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"TAKE FIVE!" 

These were welcome words to everyone in the huge studio, even to Peter Mortain, the producer-director who spoke them; but especially to the three video cameramen whose eyes were weary from incessant concentration. Since ten o'clock they had been rehearsing commercials, repeating, altering details, pausing to discuss or suggest some tiny bit of business, to the point of exhaustion. The orchestra laid down their instruments and lighted cigarettes or walked out for a breath of air. Electricians precariously treading the grid ceased calling cabalistically to the mates below such code as "Try 4-A," or "26-C." The pushers deserted the handles of the dollies upon which cameras were mounted. Stage carpenters ceased hammering and the men in the monitor room behind the big glass window relaxed and sent out for coffee.

To a casual spectator the morning had looked like nothing but chaos. Certainly there was no semblance of coherent entertainment or of a stage set as background for performers. If one sat in the spectators' gallery he saw nothing that, by any stretch of the imagination, could be construed as a show or any part of a show. Indeed, he saw nothing but an immense number of lights dangling like stalactites from the grid, fluorescent lights, floods, spots pouring their heat downward upon the stage. His view was impeded by long booms with microphones dangling at their extremities, and by the enormous bulk of the crane that carried Camera Number One—a veritable monster, affectionately called by that name by the crew. They spoke of it as the Monster. It moved soundlessly on its rubber tires and gyrated and elevated the camera high in the air or lowered it close to the floor at command, as if it were sentient.

Bits of scenery were set in place in what seemed a helter-skelter sort of way. In one place was a picket fence with a gate over which grew vines of roses, and next to it was a fragment of a living room, and next to that a cluster of palm trees in black silhouette, and then, surprisingly, a wheel of fortune ten feet high. And in another spot a white enameled icebox and an ironing board and an electric iron. It simply did not make sense, not to a human spectator. But it did make sense to the eyes of the video cameras, which selected exactly what they wanted to see and transmit, excluding everything else beyond the constricted frame of the monitor's screen.

To add to the general chaos there were representatives of four different organizations present, working in remarkable harmony, but all with different objectives. There were people from the broadcasting company, people from the advertising agency, people from the sponsor, and the cast and technicians and musicians and executives who were parts of the Tod Arundel Company which gave the performance.

Tod Arundel was not there; he left to subordinates this preliminary drudgery, and would not appear until the moment arrived to pull the show together, to touch it with the hand of his genius and give it perfection. To make it an Arundel production with Arundel character; to add that intangible something which only he seemed able to bestow but which was as recognizable in every performance he touched as if he had stamped it with a visible trademark.

Tod Arundel was a demigod to his troupe, loved and feared and pampered and admired. A temperamental perfectionist who might blast an erring performer or throw a tantrum with hair on end and eyes blazing, but who, within the hour, was sure to seek out his victim and apologize so sweetly and abjectly that sores never remained to fester. He had built an organization which was a team, with team spirit and loyalty, and he held it together and directed it and molded it and was respected and adored by it. He dominated it. He ruled with an iron hand. But to his genius for perfection was added a gracious talent for handling those he commanded and winning their confidence, their respect, almost their worship.

Now, for the first time, he was bringing his organization to the television screen. He was venturing into a new field, a visible field. He was bringing his orchestra, his glee club, his soloists, himself into the homes of nobody knew how many millions of homes, and risking the reputation of twenty years in a field that was new, experimental, without laws, rules or precedents—a field which nobody understood, of which everybody stood in awe, and in which thousands of interested and intelligent men and women were seeking a formula. It was a new art, differing from all other arts, of vast potential—but not a living human being knew the foundations upon which the art must rest.

Peter Mortain walked back toward the door to the monitor room, but as he stepped into the passageway he heard a voice raised in anger, and, peering toward the exit, he saw a man struggling in the detaining hands of the special policeman who guarded the door.

"I got to see him," the man shouted, striving to jerk away from the policeman. "I tell you I've got to see him."

"Hold it, son," the officer said, retaining his grip. "I tell ye, he ain't here. He ain't been here today."

The young man continued to thrash and struggle. "He is here. I know he's here. I've got to see him."

Peter Mortain's long, lanky figure strode to the door. He spoke to the officer in a low, soft voice—the voice that was habitual to him even in moments of stress.

"What's the trouble, Fred?" he asked.

"This character wants in to see Mr. Arundel."

