could take you,
He. The trouble is I'lIl be working night and day thinking
a lot of new material."

She tried to conceal her disappointnent. "I understand."”
it held himtighter. "How long will you be gone?"

a "l don't know yet. You see, it's kind of an open

booki ng. "

She felt a small stab of worry, but she knew that she was
being silly. "Call ne the nonent you can," she said.
Toby ki ssed her and danced out the door.

It was as nough Las Vegas, Nevada, had been created

for the sole pleasure of Toby Tenple. He felt it the
nonent

he saw the town. It had a marvel ous kinetic energy that he
responded to, a pul sating power that matched the power
burning inside him Toby flewin wth O Hanl on and

Rai nger,

and when they arrived at the airport, a |inousine fromthe
Qasis Hotel was waiting for them It was Toby's first
taste

of the wonderful world that was soon to be his. He enjoyed
| eani ng back in the huge car and havi ng the chauffeur ask,
"Did you have a nice flight, M. Tenple?"

/'l was always the little people who could snell a success
even before it happened, Toby thought.

"It was the usual bore,"” Toby said carel essly. He caught
the smle that O Hanl on and Rai nger exchanged, and he
gririTh'd back at them He felt very close to them They
wer e

all a fam the best god dammed team i n show busi ness.

The Qasis was off the glanorous Strip, far renoved from
the nore fanous hotels. As the |inopusine approached the
hotel, Toby saw that it was not as large or as fancy as
trie

Fl am ngo or the Thunderbird, but it had sonmething better,
much better. It had a giant narquee in front that read:
OPENI NG SEPT. 4TH

LI LI WALLACE

TOBY TEMPLE

Toby's nane was in dazzling letters that seened a hundred



feet high. No sight was as beautiful as this in the whole
god dammed wor | d.

"Look at that!" he said in awe.

O Hanl on gl anced at the sign and said, "Yeah! How

about that? Lili Wallace!" And he | aughed. "Don't worry,
Toby. After the opening you'll be on top of her."

The manager of the Qasis, a m ddl e-aged, sallowfaced

man nanmed Parker, greeted Toby and personally escorted
himto his suite, fawning all the way. "I can't tell you
how
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pl eased we are to have you wwth us, M. Tenple. If there's
a anything at all you need--anything--just give ne a
call."

'Sg The wel cone, Toby realized, was for Cifton Law ence.
"I SThis was die first tinme the fabul ous agent had dei gned
to book

s'lieoe of hi(> clients into this hotel. The nmanager of
the Qasis

Al toped that now the hotel would get sonme of Lawrence's
fefcally big stars.

he The suite was enornous. It consisted of three bedroons,
IJifl, large living room a kitchen, a bar and a terrace.
On a table

ilia the living roomwere bottles of assorted |iquors,

fl owers

Il1jland a | arge bowl of fresh fruit and cheeses,

conpl i ments of

"Sjlithe managenent.

I1f-1 "1 hope this will be satisfactory, M. Tenple,"

Par ker

U sai d.

& Toby | ooked around and thought of all the dreary little
"fecockroach-ri dden fl eabag hotel roons he had h'i-;;d in.
" Yeah.

""|fs okay."

"M . Landry checked in an hour ago. |'ve arranged to

the Mrage Room for your rehearsal at three o'clock."
"Thanks. "

"Remenber, if there's anything at all you need --" And
I e manager bowed hi nsel f out.

Toby stood there, savoring his surroundi ngs. He was



g tolive in places like this for the rest of his life.
He

Id have it all -- the broads, the noney, the appl ause.

| BMostly the appl ause. People sitting out there | aughing
and

;g|jtheering and I oving him That was his food and dri nk.
He

Adid not need anything el se.

| S1

"Shs- Dick Landry was in his late twenties, a slight, thin
man

AW th an al opeci an head and | ong, graceful |egs. He had
started

Naut as a gypsy on Broadway and had graduated fromthe
it'l pehorus to | ead dancer to choreographer to director.
Landry

"K'ihad taste and a sense of what an audi ence wanted. He
coul d

rif Aot nake a bad act good, but he could make it | ook
good,

"A\VDd if he was given a good act, he could nmake it
sensati onal .

A Until ten days ago, Landry had never heard of Toby
Tenpl e,

3<i8nd the only reason Landry had cut into his frantic
schedul e

| JSBB conme to Las Vegas and stage Tenple's act was because
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Toby dropped his spoon. "A thousand a week? That's
fantastic. Adiff!"

"And |'ve had a couple of feelers fromthe Thunderbird
and the El Rancho Hotel ."

"Al ready?" Toby asked, el ated.

"Don't wet your pants. It's just to play the |ounge." He

smled. "It's the old story, Toby. To ne you're a
headl i ner,

and to you you're a headliner -- but to a headliner, are
you a

headl i ner?" He stood up. "I have to catch a plane to New
York. I'mflying to London tonorrow. "

"London? When will you be back?"
"I'n a few weeks." difton | eaned forward and said, "Listen



to ne, dear boy. You have two nore weeks here. Treat it

| i ke a school. Every night you're up on that stage, | want
you

to figure out how you can be better. |'ve persuaded

O Hanl on

and Rai nger not to |leave. They're willing to work with you

day and night. Use them Landry will cone back weekends

to see how everything is going."

"Right," Toby said. "Thanks, Cdiff."

"Ch, | alnost forgot,"” difton Lawence said casually.

He pulled a small package from his pocket and handed it to
Toby.

Inside was a pair of beautiful dianmond cufflinks. They
were in the shape of a star.

Whenever Toby had sone free tine, he rel axed around

the |l arge swi mm ng pool at the back of the hotel. There
wer e

twenty-five girls in the show and there were al ways a
dozen

or so fromthe chorus line in bathing suits, sunning

t hensel ves.

They appeared in the hot noon air |ike |ate-bl oom ng

fl owers, one nore beautiful than the next. Toby had never
had trouble getting girls, but what happened to hi m now
was a totally new experience. The showgirls had never
hear d

of Toby Tenple before, but his nane was up in lights on
t he

mar quee. That was enough. He was a Star, and they fought
each other for the privilege of going to bed with him

The next two weeks were marvel ous for Toby. He woul d
wake up around noon, have breakfast in the dining room
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ere he was kept busy signing autographs and then rehearse
an hour or two. Afterward, he would pick one or two

the | ong-| egged beauties around the pool and they woul d
up to his suite for an afternoon ronp in bed.

And Toby | earned sonet hing new. Because of the

npy costunes the girls wore, they had to get rid of their
1)ic hair. But they waxed it in such a way that only a



curly

Ip of hair was left in the center of the nound, naking the
:ning nore avail abl e.

"It's i ke an aphrodisiac," one of the girls confided to
by. "A few hours in a pair of tight pants and a girl
becones

havi ng nynphomani ac. "

Toby did not bother to |learn any of their nanmes. They

re all "baby" or "honey", and they becane a nmarvel ous,

I suous blur of thighs and |ips and eager bodi es.

During the final week of Toby's engagenent at the

sis, he had a visitor. Toby had finished the first show
and

5in his dressing room creamng off his nmakeup, when

di ni ng room captai n opened the door and said in hushed
ies, "M. A Caruso would like you to join his table."

Al Caruso was one of the big nanes in Las Vegas. He

ned one hotel outright, and it was runored that he had

hts in two or three others. It was al so runored that he

I mob connections, bur that was no concern of Toby's.

lat was inportant was that if A Caruso liked him Toby
lid get bookings in Las Vegas for the rest of his life. He
rriedly finished dressing and went into the dining roomto
et Caruso.

Al Caruso was a short man in his fifties with gray hair,
nkling, soft brown eyes and a little paunch. He rem nded
by of a mniature Santa C aus. As Toby cane up to the

|l e, Caruso rose, held out his hand, smled warmy and

i, "Al Caruso. Just wanted to tell you what | think of

», Toby. Pull up a chair."

There were two other nen at Caruso's table, dressed in

k suits. They were both burly, sipped Coca-Colas and did

t say a word during the entire neeting. Toby never | earned
i r nanes. Toby usually had his dinner after the first

show.

was ravenous now, but Caruso had obviously just finished
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earing, and Toby did not want to appear to be nore
I nt erested

in food than in his neeting with the great nan.
"I"'minpressed wth you, kid," Caruso said. "Real

| npressed. "



And he beaned at Toby with those m schi evous

brown eyes.

"Thanks, M. Caruso," Toby said happily. "That neans
alot to ne.”

"Call me Al."
"Yes, sir--A."
"You got a future, Toby. |I've seen 'emcone and |'ve

seen 'emgo. But the ones with talent last a long tine.
You

got talent.”

Toby could feel a pleasant warnth suffusing his body.

He fleetingly debated whether to tell Al Caruso to discuss
business with Cifton Lawence; but Toby decided it m ght
be better if he made the deal hinself. If Caruso is this
excited

about ne, Toby thought, | can make a better deal than
aiff.

Toby dedded he would Il et Al Caruso nmake the first offer
and then he would do sone hard bargai ni ng.

"I al nost wet ny pants,” Caruso was telling him "That
nonkey routine of yours is the runniest thing |I ever
heard. "

"Coming fromyou, that's a real conplinent," Toby

said with sincerity.

The little Santa Cl aus eyes were filled with tears of

| aughter. He took out a white sil k handkerchi ef and w ped
them away. He turned to his two escorts. "Did | say he's a
funny man?"

The two nmen nodded.

Al Caruso turned back to Toby. "Tell you why | cane

to see you, Toby."

This was the magi cal nonent, his entrance into the big
time. Cdifton Lawence was off in Europe sonewhere, making
deal s for has-been clients when he shoul d have been here

making this deal. Well, Lawence woul d have a real
surprise

In store for himwhen he returned.

Toby | eaned forward and said, smling engagingly, "I'm
listening, Al ."

"MIlie | oves you."
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Toby blinked, sure that he had m ssed sonething. The



man was wat ching him his eyes tw nkling.
"I -- I"'msorry," Toby said, in confusion. "Wat did you

Al Caruso smled warmy. "MIlie |oves you. She told

MIlie? Could that be Caruso's wife? H s daughter? Toby
ted to speak, but Al Caruso interrupted.

"She's a great kid. | been keepin' her for three, four
»." He turned to the other two nmen. "Four years?"

They nodded.

Al Caruso turned back to Toby. "I love that girl, Toby.
really crazy about her."

Toby could feel the blood beginning to drain fromhis

t "M. Caruso--"

Al Caruso said, "MIlie and ne got a deal. | don't cheat
icr except with ny wife, and she don't cheat on nme unl ess
tdls ne." He beaned at Toby, and this tinme Toby saw
et hi ng beyond the cherubic smle that turned his bl ood
e.

"M. Caruso--"

"You know sonet hing', Toby? You're the first guy she
Acheated on nme with." He turned to the two nen at the
fc "lIs that the honest truth?"

They nodded.

When Toby spoke, his voice was trenmbling. "I -- | swear
tod I didn't know MIlie was your girlfriend. If | had
even

wied it, I wouldn't have touched her. | wouldn't have
ewthin a mle of her, M. Caruso --"

The Santa C aus beaned at him "A. Call nme A ."

t"Al." It cane out as a croak. Toby could feel the per-
ation running down under his arns. "Look, Al ," he said.
l-- 1'"1l never see her again. Ever. Believe nme, | --"
Caruso was staring at him "Hey! | don't think you were
fang to ne."

Toby swal | owed. "Yes. Yes, | was. | heard every word

said. And you don't ever have to worry about --
"I said the kid | oves you. If she wants you, then | want
to have you. | want her to be happy. Understand?"

down Toby's back. But it was all right. Caruso was beam ng
and saying, "You were great tonight, Toby, really great."
Toby began to relax. "It was a good audi ence.”

Caruso's brown eyes tw nkled and he said, "You nade
them a good audi ence, Toby. | told you -- you got talent."



"Thanks, Al." He wi shed they would all |eave, so he
could be on his way.

"You work hard," Al Caruso said. He turned to his

two lieutenants. "Did | say | never seen nobody work so
har d?"

The two nen nodded.

Caruso turned back to Toby. "Hey--MIlie was kinda

upset you didn't call her. | told her it was because you
was

wor kin' so hard."

"That's right,"” Toby said quickly. "I'mglad you
under st and.

A"

Al smled benignly. "Sure. But you know what | don't

under stand? You didn't call to find out what tine the
weddi ng

Is."

"I was going to call in the norning."

Al Caruso | aughed and said chidingly, "FromL.A ?"

Toby felt a small pang of anxiety. "What are you talking
about, Al ?"

Caruso regarded himreproachfully. "You got your suitcases
all packed in there." He pinched Toby's cheek playfully.
"I told you I'd kill anyone who hurt MIllie."

"Wait a mnute! Honest to God, | wasn't--"

"You're a good kid, but you're stupid, Toby. | guess
that's part of being' a genius, huh?"

Toby stared at the chubby, beam ng countenance, not
knowi ng what to say.

"You gotta believe ne," Al Caruso said warmy, "I'm

your friend. | wanna nmake sure nofhin' bad happens to you.
For MIlie's sake. But if you won't listen to ne, what can
I

do? You know how you get a nule to pay attenti on?"

Toby shook his head dunbly.

"First, you hit it over the head with a two-by-four."

Toby felt fear rising in his throat.

"Whi ch is your good arn?" Caruso asked.
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"My -- ny right one,"” Toby nunbl ed.
Caruso nodded genially and funed to the two nen. "Break
e said.



From out of nowhere, a tire iron appeared in the hands
e of the nmen. The two of them began closing in on

. The river of fear becane a sudden flood that made
hol e body shake.
"For Christ's sake,
can't do this."
One of the nen hit himhard in the stomach. In the next
d, Toby felt excruciating pain as the tire iron slamed
st his right arm shattering bones. He fell to the
flooring in an unbearable agony. He tried to scream but he
1 not catch his breath. Through tear-filled eyes, he

| ooked

ad saw Al Caruso standing over him smling.

"Have | got your attention?" Caruso asked softly.

Toby nodded, in tornent.

"Good, " Caruso said. He turned to one of the nen.

:n up his pants.”

The man | eaned down and unzi pped Toby's fly. He took

are iron and flicked out Toby's penis.

Caruso stood Acre a nonent, |ooking down at it. "You're
ky man, Toby. You're really hung."

Toby was filled with a dread such as he had never known.

, God ... please ... don't... don't do it to nme," he

sed.

"I wouldn't hurt you," Caruso told him"As |ong as

re good to MIlie, you're ny friend. If she ever tells ne
did anything to hurt her--anything--you understand

" He nudged Toby's broken armwith & toe of his shoe
Toby screaned aloud. "I'm glad we understand each

r," Caruso beaned. "The wedding is at one o'clock."
Caruso's voice was fading in and out as Toby felt hinself
ring into unconsci ousness. But he knew he had to hang on.
can't," he whinpered. "My arm.."

"Don't worry about that," Al Caruso said. "There's a doc
us way up to take care of you. He's gonna set your arm
gi ve you sone stuff so you won't feel no pain. The boys
be here tonmorrow to pick you up. You be ready, huh?"

Toby lay there in a nightmare of agony, staring up at
Santa Claus's smling face, unable to believe that any of
this

was really happening. He saw Caruso's foot noving toward
hi s

arm agai n.

"S -- sure," Toby noaned. "I'll be ready..."

Toby heard hinself say, inanely.



And he | ost consci ousness.
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The wedding, a gala event, was held in the ballroom of

Morocco Hotel. It seened that half of Las Vegas was
?. There were entertainers and owners fromall the other
ds and showgirls and, in the center of it all, A Caruso

I a couple dozen of his friends, quiet, conservatively

dr essed

», nmost of whom did not drink. There were | avish arrange-
Its of Sowers everywhere, strolling nusicians, a gargantuan
Eet and two fountains that flowed chanpagne. Al Caruso
taken care of everything.

Everyone synpathized with the groom whose arm was

| cast as a result of an accidental fall down sone stairs.
But

f all comrented on what a marvel ous-1 ooki ng couple the

|l e and groom made and what a wonderful wedding it was.
Toby had been in such a daze fromthe opiates that the
tor had given himthat he had wal ked t hrough the cerenony
ost oblivious to what was going on. Then, as the drugs

an to wear off and the pain began to take hold again, the
er and hate fl ooded back into him He wanted to scream

to everyone in the roomthe unspeakable hum liation that
been forced upon him

Toby turned to |look at his bride across the room He
enbered MIlie now She was a pretty girl in her twenties,
X honey-bl onde hair and a good figure. Toby recalled that
had | aughed | ouder than the others at his stories and had
wed hi m around. Sonet hing el se cane back to himtoo.

| was one of the few who had refused to go to bed with
him which had only served to whet Toby's appetite. It was
all com ng back to himnow.

"I'"mcrazy about you," he had said. "Don't you |like ne?"
"OF course | do," she had replied. "But | have a
boyfriend."

Wiy hadn't he listened to her! Instead, he had coaxed
her up to his roomfor a drink and then had started
telling her



funny stories. MIlie was |aughing so hard that she hardly
noti ced what Toby was doing until he had her undressed and
i n bed.

"Pl ease, Toby,'' she had begged. "Don't. My boyfriend

will be angry.”

"Forget about him I'Il take care of the jerk later," Toby
had said. "I'mgoing to take care of you, now. "

They had had a wild night of |ovenmaking. In the norning,
when Toby had awakened, MIlie was |ying beside him

cryi ng.

In a benevol ent nood, Toby had taken her in his arnms and
said, "Hey, baby, what's the matter? Didn't you enjoy it?"
"You know | did. But--"

"Conme on, stop that," Toby had said. "I |ove you."

She had propped herself up on her el bows, |ooked into

his eyes and said, "Do you really, Toby? I nean reallyV
"Dammed right I do." Al she needed was what he would

give her right now It proved to be a real cheerer-upper.
She had watched himreturn fromthe shower, toweling

his still wet hair and humm ng snatches of his thene song.
Happy, she had smiled and said, "I think I |oved you from
the first nmonent | saw you, Toby."

"Hey, that's wonderful. Let's order breakfast."

And that had been the end of that.... Until now Because
of a stupid broad he had fucked only one night, his whole
life

was turned topsyturvy.

Now, Toby stood there, watching MIlie com ng toward
himin her long, white wedding gown, smling at him and
he cursed hinself and he cursed his cock and he cursed the
day he was born.

In the linpbusine, the man in die front seat chuckled and
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aid admringly, "I sure gotta hand it to you, boss. The
poor

astard never knew what hit him"

Caruso smled benignly. It had worked out well. Ever

Ince his wife, who had the tenper of a virago, had found
out

bout his affair with MIlie, Caruso had known that he
woul d

ave to find a way to get rid of the blonde showgirl.



"Remnd nme to see that he treats MIlie good," Caruso

lid softly.

Toby and MIlie noved into a small honme in Benedict

;anyon. I n the beginning, Toby spent hours schem ng about
ays to get out of his marriage. He would nmake MIlie so

| i serable that she would ask for a divorce. O he would
frame

er with another guy and then demand a divorce. O he would
nply | eave her and defy Caruso to do sonething about it.

ut he changed his mnd after a talk with D ck Landry, the
[rector.

They were having lunch at the Bel Air Hotel a few weeks
"l er the wedding, and Landry asked, "How well do you

real ly

now Al Caruso?"

Toby | ooked at him "Wy ? "

"Don't get mxed up with him Toby. He's a killer. "1l

Il you sonmething I know for a fact. Caruso's kid brother
tarried a nineteen-year-old girl fresh out of a convent. A
sas later, the kid caught his wife in bed with some guy.
He

ild Al about it."

Toby was |istening, his eyes fastened on Landry. "Wat

| ppened?”

"Caruso's goons took a neat cleaver and cut off the guy's
ack. They soaked it in gasoline and set it on fire while

t he

?y watched. Then they left himto bleed to death.™

Toby renenbered Caruso saying. Open up his pants, and

we hard hands funbling » his ripper, and Toby broke out in
cold sweat. He felt suddenly sick to his stomach. He knew
wwth an awful certainty that there was no escape.

Josephi ne found an escape when she was ten. It was a

w to another world where she could hide fromher nother's
m shment and the constant threat of HeU-fire and
Danmnmat i on.

/( was a world filled with magi c and beauty. She woul d
sit in the darkened novie house hour after hour and watch
t he

gl anor ous people on the screen. They all lived in
beauti f ul



houses and wore | ovely clothes, and they were all so
happy.

And Josephine thought, | will go to Holl ywod, one day and
live |ike that. She hoped that her nother would
under st and.

Her not her believed that novies were the thoughts of

the Devil, so Josephine had to sneak away to the theater,
usi ng noney she earned by baby-sitting. The picture that was
pl ayi ng

today was a | ove story, and Josephine | eaned forward in
j oyous anticipation as it began. The credits cane on
first. They

read, "Produced by Sam Wnters".
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There were days when Sam Wnters felt as though he

sre running a lunatic asyluminstead of a notion-picture
idio, and that all the inmates were out to get him This
I's one of those days, for the crises were piled a foot

hi gh.

here had been another fire at the studi o the night

bef ore- -

e fourth; the sponsor of "My Man Friday" had been insulted
the star of the series and wanted to cancel the show, Bert
rcstone, the studi o' s boy-genius director, had shut down
eduction in the mddle of a five-mllion-dollar picture;
and

ssie Brand had wal ked out on a picture that was schedul ed
start shooting in a few days.

k/ The fire marshal and the studio conptroller were in
Sam s

i ce

"How bad was last night's fire?" Sam asked.

The conmptroller said, "The sets are a total |oss, M.
jmers. We're going to have to rebuild Stage Fifteen
conetely.

Sixteen is fixable, but it will take us three nonths."
"We haven't got three nonths," Sam snapped. "Get on

e phone and rent sone space at CGol dwyn. Use this weekend
start building new sets. CGet everybody noving."

He turned to the fire marshal, a man nanmed Reilly, who

m nded Sam of George Bancroft, the actor.

"Sonmebody sure as hell don't like you, M. Wnters,"



ally said. "Each fire has been a dear case of arson. Have
| | checked on grunts?"

Gunts were disgruntled enpl oyees who had been recently
cd or felt they had a grievance against their enpbyer.
"We've gone through all the personnel files tw ce," Sam
replied. "W haven't cone up with a thing."

"Whoever is setting these babies knows exactly what he's
doing. He's using a tuning device attached to a honenade
i ncendiary. He could be an electrician or a nechanic."
"Thanks," Samsaid. "I'l|l pass that on."

"Roger Tapp is calling from Tahiti."

"Put himon," Sam said. Tapp was the producer of "M

Man Friday", the television series being shot in Tahiti,
starring

Tony Fl etcher.

"What's the problen?" Sam asked.

"You won't fucking believe this, Sam Philip Heller, the
chai rman of the board of the conpany that's sponsoring the
show, is visiting here with his famly. They wal ked on the
set

yesterday afternoon, and Tony Fletcher was in the mddle
of a

scene. He turned to themand insulted them"

"What did he say?"

"He told themto get off his island.”

"Jesus Christ!"

"That's who he thinks he is. Heller's so nad he wants to
cancel the series.”

"Cet over to Heller and apologize. Do it right now Tell

hi m Tony Fletcher's having a nervous breakdown. Send Ms.

Hel l er flowers, take themto dinner. |I'll talk to Tony

FI et cher

nysel f. "

The conversation lasted thirty mnutes. It began with Sam
saying, "Hear this, you stupid cock sucker " and ended
wi t h,

"I love you, too, baby. I'Il fly over there to see you as
soon as

| can get away. And for CGod's sake, Tony, don't lay Ms.
Hel ler!"

The next problemwas Bert Firestone, the boy-genius



director who was breaking Pan-Pacific Studios. Firestone's
picture, There's Al ways Tonorrow, had been shooting for a
hundred and ten days, and was nore than a mllion dollars
over budget. Now Bert Firestone had shut the production
down, which neant that, besides the stars, there were a
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hundred and fifty extras sitting around on their asses
doi ng

nothing. Bert Firestone. Athirty-year-old whiz kid who
came

fromdirecting prize-wnning television shows at a Chi cago
station to directing novies in Hollywod. Firestone's
first three

"notion pictures had been mld successes, but his fourth
one

. had been a box-office smash. On the basis of that

noney| maker, he had becone a hot property. Sam renenbered his
first meeting wwth him Firestone | ooked a

not -yetready-to- shave fifteen. He was a pale, shy nman with
bl ack horned-ri nmed

gl asses that conceal ed tiny, nyopic pink eyes. Sam had
felt

} sorry for the kid. Firestone had not known anyone in
Hol | y-

;wood, so Sam had gone out of his way to have himto

di nner

I and to see that he was invited to parties. Wen they had
first

Jdi scussed There's Al ways Tonorrow, Firestone was very
Srespectful. He told Samthat he was eager to learn. He
hung

‘on every word that Sam said. He could not have agreed
nor e

Jwith Sam If he were signed for this picture, he told
Sam he

jwoul d certainly lean heavily on M. Wnters's expertise.

t That was before Firestone signed the contract. After he
| ai gned it, he nade Adolf Hitler |ook |ike Al bert
Schwei t zer

| The Iittle appl e-cheeked kid turned into a killer
over ni ght.

| | Ke cut off all comrunication. He conpletely ignored



Sam s

toasting suggestions, insisted on totally rewiting a fine
scri pt

| tfaat Sam had approved, and he changed nost of the
shoot i ng

| tocal es that had al ready been agreed upon. Sam had want ed
| o throw himoff the picture, but the New York office had
told

| Bo-- ., ™ patient. Rudol ph Hergershorn, the president of
| pany, was hypnotized by the enornpus grosses on

le's |ast novie. So Sam had been forced to sit tight
nothing. It seenmed to himthat Firestone's arrogance

ly by day. He would sit quietly through a production

, and when all the experienced departnent heads had
speaki ng, Firestone woul d begi n choppi ng down everyn
gritted his teeth and bore it. In no tinme at all

Fi required

t he nicknanme of the Enperor, and when his

rs were not calling himthat, they referred to himas

ck from Chi cago. Sonebody said about him "He's a
irodite. He t»uld probably fuck hinself and give birth

- headed nonster."

| *cm in the mddle of shooting, Fircstone had cl osed
down the conpany.

Sam went over to see Devlin Kelly, the head of the art
departnent. "Gve it to ne fast," Sam sai d.

"Right. Kid Prick ordered --"

"Cut that out. It's M. Firestone."

"Sorry. M. Firestone asked ne to build a castle set for
him He drew the sketches hinself. You okayed them"
"They were good. \Wat happened ? "

"What happened was that we built himexactly what the
little -- what he wanted, and when he took a ook at it
yest er day,

he decided he didn't want it anynore. A half-mllion
bucks down the --"

“I''l'l talk to him" Sam sai d.

Bert Firestone was outside, in back of Stage Twentyt hree,
pl ayi ng basketball with the crew. They had rigged up

a court and had painted in boundary |lines and put up two
basket s.

Sam stood there, watching a nonent. The ganme was

costing the studio two thousand dollars an hour. "Bert!"



Fi restone turned, saw Sam sm | ed and waved. The bal
came to him he dribbled it, feinted, and sank a basket.
Then

he strolled over to Sam "How are things?" As though
not hi ng

wer e W ong.

As Sam | ooked at the boyish, smling young face, it
occurred to himthat Bert Firestone was a psycho.

Tal ent ed,

maybe even a genius, but a certifiable lunatic. And five
mllion

dollars of the conpany's noney was in his hands.

"I hear there's a problemw th the new set,"” Sam sai d.
"Let's straighten it out."

Bert Firestone smiled lazily and said, "There's nothing
to straighten out, Sam The set won't work."

Sam expl oded. "What the hell are you tal ki ng about?

We gave you exactly what you ordered. You did the sketches
yoursel f. Now you tell nme what's wwong with it!"
Firestone | ooked at hi mand blinked. "Wy, there's
nothing wong with it. It's just that |'ve changed ny

m nd.

| don't want a castle. |'ve decided that's not the right
anbi ence.
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Do you know what | nmean? Tins is Ellen and Mke's farewel |
gcene. I'd like to have Ellen cone to visit Mke on the
deck

<rfhis ship as he's getting ready to sail."

% ~ Sam stared at him "W don't have a ship set, Bert."

. Bert Firestone stretched his arns and smled lazily and
| »aid, "Build one for ne, Sam"

{:”

"Sure, |'mpissed off, too," Rudol ph Hergershom said,

Aver the | ong-distance line, "but you can't replace him
Sam

W'te in too deep now. W have no stars in the picture.
Ber t

Firestone's our star."

A "Do you know how far over the budget he's -- ?"

[ "I know. And |ike Goldwyn said, '"I'll never use the son
af a bitch again, until | need him' W need himto finish



this

[ cture."”

F1" "It's a m stake,"” Sam argued. "He shouldn't be all owed
|| 0 get away with this.”

r "Sam-- do you like the stuff Firestone has shot so
far?"

s Sam had to be honest. "It's great.”

f' "Build himhis ship."

"The set was ready in ten days, and Bert Firestone put
There's Al ways Tonorrow conpany back into production.
umed out to be the top grosser of the year.

(; The next problem was Tessi e Brand.

Tessie was the hottest singer in show business. It had
been a coup when Sam Wnters had nanaged to sign her to
<t three-picture deal at Pan-Pacific Studios. Wile the
ot her
| tudi os were negotiating with Tessie's agents, Sam had
quietly
town to New York, seen Tessie's show and taken her out to
topper afterward. The supper had |l asted until seven
o' cl ock
the foll ow ng norning.

Tessie Brand was one of the ugliest girls Sam had ever
Seen, and probably the nost talented. It was the tal ent

t hat

won out. The daughter of a Brooklyn tailor, Tessie had
never

had a singing lesson in her life. But when she wal ked onto
a

stage and began belting out a song in a voice that rocked
t he

rafters, audiences went wild. Tessie had been an
under st udy

in a flop Broadway nusical that had | asted only six weeks.
On closing night, the ingenue made the m stake of phoning
in

sick and staying hone. Tessie Brand nmade her debut that
eveni ng, singing her heart out to the sprinkling of people
in

t he audi ence. Anbng them happened to be Paul Varrick, a

Br oadway producer. He starred Tessie in his next nusical.
She turned the show, which was fair, into a smash. The
critics



ran out of superlatives trying to describe the incredible,
ugly

Tessi e and her amazing voice. She recorded her first
singl e

record. Overnight it becanme nunber one. She did an al bum
and it sold two mllion copies in the first nonth. She was
Queen M das, for everything she touched turned to gol d.

Br oadway producers and record conpani es were nmaking their
fortunes with Tessie Brand, and Hol |l ywood wanted in on the
action. Their enthusiasm di nmed when they got a | ook at
Tessie's face, but her box-office figures gave her an
irresistible

beauty.

After spendiag five mnutes with her, Sam knew how he

was goi ng to haadl e her.
"What mekes nme nervous,'

Tessi e confessed to Sam t he

first night they net, "is how |I'm gonna | ook on that great
bi g
scree". I'mugly enough life-sized, right? Al the-studios
tell

are i hey can make nme | ook beautiful, but |I think that's a
| oad

of horse shit."

"It is a load of horse shit,"” Sam said. Tessie | ooked at
himin surprise. "Don't |let anyone try to change you,
Tessi e.

They' Il ruin you."

"Yeah?"

"When MGM si gned Danny Thonmas, Louie Mayer

wanted himto get a nose job. Instead, Danny quit the

st udi o.

He knew that what he had to sell was hinself. That's'v/hat
you have to sell -- Tessie Brand, not sone plastic

st ranger up

t here. ™

"You're the first one who's leveled wth ne,
"You're a real Mensch. You married?"

"No," Sam said

"Do you fool around?”

j am | aughed. "Never with singers -- | have no ear."

"You woul dn't need an ear." Tessie smled. "I like you."

Tessi e sai d.
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"Do you like ne well enough to nake sone novies with

(. me?"
She | ooked at himand said, "Yeah."
"Wonderful. I'll work out the deal with your agent."

She stroked Samis hand and said, "Are you sure you
n't fool around?”

Tessie Brand's first two pictures went through the
box8| of fi ce

roof . She received an Acadeny nom nation for the first
gone and was awarded the gol den Gscar for the second.
AAudi ences all over the world lined up at notion-picture
|"tfaeaters to see Tessie and to hear that incredible
voi ce. She

| had everything. She was funny, she could sing and she
coul d

pet. Her ugliness turned out to be an asset, because
audi ences

|"identified wwth it. Tessie Brand becane a surrogate for
all the

| unattractive, the unloved, the unwanted.

|' Tessie married the leading man in her first picture,

I Mvorced himafter the retakes and nmarried the | eading
man

gin her next picture. Sam had heard runors that this
marri age

| t 0o was sinking, but Hollywood was a hotbed of gossip. He
|'gaid no attention, for he felt that it was none of his
busi ness.

As it turned our, he was m staken.

Sam was tal king on the phone to Barry Herman, Tessie's

nt. "What's the problem Barry?"

"Tessie's new picture. She's not happy, Sam'

Samfelt his tenper rising. "Hold it! Tessie approved

; producer, the director and the shooting script. W've

got ; sets built and we're ready to roll. There's no way she
can

1k away now. |I'IIl --
|y; "She doesn't want to wal k away."

' Sam was taken aback. "Wat the hell does she want ?"
"She wants a new producer on the picture.”

Sam yell ed into the phone. "She what?"

H "Ral ph Dastin doesn't understand her."



"Dastin's one of the best producers in the business. She's
<y to have him"

"I couldn't agree with you nore, Sam But the cheny's
wrong. She won't meke the picture unless he's out.”
"She's got a contract, Barry."

"I know that, sweetheart. And, believe ne, Tessie has
every intention of honoring it. As long as she's
physically able.

It's just that she gets nervous when she's unhappy and she
can't seemto renmenber her |ines."

“I'"l'l call you back," Sam said savagely. He slamed down
t he phone.

The god dammed bitch! There was no reason to fire

Dasrin fromthe picture. He had probably refused to go to
bed with her, or sonething equally ridiculous. He said to
Ludl l e, "Ask Ral ph Dastin to conme up here.”

Ral ph Dastin was an am able man in his fifties. He had
started as a witer and had eventual ly becone a producer.
H s novies had taste and charm

"Ral ph," Sam began, "I don't know how to --"

Dastin held up his hand. "You don't have to say it, Sam

| was on nmy way up here to tell you I"mquitting."

"What the hell's going on?" Sam denmanded.

Dastin shrugged. "Qur star's got an itch. She wants
soneone

else to scratch it."

"You nmean she has your replacenent already picked

out ?"

"Jesus, where have you been -- on Mars? Don't you read

t he gossi p col ums?"

“"Not if I can help it. Wi is he?"

"I't"s not a he."

Sam sat down, slowy. "Wat?"

"It's the costune designer on Tessie's picture. Her ..nane
is Barbara Carter -- like the little liver pills.”

"Are you sure about this?" Sam asked.

"You're the only one in the entire Western Hem sphere

who doesn't know it."

Sam shook his head. "I always thought Tessie was
straight."

"Sam |ife's a cafeteria. Tessie's a hungry girl."

"Well, I"mnot about to put a god dammed fenmal e costune
designer in chargeof a four-mllion-dollar picture.™
Dastin grinned. "You just said the wong thing."



"What does that mean?"
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"It nmeans that part of Tessie's pitch is that wonen aren't
given a fair chance in this business. Your little star has
becone

very fem ni st-m nded."

; "l won't do it," Sam said.

; "Suit'yourself. But I'Il give you sone free advice. It's
pie only way you're ever going to get this picture nade."

; Sam tel ephoned Barry Herman. "Tell Tessie that Ral ph
toasrin wal ked off Ae picture,"” Sam said.

(; "She'll be pleased to hear that."

I Samgritted his teeth, then asked, "D d she have anyone
;else in mnd to produce the picture?”

"As a matter of fact, she did," Herman said snoothly.
."Tessi e has discovered a very talented young girl who she
>feels is ready for a challenge like this. Under the

gui dance of

''sonmeone as brilliant as you, Sam --"

"Cut out the commercial," Samsaid. "Is that the bottom
di ne?"

"I'"'mafraid it is, Sam |'msorry."

Barbara Carter had a pretty face and a good figure and,
as far as Samcould tell, was conpletely fem nine. He
wat ched

Bi er as she took a seat on the | eather couch in his office
and

daintily crossed her long, shapely |egs. Wien she spoke,
her

Voi ce sounded a trifle husky, but that may have been
because

Sam was | ooking for sone kind of sign. She studied him
with

I goft gray eyes and said, "I seemto be in a terrible
spot, M.

Wnters. | had no intention of putting anyone out of work.
And yet" -- she raised her hands helplessly -- "M ss Brand

says she sinply won't nake the picture unless | produce
it.

What do you think | should do?"

For an instant, Samwas tenpted to tell her. Instead, he



said, "Have you had any experience with show busi ness- -
(besi des being a costune designer?"

"lI'"ve ushered, and |'ve seen |ots of novies."

Terrific! "What makes M ss Brand think you can produce

a notion picture?"

It was as though Sam had touched a hi dden spri ng.

Bar bara Carter was suddenly full of aninmation. "Tessie and
I
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have tal ked a | or about this picture.” No nore "M ss
Brand",

Sam noticed. "I feel there are a lot of things wong with
t he

script, and when | pointed themout to her, she agreed
with

me. "

"Do you think you know nore about witing a script than
an Acadeny Award-wi nning witer who's done half a dozen
successful picturts and Broadway plays?"

"Ch, no, M. Wnters! | just think | know nore about
wonen." The gray eyes were harder now, the tone a little
tougher. "Don't you think it's ridiculous for nmen to

al ways

be witing wonen's parts? Only we really know how we feel.
Doesn't that make sense to you?"

Samwas tired of the ganme. He knew he was going to

hire her, and he hated hinself for it, but he was running
a

studio, and his job was to see that pictures got nade. I|f
Tessi e Brand wanted her pet squirrel to produce this

pi cture,

Sam woul d start ordering nuts. A Tessie Brand picture
coul d

easily nean a profit of fromtwenty to thirty mllion
dol | ars.

Besi des, Barbara Carter couldn't do anything to really
hur t

the picture. Not now. It was too close to shooting for any
maj or changes to be nade.

"You' ve convinced ne," Samsaid, with irony. "You've

got the job. Congratul ations."”



The follow ng norning, the Holl ywood Reporter and

Vari ety announced on their front pages that Barbara Carter
was produci ng the new Tcssie Brand novie. As Sam started
to throw the papers in his wastebasket, a small item at

t he

bottom of the page caught his eye: "toby tenple signed
for |ounge at tahoe hotel."

Toby Tenple. Sam renenbered the eager young comnc

in uniform and the nmenory brought a smle to Sam s face.
Sam made a nental note to see his act if Tenple ever

pl ayed

i n town.

He wondered why Toby Tenpl e had never gotten in

touch with him

13

In a strange way, it was MIlie who was responsi ble for
"oby Tenple's rise to stardom Before their marriage, he
ad been just another up-and-com ng com c, one of dozens.

I nce the weddi ng, a new ingredient had been added: hatred.
"oby had been forced into a marriage with a girl he

despi sed,

nd there was such rage in himthat he could have killed
her

"ith his bare hands.

Al t hough Toby did not realize it, MIlie was a wonderful,
evoted wi fe. She adored himand did everything she could
to

| ease him She decorated the house in Benedict Canyon, and
id it beautifully. But the nore MIllie tried to pl ease
Toby,

;ie nore he |loathed her. He was always neticulously polite
toer, careful never to do or say anything that m ght upset
her

enough to call Al Caruso. As long as he |ived, Toby woul d
not

Myet the awful agony of that tire iron smashing into his
arm

r the look on Al Caruso's face when he said, "If you ever
urt Mllie..."
V.

