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To Uncle Bill, honorary dad and granddad, who arrived when we needed him most, armed with unconditional love, immeasurable humor, and a whole lot of wisdom. Such as:

“A book should not be so long and big that it has to be hauled around in a wheelbarrow.”

“If you are bored writing something, people will most likely be bored reading it.”

“You don’t want to repeat the same words too often or you’ll get on the reader’s nerves.”

And to the families we choose.





Well, it ain’t Ozzie and Harriet.

—Herbert I. “Hi” McDunnough,

Raising Arizona
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Prologue

March 20, 1964

The night the world as she knew it ended, Dinah Newman stood at the stove of her Toluca Lake kitchen and stared down at the charred remains of pork chops. She had been doing fine until attempting the pineapple–soy sauce glaze. It had somehow caught fire, leaving the bottom of the pan black and sticky like a catastrophic oil spill. Like the one from last January in which three and a half million gallons flooded the Mississippi River and all the ducks had to be rescued and cleaned.

Dinah removed the skillet from the stovetop, carried it to the trash can, and dumped all of it—pan and contents—in. She was a terrible cook. Usually Flora Klausen, their longtime housekeeper, made dinner, but tonight Dinah had wanted to do it herself. It was a surprise for her husband, Del.

The kitchen was lined with shelves of cookbooks, most of them gifts from Del and their sons or well-meaning fans who assumed Dinah would enjoy reading about the origin of ham loaves or what to serve with creamed eggs or how to congeal a gelatin corned beef without losing its shape. After all, it was incomprehensible that the most famous cook in America, the spokeswoman for Hotpoint appliances and Pyrex kitchenware, couldn’t feed her family.

Tonight, though, she had wanted to show her husband she was making an effort, not with dinner but with them. Unfortunately, carbonized sweet-sour pork was not going to save her marriage. She would have to come up with something else.

A sound from outside distracted her. The low mosquito buzz of a lawn mower. She stared at the trash can, the ruined pan, and then she tore off her apron and went upstairs.

From her open bedroom window, she watched the neighbor mow his lawn. She could just see him over the wall that surrounded their house. Ted or Tad, she couldn’t remember, because he was no one she would ever be attracted to in real life. But here? In the Los Angeles suburbs? Where she had somehow ended up? She imagined marching over to his house, grabbing him by the collar of his polo shirt, pulling him down onto that freshly mown lawn, and riding him like, well, a lawn mower.

Never mind that he had no business mowing the lawn at dusk. For the past week—ever since her forty-second birthday—Dinah had spent each evening standing in this same spot, smoking a clandestine cigarette, watching this same man perform yard work and chores, envisioning the same torrid affair. She would never do it, of course. She’d never had sex in a public place, not unless you counted the back seat of Del’s car when they were young and unable to keep their hands off each other, back before the boys came along. Besides, she was married to the only man she’d ever loved, a man she still loved—for better or worse—twenty-three years in.

Yet here she was. And there he was. Ted or Tad. As she imagined joining him on his half-mown lawn, handing him a cool drink, wiping his sweating brow with her hand, rolling across the grass in his arms, their middle-age joints popping and cracking—all she could think was this single act could blow up everything.

She could see it. The look of surprise on his face. Followed by the look of pure, animalistic pleasure. Followed by a grainy, blurred photo of the two of them splashed across the front pages of newspapers and gossip rags, taken by a particularly stealthy member of the paparazzi. Tongues wagging across the country, everyone up in arms over the scandal. Del and the boys in disbelief. Everyone in disbelief. Not Dinah Newman.

She marveled at the idea. Honestly, it thrilled her. How one move in a different direction—left instead of right, back instead of forward, no instead of yes—could change a life forever.

And then, because the Dinah Newman of today, star of one of the most famous TV shows in America, had more than she’d ever imagined back when she was a kid with skinned knees and a Texas-size imagination, and because the idea of blowing up her entire world was shocking and hilarious, she laughed. There was no one to see her, and so she tossed her head back and cackled. This, her father would have said, was the Shepherd in her, the genes passed down from her mama’s side of the family that were responsible for any hint of emotional or mental instability in Dinah. Your mother’s people, her father had told her ominously, on more than one occasion, are prone to hysteria.

The banging of the front door caused her to jump. Her younger son was either just getting home or just going out. These days, there was as much chance of one as the other, and she had long ago stopped trying to keep track. She stubbed the cigarette out and flung it into the bushes below.

“Shep?”

No answer.

She heard footsteps coming up the back stairs and then, from down the hall, a male voice, a one-sided conversation. She wondered who he could be talking to. Her father had been the type to listen in on phone calls, but Dinah had vowed to love her children without interfering. What was easy practice with Guy was trickier with Shep because, at seventeen, he was craftier than his older brother had ever been.

That time they’d found a naked girl in his bed. You never said I couldn’t have an overnight guest. That time he didn’t come home one night and they sat up phoning hospitals and police until Del discovered him in the morning passed out on the lawn. I was back before curfew. You never specified that I had to come inside. That time he had gotten into the LSD prescribed for Del by his psychiatrist to help him through a creative impasse. If you have it in the house and it was prescribed by a doctor, how can it be bad for you?

This was the kind of thing they had to contend with. Shepherd Newman was the master of loopholes. Guy, four years older, had been easier, was still easier. He had always been the reliable, self-sufficient one, the one they never had to worry about.

Outside, the night went suddenly quiet. The neighbor was sitting on the silent lawn mower looking out toward the street. From her perch in the window, Dinah lit another cigarette, momentarily forgetting about her son.

Why him? the gossip rags would say. Why Tad? What was it about him that made her blow up her entire life?

She started to laugh again. From somewhere in her house, another door banged open or closed, and Dinah could just make out the figure of her younger son as he crossed the yard. He disappeared into the darkness, and then, seconds later, there was the revving of an engine, and his motorcycle roared away.

Even though three members of the Newman family lived under the same roof and the fourth member—Guy—lived in the nearby guesthouse, they all led separate lives off camera. Especially Shep, because he was not someone you could fence in. He was seventeen, almost eighteen now, which meant Guy was, what, twenty-two? Was that even possible?

Which meant—she quickly did the math—she hadn’t turned forty-two after all. She was forty-three. It was a sobering thought, and Dinah’s eyes, still wet from laughing, suddenly went bone-dry. She glanced at the slender band of gold on her wrist, the watch Del had bought her on their first anniversary because she almost always ran late. It was nearly eight o’clock.

At 8:30 p.m., twenty million American viewers would gather in front of their television sets and watch the antics of their favorite family. Every Friday night, no matter what was happening in their lives, Dinah and Del watched the show together after dinner. Once upon a time, the boys had joined them.