Peter smiled his patient, winsome smile. "Mr. Arundel isn't here," he said. "He will not be here until tomorrow. You seem very urgent. Would it be anything important?"

The young man, still in the officer's grip, became quiet. Peter had that effect upon excited people. His face worked; his eyes were wide and frightened.

"But he must be here! He must be here!" he said, his voice rising to falsetto.

"I am Peter Mortain," said the director. "Perhaps I can give him a message."

"You're not lying? You're telling the truth?"

"I'm telling the truth," said Peter.

The young man drooped; his expression became one of despair. The officer loosened his grip. The young man turned away and walked draggingly toward the street without another word.

"One of them nuts," said the officer.

Peter peered after the young man. Something told him he should follow and ask questions, but he heard a voice calling him from the monitor room door, and checked the impulse.

"He didn't look like a nut, Fred," he said. "Has he been around here before?"

"Not that I've seen."

"He had a familiar look." Peter shrugged and went back to his problems, which were many. As he walked he thought to himself that the intruder was a frightened man. He never had seen an individual so close to the threshold of panic. And there was something vaguely familiar about his face with its greenish eyes and narrow mouth and high cheekbones.

It was lovely Marcia Clisson, the choreographer, who wanted to discuss a point of timing with him while the dozen young men and women who were to take part in the dance waited for a decision. The boys were coatless; the girls for the most part wore slacks. Miss Clisson's legs were concealed by shapeless overalls, rolled halfway to the knee, and a shirt whose tail tried to escape from the trouser band. No one, looking at her then, would have guessed at the grace and beauty of her figure.

The point in doubt was settled and she gave her attention to the group. Peter climbed the few steps into the monitor room and sat down at his place in the middle of the long desk. Someone brought him coffee in a paper cup and he sat back and sighed and closed his eyes for a moment. The script writer thrust his head through the door.

"How's that Maypole idea of mine?" he asked. "Have you talked it over with the boss?"

"He likes it," Peter said. "Get something on paper. We're set for five weeks. This could come along in six. Give some thought to how we can integrate the commercials."

"Right." The door shut and Peter closed his eyes again and relaxed.

These were crucial hours for him and for his career. Whether he would remain, whether he would climb, depended upon this first show that was to be televised tomorrow night. He was only twenty-seven, but then so many men in important television spots were young. He had graduated from Michigan and had been an instructor in diction and music for a year. His interest had been in dramatics now that football days were forever behind him, and he had accepted an offer from a broadcasting station in Detroit. There he had been shunted off into television, which a lot of folks considered was like being sent to Siberia; but Peter had welcomed it. For ten months he had produced and directed the Marshland Show, which had been so successful that Peter had been brought to New York, and then, perhaps by good luck, had been turned over to Tod Arundel who needed a producer-director for his foray into television. In the stage and concert and radio days Tod had not needed such an official, but the technical details and drudgery of a visual show made it necessary.

Two human beings could not have differed more than Peter Mortain and Tod Arundel. Peter was two inches over six feet in height and seemed, because of his boyish face, years younger than his age. He was placid—or seemed always to be placid. He never lifted his voice; was always gentle and considerate, seldom giving direct orders. But any person, technician, musician, or principal would have been in grievous error if he had sought to take advantage of his gentle courtesy. First names and careless, endearing epithets come easily and casually to people in show business, but Peter did not use first names or speak to the female performers as "Sweetheart" or "Darling." His diction was Mid-western but cultivated. He made no patent effort to be dignified, but somehow he was dignified. Tod Arundel liked him, which was important, because Tod, temperamental as an April day, would have no one about him that he did not take a fancy to. When Tod was hiring a new performer the latter must first pass the test of pleasing personality before the Maestro would commence to catechize him about ability and musical knowledge. Only if Tod could assure himself that he would like to have the applicant around him, did he make his searching, demanding examination into musical knowledge, ability to read swiftly at sight. Lastly came the test of voice or skill upon an instrument.

The screen of the monitor on the wall above the broad window was blank, as were the smaller screens of the battery of monitors on the table below. Miss Clisson continued to drill her group in their routine. The orchestra sat idle. The door opened again and Tod Arundel came briskly into the room. Peter was surprised.

"What brings you here this afternoon, Mr. Arundel?" he asked.