,' Because Toby could not take out his aggressions on his
Rife, he turned his fury on his audi ences. Anyone who
rattl ed



dish, or rose to go to the washroomor dared to talk while
A"oby was on stage was the instant object of a savage
tirade.

j Cby dealt it with such wi de-eyed, naive charmthat the
Adi ences adored it, and when Toby ri pped apart sone

hapl ess

ictim people |laughed until they cried. The conbi nation of
gg i nnocent, guileless face and his w cked, funny tongue
made

tai irresistible. He could say the nost outrageous things
and

get away with them It becane a mark of distinction to be
singled out for a tongue |ashing by Toby Tenple. It never
even occurred to his victins that Toby neant every word he
said. Where before Toby had been just another prom sing
young conedi an, now he becane the tal k of the

ent ert ai nnent

circuit.
When Cifton Lawence returned from Europe, he was
amazed to learn that Toby had married a showgirl. It had

seened out of character, but when he asked Toby about it,
Toby | ooked himin the eye and said, "Wat's there to
tell,

Adiff? 1 met MIlie, fell in love with her and that was
that."

Sonehow, it had not rung true. And there was sonething

el se that puzzled the agent. One day in his office,
Cifton told

Toby, "You're really getting hot. |'ve booked you into the
Thunderbird for a four-week gig. Two thousand a week."
"What about that tour?"

"Forget it. Las Vegas pays ten tinmes as nuch, and

ever ybody

will see your act."

"Cancel Vegas. CGet ne the tour."

Clifton | ooked at himin surprise. "But Las Vegas is --
"Get ne the tour." There was a note in Toby's voice
that difton Lawence had never heard before. It was not
arrogance or tenperanent; it was sonethi ng beyond that,
a deep, controlled rage.

What nmade it frightening was that it emanated froma
face that had grown nore genial and boyi sh than ever.

Fromthat tinme on, Toby was on the road constantly.



It was his only escape fromhis prison. He played

ni ght cl ubs

and theaters and auditoriuns, and when those booki ngs ran
out, he badgered difton Lawence to book himinto
col | eges.

Anywhere, to get away fromMIllie.

The opportunities to go to bed with eager, attractive
wonen were limtless. It was the sanme in every town. They
waited in Toby's dressing room before and after the show
and waylaid himin his hotel | obby.

Toby went to bed with none of them He thought of the
man's peni s being hacked off and set on fire and Al Caruso
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saying to Toby, You're really hung... | wouldn't hurt you.
You're ny friend. As long as you're good to Mllie ...

And Toby turned all the wonen away.

"I"'min love with ny wife,” he would say shyly. And they
believed himand admred himfor it, and the word spread,
as Toby nmeant it to spread: Toby Tenple did not fool

ar ound;

he was a real famly man.

But the lovely, nubile young girls kept com ng after him
and the nore Toby refused, the nore they wanted him And
Toby was so hungry for a wonan that he was in constant
physical pain. H's groin ached so nuch that sonetines it
was

difficult for himto work. He started to nmasturbate again.
Each

time he did, he thought of all the beautiful girls waiting
to go

to bed with him and he cursed and raged agai nst fate.
Because Toby could not have it, sex was on his mnd

all the tinme. Whenever he returned hone after a tour,
MIllie

was waiting for him eager and |oving and ready. And the
nonment Toby saw her, all his sexual desire drained away.
She was the eneny, and Toby despi sed her for what she was
doing to him He forced hinself to go to bed with her, but
It

was Al Caruso he was satisfying. Whenever Toby took
MIlie,

It was wth a savage brutality that forced gasps of pain



from

her. He pretended that he thought they were sounds of

pl easure, and he pounded into her harder and harder, undl
finally he cane in an explosion of fury that poured his
venonous

senmen into her. He was not naking | ove.

He was nmaki ng hate.

In June, 1950, the North Koreans npbved across the

38th Parallel and attacked the South Koreans, and

Pr esi dent

Truman ordered United States troops in. No matter what the
rest of the world thought about it, to Toby the Korean War
was the best thing that ever happened.

In early Decenber, there was an announcenent in Daily

Vari ety that Bob Hope was getting ready to nmake a
Chri st mas

tour to entertain the troops in Seoul. Thirty seconds
after he

"What for? You're alnost thirty years old. Believe ne,
dear boy, those tours are no fun. | --"

"I don't give a damm whether they're fun or not," Toby
shouted into the phone. "Those soldiers are out there

ri sking

their lives. The least | can do is give thema few

| aughs. "

It was a side of Toby Tenple that Cifton had not seen
before. He was touched and pl eased.

"Ckay. |If you feel that strongly about it, I'll see what |
can do," difton prom sed.
An hour later he called Toby back. "I talked to Bob.

He'd be happy to have you. But if you should change your
mnd --"

“"No chance," Toby said, hangi ng up.

Clifton Lawence sat there a long rine, thinking about
Toby. He was very proud of him Toby was a wonderf ul
human being, and difton Lawence was delighted to be his
agent, delighted to be the man hel ping to shape his
gr ow ng

car eer.

Toby played Taegu and Pusan and Chonju, and he found
solace in the |aughter of the soldiers. MIlie faded into
t he



background of his m nd.

Then Christmas was over. Instead of returning hone,
Toby went to Guam The boys there Ioved him He went to
Tokyo and entertai ned the wounded in the arny hospital.
But

finally, it was tinme to return hone.

In April, when Toby canme back froma ten-week tour

in the Mdwest, MIlie was waiting at the airport for him
Her

first words were, "Darling -- I'mgoing to have a baby! "
He stared at her, stunned. She m stook his expression for
happi ness.

"I'sn"t it wonderful ?" she exclainmed. "Now, .when you're
away, |'Il have the baby to keep nme conpany. | hope it's a

boy so that you can take himto baseball ganmes and ..
Toby did not hear the rest of the stupidities she was
nout hing. It was as though her words were being filtered
from

far away. Sonmewhere in the back of his mnd, Toby had
bel i eved that soneday, sonehow, there would be an escape
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for him They had been married two years, and it seened
li ke

an eternity. Nowthis. MIIlie would never |et himgo.

; Never.

I The baby was due around Christmas tine. Toby had

I made arrangenents to go to Guamw th a troupe of
enter[tainers,

but he had no idea whether Al Caruso woul d approve

;of his being away while MIlie was having the baby. There
was

"‘only one way to find out. Toby called Las Vegas.

" Caruso's cheerful, famliar voice cane on the line

I mredi ately

and said, "H, kid. Good to hear your voice."

“"It's good to hear yours, A."

"I hear you're gonna be a father. You nust be real

; excited."

"Excited isn't the word for it," Toby said truthfully.

He let his voice take on a note of careful concern. "Th".'



'&

;the reason I|'"'mcalling you, Al. The baby's going to be
bor n

around Christmas, and--" He had to be very careful. "I
don't know what to do. | want to be here with MIlie when
t he

;tdd's born, but they asked ne to go back to Korea and
Guam

"to entertain the troops.™

There was a | ong pause. "That's a tough spot."

"I don't want to |let our boys down, but |I don't want to
kt MIlie down, either."

1 "Yeah." There was anot her pause. Then, "I'll tell you
"what | think, kid. W're all good Anmericans, right? Those
kids are out there fighting for us, right?"

Toby felt his body suddenly relax. "Sure. But | hate
to--"

- "MIlie' 11 be okay," Caruso said. "Wnen have been

j havin' babies a hell of a long tinme. You go to Korea."

| Six weeks later, on Christmas Eve, as Toby wal ked off

| a stage to thunderous appl ause at the arny post in Pusan,
he

| was handed a cable, informng himthat MIlie had died
whi |l e

lgiving birth to a stillborn son.

“Marco! " she called out.

There was a chorus of "Polo!" Josephine nade a dive

for the nearest voice. She felt around in the water. There
was no one there.

"Marco!" she call ed.

Again, a chorus of "Polo!" She made a blind grab but
reached only thin air. It did not matter to Josephine that
they were faster than she; she wanted this gane to go on
forever, as she wanted this day to last until eternity.
She stood still, straining to hear a splash, a giggle, a
whi sper. She noved around in the pool, eyes closed, hands
outstretched, and reached the steps. She took a step up to
gui et the sound of her own novenents.

“Marco! " she called out.

Ar.J there was no answer. She stood there, still.

"Marco! "

Sil'nce. It was as though she were in a warm wet deserted



v.-orld, nione. They were playing a trick on her. They had
deci ded that no one woul d answer her. Josephine smled and
opened her eyes.

She was al one on the pool steps. Sonething nmade her

| ook down. The bottom of her white bathing suit was

st ai ned

with red, and there was a thin trickle of blood com ng
from

bet ween her thighs. The children were all standing on the
sides of the pool, staring at her. Josephi ne | ooked up at
t hem

stricken. "I -- " She stopped, not know ng what to say.
She

qui ckly noved down the steps into the water, to cover her
shane.

"We don't do that in the swinmmng pool," Mary Lou

sai d.

"Pol acks do," someone giggl ed.

"Hey, let's go take a shower."

"Yeah. | feel icky."

"Who wants to swimin than"

Josephi ne cl osed her eyes again and heard them al

novi ng toward the pool house, |eaving her. She stayed

t here,

keepi ng her eyes squeezed cl osed, pressing her |egs

t oget her

to try to stop the shaneful flow She had never had her
peri od

before. It had been totally unexpected. They would all
come
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, back ma nonent and tell her that they had only been

t easi ng,

that they were still her friends, that the happi ness woul d
| ever stop. They would return and explain that it was all
a

rame. Perhaps they were back already ready to play. Eyes
i ghtly shut, she whispered, "Marco", and the echo died on
fae afternoon air. She had no idea how | ong she stood

t here

n the water with her eyes cl osed.

W don't do that in the sw nm ng pool.



Pol acks do.

Her head had begun pounding violently. She felt

| nauseous, and her stomach was suddenly cranpi ng. But

| j osephi ne knew that she nust keep standing there with her
fycs tightly shut. Just until they returned and told her
It was

] ? Joke.

N She heard footsteps -and a rustling sound above her and
| she suddenly knew that everything was all right. They had
j cone back. She opened her eyes and | ooked up.

David, Mary Lou's ol der brother, was standing at the
;]1i1de of the pool, a terrycloth robe in his hands.

?" "I apologize for all of them" he said, his voice
tight. lie

fasld out the robe. "Here. Conme out and put this on."

A But Josephi ne cl osed her eyes and stayed there, rigid.
She wanted to die as quickly as possible.

It was one of Sam Wnters's good days. The rushes on

the Tessie Brand picture were wonderful. Part of the
reason,

of course, was that Tessie was breaking her neck to

vi ndi cat e

her behavi or. But whatever the reason, Barbara Carter was
going to energe as the hottest new producer of the year.

It

was going to be a terrific year for costune designers.

The tel evision shows produced by Pan-Padfic were doing
well, and "My Man Friday" was the biggest of themall. The
network was tal king to Sam about a new five-year contract
for the series.

Sam was preparing to | eave for lunch when Lucille hurried
in and said, "They just caught soneone setting a fire in
the prop departnent. They're bringing himover here now "

" The man sat in a chair facing Samin silence, two studio
guards standing behind him H's eyes were bright with
mal i ce. Sam had still not gotten over his shock. "Wiy?" he
asked. "For God's sake -- why?"

"Because | didn't want your fucking charity,"” Dallas

Burke said. "I hate you and this studio and the whol e
rotten
business. | built this business, you son of a bitch. |

pai d for



half the studios in this | ousy town. Everybody got rich
of f

me. Way didn't you give nme a picture to direct instead of
trying to pay ne off by pretending to buy a bunch of

f ucki ng

stolen fairy tales? You woul d have bought the phone book
fromnme, Sam | didn't want any favors fromyou -- |

want ed

)b. You're making nme die a failure, you prick, and I'I]
er forgive you for that."

Long after they had taken Dallas Burke away, Sam sat

*e thinking about him renenbering the great things

| as bad done, the wonderful novies he had made. In any

ar busi ness, he woul d have been a hero, the chairman of
board or would have been retired with a nice, fat pension
Story.

But this was the wonderful world of show business.

i 6

In the early 1950s, Toby Tenple's success was grow ng.

He played the top nightclubs -- the Chez Paree in Chicago,
the Latin Casino in Philadel phia, the Copacabana in New
York. He played benefits and children's hospitals and
charity

affairs -- he would play for anybody, anywhere, at any
time.

The audi ence was his |ifebl pod. He needed the appl ause and
the love. He was totally absorbed in show busi ness. Mj or
events were occurring around the world, but to Toby they
were nerely grist for his act.

In 1951, when General MacArthur was fired and said,

"Od soldiers don't die--they just fade away," Toby said,
"Jesus -- we nust use the sanme |aundry.™

In 1952, when the hydrogen bonb was dropped, Toby's
response was, "That's nothing. You should have caught ny
opening in Atlanta.”

When N xon made his "Checkers" speech, Toby said,

“I"d vote for himin a mnute. Not N xon -- Checkers."

| ke was President and Stalin died and young Anmerica

was wearing Davy Crockett hats and there was a bus boycott
i n Montgonery. '

And everything was material for Toby's act.

When he delivered his zingers with that w de-eyed | ook

of baffled innocence, the audi ences screaned.



Toby's whole life consisted of punch |ines. so he

said, '"Wait a mnute; I'll get ny hat and go with you ...
and ".. totell the truth, it |ooked so good | ate it
nysel f! "

and "... it's a candystore, but they'll call ne ..." and
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and now |'ve
and "Just ny luck. | get the

woul d have been a Shanus .
you and there's no ship.

that eats ..." and on and on, wth the audi ences
| aughi ng |
itil they cried. H's audiences |oved him and he fed on
their j

re and battened ,on it and clinbed ever higher.

But there was a deep, wild restlessness in Toby. He was |
jtlways | ooking for sonething nore. He could never enjoy J
ttinmself because he was afraid he m ght be mssing a

better j

j party sonmewhere, or playing to a better audi ence, or

ki ssi ng

I A, prettier girl. He changed girls as frequently as he
changed

| his shirts. After the experience with MIlie, he was

afraid to

| becone deeply involved with anyone. He renenbered when |j

"he had played the Toilet Circuit and envied the comcs

with

| the big linousines and the beautiful wonmen. He had nade

Erit, and he was as |l onely now as he had been then. Wo

was

|it who had said, "Wen you get there, there is no there
"o

( He was dedicated to becom ng Nunber One and he

| aknew he would make it. His one regret was that his

nmot her

| ; would not be there to watch her prediction cone true.

The only rem nder left of her was his father.

The nursing hone in Detroit was an ugly brick building
from another century. Its walls held the sweet stench of
ol d

age and si ckness and deat h.



Toby Tenple's father had suffered a stroke and was

al nrost a vegetable now, a man with listless, apathetic
eyes

.and a mnd that cared for nothing except Toby's visits.
Toby

.stood in the dingy green-carpeted hall of the honme that
now

held his father. The nurses and i nmates crowded adoringly
around him

"l saw you on the Harold Hobson show | ast week, Toby.

| thought you were just marvel ous. How do you think of al
t hose clever things to say?"

"My witers think of them" Toby said, and they | aughed
at hi s nodesty.

A mal e nurse was conmi ng down the corridor, wheeling
Toby's father. He was freshly shaved and had his hair

sl i cked

down. He had let themdress himin a suit in honor of his
son's visit.

"Hey, it's Beau Brummel!" Toby call ed, and everyone
turned to look at M. Tenple with envy, w shing that they
had a wonderful, fanous son |ike Toby to cone and visit

t hem

Toby wal ked over to his father, |eaned down and gave

hi ma hug. "W you trying to kid?" Toby asked. He pointed
to the male nurse. "You should be wheeling him around,
Pop. "

Everyone | aughed, filing the quip away in their m nds

so that they could tell their friends what they had heard
Toby

Tenpl e say. / was with Toby Tenple the other day and he
said.. .1 was standing as close as | amto you, and |
hear d

him..

He stood around entertaining them insulting themgently,
and they loved it. He kidded them about Aeir sex lives and
their health and their children, and for a little while

t hey were

able to laugh at their own problens. Finally, Toby said
rueful ly,

"I hate to | eave you, you're the best-I|ooking audience
|'ve had in years" -- they would renenber that, too --
"but

| have to spend a little tinme alone with Pop. He prom sed



to
give ne sone new j okes."
They sm |l ed and | aughed and adored him

Toby was alone in the small visitors roomw th his father.
Even this roomhad the snell of death, and yet, that was
what this place was all about, wasn't it? Toby thought.
Deat h?

It was filled with used-up nothers and faAers who were in
the way. They had been taken out of the small back

bedr oons

at hone, out of the dining roons and parlors where they
wer e becom ng an enbarrassnent whenever there were guests,
and had been sent to this nursing honme by their children,
ni eces and nephews. Believe ne, it's for your own good.
Fat her,

Mot her, Uncle George, Aunt Bess. You'll be with a | ot of
very nice people your own age. You'll have conpany all the
time. You know what | nmean? What they really neant was,

"' m sending you there to die with all the other usel ess
ol d

people. I'msick of your drooling at the table and telling
t he

same stories-over an dover and pestering the children and
wetting your bed. The Eski nbs were nore honest about it.
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They sent their old people out onto the ice and abandoned
t hem t here.

"I msure glad you cane today," Toby's father said. H's
speech was slow. "I wanted to talk to you. | got sone good
news. dd Art Riley next door died yesterday."

Toby stared at him "That's good news?"

“I't means | can nove into his room" his father explained.
"It's a single.”

And that was what old age was all about: Survival,

hanging on to the few creature conforts that still

r emai ned.

Toby had seen people here who woul d have been better off
dead, but they clung to life, fiercely. Happy birthday,
M.

Dorset. How do you feel about being ninety-five years old
today?.. . Wien | think of the alternative, | feel great.



At last, it was tine for Toby to | eave.

"'l be back to see you as soon as | can," Toby prom sed.
He gave his father some cash and handed out lavish tips to
al

the nurses and attendants. "You take good care of him
huh?

| need the old man for ny act."

And Toby was gone. The nonent he wal ked out the

door, he had forgotten themall. He was thinking about his
per formance that evening.

For weeks they would tal k about nothing but his visit.

17

At seventeen, Josephine O nski was the nost beautiful

girl in Odessa, Texas. She had a goiden, tanned conpl exK n
and her long black hair showed a hint of auburn in the
sunl i ght,

and her deep brown eyes held flecks of gold. She had a
stunning figure, with a full, rounded bosom a narrow

wai st

that tapered to gently swelling hips, and | ong, shapely

| egs.

Josephine 'lid not socialize with the G| Peopl e anynore.
She went out with the Gthers now. After school she worked
as a waitress at the Golden Derrick, a popular drive-in.
Mar y

Lou and Gi ssy Topping and their friends canme there with
their dates. Josephine always greeted thempolitely, but
everyt hing had changed.

Josephine was filled with a restlessness, a yearning for
sonet hi ng she had never known. It was nanel ess, but it was
there. She wanted to |leave this ugly town, but she did not
know where she wanted to go or what she wanted to do.

Thi nking about it too | ong nade her headaches begin.

She went out with a do7en different boys and nen. Her'
nother's favorite was Warren Huff man.

"Warren' d make you a fine husband. He's a regul ar
church-goer, he earns good noney as a plunber ar.u he's
hal f

out of his head about you."

"He's twenty-five years old and he's fat."

Her not her studi ed Josephi ne. "Poor Polack girls don't
find no knights in shinin' arnor. Not in Texas and not
no- pl ace el se. Stop foolin' yourself."



Josephi ne would permt Warren Hofl'nman to take her to
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the novies once a week. He woul d hold her hand in his big,
sweaty, calloused pal ns and keep squeezing it throughout
the picture. Josephine hardly noticed. She was too

engr ossed

i n what was happeni ng on the screen. What was up there was
an extension of the world of beautiful people and things

t hat

, she had grown up wth, only it was even bigger and even
nore exciting. In some dimrecess of her mnd, Josephine
felt

" that Hollywood could give her everything she wanted: the
| beauty, the fun, the |aughter and happi ness. Aside from
; marrying a rich man, she knew there was no ot her way she
, woul d ever be able to have zat kind of life. And the
rich

boys were all taken, by the rich girls.

Except for one.

Davi d Kcnyon. Josephi ne thought of himoften. She had
stolen a snapshot of himfrom Mary Lou' s house | ong ago.
She kept it hidden in her closet and took it out to | ook
at

whenever she was unhappy. |t brought back the nenory of

; David standing by the side of the pool saying, /

apol ogi ze for

all of them and the feeling of hurt had gradually

di sappear ed

and been replaced by his gentle warnth. She had seen David
, only once after that terrible day at his sw nm ng pool
when

he had brought her a robe. He had been in a car with his
famly, and Josephine |ater heard that he had been driven
to

the train depot. He was on his way to Oxford, England.

That

had been four years ago, in 1952. David had returned hone
for summer vacations and at Christmas, but their paths had
never crossed. Josephine often heard the other girls

di scussi ng

him In addition to the estate David had inherited from
hi s



father, his grandnother had left hima trust fund of five
mllion dollars. He was a real catch. But not for the

Pol i sh

daughter of a seanstress.

Y
Josephi ne did not know that David Kenyon had returned

| fromEurope. It was a | ate Saturday evening in July, and

| Josephine was working at the Golden Derrick. It seened

| to her that half the popul ation of Odessa had cone to

t he

| drive-in to defeat the hot spell with gallons of

| enronade and

| ice cream and sodas. It had been so busy that Josephine

had

| . been unable to take a break. A ring of autos constantly

circled

the neon-lighted drive-in like netallic animals |ined up

at

sonme surrealistic water hole. Josephine delivered a car

tray

with what seenmed to her to be her mllionth order of

cheesebur gers

and Cokes, pulled out a nmenu and wal ked over to a

white sports car that had just driven up.

"Good evening," Josephine said cheerfully. "Wuld you

like to | ook at a nenu?"”

"Hel l o, stranger."

At the sound of David Kenyon's voice, Josephine's heart

suddenly began to pound. He | ooked exactly as she

r emenber ed

him only he seened even nore handsone. There was

a maturity now, a sureness, that being abroad had given

hi m

Ci ssy Toppi ng was seated next to him | ooking cool and

beautiful ia an expensive silk skirt and bl ouse.

C ssy said, "H, Josie. You shouldn't be working on a

hot night like this, honey."

As though it was sonething Josephi ne had chosen to do

i nstead of going to an air-conditioned theater or riding

around in a sports car with Da-aid Kenyan.

Josephi ne said evenly, "It keeps ne off the streets", and

she saw that David Kenyon was smling at her. She knew

t hat



he under st ood.
Long after they had gone, Josephi ne thought about

Davi d. She went over every word -- Hello, stranger... [|'l
have a pig in a blanket and a root beer -- nake that
cof f ee.

Cold drinks are bad on a hot night.... How do you like
wor ki ng here?... I'mready for the check.... Keep the
change.... It was nice seeing you again, Josephine --

| ooki ng

for hidden nmeani ngs, nuances that she m ght have m ssed.
O

course, he could not have said anything with C ssy seated
beside him but the truth was that he really had not hi ng
to

say to Josephine. She was surprised that he had even
remenber ed

her nane.

She was standing in front of the sink inthe little

kit chen

of the drive-in, lost in her thoughts, when Paco, the
young

Mexi can cook, came up behind her and said, "nQue pasa,
Josita? You have that | ook een your eye."

She liked Paco. He was in his late twenties, a slim
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yed man with a ready grin and a flip joke when pressure
uilt up and everyone was tense.

"Who ees he?"

Josephi ne sm | ed. "Nobody, Paco."

; "Bueno. Because there are seex hungry cars going' crazy
at there. Vanos!"

He tel ephoned the next norning, and Josephi ne knew

‘go it was before she lifted the receiver. She had not
been

ble to get himout of her mind all night. It was as though
ys call was the extension of her dream ~*

Hs first words were, "You're a cliche. Wile | was away,
ou've grown up and becone a beauty,"” and she coul d have

I ed of happi ness.

He took her out to dinner that evening. Josephine had
een prepared for sone out-of-the-way little restaurant
wher e

)avid would not be likely to run into any of his friends.



nstead they went to his club, where everyone stopped by
their

ible to say hello. David was not only unashaned to be seen
dt h Josephi ne, he seened proud of her. And she [ oved him
)t it and for a hundred other reasons. The | ook of him
hi s

entl eness and under standi ng, the sheer joy of being with
I m She had never known that anyone as wonderful as David
Lenyon coul d exi st.

Each day, after Josephine finished work, they were

I get her. Josephine had had to fight nen off fromthe tine
lie was fourteen, for there was a sexuality about her that
was

chal | enge. Men were al ways paw ng and grabbi ng at her,
yhg to squeeze her breasts or shove their hands up her
start,

i nking that that was the way to excite her, not know ng
how

luch it repelled her.

Davi d Kenyon was different. He woul d occasional ly put

is armaround her or touch her casually, and Josephine's
rhol e body woul d respond. She had never felt this way
about

nyone before. On the days when she did not see David, she
ould think of nothing else.

She faced the fact that she was in love with him As the
reeks went by, and they spent nore and nore tine together,
Josephine realized that the mracle had happened. David
was

in love with her.

He di scussed his problens with her, and his difficulties
wth his famly. "Mther wants ne to take over the

busi nesses, "

David told her, "but I'mnot sure that's how | want

to spend Ae rest of ny life."

The Kenyon interests included, besides oil wells and
refineries, one of the largest cattle ranches in Ae

Sout hwest ,

a chain of hotels, sone banks and a | arge insurance
company.

"Can't you just tell her no, David?"

Davi d sighed. "You don't know ny nother."

Josephi ne had net David's nother. She was a tiny

woman (it seened inpossible that David had conme out of



that stick figure) who had borne three children. She had
been

very ill during and after each pregnancy and had had a
hear t

attack following the third delivery. Over the years she
repeat edl y

descri bed her suffering to her children, who grew

up Wi & the belief that their nother had deliberately

ri sked

death in order to give each of themlife. It gave her a
power f ul

hold on her famly, which she w el ded unsparingly.

"I want to live ny own life," David told Josephine, "but
| can't do anything to hurt Mdther. The truth is -- Doc
Young doesn't think she's going to be with us nuch

| onger. ™

One eveni ng, Josephine told David about her dreans of
going to Holl ywood and becom ng a star. He | ooked at her

and said, quietly, "I won't let you go." She could feel
her

heart beating wildly. Each tinme they were together, Ae
feeling

of intimcy between Aem grew stronger. Josephine's
background did not nean a damm to David. He did not have
an ounce of snobbery in him It nmade Ae incident at Ae
drive-in one night Aat nmuch nore shocki ng.

It was closing tinme, and David was parked in his car,
wai ting for her. Josephine was in Ae snmall kitchen w A
Paco,

hurriedly putting away Ae | ast of Ae trays.

"Heavy date, huh?" Paco sai d.

Josephine smled. "How did you know?"

"Because you |l ook like Chreestmas. Your pretty face

ces all lit up. You tell heemfor nme he's one |ucky
honbre! "

Josephine smled and said, "I wll." On an inpul se, she
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| | eaned over and gave Paco a kiss on the cheek. An

I nst ant

| later, she heard the roar of a car engine and then the
scream

| of rubber. She turned in time to see David's white



convertible

smash the fender of another car and race away fromthe
drive-in. She stood there, unbelievingly, watching the
tail

|l i ghts di sappear into the night.

At three o' clock in the norning, as Josephine lay tossing
I n bed, she heard a car pull up outside her bedroom She
hurried to the wi ndow and | ooked out. David was sitting

? behind the wheel. He was very drunk. Quickly, Josephine
put

on a robe over her nightgown and went outsi de.

I "Get in,"" David commanded. Josephi ne opened die car

" door and slid in beside him There was a | ong, heavy

si |l ence.

When David finally spoke, his voice was thick, but it was
; nore than the whi skey he had drunk. There was a rage in
him a savage fury that propelled the words out of him

li ke

smal | explosions. "I don't own you," David said. "You're
free

to do exactly as you please. But as |long as you go out
with

me, | expect you not to kiss any god dammed Mexi cans.

*Y' under st and?"

She | ooked at him hel plessly, then said, "Wen | kissed
Paco, it was because —he said sonething that nade ne
happy.

He's ny friend."

"David took a deep breath, trying to control the enotions
I that were churning inside him "I'"mgoing to tell you
sonet hi ng

|'ve never told to a living soul."

Josephi ne sat there waiting, wondering what was coni ng
next .

"I have an ol der sister,"” David said. "Beth. I —I adore
her . "

Josephi ne had a vague recollection of Beth, a bl onde,
fair-skinned beauty, whom Josephi ne used to see when she
;went over to play with Mary Lou. Josephi ne had been ei ght
t'when Beth passed away. David nust have been about
fifteen.

.>"1 renmenber when Beth died,"” Josephine said.

;» David' s next words were a shock. "Beth is alive."

| She stared at him "But, | —everyone thought —=



,;1 "She's in an insane asylum" He turned to face her,

hi s

‘crice dead. "She was raped by one of our Mexican
gardeners,

Bet h' s bedroom was across the hall frommne. | heard her

screans and | raced into her room He had ripped off her

ni ght gown and he was on top of her and --" H's voi ce broke
with the nenory. "I struggled with himuntil my nother

ran in and called the police. They finally arrived and

t ook

the man to jail. He comnmtted suidde in his cell that

ni ght.

-But Beth had | ost her mnd. She'll never |eave that

pl ace.

Never. | can't tell you how nuch I |ove her, Josie. | mss
her

so dammed nuch. Every since that night, I -- I -- | can't
stand --"

She placed a hand over his and said, "I'msorry, David.

| understand, I'mglad you told ne."

In sone strange way, the incident served to bring them
even cl oser together. They discussed things they had never
tal ked about before. David sm | ed when Josephine told him

about her nother's religious fanaticism "I had an uncle
li ke

that once,"” he said. "He went off to sonme nonastery in

Ti bet . "

"I"'mgoing to be twenty-four next nonth," David told
Josephi ne one day. "It's an old famly tradition that the

Kenyon nen marry by the tine they're twenty-four," and her
heart | eaped within her.

The follow ng evening, David had tickets for a play at
the A obe Theatre. Wien he cane to pick Josephine up, he
said, "Let's forget the play. We're going to tal k about
our

future."

The nonment Josephi ne heard the words, she knew t hat
everything she had prayed for was com ng true. She could
read it in David' s eyes. They were filled wi A | ove and
want i ng.

She said, "Let's drive out to Dewey Lake."

She wanted it to be the nost romantic proposal ever



made, so that one day it would becone a tale that she
woul d

tell her children, over an dover. She wanted to remenber
every noment of this night.

Dewey Lake was a small body of water about forty mles
out si de of Odessa. The ni ght was beautiful and

st ar - spangl ed,

with a soft, waxing gi bbous noon. The stars danced on Ac

132

®er, and the air was filled with the nysterious sounds of
a

pcret world, a mcrocosmof the universe, where mllions
of

(ny unseen creatures nade | ove and pseyed and were preyed
toon and di ed.

; Josephine and David sat in the car, silent, listening to
| ie sounds of the night. Josephine watched him sitting

I shind the wheel of the car, his handsone face intense and
ferious. She had never |oved himas nmuch as she | oved him
t that nonent. She wanted to do sonet hing wonderful for
Sffl, to give himsonething to I et himknow how nmuch she
lared for him And suddenly she knew what she was goi ng

b do.

"Let's go for a swm David," she said.

"We didn't bring bathing suits."

"It doesn't matter."

He turned to | ook at her and started to speak, but
bsephi ne was out of the car, running down to the shore of
tie | ake. As she started to undress she could hear him
nmovi ng

ehind her. She plunged into the warmwater. A nonent

rter David was beside her.

"Josie..."

She turned toward him then into him her body hurting
nth wanting, hungry for him They enbraced in the water

nd she could feel the nmale hardness of himpressed agai nst
er, and he said, "W can't. Josie." H s voice was choked
with

Is desire for her. She reached down for himand said,
"Yes.

)h, yes, David."

They were back on the shore and he was on top of her



nd i nside her and one with her and they were both a part
f the stars and the earth and the vel vet night.

They lay together a long tine, holding each other. It

ras not until rnuch later, after David had dropped her off
t honme, that Josephi ne renenbered that he had not pro-
osed to her. But it no |longer mattered. What they had
bared together was nore binding than any marri age
cerenony.

| e woul d propose tonorrow.

Josephi ne slept until noon the next day. She woke up
rith a smle on her face. The smie was still there when
her
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not her cane into the bedroomcarrying a |l ovely old weddi ng
dress. "Go down to Brubaker's and get nme twelve yards of
tulle right away. Ms. Topping just brought nme her weddi ng
dress. | have to make it over for Ci ssy by Saturday. She
and

Davi d Kenyon are getting narried.”

Davi d Kenyon had gone to see his nother as soon as he
drove Josephi ne hone. She was in bed, a tiny, frail woman
who had once been very beautiful.

H s not her opened her eyes when David wal ked into

her dimy, lit bedroom She sml|ed when she saw who it
was.

"Hell o, son. You're up late.”

"l was out with Josephine, Mother."

She said nothing, just watching himw th her intelligent

gray eyes.
“I"'mgoing to marry her," David said.
She shook her head slowy. "I can't |let you nake a

m stake |i ke that, David."

"You don't really know Josephine. She's -- "

"' msure she's a lovely girl. But she's not suitable to
be

a Kenyon wife. Cissy Topping woul d nake you happy. And

if you married her, it would make ne happy."

He took her frail hand in his and said, "I |ove you very
much, Mbdther, but |I'm capable of making nmy own decisions."
"Are you really?" she asked softly. "Do you al ways do the



ri ght thing?"

He stared at her and she said, "Can you al ways be

trusted to act properly, David? Not to | ose your head? Not
to

do terrible --
He snatched his hand away.

"Do you al ways know what you're doing, son?" Her voice
was even softer now.

"Mot her, for God's sake!"

"You' ve done enough to this famly already, David. Don't

burden nme any further. | don't think I could bear it."
H s face was white. "You know | didn't -- | couldn't
hel p--"

"You're too old to send away again. You' re a nan now.
| want you to act |ike one."
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Hi s voi ce was angui shed. "I -- | love her --"

She was seized with a spasm and David sunmoned t he
ctor. Later, he and the doctor had a talk.

“I"'mafraid your nother hasn't nmuch | onger, David."

And so the decision was nade for him

He went to see Ci ssy Toppi ng.

"I'min love with soneone el se,” David said. "My nother
ways thought that you and | --"

"So did I, darling.”

"I knowit's a terrible thing to ask, but -- would you be
killing to marry nme until -- until ny nother dies, and
t hen

live me a divorce?"

fr Gssy |ooked at himand said softly, "If that's what

you
| eant, David."

11 He felt as though an unbearabl e wei ght had been |ifted
Stom hi s shoul ders. "Thank you. G ssy, | can't tell you
how

much--"

She smled and said, "What are old friends for?"

The nonment David |eft. G ssy Topping tel ephoned
David's nother. Al she said was, "It's all arranged.™

The one thing David Kenyon had not anticipated was



faat Josephi ne woul d hear about the forthcom ng marri age
xfore he could explain everything to her. Wen David
arrived

it Josephine's honme, he was net at the door by Ms.

Czi nsl d.

“I'"'d like to see Josephine," he said.

She glared at himw th eyes filled with malicious triunph.
The Lord Jesus shall overcone and smte down H s enem es,
and the w cked shall be dammed forever.™

David said patiently, "I want to talk to Josephine."
"She's gone," Ms. Czinsld said. "She's gone away!"

The dusty G eyhound COdessa- El Paso- San Benar di noLos
Angel es bus pulled into the Holl ywood depot on Vine
Street at seven a.m, and sonmewhere during the
fifteen-hundred-m ] e,

t wo- day Jour ney, Josephine Czi nski had becone

Jill Castle. Qutwardly, she |ooked |ike the same person.
It

was inside that she had changed. Sonething ui her was
gone.

The | aught er had di ed.

The nonment she had heard the news, Josephi ne knew

that she nust escape. She began to m ndl essly throw her
clothes into a suitcase. She had no i dea where she was
goi ng

or what she would do when she got there. She only knew
that she had to get away fromthis place at once.

It was when she was wal ki ng out of her bedroom and
saw t he phot ographs of the novie stars on her wall that
she

suddenly knew where she was going. Two hours |ater, she
was

on the bus for Hollywood. Odessa and everyone in it
receded

in her mnd, fading faster and faster as the bus swept her
toward her new destiny. She tried to nake herself forget
her

ragi ng headache. Perhaps she shoul d have seen a doctor
about

the terrible pains in her head. But now she no | onger

car ed.

That was part of her past, and she was sure they would go
away. Fromnow on life was going to be wonderful.
Josephi ne



Czi nski was dead.

Long live Jill Castle.

BOOK TWOD

Toby Tenpl e becane a superstar because of the unlikely
aposition of a paternity suit, a ruptured appendi x and the
ssident of the United States.

The Washi ngton Press O ub was giving its annual dinner,

1 the guest of honor was the President. It was a
presti gi ous

ur attended by the Vice-President, senators. Cabi net
nbers. Chief Justices and anyone el se who coul d buy,

tow or steal a ticket. Because the event was al ways gi ven
smati onal press coverage, the job of nmaster of cerenonies
1 beconme a highly prized plum This year, one of Anmerica's
I conedi ans had been chosen to entee the show. One week
after he had accepted, he was naned defendant in a
paternity

ait involving a fifteen-year-old girl. On the advice of
hi s

toney, the conedian imedi ately left the country for an
definite vacation. The dinner commttee turned to their
nber two choice, a popul ar notion-picture and tel evision
". He arrived in Washington the night before the dinner.
e follow ng afternoon, on the day of the banquet, his
agent

phoned to rnnounce that the actor was in the hospital,
dergoi ng enmergency surgery for a burst appendi x.

There were only six hours left before the dinner. The
amttee frantically went through a |list of possible

repl acents.

The i nportant nanmes were busy doing a novie or a

;vision show, or were too far away to get to Washington in
e. One by one, the candidates were elimnated and finally,
ar the bottomof the list, the nane of Toby Tenple

appear ed.

A comm ttee nmenber shook his head. "Tenple's a nightclub
comc. He's too wld. W wouldn't dare turn himl oose on
t he

Presi dent."

"He'd be all right if we could get himto tone down his
material."

The chairman of the commttee | ooked around and sai d,
“I''l'l tell you what's great about him fellows. He's in



New

York Gty and he can be here in an hour. The god damed
di nner is tonight!"

That was how the comm ttee sel ected Toby Tenpl e.

As Toby | ooked around the crowded banquet hall, he

t hought to hinself that if a bonb were dropped here

t oni ght,

t he federal government of the United States woul d be

| eader| ess.

The President was seated in the center of the speakers'
table on the dais. Half a dozen Secret Service nmen stood
behind him In the last-m nute rush of putting everything
t oget her, no one had renenbered to introduce Toby to the
President, but Toby did not m nd. The President wll
remenber ne, Toby thought. He recalled his neeting with
Downey, the chairman of the dinner coonmttee. Downey had
said, "We |love your hunor, Toby. You're very funny when
you attack people. However--" He had paused to clear his
throat. "This is -- er -- a sensitive group here tonight.
Don' t

get nme wong. It's not that they can't take a little joke
on

t hensel ves, but everything said in this roomtonight is
goi ng

to be reported by the news nedia .all over the world.

Nat ural | y,

none of us wants anything said that would hold the

Pr esi dent

of the United States or nenbers of Congress up to
ridicule.

I n other words, we want you to be funny, but we don't want
you to get anyone nad."

"Trust nme." Toby had sm | ed.