Now, she sat by herself, one eye on the RCA Victor console TV, the other on the window that faced the driveway. On-screen, the door to the Newman house swung open, and under the announcer’s voice—“Eastman Kodak Company and Listerine are happy to invite you to Meet the Newmans!”—Del, Dinah, Guy, and Shep emerged, arms linked, beaming at the camera. The music swelled and the episode began, fading in on Dinah—in heels, dress, and signature pearls—as she went about her morning chores.

It was the episode where Del writes a column for the local newspaper and ends up spilling family secrets. It followed a familiar formula, one Del called “the old tried and true.” Del unintentionally creates trouble for Guy and Shep and oftentimes himself. Dinah offers advice and homemade meals.

Twenty-eight minutes later, the show came to an end, as it always did, with a song from Shep, and then the credits rolled. Written by Del Newman. Directed by Del Newman. Produced by Del Newman. Starring Del Newman. Dinah clicked off the set and padded in bare feet through the empty house, turning lights on as she went because they made her feel less alone.

At ten o’clock, she sat in the living room where she could see the front door. Her second attempt at dinner—baked chicken that was somehow both dry and rubbery—sat on the kitchen table growing cold.

You’re ridiculous, she told herself. Waiting for Del to get home as if the cameras are rolling. But she continued to sit there, anger glittering off her, until she could feel the heat radiating from her skin and through the top of her head.

She made herself think about why she was so angry in the first place. For starters, he should be here and he wasn’t. In the beginning, Meet the Newmans had been a family project, a way for the four of them to spend time together. No more long absences from home for Del or Dinah as they flew off to exotic movie locales. But then Del had gotten busier and busier, and the boys had grown up and gotten busier and busier, and meanwhile Dinah had stayed exactly the same. The one Newman who hadn’t changed and was now, somehow, expendable.

It was more than that, though. Last year, Del and Dinah had suddenly stopped talking to each other and started talking at each other. Foolishly, it had taken her by surprise. When Del reached forty-four without a hint of midlife crisis, she had congratulated herself. They’d made it unscathed through one of the trickiest times in marriage.

But three months ago, he had turned forty-five, and with the arrival of new gray hairs came the arrival of a Del she didn’t recognize. Her warm, meddlesome husband, always available to them with guidance—even the guidance they didn’t ask for—began snapping at her and the boys, retreating into his office over the garage and shutting himself away.

At first, it was a night or two—he fell asleep on the foldout couch opposite his desk. Dinah didn’t think anything of it. She was used to going to bed while he was still up and working. And then it was more than a night or two, and then it was a month, and then at some point Del had moved into the office, and they never talked about it. They continued to film the show, to go about their lives as usual. The only change was that—unbeknownst to anyone, even their sons—America’s favorite married couple was now sleeping apart. Which was ironic since, before Del and Dinah, every TV married couple slept in separate beds.

So, yes, Dinah was angry. At the very least, her husband should be home when he was expected home. Surely they weren’t that far gone. She was also angry because waiting like this made her feel stupid. And because, behind the anger, she had a feeling of great anticipation. Not anticipation. Foreboding. Del was never late.

She got up and poured herself a glass of wine. She carried it into the living room as the grandfather clock struck ten thirty. Then eleven.

She peered out the window, moving the curtains aside, even though from down here she couldn’t see beyond the wall that encircled the house, the one they’d built to protect Shep—and themselves—from the carloads of girls who drove past day and night, honking and screaming and trying to break in.

She sighed. Checked her watch. Sat back down. Stood back up. Walked outside. Came back in.

When the grandfather clock struck midnight, she telephoned the studio soundstage, but no one answered. She thought of calling Guy in the guesthouse across the lawn, but the windows were dark and she didn’t want to alarm him when Del was certain to walk in any minute, whistling, no doubt with a story to tell.

She sat back down, picked up a book, and stared at the page without reading. No one had prepared her for marriage. In movies and fairy tales, the challenge was finding the person you were meant for in this great big world, but once you did, you were guaranteed a happily ever after. No one said, Oh, that’s only the beginning. Why had no one told her the truth?

The telephone rang, loud and shrill, and she jumped in her chair.

“Dinah,” a male voice said, breathing quick and ragged.

“Sydney?”

Sydney Weiss was their executive producer and longtime friend. She couldn’t remember a time he had ever phoned this late at night. Her first thought was that something had happened to the boys. A mother’s instinct.

“Dinah,” Sydney said, “it’s Del. There’s been an accident.”




The Renewal




The New York Times

MARCH 19, 1964

Dear CBS: I’ve Met the Newmans, Thanks, and They Have Overstayed Their Welcome

by Walter Kerr


For the past twenty years, the real-life Newmans—Del, Dinah, and sons Guy and Shep—have ruled the airwaves as “America’s Favorite Family,” first on CBS Radio, later on CBS Television. From the start, patriarch Del has been the creative motor behind the show, crafting it around his likable family and the wholesome, humorous situations they find themselves in—Del is locked out of the house in his pajamas! Dinah must give a party on an hour’s notice! Guy buys a new car and hides it from his dad! Shep has two dates for the same dance!

What worked in 1952, when the series debuted on TV, doesn’t work (at all) in 1964. The situations—unassuming and harmless—remain largely the same as they were twelve years ago. Del still invites us to laugh along with him at himself, while providing a gentle lesson on virtue and doing good by others. Dinah, devoted wife that she is, unfailingly supports this message and her husband. Meanwhile, the boys are polite and clean-cut and never give their parents any real worry.

But—as Bob Dylan sings—the times they are a-changin’, and in the aftermath of JFK’s assassination, the black-and-white universe of the Newman family comes off as square and outdated. They are a time capsule to a world that perhaps never truly existed except in the minds of entertainment executives.

Newmans has never been revolutionary. Nor has it changed the world for the better. I realize that it’s meant to be entertainment, that—one can argue—it’s merely an example of what ails us and not the actual problem. But in my opinion, it is the problem.

So, CBS, we have come to my plea.

Let Del play himself—the shrewd, hardworking dictator who’s sitting atop a hugely prosperous twenty-year business. Let Dinah lose her temper—surely she gets sick and tired of bailing her husband and sons out of trouble. Give Guy something to do other than get married, become a dad, follow in his father’s footsteps. Let him be funny or jealous of his younger brother’s runaway success or both. Unleash Shep.

