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THE MIRACLE OF THE BELLS



W re oF oNE FLAME—all kin of stars and sun.

The brothel s beacon—altar s candle—one.

The sluggard s lamp—ambition s raging fire.
Saint—sinner—sage and fool—Life s deathless pyre.
The Christ who cried to One in agony—

The thief who cursed Him from the neighboring tree—
All God s—Who out of Darkness ordered Light

And gave man's soul the miracle of Sight!

Verse found by William Dunnigan
among Olga Treskovna's papers.
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To THE REAL OLGA

WHO LIVES I KNOW AMONG HER BELOVED HILLS
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A TALL figure of a man stepped down from the last day coach at the end
of the express train from the West. He carried a heavy, much-traveled
suitcase. He looked about as if the surroundings were not familiar,

then proceeded along the lengthy platform toward the front end of the train.

He passed several more day coaches, three Pullmans, and arrived at the two

baggage cars, from the open doors of which some trunks were being

unloaded as well as numerous sacks of mail. As he reached this point a long
box was pushed from one of these cars onto a waiting hand truck.

It was a mid-afternoon in late August. The tall man put down his
suitcase and gazed about impatiently. The railway station (its name was on a
sign across the end of the platform’s half-roof) was that of Wilkes-Barre,
Pennsylvania. The long box obviously contained a coffin.

“Are you Mr. William Dunnigan?”

The words were spoken by a stocky fellow with a stolid, expressionless
face, who now approached the tall stranger.

“I’m Dunnigan. You the Coaltown undertaker?”

“Yes sir. I got your wire from Los Angeles,” and the shorter man
produced a yellow envelope as proof thereof.

“O. K. Here’s the coffin and here are the papers. That your hearse over
there? Good. Attend to things and let’s get going pronto. I want to be away
from here by tomorrow night.”

“I’ll have to take these papers to the station master, Mr. Dunnigan.”
“0O. K. I’ll wait here. Make it snappy.”

The tall man watched the long box being wheeled to the near-by
baggage room, the undertaker following. He himself moved to the waiting
motorized hearse backed up in the adjacent station-driveway. He took a



cigar from his vest pocket, bit off the end, spat out that end, and lit the cigar,
scratching the loose match on the underside of the hearse.

An observer would have given this tall figure a second look. Perhaps a
third. As did several loungers about the platform who were not especially
observant. They looked at him instead of at the long train now plunging
eastward once more.

His athletic frame was clad in a perfectly fitting suit of pale red and blue
checks on grey. His contrasting shirt was a brilliantly dark royal purple,
though the four-in-hand tie was black. The shoes were also black and highly
polished. But it was probably at the two extremes of the figure—the head
and the feet—that the loungers especially glanced. The man wore a snappy
black derby tilted at a rakish angle on his slightly greying hair. And the
black shoes were topped with white spats—somewhat soiled from the train
trip, but still white. His face was ruddy and handsome in a rough-and-ready
way. The keen eyes were a steel-grey.

Presently the undertaker reappeared and the long box was pushed into
the hearse compartment.

“How far to this Coaltown?” asked the man with the cigar.
“About ten miles. My name is Orloff. James Orloff.”
“Yes, I remember. I'll ride with you, Mr. Orloff, if you don’t mind.”

“I expected you to. Only way you can get to Coaltown unless you wait
for a bus by way of Nanticoke. It’s a rough ride.”

“Lots of damned hills, aren’t there?”

“Yes sir. Mountains. Eats up plenty of gas. But at Coaltown we got the
highest breaker and the biggest slack pile in the Valley.”

The tall stranger seemed unimpressed by this compensation for the
presence of hills. He answered somewhat wearily as if regretting he had
mentioned the subject at all.

“0. K. Get going. As I said, I want to get away from here tomorrow
night.”



G T T e e T T T e g g e g g g e e e i e

2

8 T T T T i A e

[ 7T is well that we have a “preview” (as Mr. Dunnigan would have called
it) of “this” Coaltown. In its own private valley, for a full mile it
stretched an ugly, one-street length through the stark loveliness of the

Wyoming Valley hills—Exhibit A (a philosopher might muse) of how man
can place his greedy imprint on Nature’s best. Even to the making of hills
themselves. For behind the houses along this Coaltown street there were two
kinds of hills. Hills made by God. Hills made by man. The former were
green with pine and maple and spruce and cedar, and in the springtime
flowers bloomed at the roots of the trees. In the autumn they wore a mantle
of every shade of red and yellow and orange, and in the winter the ermine of
the snow.

The other hills—the hills praised by the undertaker—were black; spring
and fall and wintertime. Great mountains of “slack,” the waste ore from the
mines that could not with profit (even with the labor of boys and girls) be
turned into Company dividends—mountains accumulating through the years
until their man-made, rounded shoulders rose almost as high as Nature’s
own handiwork. No trees grew on them, nor any springtime flowers. Iron
rail tracks constantly bridged their tops, so that more and even more refuse
could be hauled up and heaped up.

Smoke rose from them in the spring—some sort of combustion of
inflammable elements where the sun struck the hottest. Any flower would be
summarily destroyed. Any cloak of snow also, for the heat lasted into the
winter. It seemed they would remain black and smoking until the trumpet of
Gabriel sounded the end of Time.

Gabriel, however, did not yet rule the destiny of Coaltown. That office
was held by the Breaker—the “highest,” as Mr. Orloff had stated, in the
entire Wyoming Valley. Almost as high as the hills it raised its head at the
top of its black, wooden tower. It could smile indulgently when cities
boasted of their skyscrapers. Long before these steel-supported wonders, it



was standing there, unaided, where the town begins, as you approached from
the direction of Wilkes-Barre. Tower and sloping body looking not unlike a
prehistoric dinosaur, its erected fangs spitting into the heavens, its sloping,
swollen body trailing down to Mother Earth. By day and night one heard its
voice—the grinding and crunching of a vast internal machinery that
swallowed the freshly-mined coal ore at the top (where small, stubby cars
from the mines fed it on an endless chain), chewing and separating and
digesting this raw food into hard lumps of pure carbon power.

Its excrement formed the “slack” of the man-made hills.

This Breaker, and the mines that fed it, devoured men also—men and
children who were early put to work in them—took greedy toll of their
strength each day while planting a dark, sinister imprint of life-bondage
inside each human lung. Workers rarely lived beyond a middle age.

So—as if somehow to indemnify for all this unlovely and grim business
of living—at the faraway other end of the street, but up a steep incline and
around a sweeping bend, were the five cemeteries—as restful and beautiful
as the Breaker was ugly and horrific. Small cemeteries, only a few hundred
yards square, three on one side of the roadway and two on the other, but
each in its center had a raised wooden cross bearing a life-sized image of the
Blessed Saviour crucified, gazing down on the green mounds and their grey-
white headstones in painted compassion and understanding.

The cemeteries were on a sort of plateau high above the town, a plateau
surrounded by distant hills. There were farm lands in between the cemeteries
and the hills, where corn and wheat was grown. Coaltown and its works
seemed far away, though a walk of five minutes brought you there. Only if
you went to the far edge of one of these cemeteries could you see the human
habitations below, and then their ugliness was hidden. House roofs—even of
Coaltown—had a pleasant look. Only the Breaker reared itself in ugly
silhouette.

There were five cemeteries, because in the town there were five
churches scattered along Main Street. Two Polish, one Czech, one Russian,
and one Protestant. Five splotches of near beauty in the dreary lines of
“company houses.” Three of the churches were of brick—all had grass plots
around them; and the black dust from the Breaker seemed to respect these
holy oases. Four of them even had small, round beds of flowers—tulips in
the spring, geraniums when these were gone.

Some twenty-two other buildings also punctuated the monotonous row
of miners’ homes—not exactly splotches of beauty. Coaltown’s twenty-two



saloons.

There was also Nick Orloft’s “Dance Palace” with a square false-front,
an “American Store,” a “Funeral Parlor” (which we shall presently enter)
with a pool and billiard room at the back, and the Wyoming Hotel. This last
was avoided by any traveling salesman who had once spent a night under its
grimy roof—even if the buses had stopped running and one must pay a
dollar and fifty cents for a Ford to get back to Wilkes-Barre. For, as
undertaker Orloff had also indicated, Coaltown had no railway station. Just
freight tracks for guiding coal cars to the nearest main lines.

One word more. You have guessed that people lived in Coaltown, as
well as came there for burial. Poles and Russians for the most part, the older
ones straight from the immigrant boats, and still, after many years, clinging
to motherland customs and language. They married, had children, ate, slept,
worked, got drunk on Saturday, went to Mass on Sunday. You met the men
in the early morning on their way to the mine shafts in grime-stiff overalls
and tight-laced miners’ boots, rudely moulded Slavic faces beneath the hard,
visored caps with light-fixtures projecting at the front. These men went deep
into the earth—one thousand, fifteen hundred feet—to blast with dynamite
at the black wealth that was there. Sometimes there were accidents.
Eventually “miners’ asthma got you”—if the accidents “passed you up.”
Doctors called “miners’ asthma” by another name. Tuberculosis. But the
Breaker had to be fed.

And children were bred as rapidly as possible. It did not mean “more
mouths to feed.” It meant more hands to bring home “pay”—as soon as
those hands were large enough to work. They could “pick coal” on the slack
piles almost the first day legs could take them there. They could sit astride
the shoots in the Breaker at ten. Boys could become “helpers” in the mines
at twelve. Girls—if they could not earn money—could be married off at
fifteen. Three years at school was enough for anyone. That is, until a
heretofore vague thing called “the Government” stepped in and insisted on
more education and no child labor. But “the Government” was slow in
discovering Coaltown. It was off in the hills in its own private valley and
had no railroad station.

In the years that Olga Treskovna grew up there, the Breaker was the
Government.
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S UCH was the community that William Dunnigan of Hollywood and
Broadway was now rapidly approaching, riding arms folded in the
dusty front seat of Mr. Orloff’s hearse. Mr. Orloff was the brother of

Nick who operated the dance hall.

The body in the box inside the hearse was that of the aforementioned
Olga Treskovna.

This saga is indeed about this girl, the “Breaker Girl.” But Mr.
Dunnigan’s appearance calls for a paragraph.

Bill “White Spats” Dunnigan. For his striking bit of foot adornment had
attracted the attention of others besides the loungers about the Wilkes-Barre
station. It was known in fact from coast to coast, from Montreal to Mexico,
in theatrical, sporting, and newspaper circles, since this somewhat
conspicuous pedal accessory had long ago attached itself to the name and
fame, as well as to the shoes of its wearer.

“Spats” was a celebrity in his sphere. A genius perhaps. One of the ace
“press agents” of the show world. An eccentric genius who had been hired
and fired by practically every purveyor of amusements in the land. Product
of New York’s East Side; graduate of “promotion” for Dance Halls and
Burlesque, the race track and the prize ring and the circus into the most
astute representative of the finest of musical spectacles. Broadway’s top ace,
since the year he trumpeted to world renown, and (what is more difficult)
kept there for a decade, the name of a certain great “revue” producer whose
series of girl shows had held the spotlight for that (theatrically speaking)
lengthy period. With the death of this producer, Dunnigan had reached what
seemed to be the climax of a success career—a lucrative Hollywood
assignment. Up until one week ago he had been no less than chief drum
beater of the domain of Super Pictures, Inc., ruled by another great architect
of public entertainment, Marcus J. Harris.



At this moment, however, riding toward Coaltown in the Orloff hearse,
he no longer held this enviable and exalted position. He had been fired—
emphatically and conclusively fired—by the great Marcus Harris himself.
The catastrophe that brought it about was doubtless already Broadway
gossip, and would prevent his securing any future jobs with picture
companies or indeed in the regular theater.

So both the present and the future looked anything but bright—as dead,
it seemed to Dunnigan, as the foreboding countryside through which he was
now riding with an undertaker and a corpse.

He was at bottom “low” in both mood and estate. He was “broke,”
despite the three-hundred-and-fifty-dollar bank roll still reposing in his
wallet. For that bank roll was the “residue” of the estate of his late friend,
the girl in the wooden box, and he had promised her to carry out certain
sacred tasks.

He felt no resentment. What he was doing—what he had done—was for
her. But he was very tired and very blue. Riding five days—and nights—in a
day coach from California, eating meals from the baskets of itinerant
sandwich and coffee vendors (for the money must be carefully conserved for
the task ahead)—all this, with the funeral of a dear friend at its end, was not
conducive to an elation of the spirit. Not at least to Bill (White Spats)
Dunnigan.

The two men in the hearse had ridden the first few miles in silence. They
could have continued in silence to their journey’s end at Orloft’s Funeral
Parlor with its poolroom at the back as far as the press agent—or rather the
ex-press agent—was concerned.

He had certain information to obtain, but it could wait. The stolid,
expressionless face of the bullet-headed mortician who admired “slack
piles” did not promise interesting talk.

That gentleman did not speak because he had learned it was good
business to respect the “sorrow of bereavement,” to use a trade term.
Besides, he had to watch the none-too-smooth and always twisting
mountainous roadway over which they sped. But he was consumed with a
burning curiosity about this strange bird who had climbed down from the
trans-continental express at Wilkes-Barre.

Finally Mr. Orloft could endure the suspense no longer. Moreover, he
was wondering just what he could charge this cryptic, flashily-dressed city
gent from whom he had received a telegram marked Los Angeles,



California, five days before. That the name on the papers for the body—
Treskovna—meant nothing to him, added to the mystery. Why should such a
man, obviously not a native of these mining valleys, travel all the way
across the continent for the burial of someone whose name was also strange,
although it did sound Polish?

“You the husband?” Orloff asked at last.
CGN0.37

This reply was not encouraging, but having broken the ice the undertaker
tried again.

“I don’t recall ever seeing you around Coaltown before. Or knowing the
name of this deceased.” Orloff momentarily took a hand from the wheel in a
combination gesture of crossing himself and jerking a grimy thumb toward
the rear of the hearse.

Bill Dunnigan pulled himself out of thoughts of ironic frustration in a
rotten world. “I’m just a friend,” he said. “The girl came from your town.
Wanted to be buried here. Olga Treskovna, the name on the papers, was her
professional name.”

“Professional?”” Orloff made the word sound as if the dead girl had used
an alias in some illicit business.

“The theater,” said Dunnigan patiently. “It’s often done. The name she
was called here—what was it—Trocki—Olga Trocki.”

Olga Trocki! The car slowed down perceptibly. Turning, Dunnigan saw
the undertaker come to sudden life. Expression spread over the stolid face.
Sullen, resentful expression.

“You mean Stan Trocki’s kid?”

There was anxiety in the question that somehow did not have a kindly
ring.

“Why, yes. I think she told me that was her father’s name. He’s dead, |
believe.”

“He certainly is dead,” was the almost viciously prompt reply. “Nobody
knows that better than me! I did a hundred dollar funeral for that no-good
drunk on this girl’s say-so and never got paid for it.”

Orloff pulled over to the side of the road and stopped with a sudden
screeching of the brakes.



“Four years ago it were,” he proclaimed, his hands and mind now free to
concentrate on a matter of such financial magnitude. “She left town right
after that. Wilkes-Barre for awhile, and then nobody knew where. Sent me a
money order for ten dollars once from Chicago, but that’s the last I ever
heard of her. So it’s ninety she owes me now.”

Orloff glared at Mr. Dunnigan. The undertaker was sore, there was no
mistake.

“Well?” asked Dunnigan.

“If this deceased is Olga Trocki,” and the gesture toward the back of the
hearse was lacking in its former reverence, “I want cash in advance for
anything I do. And I want to know where I stand about the old man’s
account.”

Dunnigan really looked for the first time at his companion. He could
easily (he believed) throw this moon-faced, overfed, macabre ruffian into
the ditch beside his hearse. But he was too depressed in spirit to feel much
anger. And he thought of the girl. He’d promised to see this thing through
and he would.

“All right. Keep your shirt on, friend,” he said. “You shall have your
pound of flesh for the father. She made provision for it. And the present job
too will be cash on the barrel head—on the coffin head I suppose we ought
to say.” His voice grew sharper. “By the way, the father’s bill was only
eighty dollars, not a hundred, according to the girl.”

“It was a hundred,” reiterated Mr. Orloff. “There was extras for flowers,
and I had to pay the pallbearers. You see, her old man was no good and
nobody wanted to be a pallbearer——"

“I know all about that too,” Dunnigan interrupted. “Suppose we skip it.”
He realized Orloff made no move to start the car. “You mean, you want the
money—rtight here?”

“I wouldn’t mind seeing the balance on the old man’s bill,” said Mr.
Orloff decisively.

This time Dunnigan felt the muscles twitch in his right forearm. He had
to restrain a vigorous and well-trained fist connected with those muscles. He
hadn’t been press agent for six or seven world-championship fights without
acquiring a more than superficial knowledge of a brisk and singularly
effective uppercut.