The di nner plates were being cleared and Downey was
standing in front of the m crophone. "M. President,

honor ed

guests, it's ny pleasure to introduce to you our naster of
cerenoni es, one of our brightest young conedi ans, M. Toby
Tenpl e! ™

There was polite applause as Toby rose to his feet and
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al ked over to the m crophone. He | ooked out at the

audi ence,

en turned to the President of the United States.

The President was a sinple, honespun nan. He did not

di eve in what he called top-hat diplonacy. "People to
sople,” he had said in a nati onw de speech, "that's what
we

sed. We've got to quit depending on conputers and start
listing our instincts again. Wien | sit down with the
heads

foreign powers, | like to negotiate by the seat of ny
pants."

had becone a popul ar phrase.

Now Toby | ooked at the President of the United States

id said, his voice choked with pride, "M. President, |
can- it tell you what a thrill it is for me to be up here on
t he

me podiumwi th the man who has the whole world wired to
s ass.”

There was a shocked hush for a |l ong nonent, then the
resi dent grinned, guffawed, and the audi ence suddenly

yl oded with [aughter and appl ause. Fromthat nonent on,
oby could do no wong. He attacked the senators in the
from the Suprene Court, the press. They adored it. They
reaned and how ed, because they knew Toby did not really
can a word of what he said. It was excruciatingly funny
tow these insults com ng fromthat boyish, innocent face.
here were foreign mnisters there that night. Toby

addr essed

iemin a double-tal k version of their own | anguages that
mded so real that they were nodding in agreenent. He was
I idiot-savant, reeling off patter that praised them
ber at ed

iem and the neaning of his wild gibberish was so dear

t hat

‘ery person in the room understood what Toby was sayi ng.
He received a standing ovation. The President wal ked

rer to Toby and said, "That was brilliant, absolutely
brilliant.

Vie giving a little supper at the White House Monday
[ght, Toby, and |I'd be delighted..."

The follow ng day, all the newspapers w ote about Toby
enple's triunph. H's remarks were quoted everywhere. He
as asked to entertain at the Wi te House. There, he was an



‘ea bigger sensation. |Inportant offers began pouring in
from

1 over the world. Toby played the Palladiumin London, he
i ve a command performance for the Queen, he was asked to

I nduct synphony orchestras for charity and to serve on the
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National Arts Comrittee. He played golf with the President
frequently and was invited to dinner at the White House
agai n

and again. Toby net |egislators and governors and the
heads

of Anerica' s |argest corporations. He insulted themall,
and

the nore he attacked them the nore charned they were.
They

ador ed having Toby around, turning his acerbic wit |oose
on

their guests. Toby's friendship becane a synbol of
prestige

anong t he Brahm ns.

The offers that were comng in were phenonenal. Cifton
Lawr ence was as excited about themas Toby, and Cifton's
excitenent had nothing to do with business or noney. Toby
Tenpl e had been the nbost wonderful thing that had happened
to himin years, for he felt as though Toby were his son.
He

had spent nore tinme on Toby's career than on any of his
other clients, but it had been worth it. Toby had worked
har d,

had perfected his talent until it shone |ike a di anond.
And

he was appreci ative and generous, sonething that was rare
I n

t hi s busi ness.

"Every top hotel in Vegas is after you," difton Lawence
told Toby. "Money is no object. They want you, period. |
have scripts on ny desk from Fox, Llniversal, Pan-Pacific
all starring parts. You can do a tour of Europe, any guest
shot

you want, or you can have your own television show on any
of the networks. That would still give you tine to do



Vegas

and a picture a year."

"How rmuch could | make with my own tel evision show,

aiff?"

“I think I can push themup to ten thousand a week for

ah hour variety show They'll have to give us a firmtwo
years,

maybe three. If they want you badly enough, they'll go for
it."

Toby | eaned back on the couch, exulting. Ten thousand

a show, say forty shows a year. In three years, that would
come to over one mllion dollars for telling the world
what

he thought of it! He | ooked over at Cifton. The little
agent

was trying to play it cool, but Toby could see that he was
eager. He wanted Toby to make the tel evision deal. Wy
not ?

Adifton could pick up a hundred-andtwentyt housand-dol | ar
comm ssion for Toby's talent and sweat. Did Cifton really
deserve that kind of noney? He had never had to work his
ass
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in filthy little clubs or have drunken audi ences throw

i pty beer bottles at himor go to greedy quacks in

nanmel ess

| ages to have a clap treated because the only girls
avai |l abl e

re the raddl ed whores around the Toilet GCrcuit. Wat did
I fton Law ence know of the cockroach-ridden roons and

i e greasy food and the endl ess procession of all-night bus
i des going fromone hell-hole to another? He coul d never
nderstand. One critic had called Toby an overni ght
success,

nd Toby had | aughed al oud. Now, sitting in Cifton
."awrence's office, be said, "I want ny own tel evision
show. "

;, Six weeks later, the deal was signed with Consoli dated
' Broadcasti ng.

' "The network wants a studio to do the deficit

fi nanci ng, "

*Clifton Lawrence told Toby. "I |ike the idea because |



can

.parlay it into a picture deal."

., "Which studi o?"

> "Pan-Pacific."

] Toby frowned. "Sam Wnters?"

"That's right. For ny noney, he's the best studi o head

I n the business. Besides, he owns a property |I want for

you,

: The Kid Goes West.™

;,. Toby said, "I was in the arny with Wnters. Ckay. But

I he owes ne one. Shaft the bastard!"

Cifton Lawence and Sam Wnters were in the steam

roomin the gymasi um at Pan-Pacific Studios, breathing in

t he eucal yptus scent of the heated air.

" "This is the life," the little agent sighed. "Who needs
noney?"

| Sam grinned. "Why don't you talk Iike that when we're

| negotiating. Ciff?"

| "I don't want to spoil you, dear boy."

, "l hear that you made a deal with Toby Tenple at

| Consol i dated Broadcasting."

| "Yeah. Biggest deal they've ever nade."

| "Where are you going to get the deficit financing for

t he

| show?"

I "Wy, Sanf"

"We could be interested. | mght even throwin a picture

deal. | just bought a conedy called The Kid Goes Wst. It

hasn't been announced yet. | think Toby'd be perfect for

it."

Cifton Lawence frowed and said, "Shit! I wish I'd

known about this earlier, Sam |'ve nade a dear at MGM"

"Have you cl osed yet ?"

"Well, practically. I gave Aemny word..."

Twenty mnutes later, Cifton Lawence had negoti at ed

a lucrative arrangenent for Toby Tenple in which PanPadfic

St udi os woul d produce "The Toby Tenpl e Show

and star himin The Kid Goes West.

The negoti ations coul d have gone on | onger, but the

st eam room had becone unbearably hot.

One of the stipulations in Toby Tenple's contract was
that he did not have to conme to rehearsals. Toby's
stand-in



woul d work with the guest stars in the sketches and dance
routi nes, and Toby woul d appear for the final rehearsal
and

taping. In this way, Toby could keep his part fresh and
exci ting.

On the afternoon of the show s premere, in Septenber,
1956, Toby wal ked into the theater on Vine Street where

t he

show woul d be taped and sat watching the run-through. Wen
It was over, Toby took his stand-in's place. Suddenly the
theater was filled with electricity. The show cane to life
and

crackl ed and sparkled. And when it was taped that evening
and went on the air, forty mllion people watched it. It
was

as though tel evision had been made for Toby Tenple. In

cl ose up, he was even nore adorable, and everyone wanted
himin his living room The show was an instant success.
It

junped to nunber one in the N elsen Ratings, and there it
firmy remai ned. Toby Tenple was no | onger a star.

He had becone a superstar.
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Hol | ywood was nore exciting than Jill Castle had ever
dreaned. She went on sightseeing tours and saw t he outsi de
, of the stars' hones. And she knew that one day she woul d
have a beautiful honme in Bel-Air or Beverly Hills.
Meanwhi | e,

Jill lived in an old room ng house, an ugly two-story
wooden

structure that had been converted into an even uglier

t wel vebedr oom

house with tiny bedroons. Her room was inexpensive,

-whi ch neant that she could stretch out the two hundred
dol I ars she had saved up. The house was | ocated on

Br onson,

a few mnutes fromHoll ywood and Vine Street, the heart of
Hol | ywood, and was convenient to the notion-picture

st udi os.

There was anot her feature about the house that attracted
Jill. There were a dozen rooners, and all of themwere
ei t her



trying to get into pictures, were working in pictures as
extras

or bit players or had retired fromthe Business. The
old-timers

fl oated around the house in yell owed robes and curlers,
frayed

suits and scuffed shoes that woul d no | onger take a shine.
The

rooners | ooked used up, rather than old. There was a
conmmon

living roomw th battered and sprung furniture where they
al |

gathered in the evening to exchange gossip. Everyone gave
Jill

advi ce, nost of it contradictory.

"The way to get into pictures, honey, is you find yourself
an AD who likes you." This froma sour-faced | ady who had
recently been fired froma tel evision series.

"What's an AD?" Jill asked.

"An assistant director.” In a tone that pitied Jill's

i gnorance. "He's the one who hires the supes.™

Jill was too enbarrassed to ask what the "supes"” were.

“I'f you want my advice, you'll find yourself a horny
casting director. An AD can only use you on his picture. A
casting director can put you into everything." This from a
t oot hl ess woman who nust have been in her eighties.

"Yeah? Most of themare fags." A bal ding character

actor.

"What's the difference? | nean, if it gets one | aunched?"
An i ntense, bespectacled young man who burned to be a
witer.

"What about starting out as an extra?" Jill asked.

"Centra

Casting --"

"Forget it. Central Casting' s books are closed. They won't
even register you unless you're a specialty.”

"I"'m-- I'"msorry. What's a special ty?"

"It"'s like if you' re an anputee. That pays thirty-three
fifty-eight instead of the regular twenty-one fifty. O if
you own

di nner clothes or can ride a horse, you make twenty-eight
thirty-three. If you know how to deal cards or handl e the
stick at a crap table, that's twenty-eight thirty-three.
If you



can play football or baseball, that pays thirty-three
fifty-eight

-- sanme as an anputee. If you ride a canel or an el ephant,
it's

fifty-five ninety-four. Take ny advice, forget about being
an

extra. Go for a bit part.”

"I'"'mnot sure what the difference is," Jill confessed.

"A bit player's got at least one line to say. Extras ain't
allowed to tal k, except the ommies."

"The what ?"

"The omies -- the ones who nmake background noi ses.™
"First thing you gotta do is get yourself an agent."

"How do | find one?"

"They're listed in the Screen Actor. That's the magazi ne

the Screen Actors @Quild puts out. | got a copy in ny room
"1l get it."
They all | ooked through the list of agents with Jill, and

finally narrowed it down to a dozen of the snaller ones.
The

consensus of opinion was that Jill would not have a chance
at

a | arge agency.

Armed with the list, Jill began to nake the rounds. The
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first six agents would not even talk to her. She ran into
t he

; seventh as he was | eaving his office.

S "Excuse ne," Jill said. "I'mlooking for an agent."

He eyed her a nonment and said, "Let's see your portfolio."
I

She stared at himblankly. "M/ what ?"

| "You nust have just gotten off the bus. You can't
oper at e

t inthis town without a book. Get sone pictures ";/91
taken. Different

', poses. d anmpur stuff. Tits and ass.”

Jill found a photographer in Culver Cty near the David
Sei zni ck Studios, who did her portfolio for thirty-five
dol | ars.

She picked up the pictures a week |ater and was very

pl eased



with them She | ooked beautiful. Al of her noods had been
captured by the canera. She was pensive ... angry ..
| ovi ng

sexy. The phot ographer had bound the pictures together
in a book with | oosel eaf cel | ophane pages.
"At the front here," he explained, "you put your acting
credits.”
Credits. That was the next step.
By the end of the next two weeks, Jill had seen, or tried
to see, every agent on her list. None of themwas renotely
interested. One of themtold her, "You were in here
yest er day,
honey. "
She shook her head. "No, | wasn't."
"Well, she | ooked exactly like you. That's the problem
You all look like Elizabeth Tayl or or Lana Turner or Ava
Gardner. |If you were in any other town trying to get a job
in
any ot her business, everybody would grab you. You're
beauti ful ,
you' re sexy-looking, and you' ve got a great figure. But in
Hol | ywood, | ooks are a drug on the nmarket. Beautiful girls
come here fromall over the world. They starred in their

hi gh
school play or they won a beauty contest or their
boyfriend

told themthey ought to be in pictures —and whammo! They
fl ock here by the thousands, and they're all the sane

girl.
Bel i eve nme, honey, you were in here yesterday."
The boarders helped Jill make a new |list of agents. Their

offices were smaller and the |ocations were in the
cheap-rent

district, but the results were the sane.

"Conme back when you've got sone acting experience,

kid. You' re a |looker, and for all | know you could be the
greatest thing since Garbo, but | can't waste ny tine
findi ng

out. You go get yourself a screen credit and I'Il be your
agent."

"How can | get a screen credit if no one wll give ne

a job?"

He nodded. "Yeah. That's the problem Lots of [uck."



There was only one agency left on Jill's list, recomended
by a girl she had sat next to at the Mayfl ower Coffee Shop
on Hol | ywood Boul evard. The Dunni ng Agency was | ocat ed

in a small bungal ow off La G enega in a residential area.
Jill

had tel ephoned for an appoi ntnent, and a wonan had told
her to cone in at six o'clock.

Jill found herself in a small office that had once been
sonmeone's living room There was an ol d scarred desk
littered

W th papers, a fake-|eather couch nended with white

surgi cal

tape and three rattan chairs scattered around the room A
tall, heavyset woman wth a pockmarked face canme out of
anot her room and said, "Hello. Can | help you?"

"I"'mJill Castle. | have an appoi ntnent to see M.

Dunni ng. "

"M ss Dunning," the woman said. "That's ne."

"Oh," said Jill, in surprise. "I'msorry, | thought --"
The woman's | augh was warm and friendly. "It doesn't
matter."

But it does matter, Jill thought, filled with a sudden
excitenment. Way hadn't it occurred to her before? A woman
agent! Soneone who had gone through all the traumas,
soneone

who woul d understand what it was |ike for a young girl
just starting out. She would be nore synpathetic than any
man coul d ever be.

"l see you brought your portfolio,
saying. "May | look at it?"
"Certainly,"” Jill said. She handed it over.

The wonman sat down, opened the portfolio and began to

M ss Dunni ng was

nm t he pages, noddi ng approval. "The canera |ikes you."
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Jill did not know what to say. "Thank you."

The agent studied the pictures of Jill in a bathing suit.

"You've got a good figure. That's inportant. \Wiere you
fronf"

"Texas," .Till said. "Odessa."

"How | ong have you been in Hollywood, Jill?"

"About two nonths."

"How many agents have you been to?"

For an instant, Jill was tenpted to |lie, but there was
not hi ng but conpassi on and understanding in the woman's



eyes. "About thirty, | guess."”

The agent | aughed. "So you finally got down to Rose
Dunnins:. Well, you could have done worse. |'m not MCA

or WlliamMrris, but | keep ny people working."

"I haven't had any acting experience."

The woman nodded, unsurprised. "If you had, you'd be

at MCA or Wlliam Mirris. I'ma kind of breaking-in
station.

| get the kids with talent started, and then the big
agenci es

snatch them away fromne."

For the first time in weeks, Jill began to feel a sense of
hope. "Do -- do you think you' d be interested in handling
me?" she asked.

The woman smled. "I have clients working who aren't
half as pretty as you. | think I can put you to work.
That's the

only way you'll ever get experience, right?"

Jill felt a glow of gratitude.

"The trouble with this dammed town is that they won't
give kids like you a chance. Al the studi os screamt hat
they're

desperate for new talent, and then they put up a big wall
and

won't |et anybody in. Well, we'll fool
t hree

t hi ngs you m ght be right for. A daytine soap, a bit in
t he

Toby Tenple picture and a part in the new Tessi e Brand
novi e. "

Jill's head was spinning. "But would they --?"

“I'f I recomend you, they'll take you. | don't send
clients who aren't good. They're just bit parts, you
under st and,

but it wll be a start.”

“I can't tell you how grateful 1'd be,"” Jill said.

em | know of
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"I think I've got the soap-opera script here." Rose
Dunni ng

| unbered to her feet, pushing herself out of her chair,
and wal ked into the next room beckoning Jill to follow
her .



The roomwas a bedroomwi th a double bed in a corner
under a wi ndow and a netal filing cabinet in the opposite
corner. Rose Dunning waddl ed over to the filing cabinet,
opened a drawer, took out a script and brought it over to
Jill.

"Here we are. The casting director is a good friend of

mne, and if you cone through on this, he'll keep you
busy. "

“I''l'l come through,” Jill prom sed fervently.

The agent smled and said, "Course, | can't send over a

pig in a poke. Whuld you mnd reading for ne?"

"No. Certainly not."

The agent opened the script and sat down on the bed.
"Let's-read this scene.™

Jill sat on the bed next to her and | ooked at the script.
"Your character is Natalie. She's a rich girl who's
married

to a weakling. She derides to divorce him andJie won't

| et

her. You nmake your entrance here."

Jill quickly scanned the scene. She w shed she had had

a chance to study the script overnight or even for an
hour .

She was desperately anxious to nmake a good i npression.
"Ready?"

"I -- 1 think so," Jill said. She closed her eyes and
tried

to think |ike the character. A rich woman. Like the

not her s

of the friends that she had grown up with, people who took
It for granted that they could have anything they wanted
in

life, believing that other people were there for their
conveni ence.

The Cissy Toppings of the world. She opened her

eyes, | ooked down at the script and began to read. "I want
to

talk to you, Peter.™

"Can't it wait?" That was Rose Dunning, cueing her.
"I"'mafraid it's waited too long already. |I'mcatching a
pl ane for Reno this afternoon.”

"Just |ike that?"

"No. |'ve been trying to catch that plane for five years,
Peter. This time |I'mgoing to make it."



Jill felt Rose Duaaing' s hand patting her thigh. "That's
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very good," the agent said, approvingly. "Keep reading."
She

| et her hand rest on Jill's |eg.

"Your problemis that you haven't grown up yet. You're
still playing ganes. Well, fromnow on, you're going to
have

to play by yourself."

Rose Dunni ng's hand was stroking her thigh. It was

di sconcerting.

"Fine. Go on," she said.

"I -- 1 don't want you to try to get in touch with nme ever
again. |Is that quite clear?"

The hand was stroking Jill faster, noving toward her
groin. Jill lowered the script and | ooked at Rose Dunni ng.
The wonan's face was flushed and her eyes had a gl azed

| ook

in them

"Keep reading," she said huskily.

“I -- 1 can't,"” Jill said. "If you --"

The woman's hand began to nove faster. "This is to

get you in the nood, darling. It's a sexual fight, you
see. |

want to feel the sex in you." Her hand was pressing harder
now, noving between Jill's |egs.

“No! " Jill got to her feet, trenbling.

Saliva was dribbling out of the corner of the woman's

nmouth. "Be good to ne and I'I|l be good to you." Her voice
was pl eading. "Cone here, baby." She held out her arns and
made a “rab for her, and Jill ran out of the office.

In the street outside, she vomted. Even when the racking
spasns were over and her stomach had qui eted down, she
felt no better. Her headache had started again.

It was not fair. The headaches didn't belong to her. They
bel onged to Josephi ne Czi nski .

During the next fifteen nonths, Jill Castle becane a
full fl edged

menber of the Survivors, the tribe of people on the
fringes of show busi ness who spent years and sonetines a
whole lifetinme trying to break into the Business, working



at

other jobs tenporarily. The fact that the tenporary jobs
sonmeti nes

| asted ten or fifteen years did not discourage them

As ancient tribes once sat around | ong-ago canpfires and
recounted sagas of brave deeds, so the Survivors sat

ar ound

Schwab's Drugstore, telling and retelling heroic tales of
show

busi ness, nursing cups of cold coffee while they exchanged
the latest bits of inside gossip. They were outside the
Busi ness,

and yet, in sonme nysterious fashion, they were at the very
pul se and heartbeat of it. They could tell you what star
was

going to be replaced, what producer had been caught

sl eepi ng

with his director, what network head was about to be

ki cked

upstairs. They knew these things before anyone el se did,

t hrough their own special kind of jungle drums. For the
Busi ness was a jungle. They had no illusions about that.
Thei r

i1lusions lay in another direction. They thought they
coul d

find a way to get through the studio gates, scale the
studi o

wal | s. They were artists, they were the Chosen. Hol |l ywood
was their Jericho and Joshua woul d bl ow his gol den trunpet
and the m ghty gates would fall before themand their
enem es

woul d be smtten, and o, Sam Wnters's magi c wand woul d
be waved and they woul d be wearing sil ken robes and be
Movi e

Stars and adored ever after by their grateful public.
Amren.

The coffee at Schwab's was heady sacranental w ne, and

t hey

were the Disciples of the future, huddling together for
confort,

warm ng one another with their dreans, on the very

brink of making it. They had nmet an assistant director who
told them a producer who said a casting director who
prom sed and any second now, and the reality would be in



their grasp

In the neantine, they worked in supermarkets and garages
and beauty parlors and car washes. They lived with each
ot her

and married each other and divorced each other, and they
never noticed how tinme was betraying them They were
unawar e

of the new lines and the graying tenples, and the fact
that it took half an hour longer in the norning to put on
makeup. They had becone shopworn w t hout havi ng been
used, aged without nellowing, too old for a career with a
pl asti cs conpany, too old to have babies, too old for

t hose

younger parts once so coveted.

They were now character actors. But they still dreaned.
The younger and prettier girls were picking up what they
call ed mattress noney.

"Why break your ass over sone nine-to-five job when al
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you have to do is lay on your back a few m nutes and pick

up an easy twenty bucks? Just till your agent calls.”

Jill was not interested. Her only interest in |life was her
career. A poor Polish girl could never marry a David
Kenyon.

She knew that now. But Jill Castle, the novie star, could

have anybody, and anythi ng she wanted. Unl ess she could
achi eve that, she would change back into Josephi ne Czi nsk
agai n.

She woul d never | et that happen.

Jill's first acting job came through Harriet Marcus, one
of the Survivors who had a third cousin whose

ex- br ot her-inl aw

was a second assistant director on a television nedical
series shooting at Universal Studios. He agreed to give
Jill

a chance. The part consisted of one line, for which Jill
was

to receive fifty-seven dollars, mnus deductions for Sodal
Security, w thholding taxes and the Mdtion Picture Relief
Hone. Jill was to play the part of a nurse. The script
call ed



for her to be in a hospital roomat a patient's bedside,
t aki ng
hi s pul se when the doctor entered.

doctor : "How is he, Nurse?"

nurse: "Not very good, |'mafraid. Doctor."

That was it.

Jill was given a single, mneographed page fromthe

script on a Monday afternoon and told to report for makeup
at six a.m the follow ng norning. She went over the scene
a hundred tinmes. She w shed the studio had given her the
entire script. How did they expect her to figure out what
t he

character was |ike fromone pagef Jill tried to analyze
what

kind of a woman the nurse m ght be. Was she married?

Si ngl e? She could be secretly in love with the doctor. O
maybe they had had an affair and it was over. How did she
feel about the patient? Did she hate the thought of his
deat h?

O would it be a bl essing?

"Not very good, |I'mafraid. Doctor." She tried to put
concern in her voice.

She tried again. "Not very good. |I'mafraid. Doctor."

Al armed. He was going to die.
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“Not very good, |I'mafraid. Doctor." Accusing. It was the
doctor's fault. If he had not been away with his m stress

Jill stayed up the entire night working on the part, too
keyed-up to sleep, but in the norning, when she reported
to

the studio, she felt exhilarated and alive. It was stil
dar k

when she arrived at the guard's gate off Lankershim

Boul evard,

In a car borrowed fromher friend Harriet. Jill gave

t he guard her name, and he checked it against a roster and
waved her on.

"Stage Seven," he said. "Two bl ocks down, turn right."

Her nanme was on the roster. Universal Studios was
expecting her. It was |like a wonderful dream As Jill drove
toward the sound stage, she decided she woul d di scuss the



part with the director, |let himknow that she was capabl e
of

giving "himany interpretation he wanted. Jill pulled into
t he

| arge parking |lot and went onto Stage Seven.

The sound stage was crowded with people busily noving

| ights, carrying electrical equipnent, setting up the
caner a,

giving orders in a foreign | anguage she did not

under st and.

"Hit the inky clink and give ne a brute.... | need a scrim
here.... Kill the baby...."
Jill stood there watching, savoring the sights and snells

and sounds of show business. This was her world, her
future.

She would find a way to inpress the director, show him
t hat

she was soneone special. He would get to know her as a
person, not as just another actress.

The second assistant director herded Jill and a dozen
ot her actors over to Wardrobe, where Jill was handed a
nurse's

uni form and sent back to the sound stage, where she was
made

up with all the other bit players in a corner of the sound
st age.

Just as they were finished with her, the assistant
director called

her nanme. Jill hurried on to the hospital -room set where

t he

director stood near the canmera, talking to the star of the
series.

The star's nanme was Rod Hanson, and he played a surgeon
full

of conpassion and w sdom As Jill approached them Rod
Hanson was saying, "I have a German shepherd that can fart
better dialogue than this shit. Wiy can't the witers ever
gi ve

nme sone character, for Christ's sake?"
154

"Rod, we've been on the air five years. Don't inprove
I hit. The public | oves you the way you are."



The caneranman wal ked up to the director. "Al |it, chief.”
"Thanks, Hal," the director said. He turned to Rod

Hanson. "Can we make this, baby? We'll finish the

di scussi on

| ater."

"One of these days, I'mgoing to wipe ny ass with this
studi 0," Hanson snapped. He strode away.

Jill turned to the director, who was now al one. This was
her opportunity to discuss the interpretation of the
character,

to show himthat she understood his problens and was there
to

hel p make the scene great. She gave hima warm friendly
smle. "I"'mJill Castle," she said. "I'm playing the

nur se.

| think she can really be very interesting and | have sone
| deas about —

He nodded absently and said, "Over by the bed," and

wal ked away to speak to the canmeraman

Jill stood | ooking after him stunned. The second
assi st ant

director, Harriet's third cousin's ex-brother-in-I|aw,
hurri ed

up to Jill and said in a | ow voice, "For Chrissakes,
didn't you

hear hinf? Over by the bed!"

"I wanted to ask him—

"Don't blowit!" he whispered fiercely. "Get out there!"
Jill wal ked over to the patient's bed.

"All right. Let's have it quiet, everybody." The assi stant
director | ooked at the director. "Do you want a rehearsal,
chi ef ?"

"For this? Let's go for a take."

"Gve us a bell. Settle down, everybody. N ce and quiet.
W're rolling. Speed."
Unbelievingly, Jill listened to the sound of the bell.

She | ooked frantically toward the director, wanting to ask
hi m how he would Iike her to interpret the scene, what her
relationship was to the dying man, what she was —

A voice called, "Action!"

They were all looking at Jill expectantly. She wondered
whet her she dare ask themto stop the caneras for just a
second, so she could discuss the scene and —

The director yelled, "Jesus Christ! Nurse! This isn't a



norgue -- it's a hospital. Feel his god damed pul se
bef ore he

dies of old age!"

Jill looked anxiously into the circle of bright lights
around her. She took a deep breath, lifted the patient's
hand

and took his pulse. If they would not help her, she would
have

to interpret the scene in her own way. The patient was the
father of the doctor. The two of them had quarrel ed. The
father had been in an accident and the doctor had just
been

notified. Jill | ooked up and saw Rod Hanson approachi ng.
He

wal ked up to her and said, "How is he. Nurse?"

Jill looked into the doctor's eyes and read the concern

there. She wanted to tell himthe truth, that his father
was

dying, that it was too |late for themto nmake up their
quarrel .

Yet she had to break it to himin such a way that it would
not

destroy himand --

The director was yelling, "Cut! Cut! Cut! Goddamm it,

the idiot's got one line, and she can't even renenber it.
Wher e

did you find her -- in the Yell ow Pages?"

Jill turned toward the voice shouting from Ae darkness,
aflame with enbarrassnent. "I -- | know ny line," she said
shaldly. "I was just trying to --"

"Well, if you knowit, for Chrissakes, would you m nd
saying it7 You could drive a train through that pause.
When

he asks you the rucking question, answer it. Ckay?"

"I was just wondering if | should --"

"Let's go again, right away. Gve us a bell."

"We're on a bell. Hold it dowm. We're rolling."

" Speed. "

"“Action."

Jill's legs were trenbling. It was as though she was the
only one here who cared about the scene. Al she had

want ed

to do was create sonething beautiful. The hot |ights were
maki ng her dizzy, and she could feel the perspiration



runni ng

down her arns, ruining the crisp, starched uniform
"Action! Nurse!"

Jill stood over the patient and put her hand on his pul se.
If she did the scene wong again, they would never give
her

anot her chance. She thought of Harriet and of her friends
at

t he room nghousc and of what they woul d say.
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The doctor entered and wal ked up to her. "How i s he,

Nur se?"

She woul d no | onger be one of them She would be a

| aughi ngst ock. Hol | ywood was a small town. Word got around
fast.

"Not very good, |'mafraid. Doctor."

No ot her studio would touch her. It would be her |ast
job. It would be the end of everything, her whole world.
The doctor said, "I want this man put in intensive care
I mredi ately. "

"Good!" the director called. "Cut and print."

Jill was hardly aware of the people rushing past her,
starting to dismantle the set to nmake room for the next
one.

She had done her first scene--and she had been thinking
about sonething el se. She could not believe it was over.
She

wonder ed whet her she should find the director and thank
hi m

for the opportunity, but he was at the other end of the
st age

talking to a group of people. The second assi stant

di rector

came up to her and squeezed' her armand said, "You did
okay, kid. Only next tinme, |learn your |ines."

There was filmon her; she had her first credit.
From now on, Jill thought, 1'Il be working all the tine.

JiUs next acting job was thirteen nonths later, when she
did a bit part at MaM In the neantinme, she held a series
of



civilian jobs. She becane the |ocal Avon |ady, she worked

behind a soda fountain and -- briefly -- she drove a taxi.
Wth her noney running low, Jill decided to share an
apartnment with Harriet Marcus. It was a two-bedroom

apart ment

and Harriet kept her bedroom working overtine. Harri et
wor ked at a downtown departnent store as a nodel. She was
an attractive girl with short dark hair, black eyes, a
nodel ' s

boyi sh figure and a sense of hunor.

"When you cone from Hoboken," she told Jill, "you'd
better have a sense of hunor."

In the beginning, Jill had been a bit daunted by Harriet's
cool self-sufficiency, but she soon |earned that

under neat h t hat

sophi sticated facade, Harriet was a warm frightened

chil d.

She was in |love constantly. The first tinme Jill.nmet her,
Harri et

said, "I want you to neet Ralph. We're getting married
next

nont h. "

A week | ater, Ralph had left for parts unknown, taking
wWth himHarriet's car.

A few days after Ral ph had departed, Harriet net Tony.

He was in inport-export and Harriet was head-over-heels in
| ove with him

"He's very inportant,” Harriet confided to Jill. But
someone

obviously did not think so, because a nonth | ater, Tony
was found floating in the Los Angeles River with an apple
stuffed in his nouth.

Al ex was Harriet's next |ove.

"He's the best-1looking thine- you' ve ever seen,"” Harri et
confided to Jill

Al ex was handsone. He dressed in expensive clothes,

drove a flashy convertible and spent a ot of tine at the
racetracks.

The romance | asted until Harriet started running out

of nmoney. It angered Jill that Harriet had so little sense
about

men.

"I can't help it,"” Harriet confessed. "I'mattracted to
guys who are in trouble. | think it's ny nother instinct."



She
grinned and added, "My nother was an idiot."

Jill watched a procession of Harriet's frances conme and
go.

There was N ck and Bobby add John and Raynond, until
finally Jill could no | onger keep track of them

A few nonths after they had noved in together, Harriet
announced that she was pregnant.

"I think it's Leonard," she qui pped, "but you know- -
they all |ook alike in the dark."

"Where is Leonard?"

"He's either in Omha or Ckinawa. | always was | ousy at
geogr aphy. "

"What are you going to do?"

“I"mgoing to have ny baby."

Because of her slight figure, Harriet's pregnancy becane
obvious in a matter of weeks and she had to give up her
nodeling job. Jill found a job in a supermarket so that
she

coul d support the two of them
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One afternoon when Jill returned hone from work, she

ound a note fromHarriet. It read; "I've always wanted ny
‘aby to be born in Hoboken. Have gone back hone to ny
oiks. I'Il bet there's a wonderful guy there, waiting for
me

Thanks for everything." It was signed: "Harriet, The Nun."

J
The apartnent had suddenly becone a | onely place, |
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It was a heady tine for Toby Tenple. He was forty-two
years old and owned the world. He joked with kings and
gol fed

with Presidents, but his mllions of beer-drinking fans
di d not

m nd because they knew Toby was one of them their
chanpi on

who m |l ked all the sacred cows, ridiculed the high and



m ghty, shattered the shibbol eths of the Establishnent.
They

| oved Toby, just as they knew that Toby | oved them

He spoke about his nother in all his interviews, and each
time she becane nore saintlike. It was the only way Toby
could share his success with her.

Toby acquired a beautiful estate in Bel-Air. The house
was Tudor, with eight bedroons and an enornous stab-case
and

hand- carved paneling from England. It had a novie theater,
a gane room a w ne cellar, and on the grounds were a

| ar ge

swi mm ng pool, a housekeeper's cottage and two guest

cott ages.

He bought a | avish honme in Palm Springs, a string of
racehor ses

and a trio of stooges. Toby called themall "Muc" and
they adored him They ran errands, chauffeured him got
hi m

girls at any hour of the day or night, took trips with
him gave

hi m massages. Whatever the nmaster desired, the three Macs
were always there to give him They were the jesters to

t he

Nation's Jester. Toby had four secretaries, two just to
handl e

the enornmous flow of fan mail. His private secretary was a
pretty twenty-one-year-old honey-bl onde nanmed Sherry. Her
body had been designed by a sex mani ac, and Toby insisted
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that she wear short skirts with nothing under them It
saved
[ themboth a lot of tine.

| The premere of Toby Tenple's first novie had gone

| remarkably well.' Sam Wnters and Cifton Lawence were

I so. the theater. Afterward they all went to Chasen's to

di scuss

| the picture.

s Toby had enjoyed his first neeting wwth Sam after the
deal had been made. "It woul d have been cheaper if you



had

returned ny phone calls,"” Toby said, and he told Sam of
i how he had tried to reach him

; "My tough luck," Sam said, ruefully.

Now, as they sat in Chasen's, Samturned to Cifton

Lawence. "If you don't take an armand a leg, 1'd like to
make a new three-picture deal for Toby."

A "Just an arm |'Il give you a call in the norning," the
agent said to Sam He | ooked at his watch. "I have to run
al ong. "

"Where you goi ng?" Toby asked.

"I'"'mneeting another client. | do have other clients, dear
boy. "

Toby | ooked at him oddly, then said, "Sure."

The reviews the next norning were raves. Every critic
predi cted that Toby Tenple was going to be as big a star
I n

novies as he was in tel evision.

Toby read all the reviews, then got Cifton Lawence on
t he phone.

"Congratul ati ons, dear boy," the agent said. "Did you
see the Reporter and Variety) Those reviews were | ove
letters.”

"Yeah. It's a green-cheese world, and I"ma big fat rat.
Can | have any nore fun than that?"

“I told you you'd own the world one day, Toby, and

now you do. It's all yours."” There was a deep satisfaction

in

t he agent's voi ce.

"diff, I1'dlike to talk to you. Can you cone over?"
"Certainly. I'll be free at five o' clock and --"

i "1 nmeant now. "

There was a brief hesitation, then Cifton said, "I have

appoi ntnments until --
"Ch, if you're too busy, forget it." And Toby hung up.

One mnute later, Cifton Lawence's secretary called and
said, "M. Lawence is on his way to see you, M. Tenple."

Clifton Lawence was seated on Toby's couch. "For

Cod' s sake, Toby, you know |I'm never too busy for you. |
had no idea you would want to see ne today, or | wouldn't
have made ot her appoi ntnents.”

Toby sat there staring at him letting himsweat it out.



Cifton cleared his throat and said, "Cone on! You're ny
favorite client. Didn't you know that?"

And it was true, Cifton thought. / made him He's ny
creation. |I'menjoying his success as nmuch as he is.
Toby smled. "AmI| really. Aiff?" He could see the

t ensi on

easi ng out of the dapper little agent's body. "I was
begi nning to wonder."

"What do you nean?"

"You' ve got so many clients that sonetinmes | think you
don't pay enough attention to ne."
"That's not true. | spend nore tine --
"I"'d like you to handle just nme, diff."
Adifton smled. "You're joking."

“"No. I'"'mserious." He watched the smle leave difton's
face. "I think I'minportant enough to have ny own agent
-- and when | say ny own agent, | don't nean soneone who's

too busy for ne because he has a dozen other people to

t ake

care of. It's like a group fuck. diff. Sonebody al ways
gets left

with a hard-on."

Cifton studied hima nonent, then said, "Fix us a drink."
Wil e Toby went over to the bar, Cifton sat there,

t hi nki ng.

He knew what the real problemwas, and it was not Toby's
ego, or his sense of inportance.

It had to do with Toby's | oneliness. Toby was the

| onel i est

man Cifton had ever known. Cifton had watched Toby

buy wonen by the dozens and try to buy friends with | avish
gifts. No one could ever pick up a check when Toby was
around. difton once heard a nusician say to Toby,. "You
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don't have to buy |ove, Toby. Everybody | oves you,
anyway. "

Toby wi nked and said, "Wy take a chance?"

The nusi ci an never worked on Toby's show agai n.

Toby wanted all of everybody. He had a need, and the

nore he acquired the bigger his fleed grew

Cdifton had heard that Toby went to bed with as nmany as
hal f a dozen girls at a tine, trying to appease the hunger



in
him But of course, it did not work. Wiat Toby needed was
one girl, and he had not found her. So he went on playing
t he nunbers gane.
He had a desperate need to have people around himall the
tinme.
Loneliness. The only tine it was not there was when
Toby was in front of an audi ence, when he could hear the
appl ause and feel the love. It was all really very sinple,
Cifton
t hought. When Toby was not on stage, he carried his
audi ence with him He was al ways surrounded by nusi ci ans
and stooges and witers and showgirls and down- and- out
com cs, and everyone el se he could gather into his orbit.
And now he wanted Cifton Lawence. Al of him
Cifton handled a dozen clients, but their total incone
was not a great deal nore than Toby's income from
ni ght cl ubs,
tel evision and notion pictures, for the deals Cifton had
been
able to make for Toby were phenonenal. Nevert hel ess,
Cifton
did not make his decision on the basis of noney. He nade
it
because he | oved Toby Tenple, and Toby needed him Just as
he needed Toby. difton renenbered how flat his |life had
been
bef ore Toby canme into it. There had been no new chal | enges
for years. He had been coasting on old successes. And he
t hought now of the electric excitenent around Toby, the
fun

and | aughter and the deep camaraderie the two of them
shar ed.
When Toby cane back to Cifton and handed him his
| drink, Cifton raised his glass in a toast and said, "To
t he two
| <rf us, dear boy."

l; It was the season of successes and fun and parties, and
ffoby was al ways "on". People expected himto be funny.

; An actor could hide behind the words of Shakespeare or
Shaw

I T Moliere, and a singer could count on the help of

Gershwi n



or Rodgers and Hart or Cole Porter. But a conedi an was
naked.

H s only weapon was his wt.

Toby Tenple's ad |ibs quickly becanme fanous around
Hol | ywood. At a party for the elderly founder of a studio,
soneone asked Toby, "Is he really ninety-one years ol d?"
Toby replied, "Yep. Wien he reaches one hundred,

they're going to split himtwo-for-one."