Arundel was a slender man, not tall, who might have been fifty years old. His hair was not short nor was it eccentrically long. His face was mobile and arresting rather than handsome, and his hair was commencing to grizzle above the ears—so much so that the make-up people had discussed methods of concealing this ravage of middle age. He walked to the steps silently and sat down slowly in the seat at Peter's left.

"I've taken on a new soprano," Tod said abruptly.

There was something in the way he said it that disturbed Peter. He waited.

"I auditioned her myself," said the Maestro.

This in itself was so unusual as to be startling. It was routine for applicants to pass through other hands before being brought to Tod's attention.

"She is a capable musician," Tod went on. "Reads music at sight surprisingly well. Rather a startling voice and presence, and she is lovely to look at."

"What sort of soprano?" Peter asked.

"Coloratura."

Peter wondered what they were going to do with another coloratura. Tod Arundel was not a man to waste good dollars on superfluous talent.

"What about Miss Conway?" he asked.

Miss Conway was as near to being the star of the troupe as anyone approached that distinction. She was the darling of the organization, petted, protected, loved by everybody for her sweetness and her graciousness and her spontaneous friendliness and modesty. How, wondered Peter, would she welcome a rival?

"We'll work that out," Tod said with a trace of uneasiness.

"I know you're a diplomat, Mr. Arundel," Peter said, "but handling two coloraturas! Is she coming on a permanent basis? Or for something special?"

"Permanent," Tod said and compressed his lips.

"You haven't mentioned her name."

"It's an odd name, Peter. Elia Anor."

"Oh-oh!" Peter said softly.

"Why the oh-oh?" asked Tod.

"The original Elia Anor was a pretty troublesome lady, sir. She married a couple of kings and was mother to a few. A stormy lady. And considerably sultry, if ancient gossip doesn't lie. She stirred things up from Jerusalem and Constantinople to Paris and London. Her husband, the King of England, shut her up in a stout castle to keep her from upsetting the apple-cart. The lady was something of a wildcat, but a beautiful wildcat."

"What," asked Tod, beetling his brows, "are you gabbling about?"

"Elia Anor—Eleanor, as we spell it today. Eleanor of Aquitaine, mother of Richard Coeur de Lion." Peter grinned to cover his uneasiness. "I hope your soprano has copied nothing but her name."

Tod Arundel brooded. He stared down at the control buttons on the desk between his elbows with somber eyes.

"Peter," he said after a long silence, "I've built this organization. There's nothing like it. The good feeling, the team play—the permanence. Some have been with us twenty-five years." His voice dropped lower and there was in it a throb of emotion. "It's unique. I created it, and I created the atmosphere in which it works. A family. A big family. Peter, I'd cut off my right hand before I'd destroy or even mar the thing we've got. Remember that, Peter. When people join me they don't merely take a job, they start a career. There's no uncertainty for them. They're on permanent salary and good salary. They appreciate it. There's—" he hesitated for a word.

"Esprit de corps," supplied Peter.

"Even more than that," Tod said. "Nothing—nothing must be allowed to mess it up."

Peter ventured, "Mr. Arundel, you're worried about this girl?"

"I never," said Tod, "was more worried about anything in my life."

"Then," Peter asked reasonably, "why take her on?"

"Pete," Tod said gloomily, "there's only one reason why a man does a thing he doesn't want to do."

"And what is that, sir?"

"Necessity," Tod said grimly. He turned in that charming, friendly, disarming way of his and placed his hand on Peter's shoulder. "Maybe, son," he said, "you'll find the going tough. You're in command when I'm not here. I'm relying on you, Pete. I'm depending on you to rally around."

"We'll work it out," Peter said, repeating Tod's phrase. "We'll keep things under control."

"I've always believed I could do exactly that," Tod said gravely. "Did you ever see a cyclone, Peter?"

"When I was a boy."

"Did you feel you could control it?"

"I was terrified," Peter answered.

"Yes," Tod answered. "That's what the uncontrollable does to you. It terrifies you."

He breathed deeply, moved his shoulders and stood up. "Carry on, son," he said and moved toward the door.

"Oh, Mr. Arundel," Peter said, halting the Maestro.

"Yes."

"A man tried to muscle in this afternoon—to see you. He made quite a business of it. Fred stopped him of course. He was hysterical. He had to see you. Almost as if it were a matter of life and death."

Tod turned slowly and looked up over the desk at Peter. "I don't know who he was or what he wanted," he said, "but maybe you're right. Maybe it was a matter of life and death."