But again he held himself in control. Olga Treskovna had told him, he
remembered, that there was only one undertaker in Coaltown.

“0. K.,” he said. “I’ll pay that here and now.”

He took out the wallet from his rear trouser pocket, and extracted a
hundred-dollar bill, painfully conscious that only two more “hundreds” and
one twenty and a few tens were all that remained. Abruptly he handed the
bill to Undertaker Orloff.

“Here. And according to your figures, there’s ten dollars change coming
to me.”

Orloff took the money but hesitated about the change. There was already
a charge for the trip to Wilkes-Barre and back to his “parlor,” and he was
getting involved in a completely new transaction with the day-coach-
traveling stranger—doubtless from his appearance also in the dubious
“theater business.” Still, he could not exactly unload a coffin at the roadside.
He decided he must take a chance.

From an inner pocket he produced a fat billfold (he had noted that
Dunnigan’s wallet was very lean) and carefully extracted the necessary
“ten.”

“We talk the business part of this girl’s job when we reach my place,” he
said, and stepped on the starter. “Understand—I ain’t givin’ no more credit.
As a businessman—I take it you’re also a businessman—you appreciate my
position. I have bills to meet myself.”

He steered back into the roadway and drove ahead again. He opened his
mouth to launch further “business” dissertation.

“I have to help my brother pay for a new bar in his dance hall,” he
commenced, but his companion wished the matter of the Orloff family
finances closed.

“Skip it, please,” commanded Dunnigan. “Just keep moving. I’ve quite a
lot to attend to. There’s a church called St. Michael the Archangel—" he was
consulting his notebook and thought, what a ridiculously pompous name!
—“I’ve got to find its priest.”

“It’s just near my place.” The shrug that accompanied the comment was
not expressive of approval for either the church or anyone who sought it.

But Dunnigan’s interest was only in its proximity.



“Good,” he said. “Maybe you won’t charge to point it out to me! I want
the funeral from that church tomorrow. Want to leave here tomorrow night,
as I told you. And don’t despair. I won’t ask for anything on the cuff. You’ll
be paid cash money—in advance. You can meet this week’s payment on
your brother’s precious dance-hall bar. Don’t forget, however, to give me a
receipt for the father’s bill. In full.”

Again Dunnigan withdrew to his own somber thoughts—thoughts not
brightened by an unfriendly and (to him) entirely bleak landscape. The
cruelty of the people of the little towns! It had been as bad as the girl had
said.

Her strangely sad, sensitive face was real and lifelike before him. Born
to these damned scowling hills! She had to “take it” from people like this
undertaker! God, why did she ever want to be returned here! Well, she had
wanted it passionately, and it was little enough he was doing to carry out that
wish.

Carry it out and get back to New York where even the faces of strangers
were friendly, and where a ten-dollar bill was not a matter of life and death.

Poor little kid! This then was journey’s end.

He felt more utterly and completely depressed (if that were possible)
than when he had boarded the train in Los Angeles.

He lit a fresh cigar and realized that it was the last Regina Perfecto.
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P oor little kid! Come to think of it, that had been his thought, his
audible comment, the first time he had laid eyes on her. But there was
no despair then in the phrase. It was journey’s beginning—and

beginnings are times of hope. And it was in New York. The city of eternal

hope.

It had been about three years before, on an April morning. Dunnigan had
walked up Broadway from his hotel, and there was the first magic of a first
spring day in the air. The water from the street sprinklers smelt fresh and
clean on the asphalt; the bright, open space straight ahead that was Times
Square blazed in the sunlight like a huge diamond. The tall buildings looked
newer and more upright against a sparkling sky—Ilike giant, belted, close-
ranked soldiers standing at smart attention along the canyon of the street.
Bill had even stood and gazed straight up at their trim lines—at the sky
toward which these bayonet-like lines seemed to rush with living swiftness.
He did crazy things like that sometimes.

He had now reached Forty-Second Street and he did another crazy thing.
On impulse, he walked in through the front of the Venus Burlesque Theater
near the corner. He had no connection with this theater. He had left
burlesque behind him a long time ago. The next day he was leaving for
Atlantic City to prepare the way for the out-of-town opening of Broadway’s
most famous yearly “revue.” But maybe one of his pals still was directing
the numbers at the Venus. Spring brought memories of old friends and old
days when he was trying to make the grade. There were always morning
rehearsals at the Venus for the new show with which each Sunday night
started the weekly grind. He hadn’t seen such a rehearsal for years!

Dunnigan was inside now and walked down the dark aisle, his shiny,
white-spatted shoes crunching peanut shells and empty candy boxes from
the previous day’s midnight show.



There was no feeling or smell of spring in the Venus Theater. A single
hundred-watt bulb on a short upright pipe coldly illuminated a line of girls
rehearsing in practice-clothes on the bare stage. In front of the line, a
slender, tired, shirt-sleeved dance director was showing the girls a new
“routine.” Over at one side the musical director sat wearily at a battered
upright piano. The rest was lost in shadow.

“One—two—three—pivot! One—two—three—pivot!” the dance
director intoned. And the piano banged out “I Can’t Give You Anything But
Love, Baby!” to which the musician added an occasional limp flourish of his
own devising. He was a disappointed composer.

“One—two—three—pivot!” droned the dance director again, and then
his voice rose angrily. “Stop! For the love of Mike!” In the sudden silence
his words hurtled out. “You—third from the end! Who told you you were a
dancer! Good God—don’t you know what pivot means?”

Dunnigan, unnoticed by the occupants of the stage, looked across the
dead orchestra pit at this third-from-the-end girl.

She was awkward and scared and looked at the director with terror in her
eyes. Green at such work, Dunnigan saw at once. But the cheap playsuit that
she wore could not entirely ruin the clean, slender, boyish figure—so slender
it seemed almost undernourished. And the terror could not hide the deep
blue of her large eyes—eyes wide apart in a beautiful, wistful face. Wistful
and forlorn. There was some unusual quality about her that held press agent
Dunnigan—trumpeter for the show that boasted “the most beautiful girls in
America.” Maybe it was just that he was sorry for her.

“Poor little kid!” was what he said to himself.

The dance director broke the spell. “You’re the new girl, aren’t you?
Well, you’re some lemon! This is a thee-a-ter, not a kindergarten. I’ll give
you one more chance to get it right!”

The girl, too frightened to answer, merely bowed her head. Her hair was
long, Dunnigan noted, and seemed a silken brown. The cleanness of the
outside springtime—that was her lure! A delicate flower growing in a line of
sturdy weeds. The other girls were hardened “chorines”; chunky of body,
blank of face, hair bobbed, they did their steps with a tired, professional
precision. They were automatons—cold and bleak and lifeless as the winter
that was over and gone.

This third-from-the-end girl was Spring. Spring trapped in the Venus
Burlesque Theater!



The musical director had finished lighting his new cigarette from the
butt of the old one. The tinny piano burst into action again. And Dunnigan’s
eyes watched his Spirit of Spring proceed to a new debacle.

She was trying to watch the dance director, her own feet, the girl next
her, all at the same time, in her desperation to understand and copy a
“pivot.” She stumbled and nearly fell as she tried this simple dance
movement on the next count. To make it worse, she threw out of step the
girls each side of her. Dunnigan felt a curious alarm and sympathy.

Unfortunately for her, the mind of the dance director was not
Dunnigan’s. It was not focused on any such abstractions as the contrasting
of Winter and Spring, of flowers and weeds. Nor did it flow this morning
with a generous, springtime sympathy for his fellow man—or woman. He
had a new show to put on the boards by Sunday night. And the old show to
keep going meantime. Godalmighty! He wanted a “pivot” after three steps!
His patience was exhausted.

“You—third from the end! Out! And stay out!” He spoke the words with
a grim finality.

Dunnigan, watching the girl, thought he had never seen on anyone’s face
such a look of utter terror. And now she spoke.

“Please,” she said, and the voice, though frightened, was low and
musical. “I can do it. If you’ll just give me a chance. I’ll stay after the
rehearsal and practice till I learn ”

“Sorry, sister.”

Sometimes we do things we cannot explain. Things that change our
entire lives.

“Tom!” called out Bill Dunnigan, and as the dance man wheeled toward
the footlights and peered out into the semi-darkness, “Tom—give the kid a
break!”

Dunnigan had no idea why he spoke up so suddenly. It was none of his
damn business! It was as though he were listening to someone else say the
words that tumbled from his mouth.

But the startled dance man could not mistake or forget that hearty voice.

“Bill! Bill Dunnigan!” he cried. He was suddenly all smiles. A younger
man by a dozen years! The great press agent of the great five-dollar
Broadway musicals—his old buddie, Bill Dunnigan—had not forgotten him!



He had taken the trouble to come into a humble, fifty-cent burlesque house
to say hello! “Gee! Is it really you! I’ll be right down, Bill!”

He wheeled back to his line of girls. “Relax!” he shouted. “Take a
smoke! This is my friend Bill Dunnigan, the king of press agents!” He was
by this time half way through the wings.

Dunnigan saw the startled third-girl-from-the-end looking down into the
dark void that was the orchestra. She could not discern clearly the exact
appearance of this sudden interceder from Heaven. Except that he was tall,

and wore a light-colored suit, and a dark derby cut at an angle across his
forehead.

“Oh thank you, sir,” she stammered. “Thank you so very much! I really
can do it. It’s just that——"

“Forget it,” came back Dunnigan’s voice from the void. “Relax. I’ll try
to fix it for you, kid.”

The next moment the press agent stood wondering. Why the hell should
he be taking the part of a pathetic, amateur, starved-looking, entirely
unknown-to-him chorus girl! Even if her eyes were big. It was the Spring
perhaps. He’d better get to a bar and have a sobering Scotch!

“Gee, Bill, I read about you in Variety!” The dance director was beside
Dunnigan, his hand affectionately on the press agent’s shoulder. “You don’t
forget old friends! Most of ’em do when they climb out of this five-a-day
stuff—comedians—advance men—prima donnas ”

“Shut up! We’re all in show business,” said Dunnigan. He had been fond
of this humble dance man who really knew his stuff. But his eyes were again
drawn to the stage. The line of girls had vanished into the wings for their
“smoke.” But the third-from-the-end stood there alone, uncertain of her fate,
her eyes still pleading for a chance.

“This kid,” Dunnigan said—he was in for it now—"“You’ll give her a
break, won’t you, Tom? She—she’s a friend of mine. I know her people.”

Was it again the intoxication of Spring that made him tell these lies?

“Sure, Bill, sure!” the dance man replied. “Any friend of yours can have
anything I can give.”

He turned and called up to the waiting figure on his stage. “You’re still
in, sister. Hang around. But learn to pivot. For God’s sake, learn to pivot!”



He called toward the wings, “Nellie!” A bleached and scarred veteran
among the dancers sauntered onto the stage.

“Nellie, take this new girl and teach her how to pivot. She’s a friend of
Bill Dunnigan’s. Go on, siste—Nellie will give you the routine. And Nellie!
Tell the girls they can take fifteen minutes. I’ll be back at eleven-thirty,
sharp!”

The third-girl-from-the-end wanted to say a word of thanks, but there
was a choke in her throat. Besides, the two men had turned and were striding
up the theater aisle in animated conversation. A side door opened; for a
moment they were silhouetted against the bright outside light. The slight
figure of the dancing man—the tall figure with a rounded derby cocked at its
rakish angle. Angels come to this earth perhaps in strange guises! But the
girl Nellie was at her elbow and pulling her aside.

“Come on,” she drawled. “I’ll show you how it’s done. A friend of Bill
Dunnigan’s, eh? What the hell are you doing in this dump!”

The “friend of Bill Dunnigan” did not see him again. Not for a long
time, at any rate. Bill didn’t return to the burlesque theater after the drinks at
the Astor Bar. He had the urge to speak about the girl, but how could he talk
to the dance director of someone “whose family he knew” and yet of whose
name even he hadn’t the slightest idea! He left town early the following
morning. And from Atlantic City he moved on to Boston, then Montreal,
then Detroit. His big show needed more “fixing” than usual before its
Broadway opening.

He thought of her at times—a strange thing for him to do, for his busy
mind was not on women, except as they were part of the scenery of the
productions he represented. Riding in a plane, or in his drawing room on a
train, her face would suddenly appear before him. Sad and terrified and
beautiful—as she had looked when the dance man discharged her.

Poor little kid!

When he finally did return to New York, he went again one morning into
the Venus Theater. He told himself he was going to visit the dance director.
He knew it was to find out about the third-from-the-end girl.

No luck. The house had completely changed hands. The dance director
and his entire troupe had been transferred to a “stock” in Chicago. Dunnigan
could only wonder if this girl were still with it.

“I hope she made the grade. I hope she learned to pivot,” he said to
himself as he moved on to his own resplendent show house.



He learned long afterwards that she had written him a note of thanks.
The dance man had given her the name of a theater in Atlantic City. But with
a constant changing of theaters during those weeks, the note somehow had
never reached the ace press agent.

Time dulls all memories. Only it was a curious thing that ever so often
Bill Dunnigan would see her eyes—feel her presence. Ah well, maybe he
would run into her again sometime. Show business was like that!

“Poor little kid.”
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D UNNIGAN was yanked back into the present by another sudden
screeching of the brakes of Orloff’s hearse. They had reached the
“funeral parlor.”

The town had no outskirts. One minute you were traveling in the
countryside, the next you were on Main Street. The press agent looked out at
the grimy building with its obviously false, second-story front. His spirits
sank further, and he felt a fierce resentment against the whole place and the
man beside him.

“My parlors,” said Orloff.

Dunnigan climbed down to the roadway, lifted out his suitcase and
crossed to the sidewalk. The large paving stones were cracked and dirty.
Already his shoes needed a new shine. His famous spotless spats were a
pasty grey, above which he watched for a moment several black coal flecks
hover and then comfortably imbed themselves. His clothes needed brushing
and pressing and he could feel fresh soot on his derby rim as he adjusted it
to its proper angle. Soot like a non-melting black snow! It stuck to his
fingers. What a place!

With hardly a glance about, he followed Orloff into the “office” of the
“parlors.” Here there was a smell of stale tobacco and stale beer. The
unmistakable click of pool balls came from an adjoining rear room.

“My billiard parlor,” said Orloff. “If you have some time to kill, make
yourself at home there. It’s twenty-five cents an hour.”

So in Coaltown you came in at the same door to shoot a game of pool or
bury your dead! Or you could combine these activities.

Dunnigan seldom bargained. Ever since he had been successful enough
to be “in the money” he had paid for what he wanted without question—
even if he knew the charge was exorbitant. “Keep the change” was his



financial slogan. But when his anger was aroused he could be as close as
any man. Also, paying the father’s bill had been an unexpected, forgotten
liability. He had to watch the bank roll or he would run out of cash.

He knew very well that the one hundred and fifty dollars first proposed
by Orloft for the meeting of the train at Wilkes-Barre, transportation of the
body to Coaltown, the “repose” of the body that night in the funeral parlor,
the use of the hearse and one carriage the next day to the church and the
cemetery, was an outrageous overcharge. But it took half an hour of
haggling to reduce it to one hundred and twenty-five dollars. As he handed
over the money Dunnigan insisted on an itemized receipt, marked “Paid in
Full.” He somehow did not have an implicit faith in the Orloff integrity.

He noted that he had now left in the wallet a hundred and thirty-five
dollars.

“I forgot—there’ll be a charge for pallbearers,” Orloff added, as he
handed Dunnigan a finger-marked receipt. “I don’t think the deceased has
any friends or relatives here. So the pallbearers will have to be paid.
Somebody must carry the coffin out of the church and up at the cemetery.”

“Well?” said Dunnigan, too disgusted to fight further. Orloff was the
master at this sordid business.

“I can get six men to carry the coffin at two dollars a head,” said Orloff.
“That’s twelve dollars. Then they’ll have to wear black gloves. They’re a
dollar a pair—special funeral rate. That makes a total of eighteen dollars.”

“You couldn’t quite make up the twenty-five dollars, could you?” said
Dunnigan, as he again produced his wallet.

“Huh?” said Orloff.

“Skip it,” said Dunnigan. “You know what I mean. But we’ll argue no
further. We’ll do it right—pallbearers, black gloves—a complete
production.” He extracted the twenty-dollar bill, and handed it over. “Keep
the two-dollar change,” he added. He even felt a repugnance to take money
coming from this undertaker’s clothing. “That’s a tip for your consideration
and courtesy.”

Orloff pocketed the twenty. For two dollars he should worry about the
obvious sarcasm of the last remark!