At di nner one evening, a fanobus physician who took care

of many of the stars told a long and | abored joke to a

group
of conedi ans.
"Doc," Toby pleaded, "don't anuse us -- save us!"

One day the studio was using lions in a novie, and as
Toby saw t hem bei ng trucked by, he yelled, "Christians--
ten mnutes!”

Toby's practical jokes becane | egend. A Catholic friend
of his went to the hospital for a mnor operation. Wile
he

was recuperating, a beautiful young nun stopped by his
bed.

She stroked his forehead. "You feel nice and cool. Such
soft

skin."

"Thank you, Sister.”

She | eaned over him and began strai ghtening his pillows,
her breasts brushing against his face. In spite of

hi nsel f, the

poor man began to get an erection. As the Sister started
to

strai ghten the bl ankets, her hand brushed against him He
was

I n an agony of nortification.

"Good Lord," the nun said. "What have we here?" And

she pulled the covers back, revealing his rock-hard penis.
"I--1"mterribly sorry. Sister," he stammered. "I--"
"Don't be sorry. It's a great cock," the nun said, and
began to go down on him

It was six nonths before he |learned that it was Toby who
had sent the hooker in to him

As Toby was stepping out of an el evator one day, he
turned to a ponpous network executive and said, "By the



way,

WIl, how did you ever cone out on that norals charge?"
The

el evat or door closed and the executive was left with half
a

dozen people eyeing himwarily.

When it cane tinme to negotiate a new contract, Toby
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arranged for a trained panther to be delivered to him at
t he

studi 0. Toby opened Sam Wnters's office door while Sam
was in the mddle of a neeting.

"My agent wants to talk to you," Toby said. He shoved

the panther inside the office and cl osed the door.

When Toby told the story later, he said, "Three of the
guys in that office alnost had heart attacks. It took them
a

nonth to get the snell of panther piss out of that room"
Toby had a staff of ten witers working for him headed
by O Hanl on and Rai nger. Toby conpl ai ned constantly about
the material his witers gave him Once Toby nade a whore
a

menber of the witing team Wen Toby l[earned that his
witers were spending nost of their tinme in the bedroom
he

had to fire her. Another tinme, Toby brought an organ

gri nder

and his nonkey to a story conference. It was humliating
and

deneani ng, but O Hanl on and Rai nger and the other witers
took it because Toby turned their material into pure gold.
He

was the best in the business.

Toby's generosity was profligate. He gave his enpl oyees
and his friends gold watches and cigarette |lighters and
conpl ete

war dr obes and trips to Europe. He carried an enornous
anount of nmoney with himand paid for everything in cash,
i ncluding two Rol |l s-Royces. He was a soft touch. Every
Fri day

a dozen hangers-on in the Business would line up for a
handout .



Once Toby said to one of the regulars, "Hey, what are you
doing here today? | read in Variety that you got a job in
a

picture.” The man | ooked at Toby and said, "Hell, don't |
get

two weeks' notice?"

There were nyriad stories about Toby, and nearly all of
them were true. One day, during a story conference a
witer

| wal ked in late, an unforgivable sin. "I"msorry |'m

| ate," he

' apol ogi zed. "My kid was run over by a car this norning."
| Toby | ooked at himand said, "Did you bring the

| j okes?"

1; Everyone in the roomwas shocked. After the neeting,
Eof the witers said to O Hanlon, "That's the col dest son
I bitch in the world. If you were on fire, he'd sell you
er."
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Toby flewin a top brain surgeon to operate on the injured
boy and paid all the hospital bills. He said to the
father, "If

you ever nention this to anyone, you're out on your ass."

Wrk was the only thing that nmade Toby forget his
| onel i ness, the only thing that brought himreal joy. If a
show

went well, Toby was the npbst amnusing conpanion in the
world, but if the show went badly, he was a denon,
at t acki ng

every target within reach of his savage wt.

He was possessive. Once, during a story conference, he
t ook Rai nger's head between his two hands and announced
to the room "This is mne. It belongs to ne."

At the sane tine he grewto hate witers, because he
needed them and he did not want to need anyone. So he
treated

themw th contenpt. On pay day, Toby nade airplanes of the
witer's paychecks and sailed themthrough the air.
Witers

woul d be fired for the smallest infraction. One day a



witer

wal ked in with a tan and Toby i medi ately had him

di schar ged.

"Why did you do that?" O Hanl on asked. "He's one

of our best witers."

"I'f he was working," Toby said, "he wouldn't have had

rime for a tan."

A new witer brought in a joke about nothers and was

| et go.

I f a guest on his show got big | aughs, Toby woul d exclaim
"You're great! | want you on this show every week."

He woul d | ook over at the producer and say, "You hear nme?"
and the producer would know that the actor was never to
appear on the show agai n.

Toby was a mass of contradictions. He was jeal ous of

t he success of other comcs, yet the foll ow ng happened.
One

day as Toby was | eaving his rehearsal stage, he passed the
dressing roomof an old-tinme conedy star, Vinnie Turkel,
whose career had | ong since gone downhill. Vinnie had been
hired to do his first dramatic part, in a live tel evision
pl ay.

He, hoped that it would nmean a coneback for him Now, as
Toby | ooked into the dressing room he saw Vinnie on the
couch, drunk. The director of the show cane by and said to
Toby, "Let him be, Toby. He's finished."
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"What happened?"

"Well, you know Vinnie's trademark has al ways been

hi s hi gh, quavery voice. W started rehearsing and every
tinme

Vi nni e opened his nmouth and tried to be serious, everyone
began to laugh. It destroyed the old guy."

"He was counting on this part, wasn't he?" Toby asked.
The director shrugged. "Every actor counts on every
part."

Toby took Vinnie Turkel home with himand stayed with
the old conedy star, sobering himup. "This is the best
rol e

you've ever had in your life. Are you gonna blowit?"

Vi nni e shook his head, mserable. "I've already blown it,
Toby. | can't cut it."



"Who says you can't?" Toby demanded. "You can play

that part better than anyone in the world."

The old man shook his head. "They |aughed at ne."

"Sure they did. And do you know why? Because you' ve
made them | augh all your life. They expected you to be
funny.

But if you keep going, you'll win themover. You'll kil
them"

He spent the rest of the afternoon restoring Vinnie
Turkel's confidence. That evening, Toby tel ephoned the
director at hone. "Turkel's all right now, " Toby said.
"You

have nothing to worry about."

"I know | haven't," the director retorted. "I've repl aced
him "

"(7«-replace him" Toby said. "You' ve got to give hima
shot . "

"I can't take the chance, Toby. He'll get drunk again
and—

"Tell you what 1'Ill do," Toby offered. "Keep himin.

If you still don't want himafter dress rehearsal, 'l
t ake over

his part and do it for nothing."

There was a pause, and the director said, "Hey! Are

you serious?"

"You bet your ass.”

"It's a deal,"” the director said quickly. "Tell Vinnie to
be at rehearsal at nine o'clock tonorrow norning."

When the show went on the air, it was the hit ,of the

season. And it was Vinnie Turkel whose perfornmance the

critics singled out. He won every prize that tel evision

had to

of fer and a new career opened up for himas a dramatic

actor.

When he sent Toby an expensive gift to show his

appreci ati on,

Toby returned it with a note. "I didn't doit, you did."

That

was Toby Tenpl e.

A few nonths later, Toby signed Vinnie Turkel to do

a sketch in his show Vinnie stepped on one of Toby's

| augh

| ines and fromthat nonent on, Toby gave him w ong cues,

tolled his jokes and humliated himin front of forty



million

peopl e.

That was Toby Tenpl e, too.

Soneone asked O Hanl on what Toby Tenple was really

li ke, and O Hanlon replied, "Do you renenber the picture
where Charlie Chaplin neets the mllionaire? Wen the
mllionaire is drunk, he's Chaplin's buddy. Wen he's
sober,

he throws himout on his ass. That's Toby Tenple, only
wi t hout the |iquor.™

Once during a neeting with the heads of a network, one
of the junior executives hardly said a word. Later, Toby
said

to difton Lawence, "I don't think he liked ne."

"Who?"

"The kid at the neeting."

"What do you care? He's a thirty-second Assi stant
Nobody. "

"He didn't say a word to ne," Toby brooded. "He

really doesn't |like ne."

Toby was so upset that difton Lawence had to track
down the young executive. He called the bewi | dered man in
the mddle of the night and said, "Do you have anyt hi ng
agai nst Toby Tenpl e?"

"Me? | think he's the funniest man in the whole world!"
"Then woul d you do ne a favor, dear boy? Call him and
tell himso."

"What ?"
"Call Toby and tell himyou like him"
"Well, sure. I'lIl call himfirst thing tonorrow "

“Call himnow "
"It's three o' clock in the norning!"
"It doesn't matter. He's waiting for you."
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Wen the executive called Toby, the phone was answered
I mredi ately. He heard Toby's voice say, "H ."

The young executive swall owed and said, "I -- | Just
wanted to tell you that | think you're great."
"Thanks, pal," Toby said, and hung up.

The size of Toby's entourage grew. Sonetines he woul d
awaken in the mddle of the night and tel ephone friends to



cone over for a gin ganme, or he woul d awaken O Hanl on

and Rai nger and summon themto a story conference. He
woul d often sit up all night running novies at hone, with
the three Macs and Clifton Lawence and half a dozen
starlets

and hanger s-on.

And the nore people there were around him the |onelier
Toby becane.

22

It was Novenber, 1963, and the autumm sunshi ne had
given way to a thin, unwarmng |light fromthe sky. The
early

norni ngs were foggy and chilling now, and the first rains
of

wi nter had begun.

Jill Castle still stopped in at Schwab's every norning;
but

It seenmed to her that the conversations were always the
sane.

The Survivors tal ked about who had | ost a part and why.
They

gl oated over each di sastrous review that cane out and
deprecated the good ones. It was the threnody of |osers,
and Jill

began to wonder if she were becomng |like the rest of

t hem

She was still sure that she was going to be Sonebody, but
as

she | ooked around at the sane famliar faces, she realized
t hey

all felt the sanme way about thenselves. Was it possible
t hey

were all out of touch with reality, all of them ganbling
on a

dream t hat was never going to happen? She coul d not bear
the thought of it.

Jill had becone the nother confessor to the group. They
came to her with problens, and she listened and tried to
hel p;

with advice, a few dollars or a place to sleep for a week
or two.

She sel dom dat ed because she was absorbed in her career
and



she had not net anyone who interested her.

Whenever Jill was able to put a little noney aside, she
sent it to her nother with long, glowing letters about how
wel |

she was doing. In the beginning, Jill's nother had witten
back urging Jill to repent and becone a bride of God. But
as

Jill made occasional novies and sent nore noney hone, her

not her began to take a certain reluctant pride in her
daughter's

career. She was no longer against Jill's being an actress
but she

pressed Jill to get parts in religious pictures. "lI'msure
M.

DeMIle would give you a role if you explained your
religious

background to him" she wote.

(Odessa was a small town. Jill's nother still worked for

the G| People, and she knew that her nother would talk
about her, that sooner or later David Kenyon woul d hear of
her success. And so, in her letters, Jill made up stories
about

all the stars she worked with, always careful to use their
first

nanmes. She |learned the bit players' trick of having the
set

phot ogr apher snap her picture as she stood next to the
star.

The phot ographer woul d give her two prints and Jill would
mai |l one to her nother and keep the other. She nade her

| etters sound as though she was just one step short of
stardom

It is the customin Southern California, where it never
snows, that three weeks before Christmas a Santa C aus
Par ade marches down Hol | ywood Boul evard and that each
night after that until Christmas Eve a Santa C aus fl oat
nmakes

the journey. The citizens of Hollywood are as

consci enti ous

about the celebration of the Christ child as are their
nei ghbor s



In northern clines. They are not to be held responsible if
"Aory Beto God on H gh" and "Silent N ght" and "Rudol ph
t he Red- Nosed Rei ndeer" pour out of honme and car radios
in a community that is sweltering in a tenperature of

ei ghty-five

or ninety degrees. They long for an ol d-fashioned white
Christmas as ardently as other red-bl ooded, patriotic
Ameri cans, but because they know that God is not going to
supply it, they have learned to create their own. They

f estoon

the streets with Christmas |ights and plastic Christnas
trees

and papi er-nmache cutouts of Santa C aus and his sled and
hi s

reindeer. Stars and character actors vie for the privilege
of

riding in the Santa C aus Parade; not because they are
concer ned

about bringing holiday cheer to the thousands of

children and adults who |line the path of the parade, but
because

parade of floats go by, the stars on top waving to their
| ovi ng

fans below. The Grand Marshal of the parade this year was
Toby Tenple. The adoring crowds cheered wldly as his

fl oat

passed by. Jill caught a quick glinpse of Toby's beam ng,
I ngenuous face and then he was gone.

There was nusic fromthe Holl ywood Hi gh School Band,
followed by a Masonic Tenple float, and a narine corps
band.

There were equestrians in cowboy outfits and a Sal vati on

Ar ry
band, followed by Shriners. There were singing groups
carrying

flags and streaners, a Knott's Berry Farmfloat with

ani nmal s

and birds made of flowers; fire engines, clowns and jazz
bands.

It mght not have been the spirit of Christmas, but it was
pur e

Hol | ywood spect acl e.

Jill had worked with sone of the character actors on



the floats. One of them waved to her and cal |l ed down,
"Hiya,

Ji U Howyadoi n' ?"

Several people in the crowmd turned to | ook enviously at
her, and it gave her a delightful feeling of

sel f-i nportance

t hat people knew she was in the Business. A deep, rich
voi ce

besi de her said, "Excuse ne -- are you an actress?"
JiU turned. The speaker was a tall blond, good-I| ooking
boy in his mddle twenties. Hs face was tanned and his
teeth

white and even. He wore a pair of old jeans and a bl ue
t weed

jacket with | eather-patch el bows.

"Yes."
“"Me, too. An actor, | nean." He grinned and added,
"Struggling.”

JiU pointed to herself and said, "Struggling."

He | aughed. "Can | buy you a cup of coffee?"

H s name was Al an Preston and he cane from Salt Lake
City where his father was an el der in the Mrnon Church
"I grew up with too nmuch religion and not enough fun," he
confided to Ji U

It's al nost prophetic, JiU thought. W have exactly the
sanme ki nd of background.

"I"'ma good actor,"” Alan said ruefulUy, "but this is sure
a rough town. Back home, everybody wants to hel p you.
Her e,

it seens |ike everybody's out to get you."

They tal ked until the coffee shop cl osed, and by that
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I me they were old friends. Wien Al an asked, "Do you want
o cone back to ny place?" Jill hesitated only a nonent.
"All

I ght."

Al an Preston lived in a boardi nghouse off Hi ghl and
}venue, two bl ocks fromthe Hol |l ywood Bowl . He had a smal
-oom at the back of the house.

"They ought to call this place The Dregs,"” he told Ji U
"You shoul d see the weirdos who |live here. They all think
hey're going to make it big in show business."”



Li ke us, Jill thought.
The furniture in Alan's room consi sted of a bed, a

‘ureau, a chair and a snmall rickety table. "I'mjust
wai ti ng

intil | nove into ny place,” Al an expl ai ned.

Jill laughed. "Sane with ne."

Alan started to take her in his arnms, and she stiffened.
"Pl ease don't."

He | ooked at her a nonent and said gently, "Ckay," and
fill was suddenly enbarrassed. What was she doing here in
this man's room anyway? She knew the answer to that. She
was desperately lonely. She was hungry for soneone to talk
to,

hungry for the feel of a man's arns around her, hol di ng
her

and reassuring her and telling her that everything was
goi ng

to be wonderful. It had been so |ong. She thought of David
Kenyon, but that was another |ife, another world. She

want ed

himso nuch that it was an ache. Alittle |ater, when Al an
Preston put his arns around Jill again, she cl osed her
eyes and

It became David kissing her and undressing her and maki ng
| ove to her.

Jill spent the night with Alan, and a few days | ater he
noved into her small apartnent.
Al an Preston was the nost unconplicated nman Jill had

ever nmet. He was easygoi ng and rel axed, taking each day as
It came, totally unconcerned with tonorrow. \Wen Jill
woul d

Ti scuss his way of life wwth him he would say, "Hey,
remenrer

Appoi ntnent in Samarra If it's going to happen, it'll

| appen. Fate will find you. You don't have to go | ooking
for

it."

Alan woul d stay in bed long after Jill had gone out

| ooki ng

for work. When she returned home, she would find himin
an easy chair, reading or drinking beer with his friends.
He

brought no noney into the house.

"You're a dope,"” one of JiUs girlfriends told her. "He's



usi ng your bed, eating your food, drinking your |iquor.
Get rid

of him"
But Jill didn't.
For the first time, Jill understood Harriet, understood

all her friends who clung desperately to nen they did not
| ove,

men t hey hat ed.

It was the fear of being al one.

Jill was out of a job. Christmas was only a few days away
and she was down to her |ast few dollars, yet she had to
send

her nother a Christmas present. It was Al an who sol ved the
problem He had left early one norning wthout saying
wher e

he was goi ng. When he returned, he said to Jill, "W've
got a

j ob. "

"What kind of job?"

"Acting, of course. W're actors, aren't we?"

Jill looked at him filled with sudden hope. "Are you
serious?"

"OF coursel am | ran into a friend of m ne who's a
director. He's got a picture starting tonmorrow. There's
parts

for both of us. A hundred bucks apiece, for one day's
wor k. "

"That's wonderful!"™ Jill exclained. "A hundred dollars!"
Wth that she could buy her nother some |ovely English
wool

for a wnter coat and have enough left over to buy a good
| eat her purse.

"It's just alittle indie. They're shooting it in back of
soneone' s garage."

Jill said, "What can we lose? It's a part."”

The garage was on the south side of Los Angeles, in an
area that in one generation had gone fromexclusivity to
m ddl e-cl ass gentility to seed.

They were greeted at the door by a short, swarthy nman
who took Al an's hand and said, "You nade it, buddy.
Geat."

He turned to Jill and whistled appreciatively. "You told



it likeit is, pal. She's an eyeful."
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Alan said, "Jill, this is Peter Terraglio. JiU Castle."
| "How do you do!" Ji U said.
"Pete's the director,"” Al an expl ai ned.
"Director, producer, chief bottle washer. | do a little of
everything. Cone on in." He led themthrough the enpty
garage into a passageway that had at one tine been
servants
gquarters. There were two bedroons off the corridor. The
door
;1 to one was open. As they approached it, they could hear
t he
| sound of voices. JiU reached the doorway, | ooked inside
and
| stopped in shocked disbelief. In the mddle of the room
four
], naked people were lying on a bed; a black man, a
Mexi can
man, and two girls, one white and one bl ack. A caneranan
was |ighting the set while one of the girls practiced
feUatio on
t he Mexican. The girl paused for a nonment, out of breath,
and said, "Cone on, you cock. Get hard."

Jill felt faint. She wheel ed around in the doorway to
start

back down the passageway, and she felt her legs start to
gi ve

way. Alan had his arm around her, supporting her.

“"Are you all right?"

She coul d not answer him Her head was suddenly splitting,
and her stomach was fiUed with knives.

"Wait here,"” Al an ordered.

He was back in a mnute with a bottle of red pills and
a pint of vodka. He took out two of the piUs and handed
t hem

to Jill. "These will make you feel better.”

Jul put the piUs in her nouth, her head poundi ng.

"Wash it down with this,"” Alan told her.

She did as he said.

"Here." Al an handed her another pill. She swallowed it
wi th vodka. "You need to |lie down a mnute."



He led JiUinto the enpty bedroom and she |ay down on
the bed, noving very slowy. The piUs were beginning to
wor k.

She started to feel better. The bitter bile had stopped
com ng

up into her nouth.

Fifteen mnutes | ater, her headache was fadi ng away.
Al an handed her another pi U Wthout even thinking about
it,

"I amsitting still."

JUl t hought that was funny and began to | augh. She

| aughed until the tears streanmed down her face. "Wat --
what

were those pills?"

"For your headache, honey."

Terraglio peered into the roomand said, "How we doin'?
Ever ybody happy?"

"Every -- everybody's happy,"” Jill nunbl ed.

Terraglio | ooked at Al an and nodded. "Five mnutes,"
Terraglio said. He hurried off.

Al an was | eaning over Jill, stroking her breast and her
thighs, lifting her skirt and working his fingers between
her

legs. It felt marvelously exciting, and Jill suddenly
want ed him

I nsi de her.

"Look, baby," Alan said, "I wouldn't ask you to do

anyt hing bad. You'd just nmake love to ne. It's what we do
anyway, only this time we get paid for it. Two hundred
bucks.

And it's all yours."

She shook her head, but it seened to take forever to

nove it fromside to side. "I couldn't do that," she said,
fuzzily.

"Why not ?"

She had to concentrate to renenmber. "Because |I'm--1"m

gonna be a star. Can't do porno filns."

"Woul d you like me to fuck you?"

"Ch, yes! | want you, David."

Al an started to say sonething, then grinned. "Sure, baby.
| want you, too. Conme on." He took Jill's hand and |ifted
her

off the bed. Jill felt as though she were flying.

They were in the hallway, then noving into the other



bedr oom

"Ckay," Terraglio said as he saw them "Keep the sane
setup. W've got sone fresh blood comng in."

"Do you want nme to change the sheets?" one of the crew
asked.

"What the fuck do you think we are, M3IW"

Jill was clinging to Alan. "David, there are people here."
"They'll |eave," Alan assured her. "Here." He took out
another pill and gave it to Jill. He put the bottle of
vodka
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to her lips, and she swallowed the pill. Fromthat point
on,

everyt hing happened in a haze. David was undressing her
and

' saying conforting things- Then she was on the bed with
hi m

I He noved his naked body close to her. A bright |ight
came on,

bl i ndi ng her.
"Put this in your nouth," he said, and it was David
t al ki ng.

"Oh, yes." She stroked it lovingly and started to put it

I n her nouth and soneone in the room said sonething that
Jill could not hear, and David noved away so that Jill was
forced to turn her face into the light and squint in the
gl are.

She felt herseldf being pushed down on her back and then
Davi d was inside her naking | ove to her, and at the sane
time she had his penis in her nouth. She |oved himso
much.

The |ights bothered her and the tal king in the background.
She wanted to tell David to stop them but she was in an
ecstasy of delirium having orgasmafter orgasmuntil she
t hought that her body would tear itself apart. David | oved
her, not G ssy, and he had cone back to her and they were
marri ed. They were having such a wonderful honeynoon.

"David..." she said. She opened her eyes and the
Mexi can was on top of her, noving his tongue down her
body.

She tried to ask hi mwhere David was, but she coul d not
get



the words out. She closed her eyes while the man did
del i ci ous

things to her body. Wen Jill opened her eyes again, the
man

had sonmehow turned into a girl with long red hair and

| ar ge

bosons trailing across Jill's belly. Then the wonman
started

doi ng sonmething with her tongue and Jill dosed her eyes
and

fell into unconsciousness.

The two nmen stood | ooking down at the figure on the bed.
"She gonna be all right?" Terraglio asked.

"Sure," Al an said.

"You really cone up with "em" Terraglio said admringly.
"She's terrific. Best |ooker yet."

"My pleasure.” He held out his hand.

Terraglio pulled a thick wad of bills out of his pocket
and peeled off two of them "Here y'are. Wanna drop by for
a

little Christmas dinner? Stella' d |ove to see you."
"Can't," Alan said. "I'mspending Christmas with the

wife and kids. |I'mcatching the next plane out to

Fl orida."

"We're gonna have a hell of a picture here." Terraglio
nodded toward the unconscious girl. "What kind of billing
shoul d we give her ?"

Al an grinned. "Wy don't you use her real nanme? It's
Josephi ne Czinski. Wen the picture plays in Odessa, it'l
gi ve

all her friends a real kick."
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They had lied. Tine was not a friend that heal ed all
wounds; it was the eneny that ravaged and murdered yout h.
The seasons cane and went and each season brought a new
crop of Product to Holl ywood. The conpetition hitchhiked
and canme on notorcycles and trains and planes. They were
all eighteen years old, as Jill had once been. They were
| ongl egged



and lithe, with fresh, eager young faces and bri ght
smles that did not need caps. And with each new crop that

came in, Jill was one year older. One day she | ooked in
t he

mrror and it was 1964 and she had becone twenty-five
years

ol d.

At first, the experience of making the pornographic film
had terrified her. She had lived in dread that sone
casting

director would | earn about it and bl ackball her. But as

t he

weeks went by and then the nonths, Jill gradually forgot
her

fears. But she had changed. Each succeedi ng year had | eft
its

mar K upon her, a patina of hardness, |ike the annual rings
on a tree. She began to hate all the people who woul d not
gi ve

her a chance to act, the people who nade proni ses they
never

kept .

She had enbarked on an endl ess series of nonotonous,

t hankl ess jobs. She was a secretary and a receptioni st and
a

short-order cook and a baby-sitter and a nodel and a

wai tress

and a tel ephone operator and a salesgirl. Just until she
got The

Cal | .

But The Call never cane. And Jill's bitterness grew.

She did occasional wal k-ons and one-liners, but they never
| ed

to anything. She |ooked in the mrror and received Tine's
nmessage: Hurry. Seeing her reflection was |ike |ooking
back

into |ayers of the past. There were still traces of the
fresh

young girl who had conme to Hol |l ywood seven endl ess years
ago. But the fresh young girl had small winkles near the
edges

of her eyes and deeper lines that ran fromthe corners of
her

nose to her chin, warning signals of tine fleeting and



success
ungrasped, the souvenirs of all the countless dreary
little

defeats. Hurry, fill, hurry!

And so it was that when Fred Kapper, an ei ghteen-yearold
assistant director at Fox, told Jill he had a good part
for

her if she would go to bed with him she decided it was
time

to say yes.

She nmet Fred Kapper at the studio during his |unch
hour .

"I only got half an hour,"” he said. "Lenune think where
we can have sone privacy." He stood there a nonent,
frowni ng

i n deep thought, then brightened. "The dubbing room
Cone on."

The dubbing roomwas a small, soundproof projection
chanber where all the sound tracks were conbi ned on one
reel .

Fred Kapper | ooked around the bare room and said,

"Shit! They used to have a little couch in here.”

H gl anced

at his watch. "We'll have to nake do. Get your clothes on,
sweet heart. The dubbing crew U be back in twenty m nutes.™
Jill stared at hima nonent, feeling |like a whore, and

she | oathed him But she did not let it show She had
tried

It her way and had failed. Now she was going to do it
their

way. She took off her dress and pants. Kapper did not
bot her

undressing. He nerely opened his zipper and took out his

tunmescent penis. He |looked at Jill and grinned, "That's a
beautiful ass. Bend over."
Jill | ooked around for sonething to | ean against. In front

of her was the | augh machi ne, a console on wheels, filled
wi th |augh-track | oops controlled by buttons on the
out si de.

"Conme on, bend over."

Jill hesitated a nonent, then | eaned forward, propping
hersel f up by her hands. Kapper noved in back of her and
Jill felt his fingers spreading her cheeks. An instant

| at er she



| 8o

|felt the rip of his penis pressing against her anus.
"Wait!"

ljill said. "Not there! I-- | can't --"

| "Scream for nme, baby!" and he plunged his organ inside

| her, ripping her with a terrible pain. Wth each scream
he

| thrust deeper and harder. She tried frantically to get
away,

| but he was grabbing her hips, shoving hinself in and out,
"hol di ng her fast. She was off bal ance now. As she reached
out

"to get |everage, her fingers touched the buttons of the

| augh
| " machi ne, and instantly the roomwas filled wth nmani acal
[laughter. As Jill squirnmed in a burning agony, her hands

Apounded the nmachine, and a woman tittered and a snall
crowmd guffawed and a girl giggled and a hundred voi ces
cackl ed

and chuckl ed and roared at sone obscene, secret joke. The

echoes bounced hysterically around the walls as Jill cried
out
W th pain.

Suddenly she felt a series of quick shudders and a
nonment | ater the alien piece of flesh inside her was
wi t hdr awn,

tod slowly the laughter in the roomdied away. Jill stayed
Still, her eyes shut, fighting the pain. Wen finally she
was abl e

to straighten up and turn around, Fred Kapper was zi pping
up his fly.

"You were sensational, sweetheart. That screamng really
turns ne on."

And Jill wondered what kind of an animal he woul d be
when he was ni net een.

He saw that she was bl eeding. "Get yourself cleaned up
and cone over to Stage Twelve. You start working this
afternoon. "

After that first experience, the rest was easy. Jill began
to work regularly at all the studios: Waner Brothers,

Par anount ,

MaM Uni versal, Col unbia, Fox. Everywhere, in fact,



except at Disney, where sex did not exist.

I The role that Jill created in bed was a fantasy, and she
; acted it out with skill, preparing herself as though she
wer e

I playing a part. She read books on Oriental erotica and
bought

f philters and stinmulants froma sex shop on Santa Mnica
j Boulevard. She had a lotion that an airline stewardess
br ought

| her fromthe Oient, with the faintest touch of

W ntergreen in

It. She | earned to nassage her lovers slowy and
sensuousl y.

"Lie there and think about what |'m doing to your body,"
she whi spered. She rubbed the |lotion across the man's
chest

and down his stomach toward his groin, making gentle,
circling

notions. "Close your eyes and enjoy it."

Her fingers were as |ight as butterfly w ngs, noving down
hi s body, caressing him Wen he began to have an
erection,

Jill would take his growing penis in her hand and softly
stroke

it, nmoving her tongue down between his |legs until he was
squirmng with pleasure, then continuing down slowy, al

t he

way to his toes. Then Jill would turn himover, and it all
began again. When a man's organ was |inp, she put the head
of it just inside the |lips of her vagina, -and slowy drew
hi m

i nside her, feeling it grow hard and stiff. She taught the
men

the waterfall, and how to peak and stop just before an
orgasm

and then build again and peak again, so that when they
finally

came, it was an ecstatic explosion. They had their

pl easure

and got dressed and left. No one ever stayed | ong enough
to
give her the loveliest five mnutes in sex, the quiet



hol di ng

afterward, the peaceful oasis of a |lover's arns.
Providing Jill with acting parts was a small price to pay
for the pleasure she gave the casting nen, the assistant
di rectors,

the directors and the producers. She becane known

around town as a "red-hot piece of ass", and everyone was
eager for his share. And Jill gave it. Each tinme she did,
t here

was that much | ess self-respect and |ove in her, and that
much

nore hatred and bitterness.

She did not know how, or when, but she knew that one day
this town would pay for what it had done to her.

During the next five years, Jill appeared in dozens of
novi es and tel evision shows and commercials. She was the
secretary who said, "Good norning, M. Stevens”, and the
baby-sitter who said, "Don't worry now, you two have a
good

evening. I'll put the children to bed", and the el evator
oper at or

who announced, "Sixth floor next", and the girl in the
ski outfit who confided, "All ny girlfriends use

Dai nti es".

But not hi ng ever happened. She was a nanel ess face in the
crowd. She was in the Business, and yet she was not, and
she
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could not bear the thought of spending the rest of her
life

i ke this.

In 1969 Jill's nother died and Jill drove to Odessa for
the funeral. It was |ate afternoon and there were fewer
t han

a dozen people at the service, none of themthe wonen her
not her had worked for all those years. Sone of the

chur chgoers

were there, the doomsaying revivalists. Jill renenbered
how terrified she had been at those neetings. But her

not her

had found sone sort of solace in them the exorcising of



what ever

denmons had tornented her.

A famliar voice said quietly, "Hello, Josephine." She
turned and he was standing' at her side and she | ooked into
his eyes and it was as though they had never been apart,
as

t hough they still belonged to each other. The years had
stanped a maturity on his face, added a sprinkling of gray
to his sideburns. But he had not changed, he was sdl
Davi d,

her David. Yet they were strangers.

He was saying, "lI'mvery sorry about your nother."

And she heard herself replying, "Thank you, David."

As though they were reciting lines froma play.

"I have to talk to you. Can you neet ne toni ght?" There
was an urgent pleading in his voice.

She thought of Ae last tinme they had been together and

of the hunger in himthen and the prom se and the dreans.
She said, "All right, David."

"The | ake? Do you have a car?"

She nodded.

“I''l'l nmeet you there in an hour."

sy was standing in front of a mrror, naked, getting
ready to dress for a dinner party when David arrived hone.
He wal ked into her bedroom and stood there watching her.
He could judge his wife with conpl ete di spassion, for he
felt

no enoti on whatsoever toward her. She was beautiful. C ssy
had taken care of her body, keeping it in shape with diet
and

exercise. It was her primary asset and David had reason to
believe that she was liberal in sharing it with others,

her gol f

coach, her ski teacher, her flight instructor. But David
coul d

not blane her. It had been a long tine since he had gone
to bed

with G ssy.

In the beginning, he had really believed that she woul d
gi ve hima divorce when Mama Kenyon died. But David's
not her was still alive and flourishing. David had no way
of



knowi ng whet her he had been tricked or whether a mracle
had taken place. A year after their marriage, David had said

to Cssy, "I think it's time we tal ked about that

di vorce. "

(ssy had said, "Wat divorce?" And when she saw the
astoni shed, 1 ook on his face she | aughed. "I |ike being
Ms.

Davi d Kenyon, darling. Did you really think | was going to
give you up for that little Polish whore?"

He had sl apped her.

The follow ng day he had gone to see his attorney. \Wen
David was finished talking, the attorney said, "I can get
you

the divorce. But if sy is set on hanging on to you,
Davi d,

it's going to be bl oody expensive."

"Get it."

When Cissy had been served the divorce papers, she

had | ocked herself in David's bathroom and had swal | owed
an overdose of sleeping pills. It had taken David and two
servants to smash the heavy door. Ci ssy had hovered on the
brink of death for two days. David had visited her in the
private hospital where she had been taken.

"' msorry, David," she had said. "I don't want to live

Wi thout you. It's as sinple as that."

The foll ow ng norning, he had dropped the divorce suit.

That had been al nost ten years ago, and David's narriage
had becone an uneasy truce. He had conpletely taken

over the Kenyon enpire and he devoted all of his energies
to running it. He found physical solace in the strings of
girls

he kept in the various dties around the world to which his
busi ness carried him But he had never forgotten
Josephi ne.

Davi d had no idea how she felt about him He wanted to
know, and yet he was afraid to find out. She had every
reason

to hate him Wen he had heard the news about Josephine's
not her, David had gone to the funeral parlor just to | ook
at

Josephi ne. The nonent he saw her, he knew that nothing had
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changed. Not for him The years had been swept away in an
instant, and he was as nuch in |love with her as ever.

/| have to talk to you... neet ne tonight.
Al right, David....
The | ake.

Ci ssy turned around as she saw David watching her in
die pier glass. "You' d better hurry and change, Davi d.
we'l |

be late."

"I"'mgoing to neet Josephine. If she'll have ne, I'm
going to marry her. | think it's tine this farce ended,
don't

you?"

She stood there, staring at David, her naked image
reflected

in the mrror.

"Let ne get dressed," she said.

Davi d nodded and left the room He wal ked into the

| arge drawi ng room pacing up and down, preparing for the
confrontation. Surely after all these years. Ci ssy would
not

want to hang onto a marriage that was a hollow shell. He
woul d gi ve her anything she --

He heard the sound of Cissy's car starting and then the
scream of ores as it careened down the driveway. David
raced

to the front door and | ooked out. Ci ssy's Maserati was
raci ng

toward the highway. Quickly, David got into his car,
started

t he engi ne and gunned down the driveway after G ssy.

As he reached the highway, her car was just disappearing
in the distance. He stepped down hard on the accel erator.
The Maserari was a faster car than David's Rolls. He

pressed

down harder on the gas pedal: 70 ... 80... 90. Her car was
no | onger in sight.

X00... nho ... still no sign of her.

| He reached the top of a snmall rise, and there he saw t he
(car, like a distant toy, careening around a curve. The

t or que

was pulling the car to one side, the tires fighting to



hol d their

traction on the road. The Maserati swayed back and forth,
yawi ng across the highway. Then it leveled off and nade it
Et he curve. And suddenly the car hit tfae shoul der of the
and shot into the air like a catapult and rolled over and
across the fields.

David pulled G ssy's unconsci ous body out of the car
noment s before the ruptured gas tank expl oded.

It was six 0'clock the next norning before the chief
surgeon came out of the operating roomand said to David,
"She's going to live."

Jill arrived at the | ake just before sunset. She drove to
the edge of the water. Turning off the notor, she gave
her sel f

up to the sounds of the wind and the air. / don't know
when

|'ve ever been so happy, she thought. And then she
corrected

herself. Yes, | do. Here. Wth David. And she renenbered
how his body had felt on hers and she grew faint with
want i ng.

What ever had spoiled their happi ness was over. She had
felt

It the nonment she had seen David. He was still in |ove
with

her. She knew it.

She wat ched the blood-red sun slowy drown, in the

di stant water, and darkness fell. She w shed that David
woul d

hurry.

An hour passed, then two, and the air becane chilled. She
sat in the car, still and quiet. She watched the huge
dead-white

noon float into the sky. She listened to the night sounds

al |

around her and she said to herself, David is com ng.

Jill sat there all night and, in the norning, when the sun
began to stain the horizon, she started the car and drove

hone

to Hol | ywood.
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Jill sat in front of her dressing table and studied her
face

in the mrror. She saw a barely perceptible winkle at the
corner of her eye and frowned. It's unfair, she thought. A
man

can conpletely let hinself go. He can have gray hair, a
pot bel |y

and a face like a road map, and no one thinks anything

of it. But let a wonan get one tiny winkle... She began
to

apply her makeup. Bob Schiffer, Hollywood' s top makeup
artist, had taught her sone of his techniques. Jill put on
a

pan-stick base instead of the powder base that she had
once

used. Powder dried the skin, while the pan-stick kept it
noi st .

Next, she concentrated on her eyes, the makeup under her

| oner lids three or four shades lighter than her other
makeup,

so that the shadows were softened. She rubbed in a snal
anount of eye shadow to give her eyes nore color, then
careful ly

applied fal se eyel ashes over her own | ashes, tilting them
at the outer edges at 'a forty-five-degree angle. She

br ushed

some Duo adhesive on her own outer |ashes and joined them
with the false | ashes, making the eyes | ook larger. To

give the

| ashes a fuller |ook, she drew fine dots on her | ower
eyelid

beneat h her own | ashes. After that, Jill applied her
| i psti ck,

t hen powdered her |ips before applying a second coat of

l'i pj

stick. She applied a blusher to her cheeks and dusted her
face

[with powder, avoiding the areas around the eyes where the
[! powder woul d accentuate the faint winkles.

Jill sat back in her chair and studied the effect in the
mrror. She | ooked beautiful. Sonmeday, she would have to
resort to the tape trick, but thank God that was stil



years

away. Jill knew of ol der actresses who used the trick.
They

fastened tiny pieces of Scotch tape to their skin just
bel ow

the hairline. Attached to these tapes were threads which
t hey

tied around their heads and conceal ed beneath their hair.
The

result was to pull the slackened skin of their faces taut,
gi vi ng

the effect of a face |ift wthout the expense and pain of
surgery.

A variation was al so used to disguise their sagging

br east s.

A piece of tape attached to the breast on one end and to
t he

firmer flesh higher on the chest on the other provided a
sinpl e

tenporary solution to the problem Jill's breasts were
still firm

She finished conmbing her soft, black hair, took one final
|l ook in the mrror, glanced at her watch and realized that
she

woul d have to hurry.