Then he went out and closed the door behind him. Chilling depression settled upon Peter. Here was a thing he did not understand. He knew a sense of something impending, of blind apprehension. Or, he thought hopefully, maybe the boss was merely in the throes of some temperamental upset.

He turned back to the script, with its multitude of inter-lineations, marginal notes and stage directions. But he found concentration difficult. There had been no artistic temperament here. Whatever existed was real. Tod Arundel had found the uncontrollable to be terrifying.
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IN THE monitor room Peter Mortain was discussing make-up with Sarah Johns, in charge of that detail. "Can't you do something with Jerry Overton's ears?" he asked. "They stick out like palm leaf fans."

She considered the problem. "I think I can draw them into his head," she said. "Maybe a dark line around the rims'll cut down their size."

"Try it, please," Peter directed. "How about the hair over Mr. Arundel's ears? It has a tendency to show white."

"If I can do it without putting on something messy. He wouldn't stand for anything messy." She grinned ruefully. "The good, easy television days when you smeared everybody with Number Seven Pancake, and let it go at that, are gone. I've made test patterns of everybody important against three different backgrounds. Everybody was a different problem. And foreheads! Oh! Oh! Everybody with any forehead at all has a tendency to bulge. Polly Manners, with that blizzard head, was something until I solved her. What these lights and cameras do to people! I go in a panic when I think that color is coming."

"It'll make your job easier," Peter said.

"I'll see what I can think up for those spots aver the boss's ears," she said, and went out muttering.

The rehearsal was over. Tomorrow, Sunday afternoon, Tod Arundel would take charge and administer finishing touches. And at eight o'clock the show would be on the air. It was the most pretentious, most expensive show in the short history of television. Peter, who was not concerned with financial matters, wondered how much it was costing the sponsor. The show was a package show, which is to say that it had been sold complete at a fixed price. The Arundel organization was in effect a musical stock company and most of its members were on stated annual salaries. Some of these amounted to as much as ten thousand dollars a year. There was the orchestra with its thirty-six pieces and the glee club of twenty-four and the executive staff. There was the fee to the broadcasting company, including the tremendous cost of use of the coaxial cables. Thirteen different labor unions had a finger in the pie. He had heard that the price for the use of the facilities of the broadcasting company for an hour would be something like twenty thousand dollars, and it was possible that the nut of the Arundel Show would be twenty-five thousand. So, for one hour of television entertainment the sponsor would be expending some forty-five thousand dollars. Suppose the program continued for thirty-nine weeks—over a million and a half dollars for the year!

Peter shrugged into his coat, put on his disreputable soft hat, filled his brief case with papers and prepared to call it a day.

In the lobby, Lila Conway, dressed for the street, slender and lovely, was waiting for her husband, Choral Director Bob Weeks. She was chatting with little Sally Watts, the comedienne of the troupe. They smiled and waggled hands as Peter appeared and he joined them.

"Exhausting day," he said.

"Which one isn't—in this racket?" Sally asked. Her droll little face was tired but nothing could dim the twinkle of her brown, almost Chinese eyes. Sally was not pretty, not beautiful as Lila was beautiful. Nor had she the quiet grace of the company's leading soprano. One, somehow, did not think of the symmetry of her body, which was undeniable, because of the inspired awkwardness of her every movement. Unconsciously she made a thing of her slightest gesture. Her hands misbehaved and her feet got into impossible positions and her face made grimaces which had nothing to do with the context. She was absurd. It was a gift or a calamity, depending upon the point of view. Sally always had regarded it as a calamity and herself as an ugly duckling until Tod Arundel discovered her and turned her natural gaucheries into an asset invaluable to his productions. She had wanted to be a concert soprano. She was comically thwarted. But she was resigned in a gay, rueful sort of way. Tod had christened her Jigger and that is what everybody called her.

"How did it go, Peter?" asked Lila.

"I can tell better after tomorrow afternoon," he said.

Sally stood on one foot and hopped while she tried to soothe the aching arch of the other foot. Peter grinned. "We'll have to work that into the act," he said.

"That big clunk, Max Morton, stepped on me," Sally complained.

"Honey," said Lila, "however could he tell where your foot was going to be?"

"Darn it! Why couldn't I be tall and dignified and graceful like you? No communication system with my arms and legs. I tell them what to do and they pay no attention. It's no fun having a body you can't boss around."