Or admit that it’s time to retire Meet the Newmans. Send Del and Dinah off to join Fibber McGee and Molly, Jim and Margaret Anderson, Ward and June Cleaver and all others who came before and have since—wisely—faded to a warm memory of a simpler time. While you’re at it, put the long-suffering Guy out of his misery. Shep can still make records, go on tour, be on TV in another vehicle, as long as it reflects the times he’s living in. The kid is too young to be middle-aged.

Just please—keep the Newmans as we know them out of our homes. Let America’s weariest family disappear into obscurity where they belong.






ONE

MARCH 19, 1964

Twenty-four hours earlier

The telegram arrived as Del was leaving for the day. It was delivered by Larry, the security guard, who had taken possession of it from Sharon in reception. All his life, Del had made friends easily and with everyone. CBS Television City was no exception. He not only knew the names of the people who worked there, he knew their families. It was one of the many things everyone loved about him.

“Caught you just in time,” Larry said as he handed Del the envelope. “What’s for dinner tonight? Let me guess. Beef stroganoff? No, no—beef Wellington.”

The guard rubbed his hands together as if awaiting a much-anticipated gift. He had a happy marriage of his own. A nice house, a loving family. He didn’t envy Del those things. What he did envy was the legendary culinary skill of Dinah Newman, America’s preeminent housewife. He and his own wife divided the cooking duties equally, which meant they ate a lot of cold cuts and sandwiches.

“A surprise,” Del said and flashed the smile he’d been flashing since he was a kid, the one that was as natural to him as breathing. He didn’t mention that he ate steak almost every night, that their housekeeper, not Dinah, cooked it exactly as he liked it—medium rare with just a hint of salt and pepper.

Del certainly hadn’t married Dinah for her cooking. He’d fallen for her laugh, for the way she challenged him and spoke her mind and forced him to lighten up whenever he took himself too seriously—which, unfortunately, was often. He’d fallen for her ambition and getup-and-go, her enormous dreams for the future, and her unshakable optimism.

Outside in the parking lot, he slid the telegram inside his jacket pocket, where it remained unopened during the ride home. It pressed against his chest, thrumming like it had a heartbeat of its own.

Later that night, after dinner, Del and Dinah went up to their bedroom, where she sat at her vanity and applied cold cream to her face and he removed his tie and jacket, careful that the telegram didn’t slip out and onto the floor. He hung the jacket in his closet—his clothes still lived in here even if he did not—and changed into the old burgundy sweater he’d had since college, back when he played football at the University of Southern California. He liked to say he had left a part of his heart on the field of the Los Angeles Coliseum.

“What should we expect in tomorrow’s meeting?” Dinah asked, leaning into the mirror. She was, as the magazines observed, still a looker. Long legs, blond hair she’d always worn short, pert nose, blue eyes that turned green or gray depending on what color she was wearing. Rosy cheeks and porcelain skin, more girl next door than vamp. She had freckles year-round that lately she had stopped hiding under a layer of powder because she thought they made her look younger. A real dish was how Del described her whenever he recounted the story of how they met and fell in love. Then and now.

He sat on the bed and removed his shoes. “I don’t know much except that Aubrey wants to see us.” James T. Aubrey being the president of CBS Television. “I assume he wants to discuss the new contract.” He instilled his voice with a confidence he didn’t feel.

When they’d signed the twelve-year contract with CBS, time had stretched before them limitlessly. A twelve-year contract was unheard of back then, a testament to Del’s shrewd negotiation skills, business savvy, and charm. Now, one month away from the end of their twelfth season, renewal was heavy on the minds of all four Newmans. Heavier on the mind of Del, who—unbeknownst to the other three—had not managed their money as well as he could have.

From the beginning, he had taken complete control of the show—producing, directing, editing, acting, writing, and handling their income. He knew he had been a headache for CBS and their sponsors. Taking five days to film each episode instead of three. Not allowing a studio audience to attend the taping. Paying an Oscar-winning cinematographer to shoot the episodes like a movie, using expensive 60 mm film because it looked brighter and sharper and held up better. The network had only relented because Meet the Newmans brought in thirty-five million viewers each week.

Recently, though, the ratings had fallen. Last week, out of the 108 TV shows in the prime-time schedule, they had finished forty-seventh. Forty. Seventh. Worse, they had been beaten by Flipper, Lassie, and My Favorite Martian. Del couldn’t believe it. A dolphin, a collie, and a man from outer space. This was what America wanted to see over the warmhearted adventures of a loving family played by an actual real-life family.

“How much should we worry?” Dinah asked.

She didn’t know about the money situation. The boys’ trusts were largely intact, but the primary accounts, the ones the four of them drew their living from, had somehow dwindled. They weren’t exactly empty, but the amount in each was just so much lower than he’d expected. He had discovered it three months ago. It was the thing—unbeknownst to his wife—that had inspired his midlife crisis.

Not that the Newmans lived a lavish lifestyle. They were too busy working to take expensive vacations. His car and Shep’s had both been gifts from automobile companies. And sure, he had purchased a left-driving Bentley S2 Continental because it was a limited edition—one of only forty-nine produced between 1960 and 1962. And he owned a 1931 Rolls-Royce Phantom I, as well as a 1964 Rolls-Royce Phantom V. There was a Porsche 550 racing car that only had about two thousand miles on it, a Ferrari 500 Superfast that he didn’t trust himself to drive, and a luxury 1961 Facel Vega Excellence imported from France before the company shuttered for good. This was what happened when you grew up without anything, walking everywhere, barely enough food on the table—you made up for it in big and small ways.

Which was why it wasn’t just cars. There were the other collections, if you could call them that—the colonial coins and the modernist art. Ephemera from Arctic and Antarctic expeditions circa 1900 because in his heart Del fancied himself an explorer. Leather-bound first editions, which were housed in a special glass case in one of their two dens. And unique musical instruments, such as an uilleann pipe, a glass harmonica—like the one invented by Ben Franklin in 1761—and a Theremin.

Then, of course, he had bailed out employees and, in some cases, their families on more than one occasion. That time one of the lighting grips had fallen from a ladder—not even at the studio but at home, installing a window—and hadn’t been able to work for five months. That time Wendy from craft services needed a new car because her boyfriend totaled hers. Hell, he’d even paid for college for a few of their children. Things he had done without a second thought because these people were as good as family.

He was also in the habit of paying off the press when one or the other of his sons—Shep, most often—broke the morals clause. And, okay, there were the “news” reporters—the ones he kept on the payroll, ensuring that the public would only ever see good, wholesome articles about Del, Dinah, Guy, and Shep. But that could hardly be called an extravagance. The reporters in his back pocket were, in his eyes, bodyguards for the Newman reputation. You couldn’t let your guard down, not even for a second, when there were gossip rags like Confidential sniffing around, dishing dirt, destroying careers, not caring whose lives they ruined.