She had an interview for "The Toby Tenpl e Show'.
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Eddi e Berrigan, the casting director for Toby's show,
was a married man. He had made arrangenents to use a
friend's apartnent three afternoons a week. One of the
af t eroons

was reserved for Berrigan's mistress and the other two
afternoons were reserved for what he called "old talent”

and

"new talent".

Jill Castle was new talent. Several buddies had told Eddie
that Jill gave a fantastic "trip around the world" and
wonder f ul

head. Eddi e had been eager to try her. Now, a part in a
sketch had conme up that was right for her. Al the



char act er
had to do was | ook sexy, say a fewlines and exit.
Jill read for Eddie and he was satisfied. She was no Kate
Hepbum but the role didn't call for one. "You're in," he
sai d.
"Thank you, Eddie."
"Here's your script. Rehearsal starts tonorrow norning,
ten o' clock sharp. Be on tinme, and know your |ines."
"Of course." She waited.
"Er -- how about neeting ne this afternoon for a cup of
cof f ee?"
| Jfflnodded.
| "Afriend of m ne has an apartnent at ninety-five
thirteen
; Argyle. The Allerton.”
"I know where it is," Jill said.

"Apartnment Six D. Three o' cl ock."
show. That week's talent included a spectacul ar dance team
from Argentina, a popular rock and roll group, a nmagician
who
made everything in sight disappear and a top vocalist. The

only one m ssing was Toby Tenple. Jill asked Eddie
Berri gan
about Toby's absence. "Is he sick?"

Eddi e snorted. "He's sick like a fox. The peasants
rehear se

while old Toby has hinself a ball. He'll show up
Saturday to tape the show, and then split."

Toby Tenpl e appeared on Sat urday norning, breezing

into the studio like a king. Froma corner of the stage,
Jill

wat ched hi m nake his entrance, followed by his three

st ooges,

Clifton Lawence and a couple of old-tine comcs. The
spect acl e

filled Jill wth contenpt. She knew all about Toby Tenple.
He was an egomani ac who, according to runor, bragged that
he had been to bed with every pretty actress in Hol |l ywood.
No one ever said no to him OCh, yes, Jill knew about the
G eat

Toby Tenpl e.

The director, a short, nervous man named Harry Durkin,

I ntroduced the cast to Toby. Toby had worked with nost of



them Hollywood was a small village, and the faces soon
becane

famliar. Toby had not net Jill Castle before. She | ooked
beautiful in a biege linen dress, cool and el egant.

"What are you doi ng, honey?" Toby asked.

“I"'min the astronaut sketch, M. Tenple."

He gave her a warmsmle and said, "My friends call ne
Toby. "

The cast started to work. The rehearsal went unusually
wel |, and Durkin quickly realized why. Toby was show ng
off for Jill. He had laid every other girl in the show,
and Jill

was a new chal |l enge.

The sketch that Toby did with Jill was the high point

of the show. Toby gave Jill a couple of additional |ines
and

a funny piece of business. \Wen rehearsal was over, Toby
said to her, "How about a little drink in ny dressing
roonf"

"Thank you, | don't drink." Jill smled and wal ked away.
She had a date with a casting director and that was nore
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I nportant than Toby Tenple. He was a one-shot. A casting
di rector neant steady enpl oynent.

When they taped the show that evening it was an enornous
success, one of the best shows Toby had ever done.

"Anot her smash,"” difton told Toby. "That astronaut
sketch was top drawer."

Toby grinned. "Yeah. | like that little chick init. She'
got sonething."

"She's pretty,” Cifton said. Every week there was a

di fferent

girl. They all had sonething, and they all went to bed
with Toby and becane yesterday's conversation piece.

"Fix it for her to have supper with us. diff."

It was not a request. It was a conmand. A few years ago,
Clifton would have told Toby to do it hinself. But these
days,

when Toby asked you to do sonething, you did it. He was a
king and this was his kingdom and those who did not want
to



be exiled stayed in his favor.

"OF course, Toby," difton said. "I'Il arrange it."
Clifton wal ked down the hall to the dressing room where
the girl dancers and fermal e nenbers of the cast changed.
He

rapped once on the door and wal ked in. There were a dozen
girls in the roomin various stages of undress. They paid
no

attention to himexcept to call out greetings. Jill had
renoved

her makeup and was getting into her street clothes.
Cifton

wal ked up to her. "You were very good," he said.

Jill glanced at himin the mrror wthout interest.
"Thanks." At one tine she would have been exdted to be
this

dose to ddifton Lawence. He could have opened every door
in Holl ywood for her. Now everyone knew that he was sinply
Toby Tenple's stooge.

"l have sone good news for you. M. Tenple wants you

to join himfor supper.”

Jill lightly tousled her hair with her fingertips and

sai d,

"Tell himl'mtired. I"'mgoing to bed." And she .wal ked
out .

| Supper that evening was a msery. Toby, difton Law
trence and Durkin, the director, were in La Rue's at a front
[ boot h. Durkin had suggested inviting a couple of the
showgi rl s,

| but Toby had furiously rejected the idea.

The tabl e captain was saying, "Are you ready to order,

M. Tenpl e?"

Toby pointed to difton and said, "Yeah. Gve the idiot
her e' aa- order of tongue.”

Cifton joined the |aughter of the others at the table,
pretendi ng that Toby was sinply being anusing.

Toby snapped, ,"| asked you to do a sinple thing like
inviting a girl to dinner. Who told you to scare her off?"
"She was tired," difton explained. "She said --"

"No broad is too tired to have dinner with ne. You nust
have said sonething that pissed her off." Toby had raised
hi s



voi ce. The people at the next booth had turned to stare.
Toby

gave them his boyish smle and said, "This is a farewel |
di nner,

folks." He pointed at Clifton. "He's donated his brain to
t he

zoo. "

There was | aughter fromthe other table. difton, forced
a grin, but under the table his hands were cl enched.

"Do you want to know how dunb he is?" Toby asked

t he people at the adjoining booth. "In Poland, they tell
| okes

about him™"

The laughter increased. Clifton wanted to get up and
wal k out, but he did not dare. Durkin sat there
enbarrassed,

too wise to say anything. Toby now had the attention of
several nearby booths. He raised his voice again, giving
t hem

his charmng smle. "Ciff Lawence here gets his
stupidity

honestly. Wien he was born, his parents had a big fight
over

him H's nother clainmed it wasn't her baby."

Mercifully, the evening finally canme to an end. But
tonorrow Clifton Lawence stories were going to be told
al |

over town.

Clifton Lawence lay in his bed that night, unable to

sl eep. He asked hinself why he allowed Toby to humliate
him The answer was sinple: noney. The incone from Toby
Tenpl e brought himover a quarter of a mllion dollars a
year. Cifton lived expensively and generously, and he had
not saved a cent. Wth his other clients gone, he needed
Toby.

That was the problem Toby knew it, and baiting Cifton
had

becone a blood sport. difton had to get away before it
was

too | ate.
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But he was aware that it was already too | ate.



He had been trapped into this situation because of his
affection for Toby: he had really I oved him He had

wat ched

Toby destroy ot hers--wonmen who had fallen in love with
him comcs who had tried to conpete with him critics who
had panned him But those were others. difton had never
believed that Toby would turn on him He and Toby were

too close, Aifton had done too nuch for him

He dreaded to think about what the future held.

Ordinarily, Toby would not have given Jill Castle nore
than a second gl ance. But Toby was not used to being

deni ed

anything he wanted. Jill's refusal only acted as a goad.
He

invited her to dinner again. Wen she declined, Toby
shrugged it off as sonme kind of stupid ganme she was

pl ayi ng

and decided to forget about her. The irony was that if it
had

been a gane, Jill would never have been able to deceive
Toby,
because Toby understood wonen too well. No, he sensed that

Jill really did not want to go out with him and the

t hought

galled him He was unable to get her out of his m nd.
Casual ly, Toby nentioned to Eddie Berrigan that it m ght
be a good idea to use Jill Castle on the show agai n. Eddie
t el ephoned her. She told himshe was busy doing a bit role
in a Western. When Eddi e reported back to Toby, the
conmedi an was furious.

"Tell her to cancel whatever she's doing," he snapped.
"We'll pay her nore. For Christ's sake, this is the nunber
one show on the air. Wiat's the matter with that dizzy

br oad?"

Eddie called Jill again and told her-how Toby felt. "He
really wants you back on the show, Jill. Can you nake it?"
"I'"'msorry," Jill said. "I"mdoing a part at Universal. |
ican't get out of it."

A Nor would she try. An actress did not get ahead in
JHol | ywood by wal ki ng out on a studi o. Toby Tenpl e neant
Jnothing to Jill except a day's work. The foll ow ng

eveni ng,

jthe G eat Man hinself tel ephoned her. H's voice on the



t el ej phone
was warm and charm ng.
"Jill ? This is your little old co-star, Toby."
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"Hello, M. Tenple."

"Hey, come on! What's with the "mster' bit?" There

was no response. "Do you |ike baseball?" Toby asked. "I've
got box seats for --"

"No, | don't."

"Neither do |." He |aughed. "I was testing you. Listen,

how about having dinner with ne Saturday night? | stole
ny chef fromMaxims in Paris. He --"
"' msorry. | have a date, M. Tenple.'
even a flicker of interest in her voice.

Toby felt hinself gripping the receiver nore tightly.
"When are you free?"

“I"'ma hard-working girl. | don't go out nuch. But thank
you for asking ne."

And the line went dead. The bitch had hung up on him

-- a fucking bit player had hung up on Toby Tenple! .There
was not a wonman Toby had net who woul d not give a year

of her life to spend one night with him-- and this stupid
cunt

had turned himdowm! He was in a violent rage, and he took
it out on everyone around him Nothing was right. The
scri pt

stank, the director was an idiot, the nmusic was terrible
and the

actors were |ousy. He summoned Eddi e Berrigan, the casting
director, to his dressing room

"What do you know about Jill Castle?" Toby demanded.
“"Nothing," Eddie said 'instantly. He was not a fool. Like
everyone el se on the show, he knew exactly what was goi ng
on.

Wi chever way it turned out, he had no intention of
getting

caught in the m ddl e.

"Does she sl eep around?"

“"No, sir," Eddie said firmy. "If she did, |I'd know about
it."

"I want you to check her out," Toby ordered. "Find out

I f she's got a boyfriend, where she goes, what she does --

There was not



you
know what | want."

"Yes, sir," Eddie said earnestly.

At three o' clock the next norning, Eddie was awakened

by the tel ephone at his bedside.

"What did you find out?" a voice asked.

Eddi e sat up in bed, trying to blink hinself awake. "Wo
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the hell -- ?" He suddenly realized who was at the other
end of

the tel ephone. "I checked,"” Eddie said hastily. "She's got
a

clean bill of health.™

"I didn't ask you fc-r her fucking nedical certificate,"”
Toby snapped. "Is she |aying anybody?"

"No, sir. Nobody. | talked to ny buddi es around town.
They all like Jill and they use her because she's a fine
actress. "

He was tal king faster now, anxious to convince the man at
t he

ot her end of the phone. If Toby Tenpl e ever |earned that
Jill

had slept with Eddie -- had chosen hi mover Toby Tenpl e!
Eddi e woul d never work in this town again. He had tal ked
to

his casting-director friends, and they were all in the
sane

position he was. No one wanted to nmake an eneny of Toby
Tenpl e, so they had agreed on a conspiracy of silence.

" She

doesn't play around wi th anybody."

Toby's voice softened. "I see. | guess she's just sone
ki nd

of crazy kid, huh?"

"I guess she is," said Eddie, relieved.

"Hey! | hope | didn't wake you up?"

“"No, no, that's all right, M. Tenple."

But Eddie |ay awake a long tine, contenplating what
could happen to himif the truth ever cane out.

For this was Toby Tenple's town.



Toby and Cdifton Lawence were having lunch at the
Hillcrest Country Club. Hllcrest had been created because
few of the top country clubs in Los Angel es admtted Jews.
This policy was so rigidly observed that G oucho Marx's
ten year-old

child, Melinda, had been ordered out of the sw nmm ng

pool of a club where a Gentile friend had taken her. When
G oucho heard what had happened, he tel ephoned the nanager
of the club and said, "Listen -- ny daughter's only

hal f - Jew sh.

Wuld you let her go into the pool up to her waist?"

As a result of incidents like this, sonme affluent Jews who
enjoyed golf, tennis, gin rumy and baiting anti-Senrites
got

toget her and formed their own club, selling shares
excl usi vely

to Jewi sh nenbers. Hillcrest was built in a beautiful park
a fewmles fromthe heart of Beverly Hills, and it

qui ckly becane

fanmous for having the best buffet and the nobst stunul at-

i ng conversation in town. The Gentiles clanored to be
admtted. In a gesture toward tol erance, the board rul ed

t hat

a few non-Jews would be allowed to join the dub

Toby al ways sat at the conedi ans' table, where the
Hol | ywood

Wi ts gathered to exchange jokes and top one another. But

t oday Toby had other things on his mnd. He took Cifton
to

a corner table. "I need your advice. diff," Toby said.
The little agent glanced up at himin surprise. It had
been a | ong dne since Toby had asked for his advice.
"Certainly,

dear boy."

“It"'s this girl," Toby began, and Cifton was instantly
ahead of him Half the town knew the story by now It was
t he biggest joke in Hollywod. One of the columists had
even run it as a blind item Toby had read it and

comment ed,

"I wonder who the schmuck is?" The great |over was hooked
on a girl on the town who had turned himdown. There was
only one way to handle this situation.

"Jill Castle," Toby was saying, "renenber her? The kid
who was on the show?"



"Ah, yes, a very attractive girl. Wat's the probl enP"
“I''l'l be god dammed if | know," Toby admtted. "It's |ike
she's got sonething against nme. Every tine | ask her for a
date, | get a turn-down. It makes nme feel |ike sone kind
of

shit-kicker fromlowa."

Cifton took a chance. "Wy don't you stop asking her?"
"That's the crazy part, pal. | can't. Between you and ne
and ny cock, |'ve never wanted a broad so nuch in ny life.
It's getting so | can't think about anything else." He
sm | ed

sel f-consciously and said, "I told you it was crazy.

You' ve

been around the track a fewtines, diff. What do | do?"
For one reckless nonment, Clifton was tenpted to tel

Toby the truth. But he couldn't tell himthat his dream
girl

was sl eeping around town with every assistant casting

di rector

who could give her a day's work. Not if he wanted to keep
Toby as a client. "I have an idea,"” difton suggested. "Is
she

serious about her acting?"

"Yes. She's anbitious."

"All right. Then, give her an invitation she has to
accept."
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"\What do you nean?”

"Have a party at your house."

"l just told you, she won't --"

"Let me finish. Invite studio heads, producers, directors
- peopl e who could do her sone good. If she's really inter-
sted in being an actress, she'll be dying to neet them"

Toby di al ed her nunber. "Hello, Jill."

"Who is this?" she asked.

Everyone in the country recogni zed his voice, and she

‘as asking who it was!

" Toby. Toby Tenple."

"Oh." It was a sound that could have neant anyt hi ng.
"Listen, Jill, I'"'mgiving a little dinner party at ny hone
ext Wednesday night and |I" -- he heard her start to refuse



nd hurried on--"I"m having Sam Wnters, head of Pan'adfic,
and a few other studio heads there, and sone pro- ucers
and directors. | thought it mght be good for you to

i eet them Are you free?"

There was the briefest of pauses, and Jifl Castle said,
Wednesday night. Yes, |I'mfree. Thank you, Toby."

An neither of them knew that it was an appoi nt nent

I Samarr a.

On the terrace, an orchestra played, while liveried
waiters

assed trays of hors d' oeuvres and gl asses of chanpagne.
When Jill arrived forty-five mnutes |ate, Toby nervously
urried to the door to neet her. She was wearing a sinple
"bite silk dress, and her black hair fell softly against
her

boul ders. She | ooked ravishing. Toby could not take his
eyes

iIf her. Jill was aware that she | ooked beautiful. She had
rashed and styled her hair very carefully and had taken a
ng tinme with her makeup.

"There are a | ot of people here I want you to neet."

Foby took Jill's hand and | ed her across the | arge
reception

all into the formal drawing room Jill stopped at the
entrance,

taring at the guests. Al nost every face in the room was
amliar to her. She had seen themon the cover of Tinme and
LI FE and Newsweek and Paris Match and OG3d or on the
screen. This was the real Hollywood. These were the

pi cture

makers. Jill had imagined this nonent a thousand ti nes,

bei ng

with these people, talking with them Now that the reality
was here, it was difficult for her to realize that it was
actual ly

happeni ng.

Toby was handi ng her a gl ass of chanpagne. He took

her armand | ed her to a man surrounded by a group of

peopl e.

"Sam | want you to neet Jill Castle.”

Samturned. "Hello, Jill Castle," he said pleasantly.
"Jill, this is SamWnters, chief Indian of Pan-Pacific

St udi os. "



"I know who M. Wnters is," Jill said.

"Jill'"s an actress, Sam a dammed cl ever actress. You
coul d

use her. Gve your joint a little class.”

“I''l'l keep that in mnd," Samsaid politely.

Toby took Jill's hand, holding it firmly. "Cone on,
honey,"” he said. "I want everybody to neet you,"

Bef ore the evening was over, Jill had net three studio
heads, half a dozen inportant producers, three directors,
a

few witers, several newspaper and tel evision columists
and

a dozen stars. At dinner, Jill sat at Toby's right. She
i stened

to the various conversations, savoring the feeling of
bei ng on

the Inside for the first tine.

" the trouble with these epics is that if one of them
flops, it can wi pe out the whole studio. Fox is hanging on
by

its teeth, waiting to see what Cl eopatra does."

" have you seen the new Billy Wl der picture yet?
Sensational!"

"Yeah? | |iked himbetter when he was working with
Brackett. Brackett has class."

"Billy has talent,"

" so, | sent Peck a nystery script |ast week, and he's
crazy about it. He said he'd give ne a definite answer in
a day

or two."

"... | received this invitation to neet the new guru,
Krishi Pramananada. Well, ny dear, it turned out |'d

al ready

met him | attended his bar mtzvah."

" the problemw th budgeting a picture at two is that
by the tinme you have an answer print, the cost of

I nflation
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pl us the god dammed uni ons has pushed it up to three or
four."

MIllions, Jill thought excitedly. Three or four mllions.
She renmenbered the endl ess penny-ante conversations at



Schwab' s where the hangers-on, the Survivors, avidly fed
each

ot her crunbs of information about what the studios were
doing. Well, the people at this table tonight were the

r eal

survivors, the ones who nade everything in Hol |l ywood
happen.

These were the people who had kept the gates shut

agai nst her, who had refused to give her a chance. Any
per son

at this table could have hel ped her, could have changed
her

I life, but none of themhad had five mnutes to spare for
Jill

Castle. She | ooked over at a producer who was riding high
with a big new nusical picture. He had refused to give
Jill even

;an interview

At the far end of the table, a fanous conedy director

was in ani mated conversation wth the star of his | atest
film

} He had refused to see Jill

} Sam Wnters was talking to the head of another studio.

; Jill had sent a telegramto Wnters, asking himto watch
her

| performance on a television show He had never bothered
f answering.

| They would pay for their slights and insults, they and
y everybody else in this town who had treated her so
shabbi | y.

| Right now, she neant nothing to the people here, but she
} would. Ch, yes. One day she woul d.

; The food was superb, but Jill was too preoccupied to
noti ce what she ate. \Wen di nner was over, Toby rose and
;«aid, "Hey! Wt better hurry before they start the picture
wi thout us." Holding Jill's arm he led the way to the

| ar ge

Aprojection roomwhere they were to watch a novi e.

; The room was arranged so Aat sixty people could

com brtably

view the picture in couches and easy chairs. An open
cabinet filled with candy bars stood at one side of the
eni ce.

A popcorn nmachi ne stood on the other side.



Toby had seated hinself next to Jill. She was aware

all through the screening his eyes were on her rather
on & novie. Wien the picture ended and the lights
went up, coffee and cake were served. Half an hour |ater,
t he
party began to di ssolve. Mdst of the guests had early
studi o

calls.

Toby was standing at the front door saying good night to
Sam Wnters when Jill wal ked up, wearing her coat. "Were
are you goi ng?" Toby demanded. "I'm gonna take you

hone. "

"l have ny car," Jill answered, sweetly. "Thank you for

a lovely evening, Toby." And she left.

Toby stood there in disbelief, watching her drive away.

He had nade exciting plans for the rest of the evening. He
was going to take Jill upstairs to the bedroom and--he had
even picked out the tapes he was going to play! Any woman

here toni ght woul d have been grateful to junp into ny bed,
Toby thought. They were stars, too, not sone dunb bit

pl ayer.
Jill Castle was just too dammed stupid to know what she
was

turning dowmn. It was over as far as Toby was concerned. He
had | earned his | esson.
He was never going to talk to Jill again.

Toby tel ephoned Jill at nine o' clock the next norning,
and he was answered by a tape-recorded nessage. "Hell o,
this

is Jill Castle. I"'msorry I'mnot at hone now. |f you'l
| eave
your nane and tel ephone nunber, 1'Il call you back when
| return. Please wait until you hear the signal. Thank
you. "

There was a sharp beep.

Toby stood there clutching the tel ephone in his hand,
then sl ammed down the receiver w thout |eaving a nessage.
He was dammed if he was going to carry on a conversation
wi th a nechanical voice. A nonent |later, he redialed the
nunber. He listened to the recording agai n and spoke.
"You' ve

got the cutest voice-over in town. You should package it.
| don't usually call back girls who eat and run, but in



your
case, |'ve decided to nmake an exception. Wiat are you
doi ng

for dinner to --?" The phone went dead. He had tal ked too
|l ong for the god damed tape. He froze, not know ng what
to

do, feeling like a fool. It infuriated himto have to cal
back

again, but he dialed the nunber for the third tinme and
sai d,

"As | was saying before the rabbi cut nme off, how about
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tinner tonight? 1'lIl wait for your call." He left his
nunber

nd bung up.

Toby waited restlessly all day and did not hear from her.
|y seven o' clock, he thought, To hell with you. That was
‘our |ast chance, baby. And this tine it was final. He

t ook

ut his private phone book and began to thunb through it.
rhere was no one in it who interested him
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It was the nost trenmendous role in Jill's life.

She had no i dea why Toby wanted her so nuch when

he could have any girl in Hollywod, nor did the reason
matter.

The fact was that he did. For days Jill had been able to
t hi nk

of nothing but the dinner party and how everyone there --
al |

t hose i nportant people--had catered to Toby. They woul d
do anything for him Sonehow, Jill had to find a way to
make

Toby do anything for her. She knew she had to be very

cl ever.

Toby's reputation was that once he took a girl to bed, he
| ost

Interest in her. It was the pursuit he enjoyed, the



chal | enge.

Jill spent a great deal of dne thinking about Toby and
about

how she was going to handl e him

Toby tel ephoned her every day and she |let a week go by

bef ore she agreed to have dinner wwth himagain. He was in
such a euphoric state that everyone in the cast and crew
comrent ed

on it.

“If there were such an animal," Toby told Cifton, "I1'd
say | was in love. Every tine | think about Jill, 1 get an
erection.” He grinned and added, "And when | get an
erection,

pal, it's like putting up a billboard on Hol |l ywdod

Boul evard. "

The night of their first date, Toby picked Jill up at her
apartnent and said, "W have a table at Chasen's." He was
sure it would be a treat for her

"Oh?" There was a note of disappointnent in Jill's

Voi ce.

202

He blinked. "Is there sonepl ace el se you' d rather go?"

It was Saturday night, but Toby knew he could get a table
anywhere: Perino's, the Anbassador, the Derby. "Nane it."
JU hesitated, then said, "You'll |augh."

"No, I won't."

"Tomy's."

Toby was getting a pool side nassage fromone of the
Macs, while Cifton Lawence | ooked on. "You woul dn't
bel i eve

it," Toby marveled. "W stood in line at that hanburger
joint for twenty mnutes. Do you know where the hell
Tommy's i s? Downtown Los Angel es. The only peopl e who

go downtown Los Angel es are wet backs. She's crazy. |'m
ready to bl ow a hundred bucks on her with French chanpagne
and the whole bit, and the evening costs ne two dollars
and

forty cents. | wanted to take her to Pip's afterward. Do
you

know what we did i nstead? W wal ked al ong the beach at



Santa Monica. | got sand in ny GQuccis. No one wal ks al ong
the beach at night. You get nugged by scuba divers." He
shook his head in admration. "Jill Castle. Do you believe
her ?"

“"No," Cifton said dryly.

"She woul dn't cone back to ny place for a little nightcap,
so | figured I'd get in the kip at her place, right?"

"Ri ght."

"Wong. She doesn't even let ne in the door. | get a

kiss on ny cheek and I'mon ny way hone, alone. Now what
the hell kind of night out on the town is that for
Charlie- superstar?”

"Are you gonna see her agai n?"

"Are you denented? You bet your sweet ass | am"”

After that, Toby and Jill were together al nost every
night. Wien Jill would tell Toby she could not see him
because she was busy or had an early norning call, Toby
woul d be in despair. He tel ephoned Jill a dozen tines a
day.

He took her to the nost gl anprous restaurants and the

nost exclusive private clubs in town. In return, Jill took
hi m

to the old boardwal k in Santa Monica and the Trancas | nn
and the little French famly restaurant called Taix and to
Papa DeCarl os and all the other out-of-the-way places a

struggl i ng
actress with no noney | earns about. Toby did not care
where he went, as long as Jill was with him

She was the first person he had ever known who nade
his feeling of |oneliness vanish.

Toby was al nost afraid to go to bed with Jill now, for
fear the nmagi c m ght disappear. And yet h&'wanted her nore
than he had ever desired any woman in his life. Once, at
t he

end of an evening, when Jill was giving hima |ight good
ni ght

ki ss, Toby reached between her |egs and said, "God, Jill,
[0

go crazy if | can't have you." She pulled back and said
coldly,

"I'f that's all you want, you can buy it anywhere in town
for



twenty dollars."” She slammed the door in his face.
Afterward,

she | eaned agai nst the door, trenbling, afraid that she
had

gone too far. She |lay awake all night, worrying.

The next day Toby sent her a dianond bracelet, 'and

Jill knew that everything was all right. She returned the
bracelet with a carefully thought-out note. "Thank you,
anyway.

You nmake ne feel very beautiful."

"It cost ne three grand,” Toby told difton proudly,

"and she sent it back!" He shook his head incredul ously.
"What do you think of a girl Iike that?"

Cifton could have told himexactly what he thought,

but all he said was, "She's certainly unusual, dear boy."
"Unusual !'" Toby excl ainmed. "Every broad in this town

Is on the nmake for everything they can get their hot
little

hands on. Jill is the first girl 1've ever net who doesn't
gi ve

a damm about material things. Do you blanme nme for being
crazy about her?"

“"No," Cifton said. But he was beginning to get worried.

He knew all about Jill, and he wondered if he should not
have spoken up sooner.

"I wouldn't object if you wanted to take Jill on as a
client,” Toby said to difton. "I'Il bet she could be a
big star."

Clifton parried it deftly but firmy. "No, thanks, Toby.
One superstar on ny hands is enough." He | aughed.
That night Toby repeated the remark to Jill.

* o«
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After his unsuccessful attenpt with Jill, Toby was careful
not to broach the subject of their going to bed together.
Toby

was actually proud of Jill for refusing him Al the other
girls

he had gone with had been doormats. But not Jill. When
Toby

did sonething Jill thought was out of line, she told him
so.

One ni ght Toby tongue-|lashed a man who was pestering him
for an autograph. Later, Jill said, "It's funny when



you're

sarcastic on stage, Toby, but you hurt that man's
feelings."

Toby had gone back to the man and apol ogi zed.

Jill told Toby that she thought his drinking so nuch was
not good for him He cut down on his consunption. She nmade
a casually critical remark about his cl othes, and he
changed

tailors. Toby allowed Jill to say things that he woul d not
have

tolerated fromanyone else in the world. No one had ever
dared boss himaround or criticize him

Except, of course, his nother.

Jill refused to accept noney or expensive gifts from Toby,
but he knew that she could not have nuch noney, and her
cour ageous behavi or made Toby even nore proud of her. One
evening at Jill's apartnent, while Toby was waiting for
her

to finish dressing before dinner, he noticed a stack of
bills in

the living room Toby slipped theminto his pocket and the
next day ordered Cifton to pay them Toby felt as though
he had scored a victory. But he wanted to do sonething big
for Jill, sonething inportant.

And he suddenly knew what it was going to be.

"Sam-1'mgoing to do you a great big favor!"

Beware of stars bearing gifts, Sam Wnters thought
wyly.

"You' ve been going crazy looking for a girl for Keller's

picture, right?" Toby asked. "Well, | got her for you."
"Anyone | know?" Sam i nquired.

"You nmet her at nmy house. Jill Castle."

Sam renenbered Jill. Beautiful face and figure, black

hair. Far too old to play the teen-ager in the Keller
novi e.
But if Toby Tenple wanted her to test for the part, Sam
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was going to oblige. "Have her cone in to see ne this
af ternoon, "
he sai d.



Samsaw to it that Jill Castle's test was carefully
handl ed.

She was given one of the studio's top-caneranen, and
Kel | er

hi msel f directed the test.

Sam | ooked at the rushes the follow ng day. As he had
guessed, Jill was too mature for the part of the young
girl.

Aside fromthat, she was not bad. What she | acked was
charisma, the magic that |eaped out fromthe screen.

He tel ephoned Toby Tenple. "I |ooked at Jill's test this
nor ni ng, Toby. She phot ographs well, and she can read
l'i nes,

but she's not a | eading |lady. She could earn a good living
playing mnor roles, but if she has her heart set on
becom ng

a star, | think she's in the wong business."

Toby picked up Jill that evening to take her to a dinner
bei ng given for a celebrated English director who had j ust
arrived in Hollywood. Jill had been I ooking forward to it.
She opened the door for Toby and the nonent he entered
she knew t hat sonething was wong. "You heard sone

news about ny test," she said.

He nodded reluctantly. "I talked to Sam Wnters." He

told her what Sam had said, trying to soften the bl ow.
Jill stood there |istening, not saying a word. She had
been so sure. The part had felt so right. Qut of nowhere
came the nenory of the gold cup in the departnent-store

wi ndow. The little girl had ached with the wanting and the
|l oss; Jill felt the sane feeling of despair now.

Toby was sayi ng, "Look, honey, don't worry about it.
Wnters doesn't know what he's tal king about."

But he did know She was not going to nake it. All

t he agony and the pain and the hope had been for nothing.
It was as though her nother had been right and a vengef ul

God was punishing Jill for she knew not what. She could
hear

t he preacher screamng. See that little girl? She will bum
in

Hell| for her sins if she does not give her soul up to God
and

repent. She had cone to this town with |ove and dreans,
and



the town had degraded her.
She was overcone with an unbearable feeling of sadness
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and she was not even aware that she was sobbing until she
felt Toby's arm around her.

"Sh! It's all right," he said, and his gentl eness nade her
cry £11 the harder.

She stood there while he held her in his arnms and she
told hi mabout her father dying when she was born, and
about

the gold cup and the Holy Rollers and the headaches and

t he

nights filled with terror while she waited for God to
strike

her dead. She told himabout the endl ess, dreary jobs she
had

taken in order to becone an actress and the series of
failures.

Some deep-rooted instinct kept her from nentioning the nen
in her life. Although she had started out playing a gane
with

Toby, she was now beyond pretense. It was in this nonent
of

her naked vul nerability that she reached-him She touched
a

chord deep within himthat no one el se had ever struck.
He took out his pocket handkerchief and dried her tears.
"Hey, if you think you had it tough," he said, "listen to
this.

My old man was a butcher and..."

They tal ked until three o' clock in the norning. It was
the first tinme in his |ife Toby had talked to a girl as a
human

bei ng. He understood her. How could he not; she was

hi m

Nei t her of them ever knew who nmade the first nove.

What had started as a gentle, understanding conforting
slowy

becane a sensual, animl wanting. They were ki ssing
hungrily,

and he was hol ding her tightly. She could feel his

mal eness



pressi ng agai nst her. She needed him and he was taking off
her

cl ot hes, and she was hel ping himand then he was naked in
t he dark beside her, and there was an urgency in both of

t hem

They went to the floor. Toby entered her and Jill npaned
once at the enornous size of him and Toby started to

W t hdr aw.

She pulled himcloser to her, holding himfiercely. He
began to nmake |l ove to her then, filling her, conpleting
her,

maki ng her body whole. It was gentle and loving and it
kept

bui |l di ng and becane frantic and demandi ng and suddenly it
was beyond that. It was an ecstasy, an unbearabl e rapture,
a

m ndl ess animal coupling, and Jill was scream ng, "Love
e,

Toby! Love ne, love ne!" Hi s poundi ng body was on her, in
her, was part of her, and they were one.
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They made | ove all night and tal ked and | aughed, and it
was as though they had bel onged toget her al ways.

I f Toby had thought he cared for Jill before, he was

I nsane about her now. They lay in bed, and he held her ia
hi s

arms protectively, and he thought wonderingly. This is
what

|l ove is. He turned to gaze at her. She | ooked warm and
di shevel ed and breat htaki ngly beautiful, and he had never
| oved

anyone so nmuch. He said, "I want to marry"you." }

It was the nost natural thing in the world.

She hugged himtightly and said, "Ch, yes, Toby." She

| oved hi mand she was going to many him

And it was not until hours later that Jill renmenbered
why all this had started in the first place. She had
want ed

Toby's power. She had wanted to pay back all the people
who had used her, hurt her, degraded her. She had wanted
vengeance.

Now she was going to have it.
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Clifton Lawence was in trouble. In a way, he supposed,
it was his owmn fault for letting things get this far. He
was

seated at Toby's bar, and Toby was saying, "I proposed to
her this norning, Ciff, and she said yes. | feel like a
si xt eenyear-ol d

tdd. "

Cifton tried not to |let the shock show on his face. He
had to be extrenely careful about the way he handl ed this.
He knew one thing: he could not let that little tranp
marry

Toby Tenple. The nonent the weddi ng announcenent was

made, every cocks man in Hol |l ywood would crawl out of the
woodwor k, announci ng that he had gotten in there first. It
was a mracle that Toby had not found out about Jill

bef ore

now, but it could not be kept from himforever. Wen he

| earned the truth, Toby would kill. He would | ash out at
everyone around him everyone who had let this happen to
him and Cifton Lawence would be Ac first to feel the
brunt of Toby's rage. No, Cifton could not let this

marri age

take place. He was tenpted to point out that Toby was
twenty

years ol der than Jill, but he checked hinself. He | ooked
over

at Toby and said cautiously, "It mght be a mstake to
rush

things. It takes along tinme to really get to know a

per son.

You m ght change your --
Toby brushed it aside. "You' re gonna be ny best man.
You think we should have the wedding here or up in
Vegas?"

Clifton knew that he was wasting his breath. There was
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only one way to prevent this disaster from happening. He
had



to find a way to stop Jill.

That afternoon, the little agent tel ephoned Jill and asked
her to cone to his office. She arrived an hour |ate, gave
hi m

a cheek to kiss, sat down on the edge of the couch and

sai d,

"I haven't much tinme. |'m neeting Toby."

"This won't take |long."

Clifton studied her. It was a different Jill. She bore
al nost

no resenblance to the girl he had first nmet a few nonths
ago.

There was a confidence about her now, an assurance that
she

had not had earlier. Well, he had dealt with girls |ike
her

bef ore.

"Jill, I"'mgoing to lay it on the line," Cifton said.
"You're

bad for Toby. | want you to get out of Hollywod." He took
a white envel ope out of a drawer. "Here's five thousand
dollars cash. That's enough to take you anywhere you want
to go."

She stared at hima nonent, a surprised expression on
her face, then | eaned back on the couch and began to

| augh.

“I"' mnot joking," difton Lawence said. "Do you think
Toby would marry you if he found out you've |laid everybody
I n town?"

She regarded Cifton for a |long nonent. She wanted to
tell himthat he was responsi ble for everything that had
happened

to her. He and all the other people in power who had
refused to give her a chance. They had made her pay with
her

body, her pride, her soul. But she knew there was no way
she

coul d ever nmake hi munderstand. He was -trying to bluff
her .

He woul d not dare tell Toby about her; it would be

Lawr ence's

wor d agai nst hers.

Jill rose to her feet and wal ked out of the office.



One hour later, Cifton received a call from Toby.

Adifton had never heard Toby sound so exdted. "I don't
know what you said to Jill, pal, but I have to hand it to
you

--she can't wait. W're on our way to Las Vegas to get
married!"

The Lear jet was thirty-five mles fromthe Los Angel es
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International Airport, flying at 250 knots. David Kenyon
made contact with the LAX approach control and gave them
hi s position.

David was exhilarated. He was on his way to Jill.

Ci ssy had recovered fromnost of her injuries suffered

i n the autonobile accident, but her face had been badly

| acerated. David had sent her to the best plastic surgeon
in

the world, a doctor in Brazil. She had been gone for six
weeks,

during which tinme she had been sendi ng hi mgl owi ng reports
about the doctor.

Twenty-four hours ago, David had received a tel ephone
call from G ssy, saying she was not returning. She had
fallen

in |ove.

David could not believe his good fortune.

"That's -- that's wonderful,"” he managed to slamer. "I
hope you and the doctor will be happy."

"COh, it's not the doctor,"” Gssy replied. "It's soneone

who owns a little plantation here. He .l ooks exactly |ike
you,

David. The only difference is that he | oves ne."

The crackling of the radio interrupted his thoughts. "Lear
Three Al pha Papa, this is Los Angel es Approach Control.
You're clear for approach to Runway Twenty-five Left.
There

wll be a United seven-oh-seven behind you. Wen you | and,
pl ease taxi to the ranp on your right."

"Roger." David began to nake his descent, and his heart
started to pound. He was on his way to find Jill, to tell
her

he still loved her, to ask her to marry him

He was wal ki ng through the term nal when he passed



t he newsstand and saw the headline: "toby tenple weds
actress". He read the story twice and then turned and went
into the airport bar.

He stayed drunk for three days and then flew back to
Texas.
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It was a storybook honeynoon. Toby and Jill flewin a
private jet to Las Hadas, where they were the guests of

t he

Patinos at their fairyland resort carved out of the

Mexi can

jungl e and beach. The newl yweds were given a private villa
surrounded by cacti, hibiscus and brilliantly col ored
bouganvi | | ea,

where exotic birds serenaded themall night. They spent
ten days exploring and yachting and being partied. They
ate

delicious dinners at the Legazpi prepared by gournet chefs
and

swamin the fresh-water pools. Jill shopped at the

exqui site

bouti ques at the Pl aza.

From Mexico they flewto Biarritz where they stayed at

L' Hotel du Pal ais, the spectacul ar pal ace that Napol eon
1]

built for his Enpress Eugenie. The honeynooners ganbl ed at
the casinos and went to the bullfights and fished and nade
| ove

all night.

From the Cote Basque they drove east to Gstaad,
thirty-five

hundred feet above sea | evel in the Bernese Oberi and.

They took sightseeing flights anong the peaks, skinmm ng
Mont

Bl anc and the Matterhom They skied the dazzling white

sl opes and rode dog sl eds and attended fondue parties and
danced. Toby had never been so happy. He had found the
wonan to nmake his life conplete. He was no | onger | onely.

Toby coul d have continued the honeynoon forever, but

Jill was eager to get honme. She was not interested in any
of

t hese places, nor in any of these people. She felt like a



new y
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crowned queen who was being kept from her country. Jil
Castle was burning to return to Hol | ywood.
Ms. Toby Tenple had scores to settle.
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BOOK THREE
29

There is a snell to failure. It is a stench that clings
like a masma. Just as dogs can detect the odor of fear in
a human being, so people can sense when a man is on his
way down.

Particularly in Hollywood.