"It's fun for other folks," Peter said.

"It wouldn't be so bad if I were knock-kneed and cross-eyed. People would expect me to act like a jointed scarecrow. I've got all the equipment to be as graceful as Marcia Clisson, but it won't co-ordinate."

"Your pay check compensates," Peter said.

"I don't want to be comical." Sally's expression, as she looked up at him, was meant to be pitiful, but it came out quite something else, and Peter chuckled.

"Drat it! I meant to look woebegone. Nobody's sorry for me. . . . There's your husband, Lila. He's a nice one, too. And I bet you got him without turning a hand. Nov me! How in tunket will I ever get a man? It takes rhythm. Rhythm is what I got none of. Good night, honey, see you tomorrow." She turned to Peter. "My kid brother used to say angleworm oil was good for it. Said it made you 'soople.' But lots of ways I'm normal. I get hungry." She looked up at him slantwise.

"Was that a come-on?" Peter asked with that indulgent air which people always displayed toward her.

"It was a downright hint," she said, "because I'm not very tired, and I'm apt to be lonesome, and what I want to know is what's the general objection to eating with me? I don't spill things. I only come close."

Peter, since joining the troupe, had established no social relations with its members. Some of the reason for this was shyness, some of it was a natural reserve. There were other intangible reasons. But tonight he too was lonely and had no desire to return alone to his apartment after he dined. He was worried. Tod Arundel's manner had troubled him, and the odd announcement of the hiring of a girl named Elia Anor had disquieted him.

"Where," he asked, "would you like to dine?"

"Don't make it a concession," Sally said. "Maybe I'm not decorative but I'm diverting. You've got something on your mind. And on top of that it won't create a precedent. I'm not out to lure you. At least I don't think so. Are you worrying about tomorrow night?"

They walked out under the marquee of the old motion picture theater which had been so expensively converted to a television studio and waited for a taxicab.

"How long have you been with Tod Arundel?" Peter asked Sally.

"Two years now," she said. "It seems like always. It's a funny thing, but rather nice. Tod and the company absorb you. You don't seem to have any life apart from it. After you've fitted in, you don't want any life apart from it. Do you feel that way, Peter?"

"I've been with it too short a time, Miss Watts."

"But you fit," she said with an awkward jerk of her head. "You are very formal and polite. Is it because you are shy, or do you think a producer-director ought to keep us all at arm's length? We don't mind. We rather like it. But you'll have to break down sometime. You could practice on me. I mean you could call me Sally, or even Jigger. And next week you could call Jerry Overton Jerry and so on. Working into it gradually without shocking yourself."

A taxi stopped for them and Sally made a production of getting into it. Peter tried to help her but even so was not sure if she were going to fall in on her nose or miss the door altogether, but surprisingly she landed on the seat rather sprawled out, her little hat over one ear.

"There's a lovely place," she said breathlessly, "on Fifty-third near Park. It is expensive, but do you care? Because if you do we will go Dutch. Have you ever been out to Tod's place on Long Island? He likes to have us come. Is it true that you are only twenty-seven? You look younger. I am twenty-three. I eat a great deal when I get a chance. Tonight oysters and a steak and crepes Suzette. What's the matter with Tod? He didn't bounce. Has television got him down? Oh, goodness, I've a ladder." Quite unaffectedly she thrust out a slender leg so he could see the run in her stocking. It was not the kind of leg that looked as if it could be clumsy.

"Do you want me to answer any of those questions?" he asked. "I have them listed mentally. Shall I take them in order?"

"Don't answer any of them," she said. "I like to ask questions but I never remember the answers. If you ask people questions it makes them think you are interested. And you don't make mistakes. I mean if you ask someone what time it is, you aren't taking any chances. But if you say what time it is, you could be wrong. There hasn't been a really serious quarrel between anybody since I joined. We get along. Of course I am bitterly jealous of Lila Conway but I don't jab pins into her. Tod selects us very carefully and nobody is a disturbing element."

"I've encountered no temperamental clashes," he said.

"It is because there is enough spotlight to go around. Everybody gets his share. And everybody gets his share of the dirty work. I mean even Lila has to take her turn singing commercials."