“How much should we worry about the contract?” Dinah repeated, turning away from the mirror to stare at him. The cold cream made her look like his great-aunt Ruth.

“Not at all,” he told her. There was no sense alarming her. He was worried enough for the both of them. “For all we know, he just wants to talk about the wedding.” CBS was making a meal of the forthcoming TV wedding between Guy and Eileen Weld, who played his on-screen love interest. “Well,” he said. “I need to work on the script.”

“Try to get some sleep.” She kissed him good night, his beautiful wife, barely meeting his lips. Their lips hadn’t properly met in a year or two, possibly longer.

When Dinah disappeared into the bathroom, he slipped the telegram out of his jacket and walked downstairs. In the kitchen, he poured himself a fresh cup of coffee, and then he retreated to his office. At his desk, he ran his hands across the smooth, cool wood. This was where he worked early in the morning and in the evening after they wrapped. The desk was one of the first things he had bought with the money they made from their radio show, the one that had preceded the move to television, and was a symbol of all he had done and all he had yet to do.

For a few seconds, he let himself gaze around the room at the framed photos on the walls, the ones that spanned two decades, reflecting their radio and television careers and, before that, the movies he and Dinah had starred in both separately and together, as well as his days as a popular crooner.

Del was known in the business as a powerhouse. A force of nature. He had the ability to remember the various cogs and wheels, the inner workings of the very complicated, very intricate clock that made each day run. He thrived on the daily schedule of show, atmosphere, people, every single fucking demand that he had assigned himself when they began this journey.

But for a man who’d always taken the stairs two at a time, who could manage the moods and expectations of the people in his life at the same time he could manage a stable of actors, a crew of forty, and a network, he was suddenly feeling his age.

He took a sip of coffee—he still had hours of work to do—and opened the telegram.

I need to see you.

There was no signature, but it didn’t need one. He knew instantly who it was from.

After so many years of silence, five short words.

He had been careful not to reveal his home address. But, of course, he was easily found at the studio. With a jolt, he wondered whether it had been delivered in person or by courier. The idea of being so easily reached, even at the studio where there was a reception desk and security guards you had to go through, left him feeling winded.

His instinct was to tear up the message and throw it away and pretend it never existed. But this wasn’t like the extortionist he’d paid last year when Shep was photographed smoking marijuana. This was personal.

His latest script lay on the desk beside the telegram. The episode title was “Del Changes History.” He stared at it for a long time. Once upon a time, he believed that he had, that he would. But sitting here, at forty-five, the past suddenly back and reaching for him, he wasn’t so sure.




TWO

MARCH 20, 1964

Fifteen hours earlier

They shot Meet the Newmans out of CBS Television City, on the other side of the hill. From their wide, tree-lined street in Toluca Lake—a community of dignity, charm, and hospitality—Dinah drove the same route she had been driving five days a week for the past twelve years. She turned onto the narrow ribbon of Laurel Canyon and aimed the car up the hill into the blue sky.

The car had been Del’s idea—a 1962 gold Chevrolet Impala he had purchased for her fortieth. Toluca Lake had been his idea too. Dinah had yearned for the beach—Malibu, Santa Monica, the Palisades. She wanted to be able to see the ocean even if she never had time to wade in it. She needed a horizon, something Shep had inherited from her. But Del said Toluca Lake was cheaper. They could get a bigger house and more land. Dinah didn’t want more land. She wanted the Pacific, even if it was the wrong ocean on the wrong coast, the beaches too wide and enormous, the sand hard-packed and brown compared to her gentle North Carolina beaches with their soft white dunes.

Once she reached the top of the hill, she considered turning right onto Mulholland Drive instead of continuing straight across the road and down the other side. Del sometimes took winding, twisting Mulholland, with its views of the city and the ocean beyond. The boys liked to drive it, much too fast, but her way was safer. Guy once knew a girl—this was four or five years ago now—who had driven off the side, plummeting to her death.

Dinah continued straight because that’s what she always did. In the aftermath of Kennedy’s assassination four months ago, she told herself there was a comfort in doing the same things she always had. What America needed, what its people needed to heal was a sense of order and stability and routine. And so she would go through this day like every other day, wearing the same clothes or a version of them, reciting the same lines or a version of them, wrestling with the same on-screen family situations or a version of them, playing herself or a version of her. Just about everything in her life was something she could do in her sleep.

Except that this morning, for the first time in a very long time, she was breaking the routine. She had an appointment that she had not mentioned to Del or her sons.

Dr. Berke’s office was on a quiet tree-lined street in Beverly Hills, a good three miles from CBS, which meant it was a safe enough distance from the studio and all who worked there. Dr. Berke was their private physician, the one all four Newmans went to because he understood the need for discretion when you were America’s most famous family.

When Dinah reached the doors of his office, the doctor himself unlocked it and escorted her back to the exam room. As promised, he was the only one there. Dinah settled herself onto the examination table and looked at him expectantly, as if he was the one who had called her. He was a slight, balding man with a mustache and glasses. She liked his face. In her opinion, he was handsomer than the neighbor, even though there was a virility to Ted/Tad and his lawn mower that ignited something in her.

“So tell me what’s going on,” he said now.

“There’s a numbness,” she replied, no need to beat around the bush. She glanced at her watch again. “In my hands. And my neck. And my right shin. It started a few weeks ago.”

It had spread quickly, like wildfire. She pictured her body as a forest, trees being felled as the fire blazed a path. One of those controlled burns that returns nutrients to the soil, not devastating enough to kill everything, but enough to cause damage.

“At first,” she continued, “it was more of a prickling in my fingers, as if I’d been sitting on them and they just fell asleep. I’ve still got some feeling. They aren’t all the way numb.” She heard the hopeful note in her voice. She had tested the numb places with a sewing needle, enough to register that she could still feel pain.

Dr. Berke’s face remained neutral. “Are you under any stress?”

“No,” she told him. “The show is doing well. Del is doing well. The boys are doing well.”

My life is perfect.

“My life is perfect,” she said aloud. Perhaps because actually, if she were being completely honest, it didn’t feel perfect. It felt like a great, yawning void somewhere in the very pit of her. It felt like the hunger she had experienced during both pregnancies combined, when she had eaten her weight in ice cream and Little Debbie’s Swiss Rolls.