Everyone in the Business knew that Cifton Law ence

was finished, even before he knew it. They could snell it
in

the air around him

Cifton had not heard from Toby or Jill in the week

since they had returned fromtheir honeynoon. He had sent
an expensive gift and had left three tel ephone nessages,
whi ch had been ignored. Jill. Sonehow she had nmanaged

to turn Toby's m nd against him difton knew that he
had to effect a truce. He and Toby neant too nmuch to each
other to | et anyone cone between them

Cifton drove out to the house on a norning when he

knew Toby woul d be at the studio. Jill saw himcom ng up
the driveway and opened the door for him She | ooked
stunni ngly

beautiful, and he said so. She was friendly. They sat

i n the garden and had coffee, and she told hi mabout the
honeynoon and the places they had been. She said, "I'm
sorry Toby hasn't returned your calls. diff. You can't
bel i eve

how frantic it's been around here." She sn | ed

apol ogeti cal |y,

and difton knew then that he had been wong

about her. She was not his eneny.

"I"'d like us to start fresh and be friends,
"Thank you, diff. So would I."

he sai d.
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Clifton felt an i nmeasurabl e sense of relief. "I want to
give a dinner party for you and Toby. I'Il take over the
private

roomat the Bistro. A week from Saturday. Black tie, a
hundr ed
of your nost intimate friends. How does that sound?"

"Lovely. Toby will be pleased." "~~-

Jill waited until the afternoon of the party to tel ephone
and say, "I'mso sorry. Adiff. I"'mafraid |I'mnot going to
be

able to make it tonight. I"'ma little tired. Toby thinks I
shoul d

stay hone and rest."

Clifton managed to hide his feelings. "I'msorry about
that, Jill, but | understand. Toby will be able to cone,
won' t

he?"

He heard her sigh over the tel ephone. "I'mafraid not,

dear boy. He won't go anywhere w thout ne. But you have a
nice party." And she hung up.

It was too late to call off the party. The bill was three
t housand dollars. But it cost Cifton nuch nore than that.
He

had been stood up by the guest of honor, his one and only
client, and everyone there, the studi os heads, the stars,
t he

directors -- all the people who mattered in Hollywood --
wer e

aware of it. Cifton tried to cover up by saying that Toby
was

not feeling well. It was the worst thing he could have
done.

When he picked up a copy of the Heral d Exam ner the next
afternoon, there was a photograph of M. and Ms. Toby
Tenpl e that had been taken at the Dodgers Stadiumthe

ni ght

bef or e.

Cifton Lawence knew now that he was fighting for his
life. If Toby dropped him there .would be no one around
to



pi ck himup. None of the big agencies would take him on,
because he could bring themno clients; and he coul d not
bear the thought of starting all over again on his own. It
was

too late for that. He had to find a way to nake peace with
Jill.

He tel ephoned Jill and told her he would like to cone to

t he

house to talk to her.

"OF course,"” she said. "I was telling Toby |ast night that

we haven't seen enough of you lately."
“I''l'l be over in fifteen mnutes,” difton said. He wal ked
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over to the liquor cabinet and poured hinself a double
Scot ch.

He had been doing too nmuch of that lately. It was a bad
habi t

to drink during a working day, but who was he ki ddi ng?
What wor k? Every day he received inportant offers for
Toby,

but he could not get the great man to sit down and even
di scuss

themwith him In & past, they had tal ked over
everyt hi ng.

He renenbered all &e wonderful tines they had had,

the trips they had taken, the parties and the |aughs and
t he

girls. They had been as close as twins. Toby had needed
hi m

had counted on him And now. .. Cifton poured another
drink and was pleased to see his hands were not trenbling
SO

much.

Wien Cifton arrived at the Tenples' house, Jill was
seated on &e terrace, having coffee. She | ooked up and
sm | ed

as she saw him approach. You're a salesman, Cifton told
hi nsel f. Sell her on you.

“"It'"s nice to see you. diff. Sit down. ™

"Thanks, Jill." He took a seat across fromher at a |arge
wrought-iron table and studi ed her. She was wearing a
white



sumrer dress, and & contrast w & her bl ack hair and

gol den,

tanned skin was stunning. She | ooked younger, and —&e
only

word he could think of somehow —i nnocent. She was

wat chi ng

himw & warm friendly eyes.

"Woul d you like sonme breakfast. diff?"

"No, &anks. | ate hours ago."

"Toby isn't here."

"I know. I wanted to talk to you al one.™

"What can | do for you?"

"Accept ny apology,"” difton urged. He had never begged
anyone for any& ng in his life, but he was beggi ng now.
"W

—+ got off on & wong foot. Maybe it was ny fault. It
probably was. Toby's been ny client and ny friend for so

| ong

&t | —1 wanted to protect him Can you understand &at?"
Jill nodded, her brown eyes fixed on him and said, "O
course. diff."

He took a deep brea& "I don't know whe&er he ever

told you & story, but I'm & one who got Toby started.
knew he was going to be a big star & first tine | saw
him "

He saw that he had her full attention. "I handled a | ot of
i mportant clients then, Jill. | let themall go so that |
coul d

concentrate on Toby's career."”

"Toby's tal ked to nme about how nuch you' ve done for

him" she said.

"Has he?" He hated the eagerness in his voice.

Jill smled. "He told ne about the day he pretended that
Sam Gol dwyn tel ephoned you and how .you went to see Toby
anyway. That was nice."

Cifton | eaned forward and said, "I don't want anything
to happen to the relationship that Toby and | have. | need
you in ny corner. |I'masking you to forget everything that
happened between us. | apol ogize for being out of line. |
t hought | was protecting Toby. Well, | was wong. | think
you're going to be great for him"

"I want to be. Very nuch."

"If Toby drops ne, I -- I think it would kill nme. I'm not
just tal king about business. He and | have -- he's been



li ke a

son to ne. | love him" He despised hinself for it, but he
heard hi nsel f beggi ng again. "Please, Jill, for God's
sake..."

He stopped, his voice choked.

She | ooked at hima | ong nonent with those deep brown
eyes and then held out her hand. "I don't hold grudges,
Jill

said. "Can you cone to dinner tonorrow ni ght?"

Clifton took a deep breath and then sm | ed happily and
said, "Thanks." He found that his eyes were suddenly
msty.

"I -- 1 won't forget this. Ever."

The follow ng norning, when Cifton arrived at his office,
there was a registered letter notifying himthat his

servi ces had

been term nated and that he no | onger had the authority to
act

as Toby Tenple's agent.
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Jill Castle Tenple was the nost exciting thing to hit
Hol | ywood si nce C nemascope. |In a conpany town where
everyone played the gane of admring the enperor's

cl ot hes,

Jill used her tongue like a scythe. In a city where
flattery was

the daily currency of conversation, Jill fearlessly spoke
her

m nd. She had Toby besi de her and she brandi shed his power
like a club, attacking all the inportant studio
executives. They

had never experienced anything like it before. They did
not

dare offend Jill, because they did not want to offend
Toby. He

was Hol | ywood' s nost bankabl e star, and they wanted him
needed hi m

Toby was bigger than ever. Hi s tel evision show was still
nunber one in the N elsen Ratings every week, his novies
wer e enornous noney nmakers, and when Toby played Las



Vegas, the casinos doubled their profits. Toby was the
hot t est

property in show business. They wanted him for guest

shot s,

record al buns, personal appearances, nerchandi sing,
benefits,

novi es, they wanted they wanted they wanted.

The nost inportant people in town fell all over thenselves
to please Toby. They quickly learned that the way to

pl ease Toby was to please Jill. She began to schedul e al
of

Toby's appointnents herself and to organize his life so

t hat

there was roomin it only for those of whom she approved.
She put up an inpenetrable barricade around him and none
but the rich and fanmobus and the powerful were allowed to
go

through it. She was the keeper of the flane. The little
Pol i sh

girl from Odessa, Texas, entertained and was entertai ned

by
221

governors, anbassadors, worl d-renowned artists and the
President of the United States. This town had done
terrible

things to her. But it would never do them agai n. Not as
| ong

as she had Toby Tenpl e.

The people who were in real trouble were the ones on
JilTs hate I|ist.

She lay in bed with Toby and nade sensuous | ove to him
When Toby was rel axed and spent, she snuggled in his arns
and said, "Darling, did | ever tell you about the tine I
was

| ooking for an agent and I went to this woman -- what was
her
nanme? -- oh, yes! Rose Dunning. She told ne she had a part

for me and she sat down on her bed to read with ne."
Toby turned to | ook at her, his eyes narrow ng. "What
happened?"

Jill smled. "Stupid innocent that | was, while I was



reading, | felt her hand go up ny thigh." Jill threw back
her

head and | aughed. "I was frightened out of my wits. [|'ve
never

run so fast inny life."

Ten days | ater. Rose Dunning' s agency |icense was

per mnent |y

revoked by & City Licensing Comm ssion.

The foll ow ng weekend, Toby and Jill were at their

house in Palm Springs. Toby was |Iying on a nassage table
in a patio, a heavy Turkish towel under him while Jill
gave hima long, relaxing massage. Toby was on his back,
cotton pads protecting his eyes against the strong rays of
t he

sun. Jill was working on his feet, using a soft creany

| oti on.

"You sure opened ny eyes about diff," Toby said. "He

was nothing but a parasite, mlking ne. | hear he's going

around town trying to get hinself a partnership deal. No
one

wants him He can't get hinmself arrested w thout ne."

Jill paused a nonent and said, "I feel sorry for diff."
"That's the god dammed trouble with you, swee&eart.

You think with your heart instead of your head. You've got
to learn to be tougher."

Jill smled quietly. "I can't helpit. I'"'mthe way | am"
She started to work on Toby's |egs, noving her hands
slowy
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up toward his thighs with |light, sensuous novenents. He
began to have an erection.

"Ch, Jesus," he npaned.

Her hands were noving hi gher now, noving toward

Toby's groin, and the hardness increased. She slid her
hands

bet ween his | egs, underneath him and slipped a creany
finger

inside him H's enornous penis was rock hard.

"Qui ck, baby," he said. "Get on top of ne."

They were at the marina, on the fill, the large



not or sai | er

Toby had bought for her. Toby's first tel evision show

of the new season was to tape the foll ow ng day.

"This is the best vacation I've had in ny whole life,"
Toby said. "I hate to go back to work."

"I't's such a wonderful show, " Jill said. "I had fun doing
It. Everyone was so nice." She paused a nonent, then added
lightly, "Al nost everyone."

"What do you nean?" Toby's voice was sharp. "Wo

wasn't nice to you?"

“"No one, darling. | shouldn't have even nentioned it."
But she finally allowed Toby to wormit out of her, and
the next day Eddie Berrigan, the casting director, was
fired.

In the nonths that followed, Jill told Toby little
fictions

about other casting directors on her list, and one by one
t hey

di sappeared. Everyone who had ever used her was going to
pay. It was, she thought, like the rite of mating with the
queen

bee. They had all had their pleasure, and now they had to
be

destroyed.

She went after Sam Wnters, the man who had told Toby

she had no talent. She never said a word against him on

t he

contrary, she praised himto Toby. But she al ways praised
ot her studio heads Just a little bit nore.... The other

st udi os

had properties better suited for Toby... directors who
real ly

understood him Jill would add that she could not help

t hi nki ng

that Sam Wnters did not really appreciate Toby's tal ent.
Before | ong, Toby began feeling the sane way. Wth difton
Lawr ence gone, Toby had no one to talk to, no one he could
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trust, except Jill. Wen Toby decided to make his novies
at



anot her studio, he believed that it was his own idea. But
Ji |l

made certain that Sam Wnters knew the truth.

Retri buti on.

There were those around Toby who felt that Jill could
not last, that she was sinply a tenporary intruder, a
passi ng

fancy. So they tolerated her or treated her'with a thinly
veil ed

contenpt. It was their m stake. One by one, Jil

el i m nat ed

them She wanted no one around who had been inportant in
Toby's life or who could influence himagainst her. She
saw

to it that Toby changed his | awer and his

public-rel ations

firmand she hired people of her own choosing. She got rid
of

the three Macs and Toby's entourage of stooges. She

repl aced

all the servants. It was her house now and she was the

m stress

of it.

A party at the Tenples' had becone the hottest ticket

in town. Everyone who was anybody was there. Actors

m ngl ed

with socialites and governors and heads of powerful

cor porati ons.

The press was always there in full force, so that there
was a bonus for the |ucky guests. Not only did they go to
t he

Tenpl es’ and have a wonderful tine, but everyone knew t hat
they had been to the Tenples' and had a wonderful tinmne.
When the Tenples were not hosts, they were guests.

There was an aval anche of invitations. They were invited
to

prem eres, charity dinners, political affairs, openings of
restaurants

and hotels.

Toby woul d have been content to stay at hone al one

with Jill, but she liked going out. On sone eveni ngs, they
had three or four parties to attend, and she rushed Toby



from

one to the other.

"Jesus, you should have been a social director at
Grossinger's,"

Toby | aughed.

"I"'mdoing it for you, darling," Jill replied.

Toby was making a novie for MaM and had a grueling
schedul e. He cane honme | ate one night, exhausted, to find
his evening clothes laid out for him "W're not going out

agai n, baby? We haven't been hone one night the whole
fucki ng yearl"

"It's the Davises' anniversary party. They'd be terribly
hurt if we didn't show up."”

Toby sat down heavily on & bed. "I was | ooking forward
to a nice hot bath and a quiet evening. Just the two of
us."

But Toby went to the party. And because he al ways had

to be "on", always had to be the center of attention, he
drew

on his enornous reservoir of energy until everyone was

| aughi ng

and appl auding and telling everyone el se what a
brilliantly

funny man Toby Tenple was. Late that night, lying in his
bed, Toby was unable to sleep, his body drained, but his
m nd

reliving the triunphs of the evening line by line, |augh
by

| augh. He was a very happy man. And all because of Jill.
How hi s not her woul d have adored her.

In March they received an invitation to the Cannes Film
Festi val .

"No way," Toby said, when Jill showed himthe invitation.
"The only Cannes |'mgoing to is & one in ny bathroom
["'mtired, honey. |'ve been working ny butt off."

Jerry GQuttman, Toby's public-relations man, had told

Jill that there was a good chance that Toby's novie woul d
win the Best Picture Anard and that it would help if Toby
were there. He relt that it was inportant for Toby to go.
Lately, Toby had been conplaining that he was tired al

& tinme and was unable to sleep. At night he took sleeping



pills, which |eft himgroggy in the norning. Jill
count er act ed

the feeling of tiredness by giving himbenzedrine at

br eakf ast

so that Toby woul d have enough energy to get through the
day. Now, the cycle of uppers and downers seened to be

t aki ng

its toll on him

"I'"ve already accepted the invitation,"” Jill told Toby,
“"but 1'lIl cancel. No problem darling."

"Let's go down to the Springs for a nonth and just lie
around in the soap."

She | ooked at him "Wat?"

He sat there, very still. "I nmeant sun. | don't know why
I t cameout r oap. "
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She | aughed. "Because you're funny." Jill squeezed his
hand. "Anyway, Pal m Springs sounds wonderful. | |ove being

alone with you."
"I don't know what's wong with ne," Toby sighed. "I

just don't have the juice anynore. | guess |I'magetting
old."

"You'll never get old. You can wear ne out."

He grinned. "Yeah? | guess ny pecker wll live long after

| die." He rubbed the back of his head -and said, "I think
[0

take a little nap. To tell the truth, I'mnot feeling so
hot. We

don't have a date tonight, do we?"

“"Nothing that I can't put off. I'lIl send the servants away

and cook di nner nyself tonight. Just us."

"Hey, that'll be great."

He wat ched her | eave, and he thought, Jesus, |I'mthe
| ucki est guy who ever |ived.

They were lying in bed late that night. Jill had given
Toby a warm bath and a rel axi ng massage, kneading his
tired

nmuscl es, soothing away his tensions.

"Ah, that feels wonderful," he murnured. "How did I
ever get along w thout you?"

"I can't imagine." She nestled close to him "Toby, tel



me about the Cannes FilmFestival. Wiat's it like? |I've
never

been to one."

"It's just a nob of hustlers who cone fromall over the
world to sell their |ousy novies to one another. It's the

bi ggest

con gane in the world."

"You nmake it sound exciting," Jill said.

"Yeah? Well, | guess it is kind of exciting. The place is
filled with characters.” He studied her for a nonent. "Do
you

really want to go to that stupid filmfestival ?"

She shook her head quickly. "No. W'll go to Palm
Springs."

"Hell, we can go to Palm Springs anytine."

"Really, Toby, it's not inportant.”

He smled. "Do you know why |'m so crazy about you?

Any ot her woman in the world woul d have been pestering ne
to take her to the festival. You' re dying to go, but do
you say
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anything? No. You want to go to the Springs with ne. Have
you cancel ed that acceptance?"

"Not yet, but--"
"Don't. We're going to India." A puzzled | ook cane over
his face. "Did | say India? | nmeant -- Cannes."

When their plane landed at Oiy, Toby was handed a
cablegram H's father had died in the nursing hone. It was
t oo

| ate for Toby to go back for the funeral. He arranged to
have

a new wi ng added to the rest honme, naned after his
parents.

The whol e world was at Cannes.

It was Hol | ywood and London and Rone, all m xed

together in a glorious, many-tongued cacophony of sound
and

fury, in Technicolor and Panavision. Fromall over the

gl obe,

pi cture makers nocked to the French Riviera, carrying cans



of

dreans under their arms, rolls of celluloid nmade in
Engl i sh

and French and Japanese and Hungarian and Pol i sh, that
wer e

going to nmake themrich and fanous overni ght. The
croisette

was packed with professionals and amateurs, veterans and
tyros,

corners and has-beens, all conpeting for the prestigious
pri zes.

Bei ng awarded a prize at the Cannes Fil m Festival neant
noney in the bank; if the winner had no distribution deal,
he

could get one, and if he already had one, he could better
it.

Every hotel in Cannes was filled, and the overfl ow had
spilled up and down the coast to Antibes, Beaulieu, Saint'
Tropez and Menton. The residents of the small villages
gaped

in awe at the fanous faces that filled their streets and
restaurants

and bars.

Every room had been reserved for nonths ahead, but

Toby Tenple had no difficulty getting a large suite at the
Carlton. Toby and Jill were feted everywhere they went.
News phot ographers' caneras clicked incessantly, and their
| mages were sent around the world. The Gol den Couple, the
King and Queen of Hol |l ywood. The reporters interviewed
Jill

and asked for her opinions on everything fromFrench w nes
to African politics. It was a far cry from Josephi ne

Czi nski of

Odessa, Texas.

Toby's picture did not win the award, but two nights
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before the festival was to end, the Judges Committee
announced

that they were presenting a Special award to Toby

Tenple for his contribution to the field of entertainnent.
It was a black-tie affair, and the | arge banquet hall at
the Carlton Hotel overflowed with guests. Jill was seated



on
the dais next to Toby. She noticed that he was not eating.
"What's the matter, darling?" she asked.

Toby shook his head. "Probably had too nuch sun today.

| feel alittle woozy."

"Tonmorrow I ' mgoing to see that you rest.” Jill had
schedul ed interviews for Toby with Paris Match and the
London Tines in the norning, |luncheon wth a group of
television reporters, followed by a cocktail party. She
deci ded

she woul d cancel the |east inportant

At the conclusion of dinner, the mayor of Cannes rose

to his feet and introduced Toby. "Mesdanes, nessieurs, et
I nvites distingues, c'est un grand privil ege de vow
presenter

un honme dont Poeuvre a donne plaisir et bonheur all nonde
entier. fai Phonnew de Itd presenter cette nedaille
specvde,

un signs de notre affection et de notre appreciation." He
hel d

up a gold nedal and ribbon and bowed to Toby. "Mbnsieur
Toby Tenple!"™ There was an ent husiastic burst of appl ause
fromthe audi ence, as everyone in the great banquet hal
rose

to his feet in a standing ovation. Toby was seated in his
chair,

not novi ng.

"Get up," Jill whispered.

Slowy, Toby rose, pale and unsteady. He stood there

a nmonment, smled, '"then started toward the m crophone.

Hal fway there, he stunbled and fell to the floor,

unconsci ous.

Toby Tenple was flown to Paris in a French air force
transport jet and rushed to the Anerican Hospital, where
he was put in the intensive-care ward. The fi nest

speci alists

In France were sumoned, while Jill sat in a private room
at the hospital, waiting. For thirty-six hours she refused
to eat

or drink or take any of the phone calls that were flooding
into

the hospital fromall over the world.

She sat alone, staring at the walls, neither seeing nor



hearing the stir of activity around her. Her m nd was
f ocused
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on only one thing: Toby had to get well. Toby was her sun,
and if the sun went out, the shadow would die. She could
not

al l ow that to happen.

It was five o' clock in the norning when Doctor Ducl os,
the chief of staff, entered the private roomJiil had
taken so she

coul d be near Toby.

"Ms. Tenmple —1 amafraid there is no point in trying
to soften the blow Your husband has suffered a nassive
stroke.

In all probability, he will never be able to wal k or speak
again."

3i

When they finally allowed Jill into Toby's hospital room
in Paris, she was shocked by his appearance. Overni ght,
Toby

had becone old and desiccated, as if all his vital fluids
had

drai ned out of him He had |ost partial use of both arns,
and

| egs, and t hough he was able to make grunting ani nal

noi ses,

he coul d not speak*

It was six weeks before the doctors would permt Toby

to be noved. Wien Toby and Jill arrived back in

Cal i forni a,

t hey were nobbed at the airport by the press and

t el evi sion

medi a and hundreds of well-w shers. Toby Tenple's illness
had caused a maj or sensation. There were constant phone
calls

fromfriends inquiring about Toby's health and progress.
Tel evision crews tried to get into the house to take

pi ctures

O him There were nessages fromthe President and
senat or s,

and thousands of letters and postcards from (Fans who



| oved
Toby Tenple and were praying for him
But the invitations had stopped. No one was calling to

find out how Jill felt, or whether she would like to
attend a

qui et dinner or take a drive or see a novie. Nobody in
Hol | ywood

cared a damm about Jill.

She had brought in Toby's personal physician, Dr. Eli

Kapl an, and he had summoned two top neurol ogi sts, one from
UCLA Medi cal Centre and the other from Johns Hopki ns.

Their diagnosis was exactly the sane as that of Dr.

Ducl os, in

Pari s.

"It's inportant to understand,” Dr. Kaplan told Jill

“that Toby's mnd is not inpaired in any way. He can hear
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and understand everything you say, but his speech and

not or

functions are affected. He can't respond.”

"I's -- is he always going to be |ike this?"

Dr. Kaplan hesitated. "It's inpossible to be absolutely
certain, of course, but in our opinion, his nervous system
has

been too badly damaged for therapy to have any appreciable
effect.”

"But you don't know for sure.”

"No..."

But Jill knew.

In addition to the three nurses who tended Toby round

the clock, Jill arranged for a physiotherapist to conme to
t he

house every norning to work with Toby. The therapi st
carried

Toby into the pool and held himin his arnms, gently
stretching

t he nuscl es and tendons, while Toby feebly tried to kick
hi s

| egs and nove his arns about in the warmwater. There was
no progress. On the fourth week, a speech therapi st was
brought in. She spent one hour every afternoon trying to



hel p

Toby learn to speak again, to formthe sounds of words.
After two nonths, Jill could see no change. None at all.
She sent for Dr. Kaplan.

"You' ve got to do sonething to help him" she demanded.
"You can't leave himlike this."

He | ooked at her helplessly. "I'"'msorry, Jill. | triedto
tell you...."
Jill sat in the library, alone, long after Dr. Kaplan had

gone. She could feel one of the bad headaches begi nni ng,
but

there was no tine to think of herself now She went
upstairs.

Toby was propped up in bed, staring at nothi ngness. As
Jill wal ked up to him Toby's deep blue eyes |it up. They

followed Jill, bright and alive, as she approached his bed
and

| ooked down at him H s |lips noved and sone unintelligible
sound came out. Tears of frustration began to fill his
eyes. Jill

remenbered Dr. Kaplan's words. It's inportant to
under st and
going to wal k and you're going to talKk.

The tears were

runni ng

down the sides of his cheeks now. "You're going to do
it,"” Jill said. "You're going to do it for ne."

The followng norning, Jill fired the nurses, the

physi ot her api st

and the speech therapist. As soon as he heard the

news. Dr. Eli Kaplan hurried over to see Jill

"I agree with you about the physiotherapist, Jill--but
the nurses | Toby has to have soneone'wi th himtwenty-four
hours a --"

“I'"l'l be with him"

He shook his head. "You have no. idea what you're |letng
yourself in for. One person can't --"

“I'"l'l call you if | need you."

She. sent hi m away.

The ordeal began.
Jill was going to attenpt to do what the doctors had
assured her could not be done. The first tinme she picked



Toby up and put himinto his wheelchair, it frightened her
to feel how wei ghtless he was. She took himdownstairs in
t he

el evator that had been installed and began to work with
hi m

in the swinmng pool, as she had seen the physi ot herapi st
do.

But what happened now was different. Were the therapi st
had been gentle and coaxing, Jill was stem and

unrel enti ng.

When Toby tried to speak, signifying that he was tired and
could not bear any nore, Jill said, "You' re not through.
One nore tine. For ne, Toby."

And she would force himto do it one nore tine.

And yet again, until he sat nutely crying with

exhausti on.

In the afternoon, Jill set to work to teach Toby to speak
agai n. "Qoh... ooooooooh."

" Ahaaahh... aaaaaaaaaagh ...
"No! Qooooooooh. Round your |ips, Toby. Mike them
obey you. Ooooooooh."

" Aaaaaaaaaagh..."

"No, goddamm you! You're going to speak! Now, say it
- - Gbooooooooo0h! "
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And he woul d try again.
Jill would feed himeach night, and then lie in his bed,

hol ding himin her ains. She drew his usel ess hands slowy
up and down her body, across her breasts and down the soft
cleft between her legs. "Feel that, Toby," she whispered.
"That's all yours, darling. It belongs to you. I want you.
I

want you to get well so we can nmake | ove again. | want you
to fuck nme, Toby."

He | ooked at her with those alive, bright eyes and nade

I ncoherent, whinpering sounds.

"Soon, Toby, soon."

Jill was tireless. She discharged the servants because she
did not want anyone around. After that, she did all the
cooki ng

hersel f. She ordered her groceries by phone and never

| eft the house. In the beginning, Jill had been kept busy



answeri ng

the tel ephones, but the calls had soon dwindled to a
trickl e,

t hen ceased. Newscasters had stopped giving bulletins on
Toby

Tenple's condition. The world knew that he was dying. It
was just a question of tine.

But Jill was not going to |let Toby die. If he died, she
would die with him

The days bl ended into one |ong, endl ess round of drudgery.
Jill was up at six o'clock in the norning. First, she
woul d

cl ean Toby. He was totally incontinent. Even though he
wor e

a catheter and a diaper, he would befoul hinmself during
t he

ni ght and the bedcl ot hes woul d soneti nes have to be
changed,

as well as Toby's pajamas. The stench in the bedroom was
al nost unbearable. Jill filled a basin with warm wat er,

t ook

a sponge and soft cloth and cleaned the feces and urine
from

Toby' s body. Wien he was cl ean, she dried himoff and
powdered him then shaved himand conbed his hair.
"There. You | ook beautiful, Toby. Your fans should see

you now. But they'll see you soon. They'll fight to get in
to see

you. The President will be there -- everybody w il be
there to

see Toby Tenple."

Then Jill prepared Toby's breakfast. She nmade oatneal or

cream of wheat or scranbl ed eggs, food she could spoon
into

his nmouth. She fed himas though he were a baby, talking
to

himall the tinme, promsing that he was going to get well.
"You' re Toby Tenple," she intoned. "Everybody | oves

you, everybody wants you back. Your fans out there are
wai ti ng

for you, Toby. You' ve got to get well for them™

And anot her |ong, punishing day woul d begin.



She wheel ed his usel ess, crippled body down to the pool
for his exerdses. After that, she massaged hi m and worked
on his speech therapy. Then it was tine for her to prepare
his lunch, and after lunch it would begin all over again.
Through it all, Jill kept telling Toby how wonderful he
was,

how nuch he was | oved. He was Toby Tenple, and the world
was waiting, for himto conme back to it. At night she
woul d

take out one of his scrapbooks and hold it up so he could
see it.

"There we are with the Queen. Do you renenber, how

they all cheered you that night? That's the way it's going
to be again. You're going to be bigger than ever, Toby,

bi gger

t han ever."

She tucked himin at night and crawled into the cot she
had put next to his bed, drained. In the mddle of the

ni ght,

she woul d be awakened by the noi sone stench of Toby's
bowel nmovenent in bed. She would drag herself from her cot
and change Toby's diaper and clean him By then it would
be

time to start fixing his breakfast and begi n anot her day.
And anot her. In an endl ess march of days.

Each day Jill pushed Toby a little harder, a little
further.

Her nerves were so frayed that, if she felt Toby was not
trying,

she woul d slap himacross the face. "W're going to beat
them" she said fiercely. "You' re going to get well."

Jill's body was exhausted fromthe punishing routine
she was putting herself through, but when she |ay down at
ni ght, sleep eluded her. There were too many vi sions

danci ng

t hrough her head, |ike scenes fromold novies. She and
Toby

nobbed by reporters at the Cannes Festival... The

Pr esi dent

at their Palm Springs hone, telling Jill how beautiful she
was. .. Fans crowdi ng around Toby and her at a premere

The ol den Couple... Toby stepping up to receive
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his medal and falling... falling ... Finally, she would
drift

of f to sl eep.

Sonetines, Jill would awaken with a sudden, fierce
headache

that would not go away. She would lie there in the

| onel i ness

of the dark,, fighting the pain, until the sun would cone
up, and it was tinme to drag herself to her feet.

And it would begin all over again. It was as though she
and Toby were the | one survivors of sonme |ong-forgotten
hol ocaust. Her world had shrunk to the dinensions of this
house, these roons, this man. She drove herself

rel entlessly

fromdawn until past m dni ght.

And she drove Toby, her Toby inprisoned in hell, in a
worl d where there was only Jill, whom he nust blindly
obey.

The weeks, dreary and pai nful, dragged by and turned

into nonths. Now, Toby would begin to cry when he saw Jill
comng toward him for he knew he was going to be

puni shed.

" Each day Jill becane nore nerciless. She forced Toby's,
f I oppi ng,

useless linbs to nove, until he was in unbearabl e agony.
He made horrible gurgling pleas for her to stop, but Jill
woul d

say, "Not yet. Not until you're a man again, not until we
show

themall." She would go on kneadi ng his exhausted nuscl es.
He was a hel pl ess, full-grown baby, a vegetable, a
not hi ng.

But when Jill | ooked at him she saw himas he was goi ng
to be,

and she declared, "You're going to wal k!"

She would Il'ift himto his feet and hold himup while she
forced one leg after the other, so that he was noving in a
grot esque parody of notion, |ike a drunken, disjointed
mari onette.

Her headaches had becone nore frequent. Bright |ights

or a loud noise or sudden novenent would set themoff. /
nmust see a doctor, she thought. Later, when Toby is well



again. Now there was no tinme or roomfor herself.

Only Toby.

It was as though Jill were possessed. Her cl othes hung

| oosely on her, but she had no idea of how much wei ght she
had | ost or how she | ooked. Her face was thin and drawn,
her

eyes hollow. Her once beautiful shiny black hair was

| usterl ess

and stringy. She did not know, nor would she have cared.
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One day Jffl found a tel egram under the door asking her
to phone Dr. Kaplan. No tinme. The routine nust be kept.
The days and ni ghts becane a Kaf kaesque bl ur of bathing
Toby and exerci sing himand changi ng hi mand shavi ng hi m
and feeding him

And then starting all over again.

She got a wal ker for Toby and fastened his fingers around
It and noved his legs, holding himup, trying to show him
t he notions, wal ki ng hi mback and forth across the room
unti |

she was asl eep on her feet, not know ng any | onger where
or

who she was, or what she was doing.

Then, one day, Jill knew that it had all cone to an end.

She had been up with Toby half the night and had finally
gone into her own bedroom where she had fallen into a
dazed

sl unber just before dawn. Wien Jffl awakened, the sun was
high in the sky. She had slept |ong past noon. Toby had
not

been fed or bathed or changed. He was |ying in his bed,
hel pl ess,

waiting for her, probably panicky. Jffl started to rise
and

found that she could not nove. She was filled with such a
bott onml ess, bone-deep weariness that her exhausted body
woul d

no | onger obey her. She lay there, helpless, know ng that
she

had | ost, that it had all been wasted, all the days and
ni ghts of



hel |, the nonths of agony, none of it had neant anything.
Her

body had betrayed her, as Toby's had betrayed him Jffl
had

no strength left to give hi manynore, and it nmade her want
to

weep. It was finished.

She heard a sound at her bedroom door and she raised

her eyes. Toby was standing in the doorway, by hinself,
hi s

trenbling arns clutching his wal ker, his nmouth making
unintelligible

sl obbering noi ses, working to say sonet hi ng.

"Jituiugb... Jiiitiigh..."

He was trying to say "Jffl". She began to sob
uncontrol | ably,

and she coul d not stop.

From that day on, Toby's progress was spectacul ar. For
the first tinme, he knew he was going to get well. He no
| onger

obj ected when Jffl pushed himbeyond the limts of his
endur ance.

He wel conmed it He wanted to get well for her. Jffl
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bad becone his goddess; if he had | oved her before, he
wor shi ped

her now.

And sonet hi ng had happened to Jill. Before, it had been

her own |ife she was fighting for; Toby was nerely the

I nst runent

she was forced to use. But sonehow, that had changed.

It was as though Toby had becone a part of her. They were
one body and one m nd and one soul, obsessed with the sane
pur pose. They had gone through a purging crudble. Hs life
bad been in her hands, and she had nurtured it and

strengt hned

it, and saved it, and out of that had grown a kind of

| ove.

Toby bel onged to her, just as she belonged to him

Jill changed Toby's diet, so that he began to regain the
wei ght he had lost. He spent tine in the sun every day and



took | ong wal ks around the grounds, using the wal ker, then
a cane, building up his strength. Wen the day cane that
Toby could wal k by hinself, the two of them cel ebrated by
havi ng a candl el i ght dinner in the dining room

Finally, Jill felt that Toby was ready to be seen. She

t el ephoned Dr. Kaplan, and his nurse put himon the phone
I mredi at el y.

"Jill! 1"ve been terribly worried. |'ve tried to tel ephone
you and there was never any answer. | sent a telegram and
when | didn't hear, | assuned you had taken Toby away

sonewhere. |Is he--has he-- 2"
"Cone and see for yourself, Ei."

Dr. Kaplan could not conceal his astonishnent. "It's
unbel i evable,” he told Jill. "It's -- it's like a
mracle."

"It is amracle,” Jill said. Only in this life you nade
your

own mracles, because God was busy el sewhere.

"People still call nme to ask about Toby," Dr. Kapl an

was sayi ng. "Apparently they've been unable to get through
to you. SamWnters calls at | east once a week. Cifton
; Lawrence has been calling."

| Jill dismssed Aifton Lawence. But Sam W nters! That

| was good. Jill had to find a way to |let the world know
t hat

| Toby Tenple was still a superstar, that they were stil

t he

; Gol den Coupl e.

Jill tel ephoned Sam Wnters the next norning and asked
himif he would like to cone and visit Toby. Sam arrived
at the house an hour later. Jill opened the front door to
| et

himin, and Samtried to conceal his shock at her
appear ance.

Jill looked ten years ol der than when he had | ast seen
her. Her

eyes were holl ow brown pools and her face was etched with
deep lines. She had |ost so nmuch wei ght that she | ooked
al nost skel etal .

"Thank you for com ng, Sam Toby will be pleased to

see you."

Sam had been prepared to see Toby in bed, a shadow of
the man he had once been, but he was in for a stunning



surpri se.

Toby was |ying on a pad al ongsi de the pool and, as Sam
approached, Toby rose to his feet, a little slowy, but
steadily,

and held out a firmhand. He appeared tanned and heal t hy,
better than he had | ooked before his stroke. It was as

t hough

t hrough sone arcane alcheny, Jill's health and vitality
had

Sowed into Toby's body, and the sick tides that had
ravaged

Toby had ebbed into Jill.

"Hey! It's great to see you, Sam"

Toby's speech was a |ittle slower and nore precise than
before, but it was clear and strong. There was no sign of
t he

paral ysis Sam had heard about. There was still the sane
boyi sh

face wwth the bright blue eyes. Sam gave Toby a hug and
sai d,

"Jesus, you really had us scared."

Toby grinned and said, "You don't have to call me 'Jesus'
when we're al one.™

Sam | ooked at Toby nore closely and marvel ed. "I

honestly can't get over it. Damm it, you | ook younger. The
whol e town was nmaking funeral arrangenents.”

"Over ny dead body," Toby sm | ed.

Samsaid, "It's fantastic what the doctors today can —=
“"No doctors." Toby turned to look at Jill and naked
adoration shone fromhis eyes. "You want to know who did

1t? Jill. just Jill. Wth her two bare hands. She threw
ever ybody

out and made ne get on ny feet again.”

Sam gl anced at Jill, puzzled. She had not seened to him

the kind of girl capable of such a selfless act. Perhaps
he had

m sj udged her. "What are your plans?" he asked Toby. "I
suppose you'll want to rest and --"

"He's going back to work," Jill said. "Toby's too tal ented
to be sitting around doi ng nothing."

“I"'mraring to go," Toby agreed.

"Per haps Sam has a project for you," Jill suggested.

They were both watching him Samdid not want to

di scourage Toby, but neither did he want to hold out any



fal se hopes. It was not possible to nake a picture with a
star

unl ess you got insurance on him and no conmpany was goi ng
to insure Toby Tenple.

"There's nothing in the shop at the nonent," Sam said
carefully. "But 1'll certainly keep an eye open."

"You're afraid to use him aren't you?" It was as though
she was reading his m nd.

"Certainly not." But they both knew he was |ying.

No one in Hollywod would take a chance on using Toby
Tenpl e agai n.

Toby and Jill were watching a young conedi an on
t el evi si on.
"He's rotten,” Toby snorted. "Dam it, | wish | could

get back on the air. Maybe | oughta get an agent. Sonebody
who coul d check around town and see what's doing."

"No!" Jill's tone was firm "W're not going to | et anyone
peddl e you. You're not some bum | ooking for a job. You're

Toby Tenple. We're going to nake them cone to you."

Toby smled wyly and said, "They're not beating down

t he doors, baby."

"They wll be,” Jill prom sed. "They don't know what

shape you're in. You're better now than you ever were. W

just have to show them"

"Maybe | shoul d pose in the nude for one of those

magazi nes. "

Jill was not listening. "I have an idea," she said slowy.
"A one-man show. "

"Huh?"

"A one-man show." There was a grow ng excitenent in

her voice. "I'mgoing to book you into the Hunrington

Hartford Theatre. Everybody in Hollywod will cone. After
t hat,
they'll start beating down the doors!™

And everybody in Holl ywood did cone: producers,
directors, stars, critics -- all the people in show

busi ness who

mattered. The theater on Vine Street had | ong since been
sol d

out, and hundreds of people had been turned away. There
was

a cheering nob outside the | obby when Toby and Jil



arrived

In a chauffeur-driven |inousine. He was their Toby Tenpl e.
He

had come back to them fromthe dead, and they adored him
nore than ever.

The audi ence inside the theater was there partly out of
respect for a man who had been fanpbus and great, but
nostly

out of curiosity. They were there to pay final tribute to
a

dying hero, a burnt-out star.