“But I want a receipt for that also,” said Dunnigan. “Mark it, ‘for six
pallbearers and six pairs of gloves for same, paid in full.” ”



“Why sure,” said Orloff. If this city wise guy wanted to load up with
receipts in exchange for folding money, he was quite welcome. The
undertaker wrote out and handed over another piece of paper. On this one
the ink was smeared.

Business triumphantly concluded, Orloff changed his mood. “Have a
drink,” he smirked, and without waiting for an answer produced a bottle and
two glasses from a drawer in his table desk.

“No thanks,” said Dunnigan. “Thanks just the same.” He felt the need of
a drink, but not with Mr. Orloff.

“Suit yourself,” said Orloff, and poured a shot and sipped it slowly. He
was pleased with himself. He had collected an old account he had
considered lost. He had extracted all the traffic would bear (he craftily
surmised) from this stranger. A home-town customer would have paid fifty
dollars for a similar job. His cleverness filled him with a pleasant sense of
accomplishment. He guessed Dunnigan didn’t have much more money left
in his wallet, probably just about enough to take care of the “church part” of
the arrangements. He hoped Dunnigan didn’t think that was free! He
mentioned it now, as his customer was placing the two receipts in his wallet.

“You’ll have to arrange with the priest about the plot at the cemetery,
and the grave digging and the burial service. That’s their graft. I just deliver
to the graveside and lower in. What church was it you said you wanted?”

Dunnigan once more consulted his notebook. That ridiculous long name
again! “St. Michael the Archangel,” he repeated wearily.

“Good,” said Orloff. “You’ve picked the right one for this deceased.
They’ll do it cheapest. They need the money.” He finished his drink and
poured another. “It’s across the street, down the block a little. The wooden
one that needs painting. Father Paul is the priest’s name. A poor sap. No
business ability. His church falling to pieces. Spends his time praying, I
guess, and visiting sick women. Doesn’t know how to hustle for the dough.”

A third drink from the bottle was putting the undertaker in a jovial and
communicative mood. He continued, though he had to retain his listener by
a hand on the arm. “Now take Father Spinsky up the street. The big brick
church. There’s a go-getter! Made friends with the mineowners. They live in
Cleveland but come here once a year. Got them to put in a new organ last
time. Preaches sermons about working hard and being happy with your lot.
Ha, ha! A smart guy! You’d have to pay double if you were dealing with
him! Yes—Father Paul’s the right place for you——"



Bill Dunnigan clenched his fists, then slowly unclenched them. He had
stood about all he could from this man, but he must not lose control.

“The hotel is where?”” he asked.

“Two doors down. Has a veranda in front. “The Wyoming Hotel’ painted
on a sign. Want me to introduce you there?”

“No, thanks. I’'ll find it. I’1l leave my suitcase here, however, while I see
the priest, if you don’t mind. Where is the coffin now?”

“In the parlor. That’s what you’re paying for. Want to see it?”
“Yes.”

Orloff got up and opened a door. Another dingy room that faced the
street, but the blinds were drawn. Bill had picked up his suitcase and placed
it by the box that stood on a long stand against the wall. The coffin was still
in its shipping case of plain wood. He felt that his suitcase would keep it
company while he was gone. That Olga Treskovna would know she had at
least one friend in this dreadful town.

“I’1l take the coffin out of the box,” said Orloff.

“Let it stay as it 1s,” said Dunnigan, “until we remove it to the church.”
He had a feeling that the more protection the girl had around her in Orloff’s
place the better.

“You’re the boss,” said Orloff with an indifferent upturn of his hands. “It
won’t cost you any extra. Of course, usually friends want to come here to
pay their last respects to the deceased and leave flowers, but in this case I
don’t think we’ll be bothered.” A new, lucrative thought occurred to him.
“Now if you want any flowers—that’s another thing I forgot—I can provide
them for whatever you can afford to spend——"

“No flowers,” said Dunnigan. “Would you mind now just leaving me
here alone?”

“Make yourself at home. And this evening don’t forget—if you want to
shoot some pool—or perhaps you don’t play pool——"

The look on Bill Dunnigan’s face was not a pleasant one. Mr. Orloff
decided not to press the question. “I’ve got to put my hearse in the garage,”
he said, and withdrew.

Dunnigan stood by the long box that was the abode of Olga Treskovna.
He touched it with his hand. He looked at the bare walls of the room. The
horrible, faded wallpaper was broken only by a small cross nailed just above



where the coffin stood. There was a framed motto on another wall, but it
was in Polish and he could not read it. It should read “Cash in Advance,” he
thought. But he felt a little better just to be near her—alone with her.

“I love you, kid,” he said suddenly. “It isn’t much good to tell you that
now—but maybe you can hear me. Maybe you knew it all along. We just
didn’t get the breaks, kid. You and me. Your star went back on you. My luck
ran out. But I’'m still here, kid. I’'ll get you out of this joint tomorrow and
into that church, and then where you wanted to be. I’ll fight these Coaltown
bastards—they shan’t gyp you out of that—they shan’t hurt you any more!
Coaltown shan’t hurt you any more!”

And it seemed to Bill that he could see her, not in that pine-cased box,
but as she looked the time they really met—that second time—smiling—
lovely—and he lived over in a few seconds an evening that had been burned
into his memory.
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l 7 had happened about two years after he had first seen her in New York.
Christmas Eve. In a certain middle-west metropolis that shall be
nameless.

Dunnigan arrived in late afternoon. He was out “in advance” of a trans-
continental tour of his great revue, which was scheduled to play that city for
two nights the second week of January.

He arrived to find the local theater closed tight, having no attraction to
offer that week. The manager himself was not even in town. A bachelor, he
lived at the hotel where Dunnigan registered, and the advance agent was
informed he had gone to the country to spend the holiday with his mother.
No telephone there.

The men in the city’s two newspaper offices were strangers. This was
one city in which Dunnigan did not have a single friend, or at least one
friendly acquaintance.

Such work as he could do, visiting the papers and arranging his
railroading, he soon finished. He returned to the hotel.

The hotel seemed deserted. Even the usual downstairs gathering of
traveling salesmen was missing. Apparently they had planned to be home on
this day of days to be spent at home.

Dunnigan found himself the lone occupant of the solemn row of chairs
in front of the solemn row of brass spittoons in the lobby. Brass spittoons,
though decorative and companionable, were not good conversationalists,
and the desk clerk, bitter that he had to work on Christmas Eve, had decided
also to wrap himself in a mantle of silence. Even the always-dependable-for-
a-chat girl at the newspaper and cigar counter had closed up shop at eight
o’clock and gone to the bosom of her family.



Dunnigan left the hotel and started on a walk about the town. Late
shoppers hurried past, friendly of face, but not for him. There was a civic
tree in the main square, but its blaze of light seemed a mockery. He thought
of his own Times Square and the Astor Bar! Half a hundred friends in every
block! The warm-blooded city of hotels and restaurants and theaters.

This place boasted that it was a “city of homes.” In fact, that was its
motto. Dunnigan cursed this midwestern city. No one but a homeless man
can understand the utter loneliness of a stranger on Christmas Eve in a “city
of homes.”

Two motion-picture “palaces” and one theater were still open. The
theater was a burlesque house, according to the legend on its flickering
electric sign. Dunnigan did not care for the tawdriness of burlesque. He had
seen too much of it when he’d earned his salary from promoting its wares,
but he cared less for the “double features” of the picture palaces. He bought
a ticket and entered the burlesque theater. At least he would find there live
actors behind real footlights! Not canned music—canned emotions.

He hardly had seated himself in the half empty orchestra before he saw
her. She stood on the stage well down front, backed by the usual line of
dancing girls, and she was singing a song.

His heart beat faster the moment he recognized her. She radiated that
same sad beauty that had struck him so forcibly when he’d glimpsed her for
the first time at the Venus Burlesque Theater on Forty-Second Street; but
now she didn’t look undernourished, nor was she awkward and unsure of
herself.

Instead of that ill-fitting, cheap playsuit, she wore a daring, clinging
gown of satin and rhinestones that accentuated her slender figure. Her eyes
were made up now with mascara and shadow, and her painted lips were full
and red. For a moment Dunnigan’s heart sank—had she become a strip-tease
girl?—but knowing his burlesque and sizing up her “spot,” he decided she
had not. She was the soubrette—the singer of songs who filled out the
tableau numbers, the girl who acted as a foil for the comedians in the
sketches.

The words of her song were pretty cheap, almost vulgar, and soon she
was joined by a loose-trousered comedian who added to their vulgarity by
suggestive postures and grimaces. But the girl was neither cheap nor vulgar.
Even the comic could not make her so. She managed to give to the song a
certain distinction—what Dunnigan called “class.”



“The child has talent!” he thought. And then, “Poor little kid!”

He looked at the program to discover her name. His third-girl-from-the-
end had a somewhat unusual name. Olga Treskovna.

“Nice name too!” thought Bill. He decided she was Russian.

He watched her through the entire performance. She played her part
competently in several sketches. She sang two other songs. She was not
rough enough for the complete pleasure of most of the audience, but they
paid her talent the respect of a quiet listening. Bill Dunnigan got a thrill and
a lift of spirits.

After the finale, Dunnigan went around and down a dark alley to the
stage door. He scribbled his name on a piece of paper torn from the program
and sent it in by a sleepy doorman. A twenty-five cent tip permitted him to
wait inside the door as well as pay the messenger. It was growing cold
outside; a flurry of snow had started to fall.

She came out more quickly than he expected. The make-up was
completely gone from her face and eyes. The same wistful face with the
large eyes. Her fur-trimmed coat and hat were in quiet taste. There was no
polish on her fingernails. Dunnigan was glad of all that. He had an aversion
to theater girls who carried their stage make-up and their stage-dress styles
into the street.

“Mr. Dunnigan!” she said, and shyly held out her hand.

She, too, was noticing some things. That the derby hat he quickly
removed cut an angle across his forehead. A rakish angle. There was a
certain silhouette, framed in the side door of a theater back in New York,
that such a derby had helped to make indelible. Bill thought there was a
catch in her voice. He took her hand and held it a moment.

It was the first time he was close to her. He discovered that she was more
lovely up close than at thirty or forty feet across the footlights. There was
character in her face, a sense of proud loneliness in her clear blue eyes, and
an alluring ruefulness in the curve of her lips.

“You remember me, kid?” he asked.

“I have remembered you every night in my prayers for two years,” she
answered. Her voice was low and sincere.

Bill Dunnigan had been remembered before—in curses, in newspaper
anecdotes, in barroom stories—but never, so far as he could recall, in
prayers! It was a trifle disconcerting.



He tried to turn it off with a laugh. “I guess you learned how to pivot that
day in New York.”

“If T hadn’t, I would have had to learn how to live without eating!” she
replied. “In fact, [ was learning. I hadn’t eaten for two days when you helped
me that morning. I was just a little weak in the legs.” She smiled.

Bright sunlight, it seemed to Dunnigan, sunlight and then shadow, for
her face had a curious Slavic sadness. Gee! It was good to see her again! But
he spoke of a practical matter.

“Speaking of eating, we’re going to eat now,” he exclaimed. “That is, if
you are free. I’'m not cutting in on some boy friend? No? Had your
Christmas Eve dinner yet? No? Good! I don’t know what we can find open
at midnight in this locked-up burg, but we can try. You’ve saved my life,
kid, you sure have! I was going batty from loneliness!”

Dunnigan’s fears about dinners at midnight in that town were well
founded. The hotel dining room was closed. The chef had gone home. The
Palace Restaurant was closed. The Childs Restaurant had been closed since
early afternoon. For this was a city of Christian homes.

Wait. There was still a light in Ming Gow’s Chinese Restaurant on the
second floor of a building across from the hotel. “Open All Night” was
printed boldly on the window. Blessed words for two strangers seeking
feasting and a little happiness on the eve of the birthday of Him who died to
bring happiness into a locked-up, selfish world.

It remained for a “heathen Chinee” to bring that Christian feast and
happiness to Olga Treskovna and Bill Dunnigan.

Ming Gow was a gentleman of the old school—a school that dated back
five thousand years. One might venture to say that he was more of a
gentleman than the president of the local Board of Trade (and the First
National Bank) who had ruled that all public eating and drinking places
owned by members of the “Association” must close on Christmas Eve—out
of respect for the “sacred character” of the day.

Ming Gow was not a member of the exalted “Association.” He was not
even a Christian. He followed the ancient faith of his ancestors. So he
remained open, in heathen ignorance of his impiety.

And he quickly understood the need of two strangers who knocked at his
gate this Christ Day Eve, understood it not as a tradesman, but as one
gentleman understands another, in spite of the language in which that need
was expressed by Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan, who was by now out of his



dumps and in the finest of press-agent fettle. For at the end Ming Gow
refused, obdurately refused, to accept payment for his fare.

“Listen, old boy,” Dunnigan said to the elderly Oriental, who always
greeted his guests just inside the door at the top of the flight of steep stairs,
“we are damned aliens like yourself, far from the homeland and the festive
board of our fathers! We seek sustenance—in simpler words, food or grub.
But not just ordinary grub. We look for a meal that will bring a glow to the
heart and a thrill to the soul, as well as a mere filling of the belly! For know
you, this is Christmas Eve, and not a damn Christian place is open in this
Christian city of this Christian land of America the free! You alone, out of
all the citizens of this town, burn the welcoming lamp in your window. You
alone, by the insignia on your glass banner yonder, indicate that the yule log
is blazing inside for any who shall enter at this hour! We accept your
hospitality. We are here! Do you get me, kid? Can you do the trick? A
Christmas Eve dinner de luxe!”

The solemn face of Ming Gow lit up with a broad smile. He took an
immediate liking to this tall stranger in the plaid suit and the black derby at
an angle. He liked the honest Irish eyes that looked straight into his. He
liked the girl with the man—the girl who reminded him of a lotus flower.
And he appreciated the speech of introduction, for he had been a diligent
student of the curious American language for the ten long years since he had
arrived from China.

“Cast aside your fears. Leave it all to me,” Ming Gow said in perfect
English. “I welcome you to my poor restaurant that is also my home. Please
to consider that for tonight it is your home also. Be seated. Do not, I ask
you, take up that printed bill-of-fare. I remove it. Such trash is not for you.
Never before in America have I had guests after my own heart—guests who
placed themselves at my feet. I humbly place myself at yours. I myself retire
to prepare what you shall eat. I will try not to disappoint. I believe I can do
—as you say—the trick.”

And what a meal it was! Two servants brought forth and spread over the
imitation-marble table-top a fine linen cloth embroidered with dragons and
strange flowers. Ming Gow himself served them a cocktail, which was a
concession to America, but it was unusual with fruit juices and the white of
an egg added to its base of carioca rum.

Then the servants brought a soup brewed in a melon with lotus seeds and
bits of chicken and ham and stuffed noodles. Then came an entrée of
walnuts and shrimps in a casing of crusty flakes that melted to the tongue.



Then spareribs of pork with a luscious sauce that had the fragrance of rare
incense. Roast duck came next, the meat rich autumn-brown outside and
tender and juicy beneath, all swimming in a sauce sprinkled with almonds.
Fried rice appeared with this, and snow peas, and mushrooms, and hearts of
bok choy. And for dessert, fresh pineapple in a wine sauce, and a preserve of
ginger and melon and golden limes held captive for a year in honey.

So the two of them sat there in Ming Gow’s Chinese Restaurant in a
town they had never seen before and would never see again, eating and
drinking on the blessed Eve of the Christ Mass; and it had seemed to
Dunnigan that he felt warmer and friendlier and happier than ever before in
all his life. They didn’t talk much at first; they merely sat close together
across the narrow table and concentrated on the wondrous food. And were
content with all the world. Just as if they had known each other for years.
But toward the end of the feasting they began talking of many things.

And then—between the spareribs and the roast duck—a startling idea
occurred to Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan. It was such a startling idea that he
felt his breath coming short. Was he in love with this girl out of burlesque,
this girl whom he had seen only once before? Was he in love for the first
time in his life—and was Olga Treskovna to be the woman?
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[ 7T really didn’t happen all at once. Looking back, Dunnigan realized the
thought must have germinated when he had first laid eyes on her in the
Forty-Second Street Venus Burlesque Theater. That’s why her face had

appeared before him on trains and in planes. And the germ, never entirely

dead, had stirred to life when he touched her hand in the backstage hallway
of that other midwest burlesque house an hour earlier.

And now it was blossoming in his mind, full-grown and developed, and
Dunnigan was assailed by exhilaration and bewilderment.
He had learned a little about her. “You are Russian?” he had asked.

“No. Polish. That is, my father and mother were Polish. I was born in
America. A little mining town in Pennsylvania that I’'m sure you’ve never
even heard of!”

“I don’t believe there is a town in America I haven’t been in,” said the
theater press agent.

“Then I will spoil your ever making that boast again,” laughed the girl.
“I’m sure you were never in Coaltown.”