But Dinah wasn’t about to say any of this to Dr. Berke, even though he was staring at her as if he didn’t believe what she was telling him, not about the numbness but about her life. Why shouldn’t he believe me? she thought. Any woman would be happy to trade places with her. She knew this to be fact because of the letters that arrived each week in care of the studio. While her sons received mountains of mail from adoring girls, Dinah received recipe letters, as she called them. In them, her fans praised her homemaking skills, her mothering skills, her obvious success as a wife, and requested copies of her dress patterns and directions for her famous sour cream cinnamon coffee cake, the one she always baked for Del and the boys on the show. (In reality it showed up ready-made from a local grocery store.)

They also wrote to ask her for advice. I don’t know how to talk to my daughter. My children hate me. How do I fix my marriage? I’ve just discovered my child is pregnant / is drinking / has dropped out of school—what do I do? I dream of running away from my kids, my husband, and my entire life. I worry that I’m depressed, and nothing seems to help. Why do I cry when nothing is wrong? What can I do to make my husband love me like Del loves you?

On and on. So many women in need of help.

“I have everything I’ve ever wanted,” she said, making it clear to Dr. Berke and herself that she meant what she was saying. “Besides, it’s not just the numbness. I’m more tired than usual. And I can be in the air-conditioned studio and all of a sudden it’s as if I’m standing under the set lights because it’s so hot.” She laughed a little too high, a little too loud. “So hot.”

“How old are you?”

“Forty-two.” She didn’t bother correcting herself.

“How old was your mother when she went through the change of life?”

“I’m sorry?”

“The change of life. Menopause.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Meno . . .”

“Fortunately, medical science is so much more advanced now. Gone are the days when we believed it was a sign of madness, a death knell to femininity. We no longer lock women away in asylums like we did in Victorian times.”

“Well, that is fortunate.” A death knell to femininity. She didn’t know how long she could hold her smile. Any longer and it was in danger of cracking her face in half.

“Yes. It absolutely is.” He waited, as if giving her the chance to confess that, actually, come to think of it, she believed she was entering the change of life, that she had noticed a rapid loss of femininity and frequent onsets of mania. When she didn’t, he said, “I think, while I have you here, I’d like to conduct an exam. Check your vitals. Make sure there’s nothing serious going on.”

At this, her heart fluttered. Even as she’d been going numb, limb after limb starting to atrophy, it hadn’t occurred to her that there might be a serious reason for it. Cancer, multiple sclerosis, Lou Gehrig’s disease, a brain tumor. Dinah liked to think of herself as practical and grounded, not someone prone to worrying without cause, but she felt the ground suddenly shift.

The doctor took her blood pressure and temperature, listened to her heart, felt the lymph nodes in her neck, looked down her throat and in her ears and up her nose, and then he drew blood, filling three small, clear vials. While he did all of these things, he asked her about Del, about the boys.

“Guy’s good,” she said distractedly. Polio, stroke, Parkinson’s disease. “He’s happy.” At least she thought he was happy. She tried to remember the last time she’d asked him or the last time she’d been over to the guesthouse, which he shared with his friend Kelly Faber. Buddies since high school, Guy and Kelly were now working actors who were busy with friends and girls, and Dinah didn’t like to intrude.

“And Shep,” she added brightly. “Shep is great.” Thank god for Shep. Except for the fact that he would not be going to college, because, as he explained, it was a waste of time, seeing how he was already more successful than most kids his age, and music—not school—was the thing he loved. The news had sent Del into a deep depression.

“And Del,” she said, somewhat faintly, thinking of their separate bedrooms. She held up her hands, the gesture limp and unenthusiastic. “You know Del.”

“Yes,” the doctor replied, frowning. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen him. I should get him in here soon, make sure he’s taking care of himself.”

As Dr. Berke scribbled a few notes into Dinah’s chart, she rebuttoned her blouse and picked up her purse. Then he promised to phone her with the test results. In the meantime, she was to make sure she was sleeping and eating properly—no skipping meals. And if the numbness grew worse, she was to come back and see him.

As Dinah walked briskly from his office to her car, her long dancer’s legs found their rhythm without her telling them to, the slight sashay that was her trademark. A human metronome. The charm of Dinah Newman, a journalist had once written, is that she is just sexy enough for men to take notice but not too sexy that it alienates women.

She would drive to the studio and find her husband before the meeting with Aubrey so that he could tell her their game plan. Del always had a plan. And in doing so, he would be letting her know that all was okay. She was okay. They were okay. It wasn’t the same as telling him about the numbness that made her seek out Dr. Berke, but it would be a kind of reassurance just the same. And she needed as much of that as she could get. Del had that kind of authority. If he told you everything was going to be all right, you believed him.
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The Newman Boys: Which One Will You Choose?


Guy and Shep Newman grew up together, but they couldn’t be more different. On the one hand, there’s Guy. All of twenty, blond and broad-shouldered. Confident. Cheerful. Keeps his cool. On the other hand, there’s Shep. Just sixteen, tall and dark, impulsive, passionate, and moody. (He also happens to be a rock ’n’ roll star.) One takes after their mother, the other after their dad. But how do you decide which brother is for you? We’re here to help!

Guy may play the serious big brother on TV, but he’s actually the extrovert of his family and has a terrific sense of humor.

Shep is a heartbreaker, often going steady with five girls at once! But he dreams of the day he’ll meet the right girl so he can settle down.

Guy loves to cook, a talent he inherited from his mom. His favorite dish is Swedish meatballs, with Baked Alaska for dessert. He’s very international!

Shep has always been a picky eater. If he could, he would eat hamburgers, potato chips, and oatmeal cookies at every meal. Just don’t ask him to eat his vegetables!

Guy often reads three books a week when he’s not surfing, fencing, or racing dirt bikes. He’s also a trained trapeze artist!

Shep loves to play music and write songs, scribbling them on the backs of envelopes, record jackets, and one time Guy’s homework!

Guy wears British Sterling aftershave, the same one favored by his dad. With notes of sandalwood, mint, and Italian bergamot, it’s a sophisticated and refined scent for a gentleman.

Shep prefers to smell like his pomade of choice—either Royal Crown (cinnamon, leather) or Black & White (fresh coconut). The same brands used by Johnny Cash and Elvis Presley!

Guy loves girls who are smart and well mannered and like to have fun. His ideal woman is his close friend Shelley Fabares, who stars as Mary Stone on The Donna Reed Show.

Shep loves girls who are independent and carefree and speak their minds, but we hear he also has a thing for Jayne Mansfield.

A date with Guy would find the two of you snuggled on the couch watching a football game (he was a Division I quarterback!) or riding horses on the beach at sunset.

While a date with Shep would be all-night dancing at a club followed by a motorcycle ride down the Pacific Coast Highway, ending with a passionate kiss.

Both boys bring their mother flowers, praise her clothes, and notice her new hairdos. Both are courteous, respectful, and heed their father’s guidance. Which just goes to show you can’t go wrong with either of them!