The cab stopped before the restaurant Sally had selected. It was a narrow room furnished in the manner of French cafes. The waiter pulled out a table and you crawled behind it and sat on an upholstered bench. Sally's feet tangled during the maneuver but she finished right side up and unembarrassed. She was used to it. Peter admired her. No matter how perilous her awkwardness, she seemed always to finish with stable equilibrium. She was a chatterbox but he had a vague feeling that she chattered with a purpose and that her conversations generally ended up in stable equilibrium as her body did.

"Hello, François," she said chummily to the waiter. "How are the bambinos? . . . Oh, you're French, I forgot. It isn't bambinos. I want those oysters, you know how, and a steak." She spread her hands to indicate the size of the steak. "And crepes Suzette. This is Mr. Mortain, which has a sort of medieval sound, hasn't it? And those blown-up bubble potatoes and man-size coffee."

"Certainement, Miss Watts." He turned to Peter, who thought Sally's selection would suit him too.

"What do you want to do when you grow up?" Sally asked unexpectedly.

Peter smiled his slow, amiable smile. "How much more must I grow?" he wanted to know.

She turned in an angular sort of way and stared at him. "Did you play football?" she asked. "Or did you just get educated?"

"I played a little football," he admitted.

"Where?"

"Michigan."

Her eyes widened. "Oh, you're that Mortain!" she exclaimed. "And when I grow up," he said, reverting to her question, "I want to have an outfit of my own like Mr. Arundel's."

"You better not tell him," Sally said. "He doesn't like rivals. Oh, lookee."

Peter looked. A couple were being ensconced behind the table directly across from them. There was a man, but you did not notice him at once. You noticed nobody but the girl. She was golden. Her face was lovely as a Grecian cameo but more vividly alive. Some women have lovely figures and you look at them with pleasure, but this girl had a lovely figure that you looked at and gasped. Every one of its perfections seemed somehow to be accented. She was not opulent. She was slender as a blade of grass, but you felt the substance of her with startling impact.

"Hush, my child!" exclaimed Sally. "There is the most female-looking girl I ever saw."

Peter recognized the astuteness of that observation. Sally had hit the nail on its head. It was this quality that made the girl opposite so startling. She possessed beauty, but not the beauty a sculptor would dream of, or a painter in search of a model. It was a beauty so patently endowed with the quality of being female that she might have been the prototype of all women. She might have been Eve.

"I don't blame you for goggling," Sally said. "But peel your eye. Cross your fingers. Look at but don't touch. What were those doodads that Ulysses stuffed wax in his ears?"

"Sirens," said Peter, unscrambling the question.

"I never expected to see one. I thought it was just a French wisecrack."

"One what?" Peter asked.

"A femme fatale," Sally said firmly. "She's an example. She ought to be in a bottle as a unique specimen. Anyhow she'd be safer there. I hate that girl."

"You don't even know her," Peter said lightly.

"I don't need to. She's got everything every woman wishes she had, only more so. Have you got around to noticing her face?"

"Why—yes," Peter said hesitantly.

"Demure," said Sally sharply. "That's the worst kind. They finagle. They know what they've got, but they calculate. They're sharpies. They build bonfires on rocky shores. Anytime you see a demure girl, Peter, hunt the cyclone cellar." She used a phrase of show business. "Always counting the house." There was a little snort. "She'd be as spontaneous as an adding machine."

"That's a pretty swift judgment," Peter said.

"You," she said stormily, "are naïve. You're a he-ingénue. She's been cataloguing you. You're already in the file index. And she recognized me."

"Now! Now! She gave no sign of recognizing you."

Peter spared a glance for the girl's escort. He was tall, immaculately groomed, with a face that Peter thought for a moment he recognized. But then he knew he never had seen this man before. He was a type. He was a perfect example of motion picture casting. He was the suave, hard, ruthless villain of your better melodrama. The man would have been handsome had it not been for his eyes, which were so light a gray as to be almost colorless. It gave him a blank expression. As Peter looked the man's glance crossed his own. The pale eyes stared for a moment into his and Peter was conscious of a little tingle of cold between his shoulders. The man looked away almost as if he had not seen Peter at all, but Peter was aware that he had been observed and assayed—and that he would be remembered.

"How about," asked Sally, "you pay a little attention to me?"

But Peter's attention was to be distracted from Sally again. The front door opened and a young man, hatless, disheveled, stared into the café with eyes whose gaze was not a casual survey of the room but a frenzied glare. He stood there an instant until he saw the couple across from Peter and Sally and then he advanced upon them, staggering slightly.