“Coaltown?”
“You see, I'm right! It’s really there. But it isn’t even a one-night stand!”

“I’ve been in Wilkes-Barre and Scranton. That’s coal country. They used
to be grand three-day engagements.”

“You were very near my home then. It lies south and west of them. Off
in the hills. I love the hills. Don’t you?”

“I’'m afraid I don’t know much about them, except that they’re hard on
the knees when you have to climb ’em in cities like Albany and San
Francisco! I was born in New York. I’m just a city guy. Get more of a kick
out of tall buildings than mountains. Know mountains mainly by the rough



ride they give you when you have to travel them on a sleeper jump. But tell
me—born way out there in those hills, how in the world did you ever get
onto the stage of a burlesque theater in Forty-Second Street! Whatever made
you want to ‘go on the stage,’ as they say?”

“I didn’t exactly want that at first,” she said. “I didn’t even know about
theaters! But I did want to give something worthwhile to the world—
something beautiful and clean and good—for everything I knew seemed the
other way round. You must smile to hear this from the soubrette of Max
Weinstock’s Star and Garter Show. But I don’t consider that I’'m even ‘on
the stage’ yet.”

“But why, then »

“Why did I pick burlesque? For an economic reason, I think you’d say.
I’d heard the almost unbelievable story that girls in burlesque earned
twenty-five dollars a week! That seemed a fabulous fortune when you were
earning twenty dollars a month, even if your meals were thrown in.”

“Twenty dollars a month?”

“As a waitress in a counter-restaurant in Wilkes-Barre. You see, I didn’t
make the jump direct from Coaltown to Broadway, or rather to Forty-Second
Street. I guess that wouldn’t have happened ever!”

“Even Abraham Lincoln made a stop at Springfield, Illinois, on his way
from a log cabin to Washington!” commented Dunnigan. And they laughed
happily.

“When I was a girl in Coaltown,” she continued, “I thought I’d write—
write songs and poetry about the hills. But my father died. My mother had
died when I was born. I didn’t have a relative in all America. I didn’t want to
work picking coal at the Breaker any more. The other girls in town already
called me ‘the Breaker Girl’ because I worked there after school. You see, 1
couldn’t always get the black dust out of my fingernails. Sometimes it even
stuck behind my ears!”

“You mean as a child you worked down in the coal mines!”

“Not down in the mine. The Breaker is the outside part of it. The great
black building that sticks up above all mining towns, into which the coal ore
is poured and crushed and sorted. I got ten cents an hour. Oh, that was a lot
of money, and I didn’t mind. Except on a June day sometimes, when I
wanted to walk in the woods. We were very poor. My father was—not well
—some of the time. Groceries had to be paid for. Even coal in winter. We



had to buy that from the Company. And while I could go barefoot in
summer, [ had to buy shoes in the winter.”

“I shouldn’t have thought your father would let you work in this
Breaker!” exclaimed Dunnigan. It was then that the thought staggered him.
Was he in love with this girl? Why else this intense concern that she had
worked for ten cents an hour in a coal “breaker” at a time that he was
making two hundred dollars a week! Why this absurd resentment that he had
not known her then, so that he could have protected her!

He stopped eating. He swallowed hard. He had never been in love with a
woman. He was forty years old. There had, of course, been women in his
life. Romances—in the easy way of a gypsy existence. A dozen assorted
blondes and brunettes and redheads. But he had never for one instant
imagined he was in love.

He had never concerned himself about the meaning and the texture of
love. That was something that happened to other people and usually brought
them trouble in plenty! It was a “situation” used by playwrights—hokum to
stir audiences.

Maybe it really existed! What exactly was love? And why did he wonder
if he loved Olga Treskovna?

“My father didn’t exactly like me to work in the Breaker,” the girl was
saying rather wistfully. “But what else could I do in Coaltown and still go to
school, and earn as much as three dollars a week? Sometimes more! Oh,
father had some fine qualities. He could play beautiful music on his
accordion that he brought from the old country. He must have known a
hundred Polish songs! Some of them I’ve never heard anywhere else. |
know most of them too.

“Someday—if I can really study singing—I will give a recital of Polish
songs. When I was working in New York, I used to walk up to Carnegie Hall
late at night after our midnight show, and I’d stand and imagine my name
was on one of the billboards outside: ‘Olga Treskovna—In Her Yearly
Recital of Polish Folk Songs.” I even planned the kind of dress I would wear
—a peasant dress that was my mother’s—it was Poland’s colors, red and
white—my father had a picture of her wearing it. Oh, she was beautiful! But
it was all foolish of me, wasn’t it? Imagine me famous enough to give a
recital in Carnegie Hall!”

“Not at all,” Dunnigan said. The girl was surprising him with every new
statement. “Maybe someday your name will be on the billboard at Carnegie



Hall. And on other halls. But what did your father do besides sing these
Polish songs?”

“Oh, he was a miner. All the men in Coaltown are miners. Except the
men who run saloons. It wasn’t too bad a trade, if father had been—been
well. But there were times when he didn’t bring home any ‘pay.” The
Company paid every two weeks. But these songs—there was a lovely one
about a dying Polish soldier.” Olga Treskovna hummed a strange Slavic
melody.

Dunnigan stopped eating entirely and stared at her while she hummed
the song. He sure liked the way she looked, the rueful curve of her lips, the
throaty sincerity in her voice. All the tragedy and glory of the plains of
Poland were in that voice. And it crossed his mind—was it artistry—talent
—the old theater hokum that made him think he loved the woman he had
met by chance only for the second time? Could that be it? Nonsense. He had
listened to the greatest and they’d left him cold.

She finished humming the melody and smiled at him. Shadow and
sunlight!

“That’s beautiful,” Dunnigan said. “I guess your talent as a singer would
have drawn you sooner or later into the theater.”

“I love music,” she said. “I learned to play my father’s accordion a little
when I was hardly big enough to hold it. How he would laugh at me! I want
to study it someday. I’d like to play the violin too. I don’t think I could ever
sing really greatly, but maybe I could make a violin sound like a great
human voice.

“Or to be able to play an organ! There was a good pipe organ in my
church in Coaltown. I went to Mass sometimes three or four times on
Sunday, just to hear it. I found out when the organist practiced at night, and
I’d sit on the church steps and listen. The organist was a blind woman. I
thought if a blind person could learn to play, surely I could learn!

“The other girls preferred to listen to the juke-box music that came from
the saloons. They would dance to it on the sidewalks. I guess I wouldn’t
have had such a trouble holding that job on Forty-Second Street if I had
practiced with them!”

“How did you get to New York?” Dunnigan asked.

“The restaurant where I worked in Wilkes-Barre was near the old
Wilkes-Barre Theater. It didn’t get many plays by that time. But it booked
burlesque two days a week. The girls from these shows came to the



restaurant to eat. One of the girls took a liking to me. She had come from a
small town, also, and was homesick. I got to know her. She gave me her
name, and told me to look her up if I ever came to New York.”

“And so you came.”

“I had saved a few dollars. I didn’t like the work in the restaurant. I
didn’t like the dirty dishes. And my boss. He began to notice me when his
wife wasn’t around. He was fat and ugly, and his hands were never quite
clean. He frightened me. One night I just left. Put my three dresses in a
bundle and took the midnight bus for New York.

“I couldn’t find the girl who had given me her address. It was a little
hotel off Times Square. She really lived there, but was away on the road. So
I started to look for one of those marvelous twenty-five-dollar-a-week jobs!
I went only to the burlesque theaters. Funny, I was afraid to go to any of the
others. Just knowing that burlesque girl made me feel that I knew burlesque!

“Some of them wanted new girls, but not girls without experience. I
could sing a little, but the dancing broke me. You saw yourself what
happened when I got to that part! Never before had I gotten as far as the
rehearsal line. I lied to your friend, the Venus dance director. I told him I
knew dancing. I was desperate. My money had been gone for several days.
The hotel manager told me that morning I would be locked out of my room
unless I paid him or had a job. I simply had to get work!

“I was too proud to go back to Wilkes-Barre. It would have been a long
walk, anyway! I thought I would have to try New York counter-restaurants
where maybe I could hold a job without dancing experience! And perhaps
the New York dishes wouldn’t be so dirty! Then you saved my ‘career.”

Olga Treskovna smiled again. When she really smiled, it was radiant.

Dunnigan stared at her. Not at her eyes now—eyes could deceive—but
at her firmly-rounded chin and her lips which seemed to express everything
he valued in life. Pride, humble pride; honesty; courage. No woman’s lips
could be curved like that unless she had experienced days of proud
loneliness and deprivation which she had yet accepted good-naturedly;
unless her mind had known bitterness and yet was not twisted by knowing
it; unless she had sought out for herself the true values of life, and yet had
developed no cynical worldliness in discovering them. It occurred to
Dunnigan that never before—except for his mother—had he really listened
to a woman talk.



Bill Dunnigan was an East Side slum boy with the instincts of a
gentleman.

His relationship with women had always been courteous and respectful.
He extended his considerateness even to the worst of them, “just because
they were women,” as gentlemen of an older day used to say. When
Dunnigan saw a woman drunk, it was not funny. For reasons he never
analyzed, an intoxicated woman always hurt something deep inside him. But
women’s innumerable monologues—the “stories of their lives”—had
impressed him as little as the overtures preceding countless performances of
his girl-studded musical shows. Now he was listening to a woman with
desperate attentiveness, as though his life hung on each word.

What had come over him?

He pulled his thoughts back to their conversation—that “career” which
her tone indicated was not yet setting the world on fire.

“Well, it is a career, kid,” he said. “Don’t you make light of it. You’re
leading numbers already, and only in it a year! I’ve known girls, talented
girls, to work in shows for five years, and still not get a break. And when
they did get that break they couldn’t always make good. But what do you
want to do next? Where do we go from leading numbers for Max
Weinstock?”

“I want to get out of burlesque,” Olga Treskovna said. “Oh, I’'m not
ungrateful for the work. And for the start it’s given me, and the experience.
But I’ve been studying. I’ve read everything I could find about acting. I’ve
just finished Stanislavsky’s book, My Life In Art. Have you read it?”

“I’ve heard about Art,” Dunnigan laughed, “but I'm afraid I’ve never
gone in much for it.”

“Now you’re laughing at me. And making light of your career. You are
an artist. I’ve found out all about you, Mr. Dunnigan. They say you’re the
best press agent in America—perhaps in the world.”

“Nonsense. Anyway, there’s not much art in it. Just luck, kid. I’ve had
the breaks—hit shows. And I’'m not laughing at you. You’re on the right
track. You’re studying. I never studied. Just read the newspapers. And the
dictionary. Found I had to learn more words than I knew when I got into this
trade.”

“I want to go to California,” Olga Treskovna said. “And I’ll get there
now, I think, for our company is headed west. I want to try for pictures. I
photograph better than I look.”



“You’re not especially hard on the eyes now,” Dunnigan said.

“Oh, I’'m not a raving beauty. I know that. But I’ve learned how to make
up for the stage lights. I’ve bought books on that. Our company manager
complains about the extra trunk I carry full of books! I've worked on
pantomime. And with my voice. I’ve learned many roles in a lot of plays
I’ve bought. When I had no money to buy books, I went to the public library
and read them there. If I get that chance I want to be ready. I want to know
how to pivot next time, if the director wants a pivot!”

They both laughed.

“Gee, kid,” Dunnigan said. “I think you’ve got what it takes. That library
stuff reminds me. I was once out ahead of Otis Skinner. That’s about the
nearest | ever got to Art. They hired me, I guess, because the play was about
a bullfighter. Figured my circus experience would fit in. I’d just been out for
Barnum and Bailey for two summer seasons. And I had a talk with this chap
Skinner before I went on the road. He was regular. A great artist, but no ‘art’
when he met you man to man. ‘How did you get to be a star?’ I asked him.
‘I had no competition as a young fellow,” he said. “What do you mean by
that?’ I asked. ‘I studied my parts,” he said. ‘No matter how small they were,
I went home from rehearsals and studied. I went to the library and studied. I
went to the East Side and studied, if it was an East Side character. I went out
into the country on Sundays and studied, if it was a country boy. I started in
lurid melodramas and cheap farces—7The Maniac Lover and Slasher and
Crasher were the names of two of the masterpieces—but | secretly learned
every Shakespearean role. No one else studied. They left their work in the
theater. I guess I was a damn nuisance with all my studying, but I was
determined to make good at my business!’

“And that lad sure did!” Dunnigan added.

“I want to make good too!” Olga Treskovna repeated. “There is a reason
why I want to make good quickly. As quickly as I can.”

Dunnigan looked into her eyes this time. A deeper shadow seemed to
cross them for a fleeting moment.

“You can’t be more than twenty-one! You’ve lots of time.”

“I’'m twenty. But there isn’t time for the long years the regular stage
usually takes,” the girl said.

He wondered what she meant, but he did not ask. If she wished to tell
him, she would.



She sensed his question. It seemed to Dunnigan she hurried on, as if to
forget that phase of the subject. “I like pictures. I see all the movies I can. I
study them. I go back to the hotels and act out scenes in front of the mirror
—if the room has one! A bellboy once saw me and reported I was crazy. But
I don’t care. Do you like pictures?”

“I hate ’em,” Dunnigan said with characteristic honesty. “But don’t let
that discourage you. There are a hundred million on your side. Only I don’t
know much about that business. I don’t know any picture producers. Maybe
I could help if I did—give you a letter or something. I wish I could help.”

“Hating pictures as you do, I think you did your share!” she said. “For
when I’m a great film star and they ask me to whom I owe my success, I’ll
say: To William Dunnigan, who spoke up and said, ‘Give the kid a break,—
who made me believe that somebody cared in a unanimously non-caring
world.”

Dunnigan was embarrassed, for the girl spoke very seriously at the end.
“Nonsense,” he said. “Someone else would have helped you. You rated help
—and when you rate help, you get it.”

“Not always. There were plenty of times I needed help badly and there
wasn’t anyone like you for miles around! But we’ve only talked about me.
What about you? I don’t mean your work. My world knows all about that. I
got my first chance at a number because somebody remembered that I was
believed to be ‘a friend of Bill Dunnigan.” Who—who is your best girl?
What is she like? Is she your wife? Have you children, maybe?”

Dunnigan laughed. “Gee, kid, I’'m not married. No children. No best girl
even. Know too many in my business, I guess. Found they smiled only when
they wanted something. And I never met one who could measure up to my
mother. She took in washing to put me through grade school—and a year in
high school. I wasn’t born in any palace either. A tenement on Houston
Street. That’s in New York’s East Side. It was my dad who kicked off about
the time / was born. I guess he hadn’t been much good to my mother
anyway. But we’ll skip that. My mother was the real McCoy.”

“They say boys are usually like their mothers. I think your mother must
have been grand,” Olga Treskovna said.

“She died after she got me through that high school term. I didn’t realize
how hard she’d been working—washing in the daytime, cleaning offices in a
skyscraper at night. Oh, I worked, too, after school. Sold newspapers.
Opened cab doors in front of theaters for tips. That was the start of my



theatrical career. But I never should have let my mother work that way. She
wanted me to be a priest! Some fine priest I would have made!”

“I think you would have made a very fine priest. Only I guess it was
lucky for me you became a press agent instead. There are a lot of priests, but
there seems to be only one William Dunnigan in this world.” She spoke the
words almost as if to herself.

Dunnigan reddened. His ruddy face, hardened from twenty years on the
road, was actually blushing! He hadn’t blushed since his teacher in the Third
Grade complimented him publicly for keeping his shoes shined—a “sissy”
business in the view of his fellow students of the male sex, aged eight to ten.
He’d had to soundly lick four of the biggest ones to prove his manliness.

Olga Treskovna sat across from him, her eyes downcast, sensing that her
words had unexpectedly affected him. In that moment of silence, Dunnigan
thought that he no longer wondered if he loved Olga Treskovna. He thought
he knew that he did. This was it—at last. They were meant for each other.
He must tell her.

But Ming Gow suddenly appeared. While they were finishing their meal,
he had changed from his simple smock to a long, ceremonial garment of
great beauty—his finest dress. All green and gold it was. And in his hands
was an earthen flask of rare brandy, a rice brandy more than fifty years old.

“May I humbly offer you this, my new friends,” he said, “as a token of
my pleasure in serving you?”

Olga Treskovna seemed relieved that Ming Gow had come. Should she
have spoken to the great Bill Dunnigan as she had? Did he—the thought
disturbed her—did he understand her simple sincerity? Her months of
gratitude?

“You must sit and drink with us!” she suggested to Ming Gow.
“But please—" Ming Gow smiled in embarrassment.

“You bet he’ll sit!” cried Dunnigan. He too felt a momentary relief from
a too tense urge. He rose quickly and placed another chair from a near-by
table. Ming Gow was shy, but he was pleased. He also had been a lonely
man.