THREE

MARCH 20, 1964

Fourteen hours earlier

Across the hills, high up in a neighboring canyon, Juliet Dunne rolled out of bed, regretting yet another life decision. She gathered her clothes without glancing back at the long, naked body sprawled face down on the bed. The Musician was messy, beautiful, and wounded at his core like she was. Right now, in the bright light of the California morning, she hated him for it.

Thankfully, she’d driven herself, following him up here because she had a code of rules she lived by, one of the biggest being Never get yourself trapped, which meant always being able to drive away at a moment’s notice. This was especially important with him.

He was the famous lead singer of a very famous band. When he was here in LA, he lived on Wonderland, perched in the hills above Sunset Boulevard. The name made her think of Alice and the White Rabbit and the Red Queen and Off with her head. They had found the little house together and lived there together, once upon a time.

She felt dirty for some reason, though she wasn’t sure why. She’d chosen to come here. Driven herself, for god’s sake. She’d been a willing participant, knowing full well what would happen if she saw him again. But the memory of it was like a smudge she couldn’t wipe away.

Outside, it was chilly, and she was barefoot, in too much of a hurry to pull on her boots. The grass was cool and damp, and then the gravel, which stabbed the tender spots of her feet.

She backed her VW Beetle out of the driveway down to the dusty road below and paused there, engine idling. She gazed up past the bungalow and the trees to the sky. That goddamn wide-open blue sky. It was one reason she’d come here from the Midwest, where the sky was gray five months of the year. Everyone thought she’d followed a man out here or, worse, followed her dreams, which had always been too big for her small Indiana town. But that blue sky up there was the real reason. She hadn’t anticipated the smog that settled over the city like a thick brown fog on either side of the Santa Monica Mountains.

Up here on Laurel Canyon, though, she was above it. She rolled the windows down and breathed it in—the lush sweetness of jasmine and honeysuckle—and as she did, the carnal wickedness of the night before faded, rising off her skin like a mist and vanishing into the morning. Poof. She lit a cigarette, inhaled, fluttered her eyes closed.

It was that first inhale that did it for her—the burning sensation hitting her lungs. After that, nothing was as good. The same was true of men. That first touch, first kiss, first lay. Nothing was ever as good. Except with him. He was the only man she’d ever met who could hold her attention. Juliet opened her eyes and blotted out the cigarette in the ashtray.

If she stopped at home, she would be late to the office, and as one of only two female reporters at the Los Angeles Times, she couldn’t afford to be anything less than punctual. The male reporters, most of them, seemed to expect histrionics and drama from her simply because she was a woman. Like they were eager for it so they could say, There it is; we knew it was only a matter of time.

She pulled over on Hollywood Boulevard and swiped at the mascara under her brown eyes, running fingers through her hair, which was the color of wheat and fell lank and heavy around her shoulders except for her fringe, which just brushed her eyelashes. She found the stub of a lipstick in the bottom of her purse, dabbed a little on her cheeks and then her lips. She reached for the enormous sunglasses that nearly covered her face. Thankfully, she’d changed after work yesterday and carried an emergency pair of pumps in the trunk. It would do. She would do.

The Los Angeles Times lived in a large art deco building at the corner of First and Spring. Juliet’s high heels clicked against the marble floor of the lobby as she walked to the elevators. Even now, three years in, she felt proud to work here. More than the blue sky, the Times was the reason she had come to LA, filled with idealism and big ideas.

She had started in the dungeon of a mail room—Help Wanted: female, the classified ad had read. Good figure, aptitude helpful. Some typing. The only advertised reporter jobs had been for men. From the mail room, she’d worked her way upstairs to the all-female typing pool, and then to the research desk as a fact-checker. With each promotion, whispers followed her—she must have slept her way up the ladder.

Last year, she’d finally been promoted to the Lifestyle desk, formerly known as the Woman’s Page—an outdated concept created three decades ago by newspapers hoping to attract more female readers. Gloria Steinem argued that issues impacting women should appear on the front pages, so now they had Lifestyle. A section that offered etiquette, housekeeping tips, beauty tips, marital and parenting guidance, celebrity news, advice columns, recipe exchanges. And, most recently, a chance to talk about political issues relating to “the fairer sex.” Even so, there was still relatively little being written about women at the LA Times. And most of the Lifestyle writers were men.

In spite of this and in spite of the whispers, in spite of the fact that she was required to wear lipstick, dresses, nylon hose, and three-inch heels, and in spite of the antiquated views of almost every man who worked there, Juliet loved the newsroom. The furious clacking of keys and clamor of voices. The cigarette smoke that hovered like smog over the heads of the men hard at work. The constant flurry of activity, particularly when there was a deadline or a big news story. The reporters sitting behind enormous wooden desks like captains of industry. An ashtray and telephone on every surface. Overflowing wastebaskets beneath. Grooves in the floor from the constant rolling of chair wheels. The smell of ink. The high windows and polished floors. The slant of the light in the morning and again in the late afternoon.

The only other female journalist, Paula Goodman, sat on the outskirts at her own smaller desk. She had been at the Times for seven years, worked exclusively on the Local News page, and made it clear on Juliet’s first day that they were not, nor would they ever be, allies. No one whispered about Paula, who didn’t wear makeup and didn’t socialize and rarely ever smiled.

By the end of the year, Juliet planned to be working at the National News desk, which would make her the first woman on the paper to do so. Charlie Murdock, one of the News editors, had told her on her first day, No skirt has ever written for News, and no skirt ever will. Which was why she hadn’t told anyone about her plans. Instead, she kept them tight inside her, an eternal flame that was hers and hers alone.

When she wasn’t writing fluff pieces for the Lifestyle section—Textured stockings are in this season!—she was shadowing Nick Mitchell, a senior editor and one of only three Black reporters on staff.

Around the office, she was “Mitchell’s girl,” because you belonged to the man you worked under, and most everyone assumed you were sleeping with him too. The only one who didn’t call her this was Nick himself. He’d set down rules when he first started working at the Times—if anyone called him boy, he wasn’t going to answer. He told Juliet in no uncertain terms, “You aren’t my girl, you’re my colleague. And I don’t expect you to respond when they call you that.”

Nick frequently reported on the civil rights movement, but he also reported on crime. He had—Juliet quickly learned—a preternatural obsession with the whys of homocide, which stemmed from his own mother’s unsolved murder a decade earlier.

Now, on this Friday morning, Juliet nursed her first cup of coffee, relishing every bitter drop. She drank it black like the men did because she knew she was under scrutiny, and even something as innocuous as how she took her coffee mattered. She helped herself to a second cup and then dove into Nick’s latest copy.