"You shan't do it!" he said hoarsely. "You shan't! I'll stop you! For two days I've hunted for you. I know. I know all about it. It's got to stop."

"Don't make a scene, you drunken fool," said the girl. "Go away. I'll talk to you tomorrow."

"I'll not go away. I've found you. I'll put a stop to it."

"Ludy," the girl said evenly to her companion.

The man at her side stood up lithely. He pushed the table so he could walk around it and he struck the excited young man once. It was enough. The boy went down as if smitten by a bolt of lightning. Then, quite calmly, the man with the pale eyes stooped, picked up the boy, carried him to the door and threw him out headlong. After which he returned to the table and sat down as casually as if nothing had happened.

"Thank you, Ludy," the girl said gently.

She looked across the room at Sally and shrugged her lovely shoulders and smiled deprecatingly. Then she stood up, made her way around the table and crossed the space to where Peter and Sally sat.

"You are Miss Watts," she said, and smiled with warm charm. "I recognized you."

"I saw you do it," Sally said stiffly.

"I'm humiliated to be made conspicuous," said the girl.

"I'd have thought," Sally said, "that you liked to be conspicuous."

"Not in the wrong way," the girl said and smiled again appealingly. "The poor boy is infatuated. He's been drinking. He's excitable. He had to be dealt with."

"No doubt," Sally answered.

"I don't want you, Miss Watts, to gain an unfortunate impression of me. I hope we are to be friends."

"We probably shall not meet again," Sally said.

"Oh, but we shall," said the girl. "We're going to meet often and intimately. And be very good friends, I hope. I've joined the Tod Arundel Company, Miss Watts. I shall be rehearsing with you Monday."

"You have joined our company!"

"And I'm so happy about it. My name, Miss Watts, is Anor—Elia Anor. I really sing very well. I'm so looking forward to the association."

Sally did not accept the extended hand. Her face was made comical by a grimace of dismay.

"And things have been so serene!" she said. "Oh, my goodness. Hippity-hop to the barbershop with serenity now. Why didn't Tod go out and find himself a nice typhoid carrier!"

Miss Anor seemed not to be offended. She continued to smile warmly.

"I'm sure I shall fit in very smoothly," she said. "Nice to have met you. I admire you so much, Miss Watts."

With that she returned to her table. Sally sat with angular stiffness. With an abrupt jerk she turned her head toward Peter.

"Try this on your piano, Mr. Producer-Director," she said. "You're due to have fun and games. . . . What," she demanded, "has happened to Tod Arundel's head? Darn it, that—that hamadryad—has spoiled my appetite for steak."

"So that," Peter said slowly, "is Elia Anor!"

"That," said Sally gloomily, "is a darn big dose of mysterious Oriental poison. And here we are—fresh out of antidote." She shrugged. "I want to go home so I can lie awake all night and worry. Tod Arundel has come down with an attack of the dangerous age. I've heard about it, but I never saw a seizure before."

"We'll handle it," Peter said slowly.

"Look out, my bashful boy," said Sally, "that she doesn't handle you."
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Chapter Three
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BUTTERFLIES were fluttering in Peter Mortain's stomach. The last seconds were ticking away until the show would be on the air. Then, on the instant of eight o'clock, the signature music, played by the orchestra, became audible. Tod Arundel stood on his circular podium in readiness; titles flashed on the monitor above the broad window through which Peter could watch the tangled expanse of the studio, and the introductory commercial. Then Tod Arundel stepped down from his little dais and commenced to speak, easily, gracefully, with assurance. What the audience did not see, and what his manner did not indicate, was that he was reading from a big card held out of the view of camera and audience. Tod was projecting that personality which had stood him in good stead for so many years.

"Take Two," Peter said, and his assistant snapped a switch throwing on Camera Two for a close-up of the Maestro. The audience was allowed to look at Tod's mobile face for a few moments.

"Take Three," Peter directed, and that camera showed Tod as he stepped back to his podium, and the orchestra behind him. He lifted his arms and music crashed on the downbeat.

The butterflies abandoned Peter's stomach. He was no longer nervous, but confident. He forgot himself and his anxieties in his concentration. His eyes flitted from the row of monitors below to the stage and back again to monitors. His ears were concealed behind earphones through which he listened, and in his
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