At his gesture, the servant brought three slender, crystal-clear glasses.
Ming Gow opened the flask and poured out the liquid nectar.

“And you must propose the toast,” said Olga Treskovna to him.



Ming Gow raised his glass. “To this new land that has given me peace,”
he said, “to the excellent United States of America—to my old land that
gives me memories—my beloved China—may they always be friends as we
are friends. And to you, Madam, your good health and success—and a
Merry Christmas to all of us!”

They touched their glasses and drank.

Looking at these two men, in garb and background from the opposite
ends of the earth, Olga Treskovna had an eery feeling that they were not
unlike two of the Wise Men who came together outside a little town in
Palestine nearly two thousand years before, that very Night. She felt that she
was being permitted to watch a miracle—that there was Another Presence
there—in this Chinese restaurant in a very modern town in lowa.

The spell was broken, and yet not broken, when the Man from the East
would take no payment for his wonder feast, and the Man from the West
pulled out his pass book, and wrote complimentary tickets for the opening of
his musical show that was to come in a couple of weeks. The exchange of
gifts! Each giving of his very best. The girl found herself thinking—and it
seemed no irreverence—that the Presence would also attend Dunnigan’s
“girl show” with Ming Gow that special night. Both as the Guests of a clean,
unselfish man who was now really her friend.

They said good-by to Ming Gow, and Dunnigan followed Olga
Treskovna down the stairs of this Chinese restaurant, feeling more
excitement than he had ever felt in his life. He must hold Olga Treskovna
close to him and tell her that he adored her. There was not a moment to be
lost. He must tell her at once, on this night, in this strange city.

And yet the instant they struck the clear, crisp night air, placed feet on
the snowy sidewalk, doubts clouded his mind. He had been under a spell in
Ming Gow’s restaurant, an unreal spell that made him a different fellow
from the one he knew he really was. Walking with her along the deserted
streets to her hotel, some distance from his, he saw himself as he really was
—Bill “White Spats” Dunnigan, rough theatrical press agent; forty years
old; cynical, whiskey-drinking; his home a suitcase, his future a week-to-
week salary check.

What right had he to speak of love to such a girl! She was so much finer
than he—she had her career ahead. What happened when honorable people
spoke of love. They got married. They had children. They settled down in a
home. If they didn’t have a home, the marriage usually went bust! He had
seen plenty of such.



“Pull up your socks, Dunnigan. Think straight!” he said to himself.
“Is anything wrong, Mr. Dunnigan?”’

“I beg your pardon?”

“You seem so silent,” she said.

“I’m sorry. I was just thinking.”

They were crossing an empty square. The night had cleared. The sky
overhead was sprinkled with bright stars.

Olga Treskovna stopped suddenly and looked up. Dunnigan paused and
wondered what she saw.

“Up there,” she pointed, “is my star. That very bright one the color of a
rose. | can always find it because it’s near that V-shaped cluster. As a little
girl I picked it out above Coaltown. It was above New York too. It’s up there
now, over this town. It follows me about, you see! I like to think that star has
picked me out from all the people in the world to guide to success! Do you
think I am very selfish and very foolish to believe that?”

“I think you are very wise for your years,” said Dunnigan. “When I was
your age, I didn’t have the slightest idea what it was all about!”

Did he still?—he meditated.

They walked again in silence. They reached her hotel, a less expensive
one than the place where Dunnigan was staying. They stood for a few
minutes in the deserted lobby.

“I’'m for you, kid,” Dunnigan said. “I think you’ll go places sure!” And
after an awkward pause, “Well—I suppose this is ‘Hail and Farewell.” 1
heard that in a play. You’re going West in the morning. I'm going East.
That’s this show business! Let me know how you make out. If I can ever
help, I'm at the other end of the nearest Western Union. The Ziegfeld
Theater will always get me. Sorry I don’t know more about the picture
game. But if you change your mind and come back to the big town, I could
help you get a better job there, I think.”

“You’re just like I thought you’d be,” Olga Treskovna said. She started
to tell him about her vision of the Wise Men and the Presence, but she
stopped. Surely he would think it silly.

Instead, she said: “I’m glad I couldn’t pivot that day, or tonight wouldn’t
have happened! My star is taking care of me.”



“It always will,” he said.

She shook his hand. “I’m really a friend of yours now. That’s true, isn’t
it, Mr. Dunnigan?”

“My name is Bill to my pals.”
“Good-by, Bill.”
“Good-by, kid.”

He went quickly. He must get a firm grip on himself. She was all too
lovely—the touch of her hand was too electric.

He was not, he must not fall, in love. Or try to make her fall in love with
him.

Dunnigan knew what their relationship should be.

He believed there was in the human heart a greater and deeper emotion
than the thing commonly called love. It was an emotion free of the fierce
attraction of body for body, that fateful chemical attraction that led to
jealousy and suspicion. It was of the mind and the soul—and the heart too.
But the heart part of it was a comradeship of sympathy and understanding.

It might be called friendship. Dunnigan had a better name for it. A
stronger name. “Palship.”

That was how he must feel toward Olga Treskovna, and how she must
feel toward him.
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A N~ND to what conclusion had it all now come?

She lay in undertaker Orloff’s bare room with the small cross and
the Polish motto, and Bill Dunnigan’s suitcase was by her side. She was in a
friendless place where she was known only as the daughter of Stan Trocki,
drunkard.

Was this then the end of star-dreams?

The room had a door opening directly onto the Coaltown street.
Dunnigan moved to that door, opened it, and stood looking at this main
thoroughfare where Olga Treskovna had walked and breathed as a child.

Again it seemed to him that he was not alone. Again he was holding a
hand tightly in his own. The living Olga Treskovna seemed by his side. This
was happening as it did in Hollywood, the night she died.

It was about five o’clock in the late afternoon.

The noise of the Breaker first attracted his attention. There it stood—the
tall, black building half a block away.

“You see”—it was Olga Treskovna’s low, vibrant voice that he heard
—*“That is it! The ore cars look like swollen ants, don’t they, crawling up to
its top? There’s where I worked as a young girl.”

The rumble of the grinding machinery smote Dunnigan’s ears with a
pulsing, metallic dirge. He could see murky sprays of dark dust issuing from
what were apparently narrow windows, placed here and there up and down
its straight sides. The whole building was a furnace of black dust stuffed
with the choking vomit of the ore cars.

“Good God!” he said. “Good God!”

“—And over there, across the street, is Koepke’s Bar and Grill.”



Dunnigan knew he was himself reading the tarnished letters of its sign,
but Olga Treskovna’s voice was still speaking. Raucous “music” suddenly
issued from the open door of its shadowy interior, and there was a burst of
rough laughter and an oath particularly vile.

“They’ve got the biggest juke box in Coaltown! Its sides light up with
blue and red when it plays. You can see it from here! I would sometimes
watch those lights from the sidewalk. I thought they were magical! I should
have practiced dancing like the other girls! Then I wouldn’t have been such
a trouble to you!”

More laughter and another oath from the saloon.
“Kid,” he said. “Poor little kid!”

Several women were now trudging past, carrying bundles of supper
marketing—women with expressionless, flat faces and flat bodies.

“These are the women of my town—they’re not really old—it’s the hard
life—washing eternally mine-begrimed clothes—cooking over hot coal
ranges for big families of hungry men—bearing children—one every twelve
months >

“You would never have looked like them!”

“Oh, yes, I would. They were pretty once. And maybe that’s what I
should have done. But I got to looking at my star—and dreaming. I wanted
to get away and make something of myself. Still, even when I was away, and
before I went, I always wanted to come back sometime. I dreamed that
maybe I could cheer them up a little with a song—some poetry about the
hills——"

“Olga, kid,” he said, “I didn’t realize. I didn’t really know. Why didn’t I
find you then, my darling!”

“It’s all right, Bill,” she seemed to say. “You came along at just the right
time. And don’t mind all this. This is the town. I told you it wasn’t nice. But
the cemetery—wait till you see the cemetery. It’s different. It is beautiful—
just as I told you out in Hollywood—you’ll see ”?

The voice ended. Bill Dunnigan felt his hand relax. She was gone. She
was in that coffin behind him in Orloff’s “parlor.” She lay there with the
noise of the Breaker and the blatant tones of the juke box with the red and
blue sides pounding against her unhearing ears. He knew that. He had
known that all along. But this was where she had wanted to come. This—
and the cemetery that went with it—was where she was to spend eternity!



The cemetery might be all right, but before he could achieve the
cemetery he must go through the ordeal of interviewing another citizen of
this miserable place—the priest of Olga Treskovna’s church. The church
with the ridiculously long name! He could see that church up the street and
across the way. “The wooden one that needs painting,” Orloff had said, and
there it was.

This priest was doubtless another hopeless case—mean, lazy, letting his
charges go to the dogs. “A poor sap,” Orloff had described him. “Doesn’t
know how to hustle for the dough.” But he would have plenty of financial
acumen, Dunnigan surmised, when a stranger appeared—a stranger in city
clothes. He’d get all the dough in sight!

Well, he, Bill Dunnigan, would gladly pay. So long as the cash lasted,
he’d pay! He wanted no favors from such people. He just wanted to finish
with it all and get away. Olga Treskovna would understand that. She’d be
nearer to him even back in the Venus Burlesque Theater than here!

Would it have been different if he had taken her in his arms that night
when they left Ming Gow’s? Taken her East with him (if she would have
come), let him care for her, protect her? Would it have been different even if
he had answered her letters after that meeting in the midwestern city?

“Stop it!” he said to himself. What was done was done. She had wanted
to accomplish certain things. At least she had had her try. And what a try!
Even if it ended now in Orloff’s Funeral Parlor. She would not have found
happiness trouping with a press agent from city to city. Or alone in a hotel
room back in New York—waiting—waiting. No. The other way was how it
had been fated to be.

He had passed up the street and paused opposite the dozen wooden steps
that led up a steep embankment—from the sidewalk on the other side—to
the front yard of the Church of St. Michael the Archangel.

It seemed a pathetically small church, perhaps a story and a half high,
topped by a triangular roof that met at a point well up above its center. This
roof seemed too tall, too heavy—as if a too large hat were pushed down on
the head of a fragile man. Being on a plot of raised ground, the building rose
quite a bit above the houses that flanked it. It did need painting. Its shingled
front was a dirty brown in color. And it seemed to set a little crookedly—to
lean—as if it were very weary of it all and wanted rest.



It had wide front double doors. A square bell tower, that rose about as
high as the roof ridge, was at the extreme right.

Dunnigan noticed that the cross at the apex of the church roof was clean
and painted, as was a small cross above the front doors. The crosses were
white. The whole edifice had once been white.

What was obviously the parish house—a two-story frame dwelling, with
a narrow, railed veranda along its front—stood farther back on the lawn and
at the opposite side of the bell tower. This parish house also needed painting
and had a pathetic look of respectable poverty.

Dunnigan noted with some surprise that the grass was well kept, green
and trimmed, and there were bright geraniums in the circular flower bed
between the church and the parish house. But this—and the clean crosses—
were the only touches of healthfulness.

Crossing the roadway, and mounting the rotted and cracked wooden
steps (life seemed to him just such a stretch of rickety steps), the “last
episode” of Olga Treskovna’s career—the last “sequence” in their unique
palship—passed (like the motion picture that was a part of it) before his
mind.
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z HE episode had commenced more than a year after the dinner at Ming
Gow’s, for the winter became spring, and another summer and winter
intervened. What happened in between is quickly chronicled.

The first week after that Christmas Eve was a battle for Dunnigan. He
found himself thinking too often of Olga Treskovna. Every telegraph office
that he passed, every telegraph counter in the hotels cried out, “Send her a
wire! Tell her what she really means to you!”

Every shining telephone instrument in his hotel rooms beckoned an
invitation to ask for “Long Distance” so that he could presently hear her
voice. He was not sure exactly where she was—Ilike himself, she was
changing cities every few days—but he knew in a general way the route of a

burlesque company traveling west. He could have quickly located her, if he
had tried.

He had no urge to write. He never wrote letters. Had an almost physical
abhorrence of correspondence. He conducted his business entirely by
telephone and wire. He had quit two good jobs because his bosses wanted
letters, complained of his large telephone accounts and two-hundred-word
telegrams. He simply could not be bothered writing to people—hunting for a
place not out of postage stamps—when there was an easier and quicker
means at hand.

Nevertheless, he fought this desire to communicate with Olga
Treskovna. He had made up his mind they were just good friends. Pals. Pals
in his world didn’t phone each other every week, every day. He might not
hear from a pal for a whole year. Two years. That didn’t mean they were any
the less friendly.

If only he did not feel so damn lonely when he returned to his room at
night. When he ate solitary dinners in the ornate hotel dining rooms!



He was glad when, several weeks later, he was “home” again near Times
Square. Broadway was not quite so lonely.

There was a letter from her one morning, sent care of the Ziegfeld
Theater. He had told her he would be back in New York in about a month.
He held the envelope in his hand and he knew that his heart was beating
faster. He knew the letter was from Olga Treskovna because her name was
written across the name of a San Francisco hotel printed in the corner of the
envelope. He let his cigar completely burn out as he gazed at it.

He did not open the letter there. He went back to his hotel. Alone, in his
room, high above Broadway, he read it. It was just a letter of thanks for the
Christmas Eve dinner—“You’re back in New York now, and I want to tell
you what a happy evening you gave me. I shall remember it always”—and
the further news that she had given in her notice to leave the burlesque show
in Los Angeles and make that “try for a quick road to fame” in the pictures.

He read the letter over and over. He had never seen her handwriting
before. It was a bold, legible, vertical script—strong and sincere. “Like her,”
he thought. She knew what she wanted to do. And she had the guts to tackle
it!

The temptation to put in a call across the continent was almost stronger
than he could resist. He picked up his telephone receiver. But he crushed the
temptation down. Instead of saying, “Long Distance, please,” he ordered a
highball. When he went out again, he did stop at the telegraph stand in the
lobby and sent her a wire.

“Thanks, kid,” he wrote on the yellow paper. “Keep your chin up! I'll be
watching for your name on the screen billboards!”

She wrote him again two weeks later, giving him the address of a hotel
in Hollywood. She was at last at her geographical goal, “my Mecca,” as she
said, and was going to start out the next day making the rounds of the
picture studios. She sent him a poem she had written “about a girl and a
star.” “I don’t mean that it’s me!” she wrote, “for my eyes are blue, I believe.
It’s just that I get homesick for my hills. The hills that you don’t like,
because they make your knees tired! I like to imagine things that could
happen to imaginary people back there.”

Dunnigan read and reread the poem. He read it so many times that he
learned it by heart, the only poem he ever committed to memory in his life.
This was the poem:



AUSTRA
By Olga Treskovna

Austra—tall and strong and fine,
Somehow like our mountain pine.
Earthborn—but her dark, green eyes
Seemed to look beyond the skies.
“Austra” meant “a morning star”—
Star the Pine Tree loved afar.

Each dawn Austra climbed the tor
Where the Pine Tree loved the Star.
Blue shone in her dark, green eyes—
Blue and gold of morning skies.
There she stood with Tree of Pine—
Tall and strong and mountain-fine.

Mountain skies are thrill-shot blue.
Mountain storms are thrill-shot too.
Thunder bellows at the tor

As the Pine Tree seeks the Star.
Black are Austra’s dark, green eyes
As they mirror angry skies.

Angry too the Thunder Lord,

Lightning in his upraised sword—
Envious of the calm, green eyes

Unafraid of storm-torn skies,

Struck them!—standing strong and fine—
Austra and the mountain Pine.

Strangers say she’s sleeping there
By her Pine Tree—broken—bare.
Mountain folk have keener sight—
Folk who rise with dawn star-light.
Near the Morning Star they’ve seen
A new satellite—dark green!

Dunnigan did not answer this second letter at all. He really meant to, but
he put it off from day to day. He was afraid to answer it. He was afraid to



involve himself further with Olga Treskovna. She stirred him too deeply.
And he now felt he would only be in her way—if she also came to care.

He knew nothing of “pictures.” Olga Treskovna would doubtless make
friends in Hollywood who could really help her. He, Bill Dunnigan, would
just be a New York stumbling block to her progress—a Broadway millstone
about her neck. He must kill off this love thing that somehow would not
completely die in his heart.

And Olga Treskovna did not write again. She was a little hurt that he did
not acknowledge her verse. Was it as bad as that! And—as he afterwards
knew—there was nothing of cheer to write him about.
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[ N his battle to forget Olga Treskovna, Dunnigan received some help at
this time of an unexpected and tragic sort. The genius-producer of his
yearly revue suddenly died. That ended the series. It was a personal

blow. Dunnigan was devoted to this man, admired him greatly. They had

been closely associated for ten years. He felt pretty bad.