The story was about an armed robbery on Skid Row. A homeless man had been killed when he tried to protect a woman and her children. The Minnesota driver’s license found on his body stated that he was Vincent Morrow, fifty-seven years old. Juliet couldn’t let these details sink in, because she had to focus on the words themselves, the layout, the mechanics, most particularly the punctuation—Nick was a terrible punctuator. Later, when she was home, she would think about it. Only then.

Someone walked by, singing the familiar lines of a familiar song. “ ‘Juliet, sleeping. In my bed. In my head. She’s Juliet, sleeping.’ ” A fat stack of pages was dropped onto her desk. The other reporters seemed to forget she’d been promoted, treating her as if she were still in the typing pool.

“I need that by the end of the day,” said Charlie Murdock, late thirties, hair starting to recede, waistline starting to expand, ego larger than all of downtown.

He swaggered off, returning to the song as he did. From across the room, the sound of someone else humming along. Juliet didn’t look up. If she looked up every time some idiot sang these lines at her, she would have a crick in her neck a mile wide.

It was a famous song written and sung by a famous man—a man she had once stupidly loved, perhaps still loved, a man who currently sprawled naked across a bed up on Wonderland, right where she’d left him. The song was about her.

What was worse, there had been a news story last year. The news story that haunted her. The Daily Mirror, the Daily Express, The Sun, the Evening Standard—the British tabloid rags gleefully reported the drug bust of the Musician and his bandmates.

It was the first of January. The boys were at their estate out in Surrey, most of them tripping on acid. Juliet had stopped by, found the Musician, and gone off with him to one of the guest rooms. When there was the sound of a car outside, of someone ringing away at the bell, Juliet wrapped herself in a fur skin rug, the first thing she could find to cover up, and opened the door. She’d expected to find one of the other girlfriends. Instead, she found the police.

There was an arrest and a trial, but she was the thing everyone remembered. Juliet Dunne, the Musician’s girlfriend. The Girl in the Fur Skin Rug. It was the lowest moment of her life. In that instant, she became everything she detested. A token. A trophy. A groupie. A girl in a long line of girls. And now an international joke. If she was going to live her life with a label, she wanted it to be one of her choosing.

A towering figure dropped onto her desk, nearly overturning her coffee mug. Boyd Hartley, managing editor, hands folded serenely on one leg.

“Where are you with Meet the Newmans?” Hartley always launched right in as if the two of you had been in the middle of a conversation. He was referring to her latest assignment, one that came directly on the heels of a piece she’d written on the proliferation of women’s bowling leagues in the southland.

“I was thinking,” she said, carefully relocating her mug to the other side of her desk. Her instinct, always, was to call him sir, but the newsroom was an informal, if frenetic, place, men frequently shouting across the room at one another, tapping cigarette ash onto the floor when they were deep in a story or deadline, unable to take the time to use an ashtray. “There’s a story I’d like to do on the Pill. It’s the most popular form of reversible birth control, some 2.3 million women are using it, yet it can only be prescribed to married women with the authorization of their husbands. There’s this woman. Sixty-four years old. Estelle Griswold . . .”

Hartley held up a hand, a signal that she was about to be cut off.

She spoke faster. “The LAPD’s abortion squad has been operating for thirteen years. Five detectives and a lieutenant. They go undercover to bust abortion rings. Women are forced to testify against the doctors who, in many cases, saved their lives.” Birth control was the subject she was most passionate about—women owning the rights to their own bodies—but she always had other ideas at the ready when Hartley’s attention lapsed as it was doing now. “Or maybe a piece on the Reproductive Biology Research Foundation in—”

“Juliet—”

“I could talk to Betty Friedan. She’s working on a sequel to The Feminine Mystique—”

“Juliet, enough.”

It was Boyd Hartley who had conducted her initial interview when she first applied to the LA Times. He’d been editor of the Woman’s Page then, and when he asked why she wanted to write, she’d told him, There’s power in words. They’re important. Not just to tell stories but to tell the truth about the world around us.

She had said more, all of it unrehearsed, impassioned, and from the heart.

To his credit, Boyd Hartley had listened to every bit of it. Then he said to her, Do you think you can be objective? A reporter’s job, after all, is to tell both sides of the story.

She had been honest. Yes. And no. Do I want to put myself in the shoes of a misogynist who mistreats women or a bigot who marches with the Klan? No. I believe most people who hurt people are hurt themselves. I can have empathy. But I also believe that there are people in this world who don’t deserve to tell their side of the story.

He didn’t speak for a long time, and she thought she’d lost him. But finally, he’d nodded, rapped the desk once with his knuckles, and said, I agree. I promise I will never ask you to do that.

Now, three years later, sitting on her desk, Boyd Hartley regarded her like he’d regarded her then.

“I think for now,” he began, “it’s best if you write the Dinah Newman piece. Have you had the interview?”

Juliet sank a little. “I’m meeting her this evening. At her house.”

Meet the Newmans was one of those interchangeable family situation comedies left over from the 1950s, square and outdated. All the women as interchangeable as the shows themselves. Aproned saints who puttered about their shiny kitchens and had nothing but patience and love—and the occasional word of sweetly delivered advice—for their families. Juliet had grown up watching it. She had seen every goddamn episode.

Hartley nodded. “Good,” he said. “Excellent.”

“Walter Kerr just skewered them in The New York Times. He thinks they’re irrelevant.”

“And what does Juliet Dunne think?”

She didn’t answer, because she both agreed and disagreed with Kerr. Instead, she blinked up at Hartley. Smile but not too broadly, lest he think you’re too eager to please. Look serious but not too serious so he doesn’t think you’re a bitch or, worse, a shrew. It was exhausting, having to constantly control one’s face.

He nodded then and rapped the desk once—just as he had three years ago—and left her. She watched as he strolled back to his office, a graceful reed of a man with a full head of white hair. When the description of her in a fur rug made headlines last year, he hadn’t batted an eye. Hadn’t even mentioned it. She had been terrified of being fired, but that was another thing about Hartley—he was, at his core, unconventional. He oversaw one of the busiest news desks in the country, but he ambled everywhere like an old-time movie cowboy.

During the hour-long editorial meeting, Juliet took the notes because Marcia, the stenographer, was out sick. Afterward, she met her friend Renee at the Xerox machine so that she could make copies of the notes for every man in the office. She would deliver them, desk by desk, and these men—her colleagues—would say, Thanks, sweetheart or Thanks, babe, if they even said thank you at all.