Jill had planned the show herself. She had gone to

O Hanl on and Rai nger, and they had witten sone brilliant
material, beginning with a nonol ogue ki dding the town for
buryi ng Toby while he was still alive. Jill had approached
a

song-witing teamthat had won three Acadeny Awards. They
had never witten special material for anyone, but when
Jill

said, "Toby insists you're the only witers in the world
who.'.."

Dick Landry, the director, flewin fromLondon to stage

t he show.

Jill had assenbled the finest talent she could find to
back up Toby, but in the end everything woul d depend on
the star hinself. It was a one-man show, and he woul d be
al one on that stage.

The nonment finally arrived. The house |ights di med, and
the theater was filled with that expectant hush that precedes
the ringing up of the curtain, the silent prayer that on

t hi s ni ght nmagi c woul d happen.

It happened.

As Toby Tenple strolled out onto the stage, his gait
strong and steady, that famliar inpish smle lighting up
t hat

boyi sh face, there was a nonentary silence and then a wild
expl osi on of applause and yelling, a standing ovation that
rocked the theater for a full five m nutes.

Toby stood there, waiting for the pandenoniumto subsi de,

and when the theater was finally still, he said, "You cal
that a reception?" And they roared.
He was brilliant. He told stories and sang and danced,

and he attacked everybody, and it was as though he had
never



been gone. The audi ence could not get enough of him He
was still a superstar, but now he was sonething nore; he
had becone a |iving | egend.

The Variety review the next day said, "They cane to

bury Toby Tenple, but they stayed to praise himand cheer
him And how he deserved it! There is no one in show

busi ness

who has the old master's magic. It was an eveni ng of
ovations, and no one who was fortunate enough to be there
S

|ikely ever to forget that nenorable...”

The Hol | ywood Reporter review said, "The audi ence was
there to see a great star cone back, but Toby Tenpl e
proved

he had never been away."

Al the other reviews were in the same panegyric vein.
From t hat nonent on, Toby's phones rang constantly.
Letters

and telegrans poured in with invitations and offers.

They were beating the doors down.

Toby repeated his one-nman show in Chicago and in

Washi ngt on and New York; everywhere he went, he was a
sensation. There was nore interest in himnow than there
had ever been. In a wave of affectionate nostal gia, Toby's
old novies were shown at art theaters and at universities.
Tel evision stations had a Toby Tenple Wek and ran his
old variety shows.

There were Toby Tenple dolls and Toby Tenpl e ganes

and Toby Tenpl e puzzl es and j okebooks and T-shirts. There
wer e endorsenents for coffee and cigarettes and

t oot hpast e.

Toby did a caneo in a nusical picture at Universal and
was signed to do guest appearances on all the big variety
shows. The networks had witers at work, conpeting to
devel op

a new Toby Tenpl e Hour.

The sun was out once nore, and it was shining on Jill.
There were parties again, and receptions and this
anbassador

and that senator and private screenings and... Everybody
want ed them for everything. They were given a dinner

at the White House, an honor usually reserved for heads of
state. They were appl auded wherever they appeared.



But nowit was Jill they were appl auding, as well as Toby.
The magnificent story of what she had done, her feat of

si ngl ehandedl y

nursi ng Toby bade to health agai nst all odds, had

stirred the imagi nation of the world. It was hailed by the
pr ess

as the love story of the century. Tinme Magazi ne put them
bot h

on the cover, with a glowing tribute to Jill in the
acconpanyi ng

story.

A five-mllion-dollar deal was made for Toby to star in
a new weekly television variety show, starting in

Sept enber,
only twel ve weeks away.
"We'll go to Palm Springs so that you can rest until

then," Jill said.

Toby shook his head. "You've been shut in | ong enough.
W're going to live a little." He put his arns around her
and

added, "I'mnot very good with words, baby, unless they're
j okes. | don't know how to tell you what | feel about you.
| -- I just want you to know that | didn't start l|iving
until the

day | nmet you."

And he abruptly turned away, so that Jill could not see
the tears in his eyes.

Toby arranged to tour his one-man show in London, Paris
and -- the greatest coup of all -- Mscow. Everyone was
fighting

to sign him He was as big a cult figure in Europe as he
was i n Anerica.

They were out on the fill, on a sunny, sparkling day,
headed for Catalina. There were a dozen guests aboard the
boat, anong them Sam Wnters and O Hanl on and Rai nger

who had been selected as the head witers on Toby's new
tel evision show. They were all in the salon, playing ganes
and tal king. Jill | ooked around and noticed that Toby was
m ssi ng. She went out on deck.

Toby was standing at the railing, staring at the sea. Jill
wal ked up to himand said, "Are you feeling all right?"
"Just watching the water, baby."
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"I't's beautiful, isn't it?"

“If you're a shark." He shuddered. "That's not the way

| want to die. |I've always been terrified of drowning."
She put her hand in his. "Wat's bothering you?"

He | ooked at her. "I guess | don't want to die. I"'mafraid
of what's out there. Here, I'ma big nman. Everybody knows

Toby Tenple. But out there...? You know ny idea of Hell?
A pl ace where there's no audi ence.”

The Friars Cub gave a Roast with Toby Tenple as Ae

guest of honor. A dozen top comcs were on the dais, along
with Toby and Jill, Sam Wnters and the head of the

net wor k

that Toby had signed with. Jill was asked to stand up and
take a bow It becane a standing ovation.

They're cheering ne, Jill thought. Not Toby. Me!

The master of cerenopnies was the host of a fanous

ni ghttine

television talk show. "I can't tell you how happy | am
to see Toby here,” he said. "Because if we weren't
honori ng

hi m here tonight, we'd be holding this banquet at Forest
Lawn. "

Laught er.

"And believe ne, the food' s terrible there. Have you ever
eaten at Forest Lawn? They serve leftovers fromthe Last

Supper . "

Laught er He

turned to Toby. "We really are proud of you, Toby.

| nean that. | understand you've been asked to donate a
par t

of your body to science. They're going to put it in a jar
at

Ae Harvard Medical School. The only problemso far is that
they haven't been able to find a jar big enough to hold
it."

Roar s.

When Toby got up for his rebuttal, he topped themall.
Everyone agreed that it was the best Roast Ae Friars

had ever hel d.



Cifton Lawence was in Ae audi ence Aat night.

He was seated at a table in Ae back of Ae room near

the kitchen wi A Ae oAer uninportant people. He had been
forced to inpose on old friendships to get even this
tabl e.
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Ever since Toby Tenple had fired him Cdifton Lawence had
worn the | abel of a loser. He had tried to nmake a
partnership

deal wth a large agency. Wth no clients, however, he had
nothing to offer. Then Cifton had tried the smaller

agenci es,

but they were not interested in a m ddl e-aged has- been;

t hey

want ed aggressive young nen. In the end, difton had

settl ed

for a salaried job with a small new agency. H's weekly

sal ary

was | ess than what he had once spent 'is one evening at
Romanof f ' s.

He renenbered his first day at the new agency. It was
owned by three aggressive young nen -- no, kids -- all of
t hem

in their late twenties. Their clients were rock stars. Two
of

the agents were bearded, and they all wore jeans and sport
shirts and tennis shoes w thout socks. They made Cifton

f eel

a thousand years old. They spoke in a | anguage he did not
under stand. They called him"Dad" and "Pop" and he thought
of the respect he had once conmanded in this town, and he
wanted to weep.

The once dapper, cheerful agent had becone seedyl ooki ng
and bitter. Toby Tenple had been his whole life, and
Cifton tal ked about those days conpul sively. It was al

he

t hought about. That and Jill. difton blanmed her for
everyt hi ng

t hat had- happened to him Toby could not hel p hinself;

he had been influenced by that bitch. But, oh, how Cifton
hated Jill.

He was sitting in the back of the room watching the



crowd applaud Jill Tenple when one of the nen at the table
said, "Toby's sure a lucky bastard. | wsh | had a piece
of that.

She's great in bed.”

"Yeah?" sonmeone asked, cynically. "How would you

know?"

"She's in that porno flick at the Pussycat Theatre. Hell,

| thought she was going to suck the guy's liver out of
him "

Clifton's mouth was suddenly so dry that he could hardly

get out the words. "Are you -- are you sure it was JiJl
Castl e?"

be asked.

The straoger turned to him "Sure, |I'msure. She used

anot her name -- Josephi ne sonmething. A crazy Pol ack nane."
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He stared at Cifton and said, "Hey! Didn't you used to be
Adifton Lawence?"

There is an area of Santa Moni ca Boul evard, bordering
between Fairfax and La Ci enega, that is County territory.
Part of an island surrounded by the Cty of Los Angeles,
it

operat es under County ordi nances, which are nore | enient
than those of the City. In one six-block area, there are
four

novi e houses that run only hard-core pornography, half a
dozen bookshops where custoners can stand in private
boot hs and wat ch novi es through individual viewers and a
dozen

massage parlors staffed with nubile young girls who are
experts,

at giving everything except massages. The Pussycat Theatre
sits inthe mdst of it all.

There were perhaps two dozen people in the darkened
theater, all of them nen except for two wonen who sat
hol di ng

hands. difton | ooked around at the audi ence and wondered
what drove these people to darkened caverns in the mddle
of

a sunny day, to spend hours watching i nages of other
peopl e



fornicating on film

The main feature came on, and Clifton forgot everything
except what was up on the screen. He | eaned forward

in his seat, concentrating on the face of each actress.
The

pl ot was about a young coll ege professor who snuggled his
femal e students into his bedroomfor night classes. Al of
t hem

were young, surprisingly attractive and incredibly
endowed.

They went through a variety of sexual exercises, oral,
vagi nal

and anal, until the professor was as satisfied as his
pupi | s.

But none of the girls was Jill. She has to be there,
Cifton

t hought. This was the only chance he woul d ever have to
avenge hinself for what she had done to him He woul d
arrange for Toby to see the film It would hurt Toby, but
he

woul d get over it. Jill would be destroyed. \Wen Toby

| ear ned

what kind of whore he had married, he would throw her out
on

her ass. Jill had to be in this film
And suddenly, there she was--on the wi de screen, in
wonderful, glorious, living color. She had changed a great

deal . She was thinner now, nore beautiful and nore
sophi sti cat ed.
But it was Jill. difton sat there, drinking in the scene,
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reveling init, rejoicing and feasting his senses, filled
wi th an

el ectrifying sense of triunph and vengeance.

Cifton remained in his seat undl the credits cane on.
There it was, Josephine Czinski. He got to his feet and
made

his way back to the projection booth. A man in shirt

sl eeves was inside the small room reading a racing form He
gl anced

up as Cifton entered and said, "No one's allowed in here,
buddy. "



"I want to buy a print of that picture."”

The man shook his head. "Not for sale." He went back
to hi s handi cappi ng.

“I"l'l give you a hundred bucks to run off a dupe. No one
will ever know."

The man did not even | ook up.

"Two hundred bucks,” difton said.

The projectionist turned a page.

"Three hundred."

He | ooked up and studied Cifton. "Cash?"

"Cash."

At ten o' clock the followng norning, Cifton arrived at
Toby Tenple's house with a can of filmunder his arm No,
not film he'thought happily. Dynam te. Enough to bl ou
fill

Castle to hell.

The door was opened by an English butler difton had

not seen before.

"Tell M. Tenple that difton Lawence is here to see
him "

“I"'msorry, sir. M. Tenple is not here."

"Il wait,"” difton said firmy

The butler replied, "I"mafraid that won't be possi bl e.
M. and Ms. Tenple left for Europe this norning."
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Eur ope was a succession of triunphs.

The night of Toby's opening at the Palladiumin London,
xford Circus was jammed with crowds frantically trying to
get a glinpse of Toby and Jffl. The entire area around
Argyl |

Street had been cordoned off by the netropolitan police.
When

the nmob got out of hand, nounted police were hastily
sumoned

to assist. Precisely at the stroke of eight o'clock, the
Royal Fam |y arrived and the show began.

Toby exceeded everyone's w | dest expectations. H s face
beam ng with innocence, he brilliantly attacked the
British



governnent and its ol d-school -ti e snugness. He expl ai ned
how

it had managed to becone | ess powerful than Uganda and how
it could not have happened to a nore deserving country.
They

all roared with [aughter, because they knew that Toby
Tenpl e

was only joking. He did not nean a word of it. Toby I oved
t hem

As they | oved him

The reception in Paris was even nore tunultuous. Jil

and Toby were guests at the President's Pal ace and were
driven around the city in a state |inousine. They coul d be
seen

on the front pages of the newspapers every day, and when

t hey appeared at the theater, extra police had to be
cal |l ed out

to control the crowds. At the end of Toby's perfornmance,
he

and Jill were being escorted toward their waiting

| i nousi ne

when suddenly the nob broke through the police guard and
hundr eds of Frenchnen descended on them screaning, "Toby,

Toby... on veut Toby!" The surging crowd held out pens
and aut ograph books, pressing forward to touch the great

Toby

Tenpl e and his wonderful Jill. The police were unable to
hol d

t hem back; the crowd swept them aside, tearing at Toby's
clothes, fighting to obtain a souvenir. Toby and Jill were
al nost

crushed by the press of bodies, but Jill felt no fear.
This ri ot

was a tribute to her. She had done this for these peopl e;
she
had brought Toby back to them

Their last stop was Mscow.

Moscow in June is one of the |oveliest ddes in the world.
G aceful white berezka and Upa trees wth yell ow

f1 ower beds

line the wi de boul evards crowded with natives and visitors



strolling in the sunshine. It is the season for tourists.
Except

for official visitors, all tourists to Russia are handl ed
t hr ough

Intourist, the governnent-controll ed agency whi ch arranges
transportation, hotels and gui ded sightseeing tours. But
Toby

and Jill were net at the Sherenetyevo |nternational
Ai rport

by a large Zi|l |inousine and driven to the Metropole
Hot el ,

usual ly reserved for VIPs fromsatellite countries. The
suite

had been stocked wth Stoliohnaya vodka and bl ack cavi ar.
General Yuri Romanovitch, a high party official, canme to
the hotel to bid themwel cone. "W do not run many
Anerican

pictures in Russia, M. Tenple, but we have played your
novi es here often. The Russi an people feel that genius
transcends

all boundaries."

Toby had been booked to appear at the Bol shoi Theatre

for three performances. Opening night, Jill shared in the
ovati on. Because of the | anguage barrier, Toby did nost of
his act in pantom ne, and the audi ence adored him He gave
a diatribe in his pseudo-Russian, and their |aughter and
appl ause echoed through the enornous theater |ike a

benedi ction

of | ove.
During the next two days. Ceneral Romanovitch escorted
Toby and Jill on a private sightseeing tour. They went to

CGCorky Park and rode on the giant ferris wheel, and saw the
historic Saint Basil's Cathedral. They were taken to the
Mbscow

State Circus and given a banquet at Aragvi, where they
wer e
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served the golden roe caviar, the rarest of the eight

cavi ars,

zakushki, which literally nmeans small bites, and pashteet,
t he



delicate pate baked ina crust. For dessert, they ate

yobl ochnaya, the incredibly delicious apple charlotte pastry
with

apricot sauce.

And nore sightseeing. They went to the Pushkin Art

Museum and Lenin's Mausol eum and the Detsky Mr, Moscow s
enchanting children's shop.

They were taken to places of whose existence nost

Russi ans were unaware. G anovsko Street, crowded with
chauffeur-driven Chai kas and Vol gas. Inside, behind a
sinmpl e

door marked "Office of Special Passes", they were ushered
Into a store cramed with inported |uxury foodstuffs from
al |

over the world. This was where the "Nachal stov", the
Russi an

elite, were privileged to shop.

They went to a |uxurious dacha, where foreign filns were
run in the private screening roomfor & privileged few
It was

a fascinating insight into the People's State.

On the afternoon of the day Toby was to give his final
performance, the Tenples were getting ready to go out
shoppi ng.

Toby said, "Wiy doa't you go al one, baby? |I think I"]
sack out for a while."

She studied himfor a nmonent. "Are you feeling all

ri ght?"

"Geat. I'mjust alittle tired. You go buy out Mscow. "
Jill hesitated. Toby | ooked pale. Wen this tour was over,
she would see to it that Toby had a | ong rest before he
began

his new tel evision show "All right," she agreed. "Take a
nap. "

Jill was wal ki ng through the | obby toward the exit when

she heard a man's voice call, "Josephine", and even as she
turned, she knew who it was, and in a split second the
magi c

happened agai n.

Davi d Kenyon was noving toward her, smling and sayi ng,

"' mso glad to see you", and she felt as though her heart
woul d stop. He's the only man who has ever been able to do



this to ne. Jill thought.

249
"WIIl you have a drink with nme?" David asked.
"Yes," she said.

The hotel bar was | arge and crowded, but they found a
conparatively quiet table in a corner where they coul d
tal k.

"What are you doing in Mdscow?" Jill asked.

"Qur governnent asked ne to conme over. We're trying to
work out an oil deal."” ' A

bored waiter strolled over to the table and took their
order for drinks.

"How s Ci ssy?"

Davi d | ooked at her a nonent, then said, "W got a
divorce a few years ago." He deliberately changed the
subj ect.

"l1"ve foll owed everything that's been happening to you.
l've

been a fan of Toby Tenple's since | was a kid." Sonmehow,

it made Toby sound very old. "I'mglad he's well again.
When

| read about his stroke, | was concerned about you." There
was

a look in his eyes that Jill renenbered fromlong ago, a
want i ng,

a needi ng.

"I thought Toby was great in Hollywod and London, "
Davi d was sayi ng.

"Were you there?" Jill asked, in surprise.

"Yes." Then he added quickly, "I had sone busi ness Acre."
"Why didn't you conme backstage?"

He hesitated. "I didn't want to intrude on you. | didn't

know i f you would want to see ne."

Their drinks arrived in heavy, squat gl asses.

"To you and Toby," David said. And there was sonet hi ng
In the way he said it, an undercurrent of sadness, a

hunger, ..

"Do you al ways stay at the Metropol e?" Jill asked.

"No. As a matter of fact, | had a hell of a tinme getting
He saw the trap too late. He smled wyly. "I knew you'd

be



there. | was supposed to have left Mscow five days ago.
l've

been waiting, hoping to run into you."

"Wy, Davi d?"

It was a long tinme before he replied. Wien he spoke,
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he said, "It's all too late now, but | want to tell you
anyway,

because | think you have a right to know. "

And he told her about his marriage to sy, how she

had tricked him about her attenpted suicide, and about

t he

ni ght when he had asked Jill to neet himat the |ake. It
al |

came out in an outpouring of enotion that left Jill
shaken.

"1've always been in love with you."

She sat |istening, a feeling of happiness flow ng through
her body like a warmwine. It was |ike a | ovely dream cone
true, it was everything she had wanted, w shed for. Jil

st udi ed

the man sitting across fromher, and she renenbered his
strong hands on her, and his hard demandi ng body, and she
felt a stirring wwthin herself. But Toby had becone a part
of

her, he was her own flesh; and David. .

A voice at her el bow said, "Ms. Tenple! W have been

| ooki ng everywhere for you!" It was General Romanovitch.
Jill looked at David. "Call nme in the norning."

Toby's | ast performance in the Bol shoi Theatre was nore
exciting than anything that had been seen there before.
The

spectators threw fl owers and cheered and stanped their

f eet

and refused to leave. It was a fitting clinmax to Toby's
ot her

triunphs. A large party was schedul ed for after the show,
but

Toby said to Jill, "I'm beat, goddess. Wy don't you go?
[0

return to the hotel and get sone shut-eye."



Jill went to the party alone, but it was as though David
were at her side every nonent. She carried on
conversati ons

wi th her hosts and danced and acknow edged the tributes

t hey

were paying to her, but all the time her mnd was reliving
her

neeting with David. | warned the wong girl. G ssy and |
are divorced. |I've never Stopped |oving you.
At two o'clock in the norning, Jill's escort dropped her

at her hotel suite. She went inside and found Toby |ying
on the

floor in the mddle of the room unconscious, his right
hand

stretched out toward the tel ephone.

mati ¢ Polyclinic at 3 Sverchkov Prospekt. Three top

spedahst s

were sunmoned in the mddle of the night to exam ne him
Everyone was synpathetic toward Jill. The chief of the
hospi t al

escorted her to a private office, where she waited for
news.

It's like a rerun, Jill thought. Al this had happened
before. It

had a vague, unreal quality.

Hours later, the door to the office opened and a short,
f at

Russi an waddl ed in. He was dressed in an ill-fitting suit
and

| ooked Ii ke an unsuccessful plunber. "I amDr. Durov," he
said. "I amin charge of your husband's case."

"I want to know how he is."
"Sit down, Ms. Tenple, please.”

Jill had not even been aware that she had stood up.
"Tel |l el "
"Your husband has suffered a stroke -- technically called

a cerebral venous thronbosis."

"How badi sit?"

"It is the nost -- what do you say? -- hard-hitting,
dangerous. If your husband lives -- and it is too soon to
tell --



he will never wal k or speak again. H's mnd is dear but he
IS
conpl etely paral yzed. "

Before Jill left Moscow, David tel ephoned her

"I can't tell you how sorry | am" he said. "I'll be

st andi ng

by. Anytinme you need ne, |'ll be there. Renenber that."
It was the only thing that helped Jill keep her sanity in

the nightmare that was about to begin.

The journey honme was a hellish deja vu. The hospital
litter in the plane, the anbul ance fromthe airport to the
house,

t he sickroom

Except that this rinme it was not die sane. Jill had known
it the nonment they had all owed her to see Toby. Hi s heart
was beating, his vital organs functioning; in every
respect he

was a living organism And yet he was not. He was a

br eat hi ng,

pul sating corpse, a dead man in an oxygen tent, with
tubes and needles running into his body |ike antennae,

f eedi ng

himthe vital fluids that were necessary to keep him
alive.

H s face was twisted in a horrifying rictus that made him
| ook
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as though he were grinning, his lips pulled up so that his
guns

were exposed. / amafraid | can offer you no hope, the
Russi an

doct or had sai d.

That had been weeks ago. Now they were back hone in

Bel -Air. Jill had imedi ately called in Dr. Kaplan, and he
had

sent for specialists who had summoned nore specialists,
and

t he answer al ways cane out the sane: a nassive stroke that
had heavily danmaged or destroyed the nerve centers, with
very



little chance of reversing the danage that had al ready
been

done.

There were nurses around the clock and a physi ot her api st
to work with Toby, but they were enpty gestures.

The object of all this attention was grotesque. Toby's
skin had turned yellow, and his hair was falling out in

| ar ge

tufts. His paralyzed |inbs were shriveled and stringy. On
hi s

face was the hideous grin that he could not control. He
was

nonstrous to | ook at, a death's head.

But his eyes were alive. And how alive! They bl azed

with the power and frustration of the mnd trapped in that
usel ess shell. Wenever Jill wal ked into his room Toby's
eyes would follow her hungrily, frantically, pleading. For
what ?

For her to make hi mwal k agai n? Tal k again? To turn him
Into a man agai n?

She woul d stare down at him silent, thinking: A part

of me is lying in that bed, suffering, trapped. They were
bound toget her. She woul d have given anything to have
saved Toby, to have saved herself. But she knew that there
was no

way. Not this tine.

The phones rang constantly, and it was a replay of all

t hose ot her phone calls, all those other offers of

synpat hy.

But there was one phone call that was different. David
Kenyon tel ephoned. "I just want you to know that whatever
| can do -- anything at all -- I"mwaiting."

Jill thought of how he | ooked, tall and handsone and
strong, and she thought of the m sshapen caricature of a
man

in the next room "Thank you, David. | appreciate it.
There's

not hi ng. Not at the nonent."

"We've got sonme fine doctors in Houston," he said. "Sone
of the best in the world. | could fly themdown to him"
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Jill could feel her throat tightening. Ch, how she wanted



to ask David to conme to her, to take her away fromthis
pl ace!

But she could not. She was bound to Toby, and she knew
t hat

she coul d never | eave him

Not while he was alive.

Dr. Kaplan had conpl eted his exam nati on of Toby. Jil

was waiting for himin the library. She turned to face him
as

he wal ked t hrough the door. He said, with a clunsy attenpt
at hunor, "Well, Jill, | have good news and | have bad
news. "

"Tell me the bad news first."

“I"'mafraid Toby's nervous systemis damaged too heavily
to be rehabilitated. There's no question about it. Not
this

time. He'll never walk or talk again."

She stared at hima long tine, and then said, "Wat's

t he good news?"

Dr. Kaplan smled. "Toby's heart is amazingly 'strong.
Wth proper care, he can |live for another twenty years."
Jill looked at him unbelievingly. Twenty yegrs. That

was the good news! She thought of herself saddled with the
horri bl e gargoyl e upstairs, trapped in a nightmare from
whi ch

there was no escape. She could never divorce Toby. Not as

| ong as he. |ived. Because no one woul d understand. She
was

t he heroi ne who had saved his |ife. Everyone would feel
bet rayed,

cheated, if she deserted himnow Even David Kenyon.

David tel ephoned every day now, and he kept talking

about her wonderful loyalty and her selflessness, and they
wer e

both aware of the deep enotional current flow ng between

t hem

The unspoken phrase was, when Toby dies.
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Three nurses attended Toby around the dock in shifts.
They were crisp and capabl e and as i npersonal as machi nes.



Jill was grateful for their presence, for she could not
bear to

go near Toby. The sight of that hideous, grinning nask
repel |l ed her. She found excuses to stay away from his
room

When she did force herself to go to him Jill could sense
a

change in himimedi ately. Even the nurses could feel it.
Toby lay notionless and i npotent, frozen in his spastic

cage.
Yet the nmonent Jill entered the room a vitality began to
bl aze fromthose bright blue eyes. Jill could read Toby's

t houghts as clearly as if he were speaking al oud. Don't
l et me

die. Help nme. Help ne!

Jill stood | ooking down at his ruined body and thought,
/ can't help you. You don't want to live like this. You
want to

di e.

The idea began to grow in Jill

The newspapers were full of stories about termnally ill
husbands whose wi ves had rel eased themfromtheir pain.
Even sone doctors admitted that they deliberately |et
certain

patients die. Euthanasia, it was called. Mercy killing.
But Jill

knew that it could also be called nurder, even though
not hi ng

lived in Toby anynore but those damed eyes that woul d
not stop follow ng her around.

In the weeks that followed, Jill never |left the house.
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Most of the tine, she shut herself away in her bedroom
Her
headaches had returned, and she could find no relief.

Newspapers and nagazi nes carried human-interest stories
about the paral yzed superstar and his devoted w fe, who
had

once nursed himback to health. Al the periodicals
specul at ed



about whether Jill would be able to repeat the mracle.
But

she knew that there would be no nore mracles. Toby woul d
never be well again.

Twenty years. Dr. Kaplan had said. And David was out
there waiting for her. She had to find a way to escape
from

her prison.

It began on a dark, gloony Sunday. It rained in the
norni ng and continued all day, drumm ng agai nst the roof
and the wi ndows of the house until Jill thought she woul d
go mad. She was in her bedroom reading, trying to get the
vicious tattoo of the falling rain out of her mnd, when
t he

ni ght nurse wal ked in. Her nanme was Ingrid Jotnson. She
was starched and Nordic.

"The burner upstairs isn't working," Ingrid announced.
“I'l'l have to go down to the kitchen to prepare M.
Tenpl e' s

di nner. Could you stay with himfor a few m nutes?"

Jill could sense the disapproval in the nurse's voice. She
t hought it strange for a wife not to go near her husband's
sickbed. "I'Il look after him™" Jill said.

She put down her book and went down the hall to Toby's
bedroom The nonment Jill wal ked into the room her
nostrils

were assailed by the famliar stench of sickness. In an

I nst ant,

every fiber of her being was flooded with nenories of

t hose

| ong, dreadful nonths when she had fought to save Toby.
Toby' s head was propped up on a large pillow. As he

wat ched Jill enter, his eyes suddenly cane alive, flashing
out

frantic nmessages. \Where haoe you been? Wiy have you stayed
away fromnme? | need you. Help ne! It was as though his
eyes had a voice. Jill | ooked down at the | oathsone,

tw sted

body with the grinning death's mask and she felt

nauseat ed.

You'll never get well, damm you! You've got to die! | want
you to die!

As Jill stared at Toby, she watched the expression in his
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eyes change. They registered shock and di sbelief and then
they began to fill with such hatred, such naked

mal evol ence,

that Jill involuntarily took a step away fromthe bed. She
reali zed Aen what had happened. She had spoken her

t houghts aloud. ' »

She turned and fled fromthe room

In the norning, the rain stopped. Toby's old wheel chair
had been brought up fromthe basenent. The day nurse,
Frances Gordon, was wheeling Toby out in his chair to the
garden to get sonme sun. Jill listened to the sound of the
wheel chair

novi ng down the hall toward the elevator. She waited a
few m nutes, then she went downstairs. She was passing the
i brary when the phone rang. It was David, calling from
Washi ngt on.

"How are you today?" He sounded warm and cari ng.

She had never been so glad to hear his voice. "I'mfine,
Davi d. "

“I wish you were with ne, darling."

"So do I. I love you so much. And | want you. | want

you to hold nme in your arns again. Ch, David..."

Sone instinct made Jill turn. Toby was in the hallway,

strapped in the wheelchair where the nurse had |eft him
for

a nmonent. His blue eyes blazed at Jill wth such | oathing,
such

malice that it was |like a physical blow. H's mnd was
speaki ng

to her through his eyes, screaming at her, I'mgoing to
Kill

you! Jill dropped the tel ephone in panic.

She ran out of the roomand up the stairs, and she could
feel Toby's hatred pursuing her, like sonme violent, evil
force.

She stayed in her bedroomall day, refusing food. She sat
in a

chair, in a trancelike state, her mnd going over an dover
t he

noment at the tel ephone. Toby knew. He knew. She coul d not
face hi magain.



Finally, night cane. It was the mddle of July, and the
air still held the heat of the day. Jffl opened her
bedr oom

w ndows wi de to catch whatever faint breeze there m ght
be.

In Toby's room Nurse Gall agher was on duty. She tiptoed
in to take a | ook at her patient Nurse Gall agher w shed
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she could read his mnd, then perhaps she m ght be able to
hel p the poor man. She tucked the covers around Toby. "You
get a good night's sleep now," she said, cheerily. "I"l

be back

to check on you." There was no reaction. He did not even
nove his eyes to | ook at her.

Perhaps ifs just as well | can't read his m nd. Nurse
Gal | agher thought. She took one | ast | ook at him and
retired

to her little sitting roomto watch sone' | ate-night

t el evi si on.

Nurse Gal |l agher enjoyed the tal k shows. She |oved to watch
novi e stars chat about thenselves. It nade themterribly
human, just |ike ordinary, everyday people. She kept the
sound

|l ow, so that it would not disturb her patient. But Toby
Tenpl e

woul d not have heard it in any case. His thoughts were

el sewhere.

The house was asl eep, safe in the guarded fastness of the
Bel -Air woods. A few faint sounds of traffic drifted up
from

Sunset Boul evard far bel ow. Nurse Gall agher was watching a
| ate night novie. She w shed they would run an old Toby
Tenple film It would be so exciting to watch M. Tenple
on television and know that he was here in person, just a
f ew

feet away. (

At four a.m. Nurse Gallagher dozed off in the m ddle of

a horror film'

In Toby's bedroomthere was a deep sil ence.

In Jill's room the only sound that could be heard was die



ticking of the bedside clock. Jill lay in her bed, naked,
sound

asl eep, one arm hugging a pillow, her body dark agai nst

t he

white sheets. The street noises were nuffled and far away.

Jill turned restlessly in her sleep and shivered. She
dreaned that she and David were in Alaska on their
honeynoon.

They were on a vast frozen plain and a sudden storm

had come up. The wind was blowing the icy air into their
faces, and it was difficult to breathe. She turned toward
Davi d,

bat he was gone. She was alone in the frigid Arctic,
coughi ng,

fighting to get her breath. It was the sound of soneone
choki ng

that woke Jill up. She heard a horrid, gasping wheeze, a
deat h

rattl e, and she opened her eyes, and the sound was com ng
from

her own throat. She could not breathe. An icy cloak of air
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f covered her |ike sone obscene bl anket, caressing her
nude

body, stroking her breasts, kissing her lips with a
frigid, malodorous

breath that reeked of the grave. Jill's heart was poundi ng
wildly now, as she fought for air. Her lungs felt seared
fromthe cold. She tried to sit up, and it was as though
t here

was an invisible weight holding her down. She knew this
had to

be a dream but at the sanme tine she could hear that

hi deous

rattle fromher throat as she fought for breath. She was
dyi ng.

But could a person die during a nightmare? Jill could feel
t he

cold tendrils exploring her body, noving in between her

| egs,

I nside her now, filling her, and with a heart-stopping
suddenness,



she realized it was Toby. Sonehow, by sonme neans, it

was Toby. And the quick rush of terror in Jill gave her

t he

strength to daw her way to the foot of the bed, gasping
for

breath, m nd and body fighting to stay alive. She reached
t he

floor and struggled to her feet and ran for the door,
feeling the

cold pursuing her, surrounding her, clutching at her. Her
fingers found the door knob and twisted it open. She ran
out

into the hallway, panting for air, filling her starved
| ungs with

oxygen.

The hallway was warm quiet, still. Jill stood there,
swayi ng,

her teeth chattering uncontrollably. She turned to | ook
into her room It was nornmal and peaceful. She had had a
nightmare. Jill hesitated a nonent, then slowly wal ked
back

t hrough the doorway. Her roomwas warm There was not hi ng
to be afraid of. O course, Toby could not harm her.

In her sitting room Nurse Gall agher awakened and went

In to check on her patient.

Toby Tenple was lying in his bed, exactly as she had | eft
him H's eyes were staring at the ceiling, focused on
somet hi ng

that Nurse Gal |l agher could not see.

After that the nightmare kept recurring regularly, like a
bl ack onen of doom a prescience of sonme horror to cone.
Slowy, a terror began to build up in Jill. Werever she
went

i n the house, she could feel Toby's presence. \Wen the
nur se

took himout, Jill could hear him Toby's wheel chair had
devel oped
a high-pitched creak, and it got on Jill's nerves every

time she heard it. 7 tnust have it fixed, she thought. She
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avoi ded goi ng anywhere near Toby's room but it did not



matter. He was everywhere, waiting for her.
The headaches were constant now, a savage, rhythmc

poundi ng that would not let her rest. Jill w shed that the
pai n

woul d stop for an hour, a mnute, a second. She had to

sl eep.

She went into the maid's room behind the kitchen, as far
away from Toby's quarters as she could get. The room was

warm and quiet. Jill lay down on the bed and dosed her
eyes.

She was asl eep al nost instantly.

She was awakened by the fetid, icy air, filling the room
clutching at her, trying to entonb her. Jill |eaped up and
ran

out the door.

The days were horribl e enough, but the nights were
terrifying. They followed the sane pattern. Jill would go
to

her room and huddle in her bed, fighting to stay awake,
afrai d

ta go to sleep, know ng that Toby would come. But her
exhaust ed

body woul d take over and she would finally doze off.

She woul d be awakened by the cold. She would lie shivering
in her bed, feeling the icy air creeping toward her, an
evi |

presence envel oping her like a terrible malediction. She
woul d

get up and flee in silent terror.

It was three a. m

Jill had fallen asleep in her chair, reading a book. She
came out of her sleep gradually, slowy, and she opened
her

eyes in the pitch-bl ack bedroom know ng that sonething
was

terribly wong. Then she realized what it was. She had
gone

to sleep with all the lights on. She felt her heart begin
to race

and she thought. There's nothing to be afraid of. Nurse
Gl | agher

must have cone in and turned out the |ights.



Then she heard the sound. It was com ng down the hallway,

creak... creak... Toby's wheel chair, noving toward
her bedroom door. Jill began to feel the hairs rise on the
back

of her neck. It's only a tree branch agai nst the roof, or

t he

house settling, she told herself. Yet she knew that it

wasn' t

true. She had heard mat sound too many tinmes before. Creak
creak... like the nmusic of death comng to get her. /(

can't be Toby, she thought. He's infos bed, hel pless. Pm

| osi ng
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nmy mnd. But she could hear it com ng closer and cl oser.
It

was at her door now. It had stopped, waiting. And suddenly
there was the sound of a crash, and then silence.

Jill spent the rest of the night huddled in her chair in
t he

dark, too terrified to nove.

In the norning, outside her bedroom door, she found a
broken vase on the floor, where it had been knocked over
from

a hal l way tabl e.

She was talking to Dr. Kaplan. "Do you believe that the
-- the mnd can control the body?" Jill asked.

He | ooked at her, puzzled. "In what way ?"

"I'f Toby wanted --wanted very nmuch to get out of his

bed, could he?"

"You nmean unai ded? In his present condition?" He gave

her a look of incredulity. "He has absolutely no nobility
at

all. None what soever."

Jill was still not satisfied. "If--if he was really
det er m ned

to get up -- if there was sonething he felt he had to
do..."

Dr. Kaplan shook his head. "Qur mnd gives conmand!

to the body, but if your notor inpulses are bl ocked, if
t here

are no nuscles to carry out those commands, then nothing
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happen. "

She had to find out. "Do you believe that object! can be
noved by the m nd?"

"You nmean psychoki nesis? There are a | ot of experinents
bei ng done, but no one has ever cone up with any proof
that's

convi nced ne."

There was the broken vase outside her bedroom door.

Jill wanted to tell himabout that, about the cold air

t hat

kept follow ng her, about Toby's wheel chair at her door,
but

he woul d, fttek she was crazy. Was she? WAs sonet hi ng

wWr ong
with futr! Ws she | osing her m nd?
When Dr. Kaplan left, Jill wal ked over to | ook at herself

in the mrror. She was shocked by what she saw. Her cheeks
wer e sunken and her eyes enornous in a pale, bony face. If
I

go on this way, Jill thought, I'll die before Toby. She

| ooked

at her stringy, dull hair and her broken, cracked
fingernails.
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/ must never let David see ne looking like this. | have to
start taking care of nyself. From now on, she told

her sel f,

you're going to the beauty parlor once a week, and you're
going to eat three -neals a day and sl eep ei ght hows.

The followi ng norning, Jill made an appoi ntnent at the
beauty parlor. She was exhausted, and under the warm
confortabl e

hum of the hair drier, she dozed off, and the nightnmare
began. She was in bed, asleep. She coul d hear Toby cone
into

her bedroomin his wheelchair... creak... creak. Slowy,
he

got out of the chair and rose to his feet and noved toward
her,

grinning, his skeletal hands reaching for her throat. Jil
awoke



screamng wldly, throw ng the beauty shop into an uproar.
She

fl ed wi thout even having her hair conbed out.

After diat experience, Jill was afraid to | eave the house
agai n.

And afraid to remain init. ,,

Sonet hi ng seened to be wong with her head. It was

no | onger just the headaches. She was begi nning to forget
t hi ngs. She woul d go downstairs for sonething and wal k
into

the kitchen and stand there, not know ng what she had cone
for. Her nenory began to play strange tricks on her. Once,

Nurse Gordon cane in to speak to her; Jill wondered what a
nurse was doi ng Acre, and then she suddenly renenber ed.
The director was waiting on the set for Jill. She tried to
recal |

her line. Not very well, Fmafraid. Doctor. She nust

speak to the director and find out how he wanted her to

r ead

it. Nurse Gordon was hol di ng her band, saying, "Ms.
Tenpl e!

Ms. Tenplel Are you feeling all right?" And Jill was back
I n her own surroundings, again in the present, caught up
in

the terror of what was happening to her. She knew she
coul d

not go on like this. She had to find out whether there was
sonmet hing wong with her m nd or whether Toby was able to
sonmehow nove, whether he had found a way to attack her,

to try tonmurder her

She had to see him She forced herself to wal k down the

|l ong hall toward Toby's bedroom She stood outside a
nmonent ,

steeling herself, and then Jill entered Toby's room

y * o«
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Toby was lying in his bed, and the nurse was giving him

a sponge bath. She | ooked up, saw Jill and said, "Wy,
here's

Ms. Tenple. We're just having a nice bath, aren't we?"
Jill turned to |look at the figure on the bed.