After awhile, when the old office was closed and its affairs wound up,
when the famous New York theater was leased to pictures, he went to work
for a rival management. And swiftly, in one season, five consecutive musical
plays Dunnigan press agented failed miserably. Three of them did not even
get to New York, after expensive, money-losing tryouts.

For years the white-spatted, derby-wearing press man had been
considered good luck to any attraction. Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan “out
ahead” meant a sure-fire hit. He began to worry. Could it be that fortune had
turned thumbs down? Was he—of all people—now becoming that shunned,
abhorred pariah of the show world, a “jinx?” He tried to laugh off the
thought, but once he started thinking about it, it stuck in his mind.

And he knew that his Broadway associates sensed his worry, even if they
never openly spoke of it. Was he, at forty-one, on the toboggan? Through? It
might be so. He knew only too well what a fickle jade the theater could be!
He knew too many guys who had been on top and were now borrowing
quarters for lunch money.

This was the year (and we are now reaching the beginning of that final
“episode” that concerned Olga Treskovna) that one of the wonder
personages of the motion-picture industry was sky-rocketing to fame—in
that amazing industry that sometimes made talented impresarios of humble
pants pressers.

Marcus J. Harris had left the company he (and his deceased brother) had
founded, and of which his name was still a part, and formed his own Super



Pictures, Inc., Marcus J. Harris President. His first new independent
production, “Gone with the Sunrise,” was a tremendous financial and artistic
success. Harris, whose humble origin and lack of formal education had been
the butt of numerous jokes at first, soon won approval of critics and public.
He was a natural artistic and financial genius, with a sure instinct and taste
for the best.

Now he was about to launch a second epic venture on his own, a
picturization of another best-selling novel, The Garden of the Soul. For it, he
had engaged and was bringing to America for the first time, the noted Polish
actress, Anna Gronka. She spoke English. Harris had seen her in two
London-made films. The star role of the new story required a Slavic type.

And Marcus Harris wanted a special publicity campaign for this great
foreign star and for what he felt was the finest story he had ever produced.
He was dissatisfied with what was being done by his regular staff.

He was told there was one man who could do justice to Anna Gronka
and “The Garden of the Soul.” The late revue producer’s ace press agent,
Bill Dunnigan. This press man had made and handled sensationally a dozen
great stars. He knew all the tricks and invented new ones. He might bring
new angles into the picture game. He might do for the name of Harris what
he had done for the name of this musical show producer—and for half a
dozen other Broadway figures.

Marcus Harris in Hollywood sent a telegram to William Dunnigan in
New York.

Marcus Harris received no answer. He sent a second wire, saying he
would be in New York the next week, and requesting Dunnigan to appear at
the Super Pictures, Inc., offices in Radio City at eleven-fifteen the following
Tuesday morning.

Dunnigan, of course, received both telegrams. The Harris organization
did not send wires to wrong addresses. What happened was that the
Broadway press agent ignored them!

He simply was not interested, in spite of his worry about whether he was
becoming a jinx. As Dunnigan had told Olga Treskovna and most of his
friends, he disliked motion pictures. Jinx or no jinx, he would fight it out in
his own “legitimate” field.

But Marcus Harris got what he was after, whether it had been the pants
of all the male inhabitants of a certain apartment building, or—in his present
business—a story, a star, a press agent. When Dunnigan did not appear at the



august New York offices at the appointed time, Harris telephoned the
Dunnigan room at the hotel where the press agent lived. Dunnigan happened
to be in.

“I want you,” said Marcus Harris, “to handle Anna Gronka and my next
picture, ‘The Garden of the Soul.” You know I want you, and I know you are
disengaged at the moment. So, that being the case, the only question is, do
you start for me today or tomorrow?”

“Thanks,” said Dunnigan, and he could not but smile, “but I do not start
at all. I don’t like Hollywood. I hate pictures.”

“I don’t like Hollywood myself,” said the imperturbable Harris. “What is
your salary?”

“More than you’ll pay,” Dunnigan retorted. But he couldn’t help
admiring this calm voice that calmly went after what it wanted. It reminded
him of his late employer.

“I ask you, what is your salary?” Marcus Harris repeated quietly.

“Three hundred a week,” Dunnigan fired back, raising it one hundred
more than his real fee. That would end the conversation.

“P’ll make it four hundred and you started work yesterday,” Marcus
Harris said.

Dunnigan laughed. “Don’t be a damn fool!” he said to himself. To
Marcus Harris he said, “You win, boss. I’'ll be at your office in an hour. I
start work then.”

“I don’t think I’ll still be here in an hour. I have a Wall Street meeting
with my bankers. But go to my publicity department. They’ll expect you. I’ll
see you later in the day. And Dunnigan——"

“Yes, boss.”

“I am sending a messenger with your first week’s salary and a hundred
dollars expense money. Wait for it, please.”

He hung up.

Dunnigan shrugged his broad shoulders and hung up also. Then he had a
good laugh—at himself. He’d always heard the picture business was screwy.
It sure was! Well, he was in it now. He’d crossed the Rubicon or the Tiber or
whatever the name of that river was! His word was as good as his bond.



Maybe it would change his luck. You just couldn’t turn down a persistent
guy like this Marcus Harris. He’d give it a couple of summer months till the
regular theater season started.

Incidentally, he was on a spot. He was always on a spot because he had
saved no money. That is, he had not saved any sum he considered worthy to
be called “money.” He lived well and gave freely. The expensive suits and
shirts and neckties and shoes would have dented a larger salary. Ten to
fifteen Regina Perfectos a day at forty cents each could be quite an item. He
was known as an “easy touch.” Just before his revue producer had died,
Dunnigan had had a lucky afternoon at the race track, and deposited five
hundred dollars in a branch of a Dime Savings Bank in a remote section of
Brooklyn. “Deposited the money in a foreign country so it will be hard to go
and get—it will pay for my funeral,” he explained to an intimate. “Don’t
want them passing the hat when I croak.”

Now he was down to that five hundred, and quite healthy! Only
yesterday he had dug out the bankbook and put it in his wallet. He did not
like the thought of journeying to darkest Brooklyn. The ‘“hated” pictures
were saving him that hardship!
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!\{z ARcUS Harris had an immediate sample of the dynamic bill of
goods he had bought in Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan.

When the ace press agent reached Radio City, conscious of five hundred
throbbing simoleons lining his impoverished wallet, he did not even ask for
Mr. Harris.

“I’m Dunnigan,” he announced. “Where’s your publicity department?”’
He was taken there.

“I want the facts about this Polish dame,” he told the gentleman in
charge, “and what you’ve done already. If you’ve got a brief synopsis of
your yarn—what is it?—‘The Garden of the Something-Or-Other’—that
will help.”

The office publicity head was a Harvard graduate. He had been engaged
to give a supposedly desirable “literary flavor” to Harris releases. He stared
in some amusement at William Dunnigan.

“Madam Gronka, who is to be the star of ‘The Garden of the Soul,’
arrives tomorrow at eleven from Europe. The French Line. We have covered
it thoroughly. Sent out formal notices to every paper.”

“O. K., kiddo! Give me half an hour to look at your stuff. I might still
have a suggestion or two for covering it,” smiled back the cigar-puffing man
in the plaid suit and the white spats, with his black derby now pushed to the
rear of his head. And he gave the Bachelor of Arts (who had also taken a
postgraduate course cum laude in “public relations”) a hearty, comradely
slap on the back.

In exactly half an hour—from the cloud of the second Regina Perfecto
going double blast—the hurricane started.



Dunnigan got the Polish Embassy in Washington by long distance. He
persuaded the Ambassador himself to fly to New York next morning. It
would ‘put his country in the news—help cement friendly relations.’
(Dunnigan sensed that the Ambassador had always had a secret yen to meet
the great Gronka.) Dunnigan next phoned City Hall and talked with his good
pal, the Mayor. Certainly! His Honor would be glad to welcome Gronka
“officially” at noon, if Bill would bring her to City Hall from the boat. “You
know, there’s a lot of Polacks in this town!” said Bill. The Mayor knew it,
and that they had votes. That gave Dunnigan another idea.

He remembered seeing some of these “Polacks” in the Memorial Day
parade, dressed in their picturesque peasant costumes. He located the
headquarters of their largest society. ‘Could a hundred of them be at City
Hall at twelve to welcome a famous country-woman, meet their
Ambassador, as guests of the Mayor? And oh yes—could they wear the
grand uniforms in which he’d seen them marching on Memorial Day? And
could they bring their band? Wouldn’t it be nice to march up Broadway and
to the Waldorf for a reception and luncheon in Madam Gronka’s honor?’

The voice at the other end was gasping and eager with excitement. ‘They
certainly could!” Maybe the voice ‘could get together two hundred? Could
the wives and children come?’

“Why not!” said Bill Dunnigan. “But have all of em in those swell
costumes. It will make Madam Gronka feel that she is among friends!”

Back to City Hall again, via the ever busy telephone wire, rushed the
new Harris press agent to secure the permit for the “parade” and a detail of
mounted police to lead it. “A few motorcycles and their sirens to clear traffic
would also be appreciated.” And to his friend Oscar at the Waldorf: “Hold
the grand ballroom and be ready to serve a luncheon to about five hundred.
By the way—decorate your joint in whatever the colors of Poland are—you
know—where the Polacks come from—and hang out a Polish flag or two

over the Park Avenue entrance. Marcus Harris’ Super Pictures, Inc., will
foot the bill.”

Oscar—smiling—knew what to do! He had helped out Bill Dunnigan on
short notice before.

Now to the newspapers—the city desks, the dramatic critics, the film
critics! The syndicates and the newsreels! Telling each personally what was
cooking, and inviting all and sundry, in the name of Marcus Harris, to the
Waldorf reception. To the ship news boys at the Battery—he’d have a
special tug to go out and meet the incoming French liner at quarantine. The



newsreel lads were also invited on this trip, and the staff photographers. A
call now to his friend Fred Dalzell, who controlled the tugboat business in
the harbor. ‘Sure! Dunnigan could have his newest tug! It was a Diesel-
engined jim-dandy!’

Meantime, the somewhat groggy Harris publicity staff was rushing page-
long telegrams to the innocent editors of every large newspaper in the entire
country. Telegrams announcing Gronka’s arrival for the new Marcus Harris
film, describing the “momentous excitement” in New York over her arrival,
the plans for her “official reception”—a glorified summary of the lady’s
career abroad.

Action! That was exactly what Dunnigan needed to pull him out of his
damn slump. He’d show ’em if he was “through!”

Marcus Harris wasn’t able to meet his new publicity aid. He had to fly to
the Coast the next morning without seeing him. By the time his new boss
returned from Wall Street that day, Dunnigan was personally “making” all
the newspaper offices, carrying under his arm photographs of Gronka and
separately typed and slightly differing copies of her life history. Turning
loose that infectious Irish smile on the hard-boiled among the editors.

But Mr. Harris read the morning papers before he left. Lengthy news
stories in every one of them. Front page in several. The Ambassador’s
coming and the City Hall reception had turned the trick.

The newspaper boys liked Dunnigan. He had “color.” They had all heard
rumbles about the “jinx.” There wasn’t one of them but would stretch a
point to put him in the running again.

Before he left, Harris did talk with Dunnigan. Called him on the
telephone from his home.

“I’ve got to leave at nine,” he said. “Just learned there is a chance of
borrowing Victor George for our male lead, if I am on the ground. Can you
see me off at the airport in three-quarters of an hour?”

“Haven’t time, boss!” said Dunnigan. “Due at the Battery in half an
hour.”

Harris was disappointed but pleased. He, too, liked action in a business
world too often cluttered with big talk and no performance.

“Well, good luck. I leave it in your hands. You seem to be doing all right
with the morning papers. Congratulations! Make my apologies to Madam
Gronka for not meeting her. Bring her on to the Coast tomorrow if possible.



The office will charter a plane. We’ve got to start shooting at once.
Everything’s ready there, if I can land this leading man.”

“0. K., boss,” said Bill. “See you in movieland tomorrow night!”

Astute Marcus Harris was still smiling when he boarded his plane. For
his first-week’s investment of five hundred dollars he knew he had already
received five thousand dollars worth of free space in the morning New York
papers. Why hadn’t he discovered Dunnigan before!

And the day had only started!

Gronka’s actual arrival was spread through the evening editions.
Ilustrated by two- and three-column group photographs of the star, the
Ambassador, and the Mayor. Pictures, also, of the “welcoming parade,”
which included some four hundred stalwart Polish-Americans in gala attire.

For Gronka was driven up Broadway and Fifth Avenue behind
screaming, red-lighted police motorcycles, a band, a regiment of her fellow
“Polacks.” She spoke “to America” on the city-owned radio from the
Waldorf. That night she and the Polish Ambassador were the guest stars of a
famous coast-to-coast weekly program. Citizens, who neither read
newspapers nor listened to the radio, saw sky-writing airplanes scrawling a
huge “WELCOME GRONKA” across the noonday heavens—a last thought
of Bill’s early that morning. Dunnigan passed up no opportunities.

The Harvard graduate of the Harris office moved about in a flustered
daze. “Don’t mind me helping you a bit, kiddo,” said Bill. “You know, we
simply can’t sneak the old gal into the country! It wouldn’t be polite! She’s
temperamental, and her feelings might be hurt!”

The next morning Madam Gronka, her two maids, and Bill (White
Spats) Dunnigan were speeding at a hundred and fifty miles an hour in a
special plane toward the West Coast film capital. And in Radio City the
auditor of Super Pictures, Inc., contemplated a charge of fifteen hundred and
eighty dollars from the Waldorf, and nearly eight hundred dollars in Western
Union due-bills. The bill for the sky-writing was not yet in.

“I suppose Mr. Harris knows what he’s doing!” he said in dubious alarm
to Miss Feinberg, the secretary.

“You poor stiff!” replied that lady. “You couldn’t buy what Mr.
Dunnigan’s landed in the papers alone the past two days for a hundred
thousand dollars!”



Miss Feinberg was all-out for the new press agent, who was already
calling her his “petite passion flower.”

One thing disturbed Dunnigan as he sank back in his comfortable plane
seat and tried to rest. Gronka did not look unlike Olga Treskovna. She was
much older and not so fine of feature. But the resemblance brought back a
loneliness that the theater press man had almost succeeded in killing.

“Poor little kid!” He wondered if she were still in Hollywood. What had
happened to her? He’d look her up right away.

She’d laugh when she heard /e was in pictures!
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z HE true artist—and in spite of his denials, Bill Dunnigan was that—
finds joy in any creative work. Motion pictures won him over. They
had almost won him over in New York, the two hectic days before he

boarded the Coast plane. Established in a suite at the Beverly Wilshire Hotel
in Beverly Hills, with a fancy office at the Super Pictures Studios, he was, to
his surprise, entirely happy about his job.

For the first time, Dunnigan had unlimited money to carry out his ideas.
His press releases were sent, not only to newspapers in a single city or state,
but to the press of the entire country. To the entire world almost—for the
world was the market for a good film. He found many old friends in
Hollywood: writers, actors, business managers, who, like himself, had been
in the “legitimate.” The Brown Derby was not quite as homelike as the
Astor Bar, the steaks at Chasen’s didn’t seem quite as thick as those at his
favorite Gallagher’s, but like Mercutio’s wound, they would suffice.

And there was no further need to worry about being a jinx. These
million-dollar pictures did not fail! Some were better than others; some
played longer and to bigger receipts than others, but the thousands of
motion-picture theaters (although they sometimes gagged a bit) gulped and
digested them all.

He had meant to look up Olga Treskovna at once, but he did not. Each
day he found himself thinking of her and wondering where she was. She
might not have remained in California. But he fought against taking the
simple steps to find her. Instead, he found excuses. His first weeks were
pretty fully occupied over conference desks with authors, actors, directors,
and Mr. Harris himself. Setting up with expert thoroughness his publicity
campaign for “The Garden of the Soul.”

The little picture tycoon, Marcus Harris, was “good copy” and interested
Dunnigan even more than the actors. He was a new type to the press agent.



Clever businessman and great artist all in one. Dunnigan syndicated a story
across the country, building up Harris as the “Napoleon of the Industry.”
This clinched the faith of the film executive in his new press agent. Even the
greatest of us have our weaknesses, and Harris had a weakness which he
was later to regret—a weakness for Napoleon.

Dunnigan came upon Olga Treskovna suddenly—through the lens of a
camera!

The great, new picture was to be filmed in technicolor, and the Marcus
Harris technicians were experimenting on one of the stages with Anna
Gronka’s costumes. A girl engaged as her “stand-in” stood against a setting
while the cameramen turned their photographing eyes on her. Dunnigan, that
day devoting himself to what he called “getting the low-down on the camera
angle” of his exploitation task, asked if he could take a look. He found
himself looking at Olga Treskovna.
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O LGA TRESkKOVNA wore a colorful peasant’s skirt and blouse, and yet
seemed more regally beautiful than any woman Bill Dunnigan had
ever seen. His heart literally stood still. The moment he looked at her

he knew it was no use pretending any longer. She wasn’t his pal. She was

the girl he loved. He would fight against that love no longer. He would tell
her he loved her.