As the copier began to hum and whir, Juliet asked Renee if she’d ever watched Meet the Newmans. At twenty-five, Renee Otero was still in the typing pool. If she was envious of Juliet for moving up and out, she had never let on.

She whistled. “That big brother is handsome. You know, in that way your family doctor is handsome or, like, your friend’s dad. He has a . . . solidness.” She sighed. Renee loved solid men, especially Gregory Peck and Sidney Poitier. Her mother was Black, her father Cuban, and Renee had grown up in San Diego. She was just over six feet tall and—as if her height didn’t make her stand out enough—always dressed in bright colors, outfits she designed and made herself. Today, she was wearing a yellow sleeveless minidress, fuchsia seamed stockings, and cherry-red pumps. Tied around her neck in a jaunty knot was a scarf swirled with orange and pink flowers. “Is that what Hartley has you on?”

Juliet nodded.

“At least it isn’t the Beverly Hills Women’s Club,” Renee said. “You’re moving up in the world.”

But as Juliet plucked the paper from the copier and collated it, one stack after another, some fifty in all, she thought, I am meant for more.
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Thirteen hours earlier

Shep Newman turned south on La Cienega from Sunset Boulevard, his motorcycle airborne for three glorious, hair-raising seconds as he flew down the hill. He felt alive, the way he did whenever he played music to a crowd of thirty thousand screaming fans or alone in his room, just him and his guitar.

He wished he could always live in flight. The closest he came was touring with his band, standing onstage with his guitar and a microphone. He had played hundreds of places in hundreds of cities over the past two years, and he was blown away by the frenzy that he, Shepherd Newman, inspired. The thousands of crying, screaming fans, most of them female. So many fans that the concert venues gave him police protection. And not just in the States, where Meet the Newmans was broadcast—abroad too.

But then, inevitably, Shep would return home to the house he grew up in, missing chunks of hair, shirts in tatters, ears still ringing from the feverish screams of Shep, Shep, Shep, to parents who saw him as what he was—a teenager. They made sure he did his chores and studied his scripts and shaved his sideburns and said, “Yes, sir,” “Yes, ma’am.” If he stayed out all night, returning home the next day smelling of booze and women, they took his car away.

It made him feel alone. Like some strange hybrid man-boy creature. The three people who knew and loved him most couldn’t begin to understand what it was like out there. He would lie in bed examining the teeth marks from overzealous fans, wondering if he had dreamed that other life.

His favorite book was Jack Kerouac’s On the Road, which he’d first read when he was ten. It traveled with him across the country where, on tour buses and in hotel rooms, he opened it again and again to chapter 3 and skimmed the lines that captured his own feelings, words he had memorized long ago:


I was far away from home, haunted and tired with travel, in a cheap hotel room I’d never seen, hearing the hiss of steam outside, and the creak of the old wood of the hotel, and footsteps upstairs, and all the sad sounds, and I looked at the cracked high ceiling and really didn’t know who I was for about fifteen strange seconds. I wasn’t scared; I was just somebody else, some stranger, and my whole life was a haunted life, the life of a ghost.



He touched down to earth now with a jolt. He had spent the night at the recording studio laying down tracks for the new album and, after two hours of sleep, awakened in his childhood bed feeling hungover, brooding, and frustrated. The brooding meant there was a song itching to come out of him. Whenever he woke up staring at the ceiling and wondering what it all meant, he knew there was something in him that needed writing down.

The frustration came from the fact that his life wasn’t his own. From the moment Shep gazed into the cameras—on Friday, December 14, 1962—and sang his first song for TV audiences, Del sensed Something Big. He wasted no time negotiating a lucrative deal for his son at CBS Records, with the result that CBS now owned Shep Newman—both on television and on vinyl—for at least as long as the TV contract lasted. He had nine thousand fan clubs across the country, received upward of twelve thousand fan letters a week. In addition to album covers, his likeness graced comic books, paper dolls, posters, T-shirts, and magazines.

Yet his only source of income was a weekly ten-dollar allowance. The hundreds of thousands of dollars a year he earned from Meet the Newmans and his records went directly into a trust that he couldn’t access until he turned twenty-one.

For now, he stood where he was told to stand, delivered the words he was told to say, sang what he was told to sing. Critics wrote him off as a vapid teen idol who relied on his good looks. Shep knew he was more than that, but in his darkest moments, it didn’t matter. He was nothing more than a prop, a ventriloquist’s dummy, with Del and CBS pulling the strings.

Worst of all, the girls he met swooned before he even spoke because he was Shep Newman. They thought they knew him because he was beamed into their living rooms each week as himself and because they listened to his records and read articles about the kinds of girls he liked. But they didn’t know him at all.

Eileen Weld was different, though. She had been hired at the end of last year to play Guy’s steady girlfriend, now Guy’s fiancée, on the show. Shep had hit on her because she smelled good and had a great smile and because whenever his dad was directing her, she stood with her feet planted, hands on hips, brow furrowed like a general. When she told Shep she wasn’t interested, he’d felt an unexpected flush of disappointment. But then she came to set the next morning and cracked a raunchy joke and said, “Don’t let things be weird between us, Shep Newman. I think you’ll see that I’m a pretty good friend.”

The joke’s on you, he’d thought. Aside from his guitarist, Tommy Hutchins, Shep didn’t have friends.

But every morning, Eileen showed up for work and talked to him, and before he knew it, he started getting to set on time just so he could see her. On breaks, the two of them would sneak into the neighboring soundstages, climbing up to the rafters to watch rehearsals for The Red Skelton Show and The Defenders. They sometimes ate lunch in the prop room—amid towering statues and fake trees and various piles of furniture—at an old diner set that had been used in an episode of Alfred Hitchcock Presents. In the evenings, if they finished at the same time, they would sit outside in the parking lot and watch the sun set over the hills.

Shep waited to grow bored of being with Eileen, waited to run out of things to talk to her about, but it hadn’t happened. Instead of having less to talk about, they seemed to have more, and he found himself storing up moments throughout each day to share with her the next time he saw her. Maybe the best, scariest thing of all, she saw through his bullshit and swagger and recognized what it really was—a protective shell.

Which was why, last night, he’d rung up Lorrie Cabot, the girl he’d been seeing off and on since January, and told her he wanted to end things. This was going to be a whole new leaf for him. No more overlapping of girls, no more stringing them along, which for Shep meant disappearing. From now on, there was only one girl for him, even if she didn’t know it yet.

But then Lorrie had said, “I’m pregnant. Eight weeks. It’s yours. I don’t expect you to marry me, but I wanted you to know. I was going to tell you this weekend, but then you called to break up with me.”

When he didn’t
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