Toby's arns and | egs had shriveled into stringy appendages
attached to his shrunken, tw sted torso. Between his |egs,



| i ke sone | ong. '.ndecent snake, |lay his usel ess penis,

flaccid

and ugly. The yellow cast had gone from Toby's face, but
the gaping idiot grin was still there. The body was dead,
but

the eyes were frantically alive. Darting, seeking,

wei ghi ng,

pl anni ng, hating; cunning blue eyes filled with their

secr et

pl ans, their deadly determ nation. It was Toby's m nd she
was

seeing. The inportant thing to renenber is that his mnd
i's

uni npai red, the doctor had told her. H's mnd could think
and feel and hate. That mind had nothing to do but plan
its

revenge, figure put a way to destroy her. Toby wanted her
dead, as she want ed hi m dead.

As Jill |ooked down at himnow, staring into those eyes
bl azing with | oat hing, she could hear himsaying, Fm going
to kilt you, and she could feel the waves of abhorrence

hitting

her 1i ke physical bl ows.

Jill stared into those eyes, and she renenbered the
broken vase and she knew that none of the nightmares had
been illusions. He had found a way.

She knew now that it was Toby's |ife against hers.
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When Dr. Kapl an finished his exani nation of Toby, he

went to find Jill. "I think you should stop the therapy in
t he

SwWi mm ng pool," he said. "lIt's a waste of tine. 1 was

hopi ng

we m ght get sone slight inprovenent in Toby's
nmuscul at ure,

but it's not working. I'lIl talk to the therapist nyself."
“"No!" It was a sharp ay.
Dr. Kaplan | ooked at her in surprise. "Jill, | fenow what

you did for Toby last tine. But this tine it's hopel ess. |



"We can't give up. Not yet.'
I n her voice.

There was a desperation

Dr. Kaplan hesitated, then shrugged. "Well, if it means
that nmuch to you, but--"

"It does."

At that nonent, it was the nost inportant thing in the
world. It was going to save Jill's life.

She knew now what she had to do.

The follow ng day was Friday. David tel ephoned Jill to
tell her that he had to go to Madrid on business.

"I may not be able to call over the weekend."

“I''l'l mss you," Jill said. "Very much."

“I''l'l mss you, too. Are you all right? You sound strange.
Are you tired?"

Jill was fighting to keep her eyes open, to forget the
terrible pain in her head. She could not renenber the |ast
time she had eaten or slept. She was so weak that it was

difficult to stand. She forced energy into her voice. "I'm
fine,

Davi d. "

"I love you, darling. Take care of yourself."

"I"'mgoing to, David. | |ove you, please know that." No

matter what happens.
She heard the physiotherapist's car turn into the
driveway,

and Jill started downstairs, her head poundi ng, her
trenbling legs barely able to support her. She opened the
front door as the physiotherapi st was about to ring the
bel | .

"Morning, Ms. Tenple,

he said. He started to enter,

but Jill blocked his way. He | ooked at her in surprise.
"Dr. Kaplan has decided to discontinue M. Tenple's
therapy treatnents," Jill said.

The physi ot herapi st frowned. It neant he had nade an
unnecessary trip out here. Soneone should have told him
earlier. Odinarily he woul d have conpl ai ned about the way
It had been handl ed. But Ms. Tenple was such a great

| ady,

Wi th such big problens. He smled at her and said, "It's
okay,

Ms. Tenple. | understand.”

And he got back into his car.

Jill waited until she heard the car drive away. Then she



started back up the stairs. Hal fway up, a wave of

di zzi ness

hit her again, and she had to cling to the banister until
It

passed. She could not stop now. If she did, she would be
dead.

She wal ked to the door of Toby's room turned the knob
and entered. Nurse Gall agher was seated in an easy chair
wor ki ng on needl epoi nt. She | ooked up in surprise as she
saw Jill standing in the doorway. "Wl Il!" she said.

"You' ve

come to visit us. Isn't that nice?" She turned toward the
bed.

"I ' know M. Tenple is pleased. Aren't we, M. Tenple?"
Toby was sitting up in bed, propped upright by pillows,

his eyes carrying his nmessage to Jill. I'"'mgoing to kil
you.
Jill averted her eyes and wal ked over to Nurse Gal |l agher.

"1've decided that | haven't been spending enough tine
with

nmy husband. "

"Well, now, that's exactly what |'ve been thinking,"

Nurse Gal |l agher chirped. "But then | could see that you've
been ill yourself, and so | said to nyself --"
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*Tm feeling nuch better now," JiB interrupted. "I'd

like to be alone with M. Tenple."
Nurse Gal | agher gat hered up her needl epoi nt paraphernalia
and got to her feet. "OF course,” she said. "I'msure

we'll enjoy that." She turned toward the grinning figure
on
the bed. "Wn't we, M. Tenple?" To Jill, she added, "I'M

just go down to the kitchen and fix nyself a nice cup of
tea."
"No. You're off duty in half an hour. You can | eave

now. |'ll stay here until Nurse Gordon arrives." Jill gave
her a quick, reassuring smle. "Don't worry. |I'll be here
with

him™"

"l suppose | could get sone shopping done, and -- "
"Fine," Jill said. "You run along."

Jill stood there, immobile, until she heard the front door

sl am and Nurse (al |l agher's car going down the driveway.



When the sounds of the notor had died away on the sunmmer
air, Jill turned to | ook at Toby.

H s eyes were focused on her face in an unwaveri ng,
unbl i nki ng stare. Forcing herself to nove closer to the
bed,

she pull ed back the covers and | ooked down at the wasted,
paral yzed frane, the |linp, useless |egs.

The wheelchair was in a corner. Jill noved it over to

t he bedsi de and positioned the chair so that she could
roll

Toby onto it. She reached toward him and stopped. It took
every ounce of her willpower to touch him The grinning,
mumm fied face was only inches away from her, the nouth
smling idiotically and the bright blue eyes spew ng
venom

Jill leaned forward and forced herself to Iift Toby by his
ar ns.

He was al nost weightless, but in Jill's exhausted

condi tion,

she could barely manage it. As she touched his body, Jil
coul d

feel the icy air begin to envelop her. The pressure inside
her

head was becom ng unbearable. There were bright colored
spots before her eyes, and they began to dance around,
faster

and faster, making her dizzy. She felt herself starting to
faint,

but she knew that she nust not allow that to happen. Not

i f

she wanted to live. Wth a superhuman effort, she dragged
Toby's linp body onto the wheel chair and strapped himin.
She | ooked at her watch. She had only twenty m nutes.
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It took Jill five mnutes to go into her bedroom and
change into a bathing suit and return to Toby's room

She rel eased the brake on the wheel chair and began to
wheel Toby down the corridor, into the elevator. She stood
behi nd himas they rode down, so that she could not see
hi s

eyes; But she could feel them And she could feel the danp
cold of the noxious air that began to fill the el evator,



snot heri ng

her, caressing her, filling her lungs with its putrescence
until she began to choke. She could not breathe. She fel
to

her knees, gasping, fighting to stay conscious, trapped in
t here

with him As she started to feel herself blacking out, the
el evat or door opened. She crawl ed into the warm sunli ght
and

| ay there on the ground, breathing deeply, sucking in the
fresh air, slowy getting back her energy. She turned

t oward

the elevator. Toby was seated in the wheel chair, watching,

wai ting. Jill quickly pushed the chair out of the

el evator. She

started toward the swimmng pool. It was a beautiful,
cl oudl| ess

day, warm and bal ny, the sun sparkling on the bl ue,
filtered water.

Jill rolled the wheelchair to the edge of the deep end

of the pool and set (he brake. She wal ked around to the
front

of the chair. Toby's eyes were fixed on her, watchful,
puzzl ed.

Jill reached for the strap holding Toby into the chair,
and

tightened it as hard as she could, pulling on it,--yanking
it with

all that was left of her strength,  feeling herself grow ng

di zzy

again with the effort. Suddenly if was done. Jill watched
Toby's eyes change as he realized what was happeni ng, and
they began to fill with a wild, denonic panic.

Jill released the brake, grasped the handl e of the

wheel chair

and started to push it toward the water. Toby was trying
to nove his paralyzed lips, trying to scream but no sound
came out, and the effect was terrifying. She could not
bear to

| ook into his eyes. She did not want to know.

She shoved the wheelchair to the very edge of the pool.
And it stuck. It was held back by the cenent |ip. She
pushed harder, but it would not go over. It was as though
Toby were hol ding the chair back by sheer wi Il power. Jil



could see himstraining to rise out of the chair, fighting
for

his life. He was going to get | oose, free hinself, reach
out for
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her throat with his bony fingers ... She could hear his
voi ce

screaming, | don't want to die... | don't want to die, and

she did not know whether it was her inagination or whether
it was real, but in a rush of panic, she found a sudden
strength

and shoved as hard as she coul d agai nst the back of the
wheel chair.

It lurched forward, upward into the air, and hung there,
noti onl ess, for what seened an eternity, then rolled into
t he

pool, hitting with a | oud splash. The wheel chair seened to
float on top of the water for a long tine, then slowy
began

to sink. The eddies of the water turned the chair around,
SO

that the last thing Jill saw was Toby's eyes dammi ng her
to hell

as the water dosed over them

She stood there forever, shivering in the warm noonday
sun, letting the strength flow back into her m nd and
body.

When she was finally able to nove again, she wal ked down
the steps of the swimmng pool to wet her bathing suit.
Then she went into the house to tel ephone the police.
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Toby Tenpl e's deat h nmade newspaper headlines al

over the world. If Toby had becone a f oft hero, then Jffl
had becone a heroi ne. Hundreds of thousands of words were
printed about them their photographs appeared in all the
medi a. Their great |love story was told and retold, the
tragic



ending giving it an even greater poignhancy. Letters and
tel egrans

of condol ence streaned in from heads of state, housew ves,
politicians, mllionaires, secretaries. The world had
suffered a personal |oss; Toby had shared the gift of his
| aught er

with his fans, and they woul d al ways be grateful. The air
waves were filled with praise for him and each network
pai d

tribute to him

There woul d never be another Toby Tenpl e.

The i nquest was held at the Crimnal Court Building

on Grand Avenue in downtown Los Angeles, in a small,
conpact

courtroom An inquest exam ner was in charge of the

heari ngs, guiding the panel of six jurors.

The room was packed to overflow ng. Wien Jill arrived,

t he phot ographers and reporters and fans nobbed her. She
was dressed in a sinple black tailored wool suit. She wore
no

makeup and she had never | ooked nore beautiful. In the few
days that had el apsed since Toby's death, Jill had

m racul ously

bl oonmed into her old self again. For the first tine in
nont hs,

she was able to sleep soundly and dreanl essly. She had a
vor aci ous appetite and her headaches had di sappeared. The
denmon that had been draining her life away was gone.

Jill had talked to David every day. He had wanted to

come to the inquest, but Jill insisted that he stay away.
They

woul d have enough tine together |ater.

"The rest of our lives," David had told her.

There were six witnesses at the ingquest. Nurse Gl l agher,
Nurse Gordon and Nurse Johnson testified about the general
routine of their patient, and his condition. Nurse
Gal | agher

was gi ving her testinony. - "Wat

time were you supposed to go off duty on &e

norni ng in question?" the inquest exam ner asked.

"At ten."

"What tinme did you actually | eave?"

Hesitation. "Nine-thirty."



"Was it your custom Ms. Gllagher, to | eave your
patient before your shift was up?"

"No, sir. That was the first tinme."

"Woul d you expl ai n how you happened to | eave early

.on that particular day?"

"I't was Ms. Tenple's suggestion. She wanted to be

al one with her husband.™

"Thank you. That's all."

Nurse Gal | agher stepped down fromthe stand. O course
Toby Tenple's death was an acci dent, she thought It's a
pity

that they had to put a wonderful woman like fill Tenple

t hrough this ordeal. Nurse Gal | agher | ooked over at Jil
and

felt a quick stab of guilt. She renenbered the night that
she

had gone into Ms. Tenple's bedroom and found her asleep
in a chair. Nurse Gallagher had quietly turned out the
lights

and cl osed the door so that Ms. Tenple would not be

di st ur bed.

In the dark hallway. Nurse Gal | agher had brushed

agai nst a vase on a pedestal and it had fallen and broken.
She

had neant to tell Ms. Tenple, but the vase had | ooked
very

expensi ve, and so, when Ms. Tenple had not nentioned it"
Nurse Gal | agher decided to say nothing about it.

The physi ot herapi st was on & w tness stand.

"You usually gave M. Tenple a treatnent every day?"
"Yes, sir."

"Did this treatnent take place in the swi mmi ng pool ?"
"Yes, sir. The pool was heated to a hundred degrees,
and--"

"Did you give M. Tenple a treatnent on the date in
questi on?"

"No, sir."

"Woul d you tell us why?"

"She sent nme away. "

"By 'she', you nean Ms. Tenple?"

"Ri ght."

"Did she give you any reason?"

"She said Dr. Kaplan didn't want himto have no nore



treatnents.”
"And so you left without seeing M. Tenpl e?"
"That's correct. Yeah."

Dr. Kaplan was on the stand.

"Ms. Tenple tel ephoned you after the accident, Dr.

Kapl an. Did you exam ne the deceased as soon as you
arrived

at the scene?"

"Yes. The police had pulled the body out of the sw mm ng
pool. It was still strapped into the wheelchair. The
pol i ce surgeon and | exam ned the body and determnm ned t hat
It was too |late for any attenpt at resusdtation. Both

| ungs

were filled with water. W could detect no vital signs.”
"What did you do then. Dr. Kaplan?"

"I took care of Ms. Tenple. She was in a state of acute
hysteria. | was very concerned about her."

"Dr. Kaplan, did you have a previous discussion with
M's. Tenple about discontinuing therapy treatnents?"

"I did. I told her |I thought they were a waste of tine."
"What was Ms. Tenple's reaction to that?"

Dr. Kaplan | ooked over at Jill Tenple and said, "Her
reaction was very unusual. She insisted that we keep

trying."

He hesitated. "Since | amunder oath and since this

I nquest

jury is interested in hearing the truth, | feel there is
sonet hi ng

| amobliged to say."

A conpl ete hush had fallen over the room Jill was staring

at him Dr. Kaplan turned toward the jury box.

"I would like to say, for the record, that Ms. Tenple

I's probably the finest and bravest worman | have ever had
the honor to know." Every eye in the courtroomturned
toward Jill. "The first tinme her husband suffered a

st roke,

none of us thought he had a chance of recovery. Wll, she
nursed hi m back to health single-handedly. She did for him
what no doctor | know coul d have done. | could never begin
to describe to you her devotion or dedication to her
husband. "

He | ooked over to where Jill was sitting and said, "She is
an



Inspiration to all of us.™
The spectators broke out into appl ause.

"That will be all, Doctor," the inquest exam ner said.
"I would like to call Ms. Tenple to the stand."”
They watched as Jill rose and slowy wal ked over to the

W tness stand to be sworn in.
"I know what an ordeal this is for you, Ms. Tenple, and

Il wll try to get it over with as quickly as possible."
"Thank you." Her voice was | ow.

"When Dr. Kaplan said he wanted to discontinue the

therapy treatnents, why did you want to go ahead with

t henf"

She | ooked up at himand he could see the <“"eep pain

I n her eyes. "Because | wanted ny husband to have every
chance to get well again. Toby loved |ife, and | wanted to

bring himback toit. |I -- " Her voice faltered, but she
went
on.. "I had to help himnyself."

"On the day of your husband's death, the physiotherapi st
came to the house, and you sent himaway."

"Yes."

"Yet, earlier, Ms. Tenple, you said you wanted those
treatnments to continue. Can you explain your action?"
"It's very sinple. |I felt that our |love was the only thing
strong enough to heal Toby. It had heal ed hi mbefore..."
She broke off, unable to continue. Then, visibly steeling
her sel f,

she continued in a harsh voice, "I had to |l et himknow
how much | loved him how nuch | wanted himto get well
again."

Everyone in the courtroomwas | eaning forward, straining
to hear every word.
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"Wul d you tell us what happened on the norning of

t he acci dent ?"

There was a silence that lasted for a full mnute while
Jill gathered her strength, and then she” spoke. "I went
into

Toby's room He seened so glad to see ne. | told himthat
| was going to take himto the pool nyself, that | was
goi ng

to make himwell again. | put on a bathing suit so that |



could work with himin the water. Wien | started to |ift
hi m

off the bed into his wheelchair, | -- | becane faint. |
suppose

| should have realized then that | wasn't physically
strong

enough to do what | was trying to do. But | couldn't stop.
Not if it was going to help him | put himin the

wheel chair

and talked to himall the way down to the pool. | wheel ed
himto the edge...."

She stopped, and there was a breathless hush in the

room The only sound was the susurration of the reporters
pens as they frantically scribbled on their shorthand
pads.

"I reached down to undo the straps that held Toby in

the wheelchair, and | felt faint again and started to
fall. I --

| must have accidentally rel eased the brake. The chair
started

toroll into the pool. | tried to grab it, but it--it went
into the pool with -- with Toby strapped into it." Her

voi ce

was choked. "I junped into the pool after himand fougnfto
free him but the straps were too tight. | tried to lift
the chair

out of the water, but it was -- it was too heavy. -Ilt...
was

just... too... heavy." She cl osed her eyes a nonent to
hi de her deep angui sh. Then, alnost in a whisper, "I tried
to help Toby, and | killed him™

It took the inquest jury less than three mnutes to reach
a verdict: Toby Tenple had died in an accident.

difton Lawence sat in the back of the courtroom and

listened to the verdict. He was certain that Jill had
mur der ed

Toby. But there was no way to prove it. She had gotten
away

withit.

The case was cl osed.
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The funeral was standing roomonly. It was held at

Forest Lawn on a sunny August norning, on the day Toby
Tenpl e was to have started his new tel evision series.
There

wer e thousands of people mlling about the lovely, rolling
grounds, trying to get a look at all the celebrities who
wer e

there to pay their |ast respects. Tel evision caneranen
phot ogr aphed

the funeral services in long shots and zooned in for

cl ose ups of the stars and producers and directors who
wer e

at the graveside. The President of the "United States had
sent

an em ssary. There were governors present, studi o heads,
presi dents of' |arge corporations, and representatives
from

every qguild that Toby had bel onged to: SAG and AFTRA

and ASCAP and AGVA. The president of the Beveriy Hlls
branch of the Veterans of Foreign Wars was there in full
uniform There were contingents fromthe |ocal police and
fire departnents.

And the little people were there. The grips and prop

men and extras and stunt nen who had worked with Toby
Tenpl e. The wardrobe m stresses and the best boys and the
go-fers and the gaffers and the assistant directors. And
t here

were others, and all of them had cone to pay homage to a
great Anerican. O Hanlon and Rai nger were there,
remenberi ng

the skinny little kid who had wal ked into their office

at Twentieth Century-Fox. | understand you fellas are
goi ng

to wite sone jokes for nme.... He uses his hands |ike he's
choppi ng wood. Maybe we could wite a woodchopper act

for him.. . He pushes too hard. .. . Jesus, with that

mat eri al
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-- wouldn't you?... A comc opens funny doors. A conedian

opens doors funny. And Toby Tenple had worked and | earned



and gone to the top. He was a prick, Rainger was thinking.
But he was our prick.

Clifton Lawence was there. The little agent had been

to the barber and his clothes were freshly pressed, but
hi s

eyes gave himaway. They were the eyes of a failure anong
his peers. difton was |ost in nenories, too. He was
remenberi ng

that first preposterous phone call. There's a young

com ¢ Sam Gol dwyn wants you to see... and Toby's

per for mance

at the school. You don't have to eat the entire jar

of cosier to knowif it's good, right?... I've decided to
t ake

you on as a client, Toby.... If you can put the beer

dri nkers

I n your pocket, the chanpagne crowd will be a push-over.

| can nmake you the biggest star in the business. Everyone
had want ed Toby Tenple: the studios, the networks, the

ni ght cl ubs. You've got so many clients that sonetines |

t hi nk

you don't pay enough attention to ne.... It's |like a group
fuck. diff. Sonebody always gets left with a hard-on...

I

need your advice. Ciff.... It's this girl...

Clifton Lawence had a | ot to renenber.

Next to Cifton stood Alice Tanner.

She was absorbed in the nenory 'of Toby's first audition
in her office. Sonmewhere, hidden under all those novie
stars,

Is a young man with a lot of talent.... After seeing thbse
pros last night, I -- | don't think I have it. And falling
in |ove

with him GCh, Toby, |I love you so nmuch.... | love you,

t 0o,

Alice.... Then he was gone. But she was grateful that she

had once had him

Al Caruso had cone to pay tribute. He was stooped and
gray and his brown Santa C aus eyes were filled with
tears. He

was renmenbering how wonderful Toby had been to MIlie.
Sam Wnters was there. He was thinking of all the

pl easure Toby Tenple had given to mllions of people and



he

wonder ed how one neasured that against the pain that Toby
had given to a few.

Sonmeone nudged Sam and he turned to see a pretty,
dark-haired girl, about eighteen. "You don't know ne, M.
Wnters"--she smled--"but | heard you're | ooking for a
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girl for the new WIlIliam Forbes novie. |I'mfrom Chio,
and. .."

Davi d Kenyon was there, Jill had asked himnot to cone,
but David had insisted. He wanted to be near her. Jill
supposed

that it could do no harm now. She was finished with her
per f or mance.

The play had cl osed and her part was over. Jill was so
glad and so dred. It was as though the fiery ordeal she
had

gone t hrough had burned away the hard core of bitterness
within her, had cauterized all the hurts and the

di sappoi nt ment s

and the hatreds. Jill Castle had died in the hol ocaust
and Josephi ne Czi nski had been reborn in the ashes. She
was

at peace again, filled wwth a | ove for everyone and a
cont ent nent

she had not known since she was a young girl. She had
never been so happy. She wanted to share it with the
wor | d.

The funeral rites were ending. Sonmeone took Jill's arm
and she allowed herself to be led to the |inousine. Wen
she

reached the car, David was standing there, a | ook of
ador ati on

on his face. Jill smled at him David took her hands in
hi s

and they exchanged a few words. A press photographer
snapped a picture of them

Jill and David decided to wait five nonths before they
got married,, so that the public's sense of propriety
woul d be

satisfied. David spent a great part of that tinme out of



t he
country, but they talked to each other every day. Four
nont hs

after Toby's funeral, David tel ephoned Jill and said, "I
had a

brainstorm Let's not wait any longer. | have to go to
Eur ope

next week for a conference. Let's sail to France on the
Bretagne. The captain can marry us. W'IlI|l honeynoon in
Paris and fromthere we'll go anywhere you |ike for as

| ong

as you |ike. What do you say?"
"Oh, yes, David, yes!"

She took a | oag4ast | ook around the house, thinking of

all that had happened here. Renenbering her first dinner
party there and all the wonderful parties later and then
Toby' s

si ckness and her fight to bring himto health. And then...
there were too many menori es.

She was glad to be | eaving.
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David's private jet plane flew Jill to New York, where

a linousine was waiting to drive her to the Regency Hotel
on Park Avenue. The manager hinself ushered Jill to an
enor nous penAouse suite.

"The hotel is conpletely at your service, Ms. Tenple,"
he said. "M . Kenyon instructed us to see that you have
everything you need."

Ten minutes after Jill checked in, David tel ephoned-from
Texas. "Confortabl e?" he asked.

"It's alittle crowmded.” Jill laughed. "It has five

bedr oons,

David. What am | going to do wth themall?"

“If | were there, |I'd show you," he said.

"Prom ses, pronises," she teased. "Wien am| going to

, see you?"

"The Bretagne sails at noon tonmorrow. | have sone
business to wnd up here. I'll neet you aboard the ship.

' ve



reserved the honeynoon suite. Happy, darling?"

"I'"ve never been happier,” Jill said. And it was true.
Everything that had gone before, all the pain and the
agony,

it had all been worth it. It seened renote and dim now,
li ke

a half-forgotten dream

"Acar will pick you up in the norning. The driver wll
have your boat ticket."

“I'"'l'l be ready,"” Jill said.

Tonor r ow.

It could have started with the photograph of Jill and
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Davi d Kenyon that had been taken at Toby's funeral and
sold to a newspaper chain. It could have been a carel ess
remar k dropped by an enpl oyee of the hotel where Jill was
staying or by a nenber of the crew of the Bretagne. In any
case, there was no way that the weddi ng pl ans of soneone
as

famous as Jill Tenple could have been kept secret. The
first

I tem about her inpending marriage appeared in an
Associ at ed

Press bulletin. After that, it was a front-page story in
newspaper s

across the country and in Europe.

The story was also carried in the Holl ywood Reporter

and Daily Variety.

The linmousine arrived at the hotel precisely on the dot

of ten o'clock. A doorman and three bellboys |oaded Jill's
| uggage into the car. The norning traffic was |ight and

t he

drive to Pier 90 took |ess than half an hour.

A senior ship's officer was waiting for Jill at the

gangpl ank.

"We're honored to have you aboard, Ms. Tenple,"

he said. "Everything's ready for you. |If you would cone
this

way, please."

He escorted Jill to the Pronenade Deck and ushered her
into a large, airy suite wwth its own private terrace. The
r oONns

were filled with fresh flowers.



"The captain asked ne to give you his conplinents. He
wll see you at dinner this evening. He said to tell you
how

much he's | ooking forward to perform ng the weddi ng-
cerenony. "

"Thank you," Jill said. "Do you know whet her M.

Kenyon is on board yet?"

"We just received a tel ephone nessage. He's on his way
fromthe airport. His luggage is already here. If there is
anyt hi ng

you need, please let we know. "

"Thank you," Jill replied. "There's nothing." And it

was true. There was not one single thing that she needed
t hat

she did not have. She was the happi est person in the
wor | d.

There was a knock at the cabin ";/91' door and a steward
entered, carrying nore flowers. Jill | ooked at the card.
They

were fromthe President of the United States. Menori es.
She
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pushed them out of her m nd and began to unpack.

He was standing at the railing on the Main Deck, studying
t he passengers as Aey cane aboard. Everyone was in a
festive nood, preparing for a holiday or joining |oved
ones

aboard. A few of themsmled at him but the man paid no
attention to them He was watching the gangpl ank.

At eleven-forty a.m, twenty mnutes before sailing tine,
a chauffeur-driven Silver Shadow raced up to Pier 90 and
st opped. David Kenyon junped out of the car, |ooked at his
watch and said to the chauffeur, "Perfect timng. Oto."
"Thank you, sir. And may | wi sh you and Ms. Kenyon

a very happy honeynoon. "

"Thanks," David Kenyon hurried toward the gangpl ank,
where he presented his ticket. He was escorted, aboard by
t he

ship's officer who had taken care of Jill.

"Ms. Tenple is in your cabin, M. Kenyon."



"Thank you."

David could visualize her in the bridal suite, waiting for
him and his heart quickened. As David started to nove
awnay,

a voice called, "M. Kenyon ..
David turned. The man who had been standi ng near the
railing wal ked over to him a smle on his face. David had
never seen himbefore. David had the mllionaire's

i nstinctive

distrust of friendly strangers. Al nost invariably, they
want ed

sonet hi ng.

The man held out his hand, and David shook it cautiously.
"Do we know each ot her?" David asked.

""" man old friend of Jill's," the nan said, and David
rel axed. "My nane is Lawence. Cifton Lawence."

"How do you do, M. Lawrence." He was inpatient to

| eave.

"Jill asked ne to cone up and neet you," Cifton said.
"She's planned a little surprise for you."

David | ooked at him "Wat kind of surprise?”

"Conme along, and I'll show you."

David hesitated a nonent. "All right. WIIl it take

| ong?"
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Clifton Lawence | ooked up at himand smled. "I don't
think so."

They took an el evator down to C deck, noving past the

t hrongs of enbarki ng passengers and visitors. They wal ked
down a corridor to a large set of double doors. difton

opened

t hem and ushered David in. David found hinself in a |arge,
ettpty theater. He | ooked around, puzzled. "In here?"

“I'n here." Cdifton sml ed.

He turned and | ooked up at the projectionist in the booth
and nodded. The projectionist was greedy. difton had had
to give himtwo hundred dollars before he would agree to

assist him "If they ever found out, | would | ose ny job,"
he
had grunbl ed.

"No one will ever know," difton had assured him "It's
just a practical joke. Al you have to do is lock the



door s when

| come inwth ny friend, and start running the film

we' ||

be out of there in ten mnutes."

In the end, the projectionist had agreed.

Now David was | ooking at Cifton, puzzled. "Myvies?"
Davi d asked.

"Just sit down, M. Kenyon."

David took a seat on the aisle, his long | egs stretched
out. Cdifton took a seat across fromhim He was watching
David's face as the |ights went down and the bright inages
started to flicker on the |arge screen.

It felt as though soneone was pounding himin the solar

pl exus with iron hamrers. David stared up at the obscene
I mages on the screen and his brain refused to accept what
hi s

eyes were seeing. Jill, a young Jill, the way she had

| ooked

when he had first fallen in love with her, was naked on a
bed.

He coul d see every feature clearly. He watched, nute with
di sbelief, as a man got astride the girl on the screen and
ramred his penis into her nouth. She began sucking it

| ovi ngly,

caressingly, and another girl canme into the scene and
spread Jill's |l egs apart and put her tongue deep inside
her .

Davi d t hought he was going to be sick. For one wld,
hopef ul

I nstant, he thought that this mght be trick photography,
a fake,
but the canera covered every novenent that Jill made. Then
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the Mexican cane into the scene and got on top of Jill

and a

hazy red curtain descended in front of David s eyes. He
was

fifteen years old again, and it was his sister Beth he was
wat chi ng

up there, his sister sitting on top of the naked Mexi can
gardener in her bed, saying, Ch, God, | |ove you, fuan.



Keep

fucking nme. Don't stop! and David standing in the doorway,
unbel i evingly, watching his bel oved sister. He had been
sei zed

with a blind, overpowering rage, and had snatched lip a

st eel

| etter opener fromthe desk and had run over to the bed
and

knocked his sister aside and plunged the opener into the
gardener's chest, again and again, until the walls were
covered

wi th blood, and Beth was scream ng. Ch, God, no! Stop it,
David! | love him W're going to be married! There was

bl ood

everywhere. David' s nother had conme 'running into the room
and had sent David away. But he |learned later that his

not her

had tel ephoned the district attorney, a close friend of

t he

Kenyon famly. They had had a long talk in the study, and
t he

Mexi can's body had been taken to the jail. The next
nor ni ng,

It was announced that he had conmtted suicide in his
cell.

Three weeks later, Beth had been placed in an institution
for

t he i nsane. |,
It all flooded back into David now, the unbearable guilt
for what he had done, and he went berserk. He picked up
the man sitting across fromhimand smashed his fist into
hi s

face, pounding at him scream ng neani ngl ess, sensel ess
wor ds,

attacking himfor Betfa and for Jill, and for his own
shane.

Cifton Lawence tried to defend hinself, but there was no
way that he could stop the blows. A fist smashed into his
nose

and he felt sonething break. A fist cannoned into his
mout h

and the blood started running like a river. He stood there
hel pl essly, waiting for the next blow to strike him But
suddenly



there were no nore. There was no sound in the room

but his tortured, stertorous breathing and the sensuous
sounds

com ng fromthe screen.

Cifton pulled out a handkerchief to try to stemthe

bl eedi ng. He stunbled out of the theater, covering his
nose

and nmouth wth his handkerchief, and started toward Jil Ts
cabin. As he passed the dining room the sw nging kitchen
door opened for a nonment, and he wal ked into the kitchen,
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past the bustling chefs and stewards and waiters. He found
an i ce-maki ng machi ne and scooped up chunks of ice into a
cloth and put them over his nose and nouth. He started
out .

In front of h"n was an enornous wedding cake with little
spun-sugar figures of the bride and groomon top. difton
reached out and tw sted off the bride's head and crushed
it in

his fingers.

Then he went to find Jill.

The ship was under way. Jill could feel the novenent

as the fifty-five-thousand-ton |iner began to slide away
from

the pier. She wondered what was keepi ng Davi d.

As Jill was finishing her unpacking, there was a knock
at the cabin door. Jill hurried over to the door and
call ed

out, "David!" She opened it, her arns outstretched.
Clifton Lawence stood there, his face battered, and

bl oody. Jill dropped her arns and stared at him "What are
you doi ng here? What --what happened to you?"

"I just dropped by to say hello, Jill."

She coul d hardly understand him

"And to give you a nessage from David."

Jill looked at him unconprehendi ngly. "From Daddy
Cifton wal ked into the cabin.
He was nmaking Jill nervous. "Were is David?"

Cifton turned to her and said, "Renenber what novies
used to be like in the old days? There were the good guys
In



the white hats and the bad guys in the black hats and in

t he

end you al ways knew the bad guys were going to get their
just deserts. | grew up on those novies, Jill. | grew up
bel i evi ng

that |ife was really |ike that, that the boys in the white
hat s al ways won."

"I don't know what you're tal king about." ,

"It's nice to know that once in a while |ife works out Kke
those old novies." He smled at her through battered

bl eedi ng

i ps and said, "David' s gone. For good."

She stared at himin disbelief.

And at that nonent, they both felt the notion of the

ship conme to a stop; Cifton wal ked out to the veranda and
| ooked down over the side of the ship. "Conme here.”
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Jill hesitated a nonment, then followed him filled with
sonme nanel ess, grow ng dread. She peered over the railing.
Far bel ow on the water, she could see David getting on
tile

pilot tug, .leaving the Bretagne. She clutched the railing
for support. "Wiy?" she demanded unbelievingly. "What
happened?"

Adifton Lawence turned to her and said, "I ran your
picture for him"

And she instantly knew what he neant and she npaned,

"COh, ny God. No! Please, no! You ve killed. nel"

"Then we're even."

"Get out!" she screanmed. "Get out of here!"™ She flung
herself at himand her nails caught his cheeks and ri pped
deep gashes down the side. Cifton swng and hit her hard
across the face. She fell to her knees, clutching her head
I n

agony.

Cifton stood | ooking at her for a long nmonent. This

was how he wanted to renenber her. "So |ong, Josephine

Czi nski," he said.

Clifton left Jill's cabin and wal ked up to the boat deck,
keeping the lower half of his face covered with the
handker chi ef .

He wal ked slowy, studying the faces of the passengers,

| ooking for a fresh face, an unusual type. You never knew



when you m ght stunble across new talent. He felt ready to
go back to work again.

Who could tell? Maybe he woul d get |ucky and di scover

anot her Toby Tenpl e.

Shortly after Cifton left, C aude Dessard wal ked up to
Jill's cabin and knocked at the door. There was no
response,

but the chief purser could hear sounds inside the room He
waited a nonment, then raised his voice and said, "Ms.
Tenple, this is O aude Dessard, the chief purser. | was
wonderi ng

if | mght be of service?" ,

There was no answer. By now Dessard's internal warning
systemwas screanming. His instincts told himthat there
was

sonething terribly wong, and he had a prenonition that it
centered, sonehow, around this woman. A series of wld,
out r ageous

t hought s danced through his brain. She had been
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urdered or kidnapped or -- He tried the handl e of the
door.

was unl ocked. Slowy, Dessard pushed die door open, Jil
anpl e was standing at the far end of the cabin, |ooking
out

e porthole, her back to him Dessard opened his nmouth to
eak, but sonething in the frozen rigidity of the figure
st opped

m He stood there awkwardly for a nonent, debating
icther to quietly withdraw, when suddenly the cabin was
led with an unearthly, keening sound, like an animal in
pai n.

el pl ess before such a deep private agony, Dessard

Wi t hdr ew,

refully closing the door behind him

Dessard stood outside the cabin a nmonent, listening to

e Wrdless cry fromw thin, then, deeply disturbed, turned
I d headed for the theater on the main deck.

At dinner that evening, there were two enpty seats at
e captain's table. Halfway through the neal, the captain



yi aled to Dessard, who was hosting a party of |ess

| npor t ant

ssengers two tables away. Dessard excused hi nsel f and
irried over to the captain's table.

"Ah, Dessard,"” the captain said, genially. He |owered his
ice and his tone changed. "Wat happened with Ms.

anpl e and M. Kenyon?"

Dessard | ooked around at the other guests and whi spered,
}s you know, M. Kenyon left with the pilot at the Anbrose
ghtship. Ms. Tenple is in her cabin.”

The captain swore under his breath. He was a net hodi cal

an who did not like to have his routine interfered wth.
"terde! Al the weddi ng arrangenents have been nade, "

I'sai d.

"I know, Captain.'
ward. "Anericans,'

Dessard shrugged and rolled his eyes
' he said.

Jill sat alone in the darkened cabin, huddled in a chair,
r knees pulled up to her chest, staring into nothingness.
e was .gaeving, but it was not for David Kenyon or Toby
anpl e of *ssea for herself. She was grieving for a little
girl

med Josephine CzinsH Jill had wanted to do so nuch for
at little girl, and now all the wonderful magical dreans
she

d had for her were finished.
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Jill sat there, unseeing, nunbed by a defeat that was
beyond conprehension. Only a few hours ago she had owned
the worl d, she had everything she ever wanted, and now she
had not hi ng. She becane slowy aware that her headache had
returned. She had not noticed it before because of the
o&er

pai n, the agonizing pain that was tearing deep into her
bowel s.

But now she could feel the band around her forehead

ti ght eni ng.

She pul l ed her knees up cl oser against her chest, in the
fetal position, trying to shut out everything. She was so
tired,

so terribly tired. All she wanted to do was to sit here
forever

and not have to think. Then maybe the pain would stop, at



| east for alittle while.

Jill dragged herself over to the bed and |lay down and

cl osed her eyes.

"Hen she felt it. A wave of cold, foul-snelling air noving
toward her, surrounding her, caressing her. And she heard
hi s

voi ce, calling her nane. Yes, she thought, yes. Slowy,

al nost

in atrance, Jill got to her feet and wal ked out of her
cabi n,

foll owi ng the beckoning voice in her head.

If was two o'clock in the norning and the decks were
deserted when Jill energed from her cabin. She stared down
at the sea, watching the gentle splashing of the waves
agai nst

the ship as it cut through the water, listening to the
Voi ce.

Jill's headache was worse now, a tight vise of agony. But
t he

voice was telling her not to worry, telling her that,
everyt hi ng

was going to be fine. Look down, the voice said.

Jill | ooked down into the water and saw sonething floating
there. It was a face. Toby's face, smling at her, the
drowned bl ue eyes | ooking up at her. The icy breeze began
to blow, gently pushing her closer to the rail.

"I had to do it, Toby," she whispered. "You see that,
don't you?"

The head in the water was noddi ng, bobbing, inviting her
to cone and join it. The wind grew colder and Jill's body
began trenbling. Don't be afraid, the voice told her. The
wat er

is deep and warm ... You'll be here with ne.... Forever.
Conme, Jill.

She cl osed her eyes a nonent, but when she opened
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than, .the smling face was still there, keeping pace with
t he

ship, the nutilated linbs dangling in the water. Cone to
e,

t he voi ce said.



She | eaned over to explain to Toby, so that he would

| eave her in peace, and the icy w nd pushed agai nst her,
and

suddenly she was floating in the soft velvet night air,
pi rouetting

I nspace. Toby's face was com ng closer, comng to neet
her, and she felt the paral yzed arnms go around her body,
hol di ng

her. And they were together, forever and ever.

Then there was only the soft night wind and the tinel ess
sea.

And the stars above, where it had all been witten.
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