His first impulse was to call out her name. “Olga kid! Olga Treskovna!”
But he thought better of it. He stood aside and waited while the cameramen
finished their test. And he repeated the phrase that always seemed to come
to his lips when they met. “Poor little kid!”

For although the “stand-in” for a great star like Anna Gronka was not a
bad job, and doubtless paid adequately for board and room, it meant that
Olga Treskovna merely posed in position for Anna Gronka while the lenses
were being focused, or made costume tests, as she now was doing, to save
the Great One’s strength under the hot lights. It did not exactly give the
holder of the job a chance to carry out the acting principles of Constantin
Stanislavsky of the Moscow Art Theater! It gave her no chance at all.

This was certainly not “making good quickly.” It was, in fact, becoming
a mere shadow of someone else, or, to change the metaphor, it was being
shunted onto a siding while all the opportunity trains dashed by.

Even if you played a “bit” role, you had a chance to act, and there was
always the hope that your “bit” would escape the cutting-room floor and
stand out in the finished picture, attracting the attention of a director or a
producer. But a “stand-in!” It saddened Dunnigan. He’d have to do
something about that.

When the test was ended he moved down to her. He felt exuberant,
boyish, as he pushed his way through the crowd of technicians and property
men. Life was good once you were sure of something! He must tell her he



loved her here and now, this very moment, come what may! It seemed
incredible that he had spent a lifetime without her. He would make up for
lost time.

She turned and saw him coming. The moment she recognized him he
saw her face light with that radiant smile he remembered so well from their
Christmas Eve meeting a year and a half before. The smile that was like
sudden sunshine.

“Mr. Dunnigan!” she cried.

The cry was joyful, but he felt it was the cry of a drowning person at the
sight of the lifeguard. Well, he was there.

“Hello, kid! I’'m mighty glad to see you again!” He grasped her hand.
“And I told you once before—my name is Bill to my pals.”

“Hello—Bill.” She held tight to his hand. Bill’s was a large, strong hand.

He stared at her, his mouth slightly agape. He had so many things to tell
her, yet all the words were stuck in his throat. “I’m glad you’re set in a good
job here,” he said finally.

For a moment weariness came into her blue eyes. Sunshine—then
shadow!

“It isn’t a very good job—RBill.” She spoke his name awkwardly, as
though she were being presumptuous to address him with such familiarity.
“It isn’t what I dreamed of you finding me doing. I read the other day you
were in Hollywood—I didn’t want you to see me as a stand-in——"

“Stop it, kid,” he said. “I'm down a few pegs myself. I work here. In
pictures. Me!”

“You haven’t become an actor!”

“No. Haven’t fallen that low! I’m still an honest publicity man! I'm
hired to handle this picture ‘The Garden of the Soul.” I suppose they have to
have names like that. I’ve really come to like it here—except for the picture
titles.”

They both laughed.

Now—rnow he must tell her! But they were already being pushed around
by scene clearers. The light men were shouting orders. He couldn’t tell her
here! And he suddenly realized he was still holding her hand. Holding to it
for dear life. He let go, embarrassed.



A young assistant director moved in and told Olga Treskovna to report to
another set. “You extras keep off the stages till you’re wanted,” he said to
Dunnigan.

“You see,” laughed Bill, “I don’t mean a damn thing here either. He
thinks I’'m an ‘extra’! What about dinner tonight? I’ll come for you if you’ll
tell me where.”

She smiled. Sunshine once more. “It’s my turn for dinner. I’ve got a flat
and a kitchenette. It’s time I did something for you. I’ll cook it myself.”

“Why go to all that trouble? Why not step out? The Brown Derby or my
hotel—”

“Don’t be so frightened,” Olga laughed. “I can cook! Even if no one
here seems to think I can act!”

She told him her address as she moved away. “It’s in the telephone book
also,” she said. “I thought all the studios would be wanting to reach me!”
She was gone.

Dunnigan watched her walk toward the stage exit and it struck him that
she was one of the few women he’d ever seen who walked gracefully.
Eleanora Duse walked that way. And the famous Follies beauty, Dolores.

When she was entirely gone he stood alone, smiling dreamily to himself.
The die was cast. Tonight, after their dinner, he would take her driving to
Malibu. The Harris Studios had supplied him with a car from the first day.
They would park facing the beach. They two together facing the timeless
ocean. Then he would tell her.

People had homes here. Even show people. They settled down and still
had careers. He had been welcomed to several such homes of former globe-
trotting guys like himself. They had children.

He would ask Olga Treskovna to be his wife. He would never be lonely
again!

“Didn’t I tell you to move on!” It was the efficient assistant director.

“Sorry, pal,” said Bill. He was on a mountain top! On the top of the
Empire State Building! He sang a snatch of a Follies song he’d always liked,
“A pretty girl—is like a melody—that haunts you night and day—" “Here,
buddy!” he addressed the irritated assistant director and pressed something
into his hand, “here’s a dollar. Get yourself a big lollipop! Smile!” And he
strode off the set, still singing.



A prop man laughed. The officious assistant director was not popular. He
stood there furious, Bill Dunnigan’s dollar note in his unwilling hand.
“Some fresh extra!” he sputtered, “I’ll see that he’s fired!”

An electrician spoke up. “I wouldn’t worry about that, brother. And I"d
keep that dollar bill as a souvenir! That’s White Spats Dunnigan, the
Broadway press agent. I saw him when I worked the New Amsterdam in
New York. He’s nuts sometimes but he’s a great guy, and he’s out here for
the Governor on this new film!”

Even this youthful assistant director had heard of “White Spats”
Dunnigan. And like all assistant directors, he was ambitious to get ahead.
What a terrible mistake! “Mr. Dunnigan! Mr. Dunnigan!” he cried after Bill,
and rushed off the set.

But Dunnigan was out of sight. Halfway to his office—walking rapidly
—almost running.

His office? He was halfway to Paradise!
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B ur DUNNIGAN did not, on that night, tell Olga Treskovna that he loved
her. Startling things happened this time to prevent it.

The evening commenced propitiously. The girl’s one room, kitchenette-
and-bath, furnished flat in a small Hollywood apartment building, seemed to
Dunnigan a pretty good substitute for Paradise.

Olga Treskovna had added much that was personal to its original cold
furnishings. Her books lined the walls in low cases she had bought for a
song at an auction room. And the pictures were hers—good reproductions of
good paintings. Bill noticed they were mostly outdoor scenes and the streets
of little towns. Hilltops and church spires.

There was a picture of another genre showing the dark interior of a great
cathedral, the altar a blaze of light at the far end of the center aisle, and in
the foreground a figure of Christ standing in a soft glow against the tall,
Gothic columns. It was called “The Presence,” and there was a verse in
small, fine script just beneath it. It read:

<

‘. ..and lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.
St. Matthew, xxviii, 20.”

“That picture always reminds me of our Christmas Eve dinner, she told
Bill Dunnigan.

“Why?” he had asked.

“Sometime I will tell you,” she smiled, “when I know you better.”

Bill thought, “I must never lose her again!”

She wore a simple, light blue house dress and her white apron had small
blue figures.



“A home!” thought Bill, “a home with her!” That would make life worth
the living!

She made him sit in a chair by the window while she prepared and
served him an Old-Fashioned.

“I hope you like it,” she said. “I can’t make any other cocktail. And I
don’t like shaking things in a tin container here. It would sound just like a
hotel then. I'm so tired of hotels.”

He knew that he also was tired of hotels. Well, please God, he wouldn’t
have to live in one much longer!

She held up her own Old-Fashioned. “To you and me, and to Ming
Gow,” she said. “I wonder if he ever thinks of us?”

There was hope for him then! The girl must care a little, if she treasured
so vividly the memory of their first dinner together.

What a clever woman can conjure from those tiny compartments in a
wall, optimistically named “kitchenette,” is one of the marvels even of this
age of efficiency! Olga Treskovna produced from hers their second dinner
together. This time it was an American home dinner.

Bean soup with the fragrance of the open garden, fried chicken with
plenty of milk gravy and steaming hot biscuits, corn on the cob, and baked
sweet potatoes. Thick apple pie with cream and a big cup of coffee that
Dunnigan called “just right” for dessert.

Olga Treskovna knew how to cook. She had cooked for her father when
she was eight years old, and now she confessed to Dunnigan that before she
got the job in the Wilkes-Barre restaurant that finally landed her on Forty-
Second Street, she had worked as a cook for a well-to-do family in the
Pennsylvania city.

Dunnigan insisted on helping her with the dishes after they finished
dinner. He had done this for his mother always. Only now it was not a
patched-at-the-elbow sweater jacket that he took off when he rolled up his
shirt sleeves, but a Fifth Avenue tailored coat. And the shirt sleeves were of
the finest Sulka linen.

And like his mother, Olga Treskovna insisted on putting a great apron
down over his head to protect his vest and trousers. Had he not been in love
with her before, that simple, maternal act would have won Bill Dunnigan’s
lasting worship.



“Gee, kid,” he said, when the dishes were finished, and he sank back in
her Morris chair puffing at his Regina Perfecto, “Gee, kid, I never knew
before what it was to be absolutely content!”

He almost decided to tell her then that he loved her. But no—he would
presently propose that they drive to Malibu. It was a beautiful, clear, early-
summer night. Her star would be shining down on the beach. Under her star
he would speak his mind.

Her telephone rang.
“It’s for you!” she said in some surprise.

“Must be the Studio,” he said in asperity. “They started shooting the
picture late this afternoon. Mr. Harris’ secretary here asked me to leave my
number if I left the hotel. What in God’s name do they want at this hour!”

“You’d better take the call,” laughed the girl. “I wouldn’t want to make
you lose your job! I'm afraid it wouldn’t help if / said, ‘Give the kid a
break.””

“Well?” said Dunnigan into the telephone. Couldn’t he be let alone on
this of all evenings!

It was Marcus Harris himself who was put on the wire. “That you,
Dunnigan? Come to my office as quick as you can get here!”

“Why?” countered Dunnigan. He had grown fond of Harris, but he
wasn’t quite used to being given peremptory orders.

He gasped, however, when he heard the news. Anna Gronka had quit!
Left the Studio flat!

The full details of the historic blow-up between Anna Gronka and
Marcus Harris need not be a part of this history. Dunnigan didn’t learn them
all just then but he heard enough over Olga Treskovna’s telephone.

Marcus Harris, it seemed, had dared to open his mouth to make a slight
suggestion concerning certain mannerisms Madam Gronka affected in
playing the first scene to be filmed. This “common American businessman”
whose energy and genius had merely found the story, the money, the writers,
the actors and directors to produce “The Garden of the Soul” had had the
effrontery to tell Anna Gronka—the first theater personage in all Europe—
how to act! Her righteous rage, starting with a dissertation on the crudeness
of Americans in general, rose swiftly and culminatingly to a not-too-
flattering description of Marcus Harris’ ancestry, features, mentality, and,
finally, his religion.



The break had been pretty final. The lady had stormed from the set and
was flying back to New York in an hour, where an unsuspecting producer
had made her a lucrative stage offer. She wanted no more “Hollywood
insults.”

“I’1l come,” said Dunnigan. He hung up. He sighed bitterly. He looked at
Olga Treskovna and told her what it was all about.

“I’'m not surprised,” the girl said. “One of her Polish maids has been
talking to me. Anna Gronka is temperamental. She’s had rows with
managers before and walked out. Left one that way in London in the middle
of a picture. And she’s nursed a special grievance against Marcus Harris.”

“What grievance?” asked Dunnigan.

“That he didn’t personally meet her in New York when she arrived. She
said the whole city turned out and the Polish Ambassador came on from
Washington and the Mayor himself greeted her, and yet Harris didn’t think
her important enough for a personal welcome—sent an underling to her boat
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“The underling was me,” said Dunnigan, “and as for that ‘whole city
turning out’ and the Polish Ambassador and the Mayor——"

He stopped. Dunnigan never boasted of his exploits. “She’s just a damn
fool,” he said, and let it go at that. “But I’'ll have to go and see Harris.
Maybe I can patch things up between them.”

“If you don’t, I suppose it means the end of my stand-in job,” said Olga
Treskovna. “I shouldn’t think selfishly of myself when you and Mr. Harris
have all this trouble on your hands, but it did pay better than ‘extra’ work.”

“Look here, kid,” said Dunnigan, “I was going to talk to you about that.
And about something else. I’ll have to run now, but let me come back later.
Tonight, I mean. Wait here for me, will you, kid?”

His earnestness surprised her, but she agreed. “I’ll read, as I usually do,”
she said. Did he detect loneliness in her voice? Well, that should be
remedied. Aloud he said, “You’re still buying books, I see.”

“I’'m reading history now,” she said. “I’ve got the idea that if I study
people, real people who have lived, it will help me to act someday.”

“You must write, also,” said Dunnigan. “I forgot to tell you. I liked your
poem about the girl and the star.”

“Now I will wait for you!” she laughed.



“I’1l be back as soon as I can. I have my car,” he said and was gone.

His small roadster was parked in front of her house. Just as he was to
start, he looked up to see if he could locate her windows. She was standing
in one of them, and she waved to him. Gronka and “The Garden of the Soul”
did not seem important. He must get through with Harris quickly and hurry
back. Tomorrow would be time enough to face business problems. Tonight
belonged to him and Olga Treskovna!

But the problem facing Marcus Harris was an urgent and a serious one.
Dunnigan found him with his staff—his casting director, his studio manager,
the name-director he had especially engaged. They had been in conference
an hour.

What to do? Half a million dollars in sets already had been constructed.
Another half a million in actors, authors, composers, technicians, were under
play-or-pay contract. Victor George, the leading man who was to play
opposite Gronka, was on loan-out to Harris from United Stars only for the
next six weeks. Harris had flown on from New York to secure him, and paid
the rival Studio a handsome bonus. Time was tragically of the essence. “The
Garden of the Soul” had to be shot speedily, or else the fortune and prestige
of Marcus Harris, Dunnigan-dubbed “Napoleon of the Industry,” would
wither and fade.

“Want me to try to patch it up?” said Dunnigan. He felt keenly sorry for
this short, round-faced, thick-lipped, homely man, whom he had found
generous and straight-dealing. “I probably know Gronka better than anyone.
I don’t like her, but I know her. I’ve patched up star and producer quarrels
before.”

“That is over,” said Marcus Harris quietly. “I would not let her inside my
Studio. I do not mind what people think of me, if they make fun of how I
look and dress and talk. Maybe I am ludicrous. If it amuses them, they can
laugh because my brother and 1 had a small tailoring shop on East
Seventieth Street and pressed pants. It was my father’s shop and he put us
through school by means of it when he brought us here as small boys from
Russia. They can speak of me personally as they wish. I know all the jokes.
But when anyone attacks me because I am a Jew, I am through. I am not
ashamed that I am a Jew. I am proud of it. My father and my mother were
Jews. And their fathers and mothers before them. I can understand now what
my father and mother went through before they came to this great country.
That woman from over there has shown me.”



Dunnigan had once managed a play about Sancho Panza. He thought of
the courageous Sancho as he looked at Marcus Harris—Sancho the goatherd
who became the Governor of a Province, ruled it wisely, and, because he
had been a goatherd, had to endure the taunts of those who had not half his
wisdom or were not half his equal.

Marcus Harris, with his squat, ungainly body, his short fat legs, his
homely face, was a noble figure as he paced the floor of his domain and
would risk disaster rather than crawl to an ignorant defamer of his ancient
faith.

“I’ll telephone the newspapers and the press associations at once,” said
Dunnigan. “I’ll give them your side of the quarrel, Mr. Harris, before
Gronka gets to them.”

“When I phoned for you I thought of doing that,” said Marcus Harris,
“but I’ve changed my mind. After all, she’s a woman. We are gentlemen, I
hope. Let her say what she pleases. We’ll find a way to carry on. If only we
had more time!”

It was then that the idea came suddenly to Bill Dunnigan. It struck him
so forcefully that he half rose from his chair and opened his mouth to speak,
then caught himself. This was not the place to spring it. At least, not before
the whole Harris staff. He must have Marcus Harris alone.

“I’ll see the papers and simply say that Anna Gronka has resigned. She
felt the role did not suit her talents,” said Dunnigan, trying to speak matter-
of-factly, to hide his excitement. “I think we should at least say that, and say
it at once. Can I phone you later, Mr. Harris?”

“Call me at the Biltmore if you wish,” said Marcus Harris. “I’m going to
my hotel to think. Maybe I can think of some other star to play the part. I’ve
already tried Garbo and Dietrich, and half a dozen others. They’re all on
assignments and not free for months! It needs a foreigner. We’ll meet at nine
here tomorrow.”

Dunnigan seized his hat and went out quickly. He leaped into his car and
started driving at top speed. But not to the newspaper offices.

He raced back to Olga Treskovna’s flat, his mind pounding as fast as the
engine of his car. He did not enter the self-service elevator. He tore up the
stairway, two steps at a time, to her third floor. When she opened the door he
just stood there for a few moments panting, and held both her hands.

They were inside now and he had caught his breath.



“Listen, kid!” he said, “Do you think you could play Anna Gronka’s role
in ‘The Garden of the Soul’!”

She stared at him. “Me—a great part like that!”

“Sure—you!” said Dunnigan.

2

“But I’'m not a sta
“Have you read the book?”
“I know it almost by heart.”
“Could you play the girl—her name is Olga, isn’t it?”

“I’d give my soul to play it—but ”
“But what?”

“This is crazy! I know how they think. They would never risk all that
money on an unknown like me. They’ll get Garbo or Ingrid Bergman or
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“They’ve already tried for all the known ones. Nobody is available.
There isn’t a foreign-looking, foreign-talking star available for the next two
months! And Harris has to shoot this picture fast. Right away. Or he’ll lose a
fortune.”

Olga Treskovna sank into a chair. Her eyes were wide with excitement.
Her heart was pounding. But her brain was clear—that woman’s brain
behind the face of a child, the brain that had gone through suffering and
disappointment.

“You mean to tell me you’re afraid to pivot now—after all this
studying!” And Dunnigan swept his arm in the direction of the book shelves.

Olga Treskovna laughed. “Gee, Bill,” she said, “do you think I could do
it!”

“You’re foreign looking. You’re Gronka’s height and size. The costumes
all fit you. You’ve had most of them on already. And if you’re not better
looking and cleverer than that conceited, rattlebrained dame, I’ll eat the
printed novel of ‘The Garden of the Soul,” cover and all! It would be some
meal—it’s five hundred pages long! I had to read the damn thing!”

“You didn’t answer my question, Bill. Do you think I can act it?”
“Would I offer you the part if [ didn’t think so?”

“You’re offering me the role?”



“Do you want it?”
“Do I want it! What do you think?”

“O. K. You’re in, kid. Sit tight. Go to bed. Go to sleep. Get a good rest
because you’re going to have a busy morning tomorrow!”

He seized his derby and made for the door.

“But wait a minute!” she cried. He turned. “Does Marcus Harris know
about this?”

“Not yet,” Dunnigan laughed. “But he’s going to hear plenty as quick as
I can get back to him! So long, kid! Chin up!”

She heard him tearing down the stairs. From her window she watched
the car start with a tremendous plunge. He had not looked back and up, as he
did before.

She looked up at the night sky and there was her star, glowing like a rose
near its group of little stars. Was it imagination that the star seemed twice as
bright that evening? Was it madness to dream that Bill Dunnigan could
persuade Marcus Harris to give her a chance at such a tremendous part? And
that she could make good!
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!\{z ARCUS HARRris kept his real home in New York. As he had told
Dunnigan in their first telephone conversation, he did not fancy
Hollywood. But he had to work there, so he also maintained a suite

the year round at the Biltmore in Los Angeles.

A half hour later Dunnigan was in that suite.

Harris was in pajamas and an elaborately-embroidered dressing gown.
“My wife gave it to me Christmas,” he said apologetically.

How Dunnigan really accomplished it he never could clearly remember.
This was certain, few men could match him as a salesman when his heart
was in his work. And he went to work on Marcus Harris with the deadly
precision of a hawk attacking its prey.

Why not give the stand-in, Olga Treskovna, Anna Gronkas part? This
was the refrain, like the beat of a tom-tom, that Bill Dunnigan pounded
against the ears of Marcus Harris.

Harris listened. A secret of his success was that, at an early age, he had
learned to listen. At last he said, “No. No.”

Why not? Dunnigan persisted. Olga Treskovna was Polish. In many
ways resembled Anna Gronka. But she was younger—much more beautiful.
She looked Slavic. She had the low, Slavic voice. She walked with Slavic
erectness.

“Have you ever seen her act?” said Harris.

“I have,” said Dunnigan. The press agent did not as a rule speak of his
“past performances,” but he felt he must now tell Marcus Harris a couple of
incidents that happened to have the merit of being the truth. “I saw a girl in a
cheap stock company in Syracuse one matinee when I had an hour to kill. T
wired my boss, George C. Tyler, about her. Remember a little item—" and
Dunnigan named a play and its new star that had created a veritable



sensation some years before. “I dragged Florenz Ziegfeld to a vaudeville
theater in Jersey City to see a guy that swung a rope and told gags.” The
name the press agent then mentioned was not exactly an obscure one.

“I don’t know. I don’t know,” said Marcus Harris. “I only know I have
an awful headache.”

“I tell you, this stand-in girl is a natural for the role,” reiterated
Dunnigan. “What if she is unknown? Didn’t every soldier in the armies of
Napoleon feel that there was a Marshal’s baton in his knapsack? Wasn’t that
one of the things that made the little emperor great? He didn’t have to let
others find him leaders. He found them himself. He made generals.”

The Napoleonic reference did it. That, as we know, was the weakness of
Marcus J. Harris.

“All right, Dunnigan,” he said. “I’ll see what she can do. Bring her in at
ten in the morning. I’ll have the director try her in the scene Gronka made
hash of. And now, for God’s sake, let me get some sleep!”

“O. K., boss! She’ll be there!” said Dunnigan. “And boss—she’ll make
good!”
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D UNNIGAN drove back to his studio office. He had there a shooting-
script of “The Garden of the Soul.” He’d been culling it for press
material. He found the scene Marcus Harris wanted Olga Treskovna

to play. He read it over carefully. Of course she could do it. It was tailor-

made for her.

He took a blue pencil and marked words in the margin opposite certain
speeches. “Passion.” “Fear.” “Derision.” “Hope.” It was a help he had seen
Otis Skinner employ in studying a role. It indicated the mood of the spoken
line.

Then he removed the fasteners from the thick manuscript and extracted
the latter part. It would not be needed. He bound up again the scene to be
shot in the morning, and what preceded it. He placed this in a big manila
envelope.

Once more Dunnigan drove back to Olga Treskovna’s apartment
building, this time through silent, empty streets. It was long past midnight.
He took the trouble to stop his car gradually—no grinding of brakes. He got
out and looked up. All windows were dark. The whole house was asleep,
Olga Treskovna included.

Bill Dunnigan had made his plan as he drove along. He must not disturb
her again if she had retired. A few hours rest might mean success or failure.

He entered the small vestibule. With his ever-present blue pencil, which
he always carried in a vest pocket, he wrote her name in large letters on the
manila envelope.

Before him was the usual line of brass-doored letter boxes. The name
“Olga Treskovna” was on one of them. His manila envelope was too large to
go into the small slot of the letter box, but there was a sort of shelf above,
and he placed the envelope there, in an upright position.



Dunnigan drove back to the Beverly Wilshire. It was three-thirty in the
morning by the time he was in his room.

He was dead tired but he left a call for five-thirty, and another for five-
forty, to be sure he’d be awakened. He took off his clothes and sat on the
side of his bed.

The motion-picture business was assuming new proportions in his mind.
It consisted now of a great electric sign covering the top of a block-long
building back on his beloved Times Square. That sign flashed in huge letters
“OLGA TRESKOVNA in THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL.”

Bill Dunnigan went happily to sleep.
At five thirty-five he was phoning Olga Treskovna.

“Kid, this is Bill,” he said to the sleepy answering voice. “Glad you’ve
had some rest, but now comes the dawn and get yourself wide awake. This
is important.”

“I’m wide awake, Bill,” she said.

“There’s a manuscript of the first part of ‘The Garden of the Soul’ on the
shelf above your letter box downstairs. Get it, and start studying the scene
on page ten. I’ve marked it. You’ll understand. You know the character—
they have followed the novel closely. Get that scene into your head, for I’'m
coming for you at nine. At ten o’clock Marcus Harris will shoot a test of you
doing that scene.”

“Bill, you’re not joking?” Her voice broke a little.

“I don’t joke at five thirty-five A.M.” said Dunnigan grimly. “If Harris
and the director like the way you do that scene, you’re in. The director, Cecil
Burleigh, is regular. He didn’t like Gronka at all. This is your chance, kid!”

“Oh, Bill!” she gasped, and then there came a firmness in her tone. “Bill,
I won’t let you down!”

“I know you won’t. Get that script, kid, and go to it. And don’t forget to
make yourself some breakfast. You know what happened before, when you
tried to pivot without eating!”

“I’1l eat, Bill,” she said.
“So long, kid. Calling for you at nine.”

Bill Dunnigan remembered he’d forgotten to telephone the newspapers
about Gronka. He decided to wait. Maybe by noon the next day he would



have a real story for the boys—a “stand-in girl” promoted to a star! He went
back to bed, leaving another call for eight.
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| ; HE had a cup of coffee for him, bubbling in her electric perculator,
when Dunnigan arrived at nine. She wanted to fix him some breakfast.

“Good lord, kid!” he said, “You’re worrying about my breakfast when
your whole future is in the making!”

“I think you’ve been doing some worrying about me,” she said. “I was
too surprised last night to realize it, but it must have taken a lot of doing to
persuade Marcus Harris to give me this chance.”

“He’s in luck to have you on the lot,” Bill said, “and I’ve had my
breakfast at the hotel. You’ve eaten? Cross your heart? Good. But I'm
grateful for this cup of coffee.”

He drank it quickly. How different the gratitude of this girl from the
absurd egoism of Anna Gronka! Again he was on the point of speaking of
his love. No. He must do nothing now to upset her.

He looked at his watch. “Gosh—we must hurry! The make-up people are
to have you ready by ten.”

They did not talk as he drove rapidly to the Studio. The truth was, she
was just a little frightened. Could she, a burlesque singer, step into one of
the greatest parts ever written into a novel! But she looked at the man beside
her, and knew she must not fail. His faith in her ability was so ardent! He
seemed to give her of his strength.

If Olga Treskovna had analyzed her feelings for Bill Dunnigan she
would not have called it love. It may be doubted if she dreamed that he
loved her. And she would have considered it most presumptuous of herself
to be in love with him. No, it was another emotion. She worshiped him. He
was still her Wise Man from the West; he was still the heaven-sent figure
that had suddenly spoken up in a Forty-Second Street burlesque house,



“Give the kid a break!” She thanked God humbly that this great personage
of the theater took an interest in her, believed in her!

Dunnigan had taken particular pains that morning. This day of days! The
black derby was a brand new one. The plaid suit was his latest. The white
spats had never been worn before. The maroon and silver-striped tie came
from under a shirt collar of purple-blue. Were you crossing a traffic light and
looked at him at the wheel of his car, you might have surmised he was a
successful race-track tout, so little do clothes really proclaim the man. The
crookedest gambler on Broadway dressed like a banker. To the girl beside
Dunnigan, he wore the armor of a Crusader straight from Holy Communion.
Or he might be a knight in shining silver and black, straight from King
Arthur’s Court.

Dunnigan purposely did not talk to her about the part. She was
intelligent. Let her do it her own way—with such help, of course, as the
Harris director would give her. He knew the bad results of “lecturing” a
player just before that player “went on.” Olga Treskovna was about to “go
on.”

Marcus Harris with his director, his best cameraman, the sound men, the
other technicians were on the big sound stage at ten. Dunnigan introduced
Olga Treskovna to Harris and the director. They had really never noticed her
before. It was obvious that they liked her looks.

She had been made up for the lights, but still wore her simple, daytime
frock. “Play the scene in that dress,” said Marcus Harris. “It’s simple. I like
it.” Harris had thought all along that some of the Gronka costumes were too
elaborate—that they would destroy sympathy for the character of the role.

“Let’s go,” said the director.

Dunnigan stood by Marcus Harris. Olga Treskovna stepped before the
cameras. She looked at Dunnigan. “Go to it, kid!” she could almost hear him
say with his steady eyes.

“Camera! Action!” The girl plunged into the scene—a solo in which she
was talking alone. Dunnigan knew instantly she would make good. For Olga
Treskovna turned on the pent-up emotions of a lifetime. The studying of
parts in many plays, the practicing before hotel mirrors, the reading aloud in
lonely hotel rooms, the holding of hundreds of impatient burlesque
audiences with sheer charm and sincerity—all these things and many more
helped Olga Treskovna on that day.



She had been asked to pivot and this time she was ready! And there was
a burning determination not to let down the man who had won her this
opportunity.

Dunnigan, watching Marcus Harris and his director, could see that they
were pleased—surprised.

She was not perfect, of course. Harris made a suggestion. The girl
grasped it instantly. The director suggested a change of gesture. Olga
Treskovna was doing it before he had finished his sentence.

They kept her before the cameras for two hours. They tried several
close-ups. The great leading man came at eleven and went through a scene
with her. Finally, Marcus Harris spoke to his director, and the director said,
“Thank you, Miss Treskovna. That is all. We will let you know.”

Dunnigan went to her. “My office assistant is waiting in my car. He’ll
take you home. Get some more sleep. They want to see how you look on
film. The ‘takes’ are already on the way to the laboratories. I’ll stick around.
I’ll phone you.”

“How do you think I was?” she asked.

“Apparently they’re never sure how people will photograph,” he said. “If
we make that hurdle, there’s nothing to it. You can act, kid, you can act!”

Olga Treskovna went home in Dunnigan’s car. Bill went back to the
Studio offices with Marcus Harris and the director. Harris had tried for still
other known actresses with no success. It was a particularly busy time at all
studios. Contract players were all occupied.

The three men had lunch in the Studio canteen and at two o’clock
Dunnigan followed Marcus Harris into the producer’s private projection
room to see the “rushes”—the developed films just as they came from the
sound stage.

Dunnigan was spellbound when he looked at Olga Treskovna on the
screen. She was photogenic to a remarkable degree. She was more than just
beautiful. She was heartrendingly appealing. She reached out and drew you
into her scenes—into her heart.

Her voice also recorded well. Rich, deep, thrilling, sincere.

Dunnigan looked at the other two men. Was it his love for her that made
him think Olga Treskovna was ten times better than Anna Gronka? Had
putting an apron over his head (as his mother had done) touched him so that
it warped his cold judgment? Or fried chicken and hot biscuits?



“Dunnigan, I think we’ve got something!” said the director. His voice
was a little unsteady.

“Mr. Dunnigan found several new stars for Broadway,” said Marcus
Harris. He was smiling for the first time in twenty-four hours.

“When do we start on the picture again?” asked the director. He was like
a race horse at the barrier.

“We start tonight,” said Marcus Harris. “I’ve lost a precious day
already.” To Dunnigan, “Who represents this girl? What kind of deal does
she want?”

“She’s on your pay roll already,” said the press agent. “I don’t know
what you pay stand-ins, but that’s her salary now. I think she’ll leave the
increase to you.”

“All right,” said Marcus Harris. “We’ll see that she doesn’t go hungry.
Tell her there’ll be a car and a chauffeur at her disposal. And a studio maid.
We’ll have to work fast, and long hours. If she don’t fail me, I’ll do the right
thing in the way of a bonus when we get it all on film.”

Dunnigan knew that Marcus Harris would keep his word. The main
thing was for Olga Treskovna to make good. Success in the star role of a
film like “The Garden of the Soul,” and her future was secure!

“May I go back to my job and tell the papers about it, boss?” said
Dunnigan.

“Shoot the works,” said Marcus Harris. “What was it you said about
every soldier of Napoleon carrying a General in his knapsack?”

“Carrying a Marshal’s baton in his knapsack,” laughed Dunnigan.

“Well, whatever it was they carried, get that prop into the story to the
papers,” said Marcus Harris. “And Dunnigan——"

“Yes, boss.”

“Don’t get the Polish Ambassador here this time. I think that fellow is
hard luck for us!”

“Olga Treskovna is American,” said Bill. “Born in the great state of
Pennsylvania. It was only her father and mother that came from Gronka’s
Poland.”

“I’ll not hold that against Treskovna,” smiled Marcus Harris, “so long as
it don’t make her object to my watching a scene occasionally! Explain to her



that I’ve got quite a bit of money tied up here, and am sort of interested in
what goes on.”

And the little man pressed half a dozen cigars on Bill Dunnigan—a sure
sign that he was happy.

Dunnigan telephoned the newspapers. The story of an unknown “stand-
in girl” getting the assignment opposite the great Victor George in “The
Garden of the Soul” outweighed in interest anything they had heard about
the Anna Gronka row. Cinderella stuff always went, as Dunnigan well knew.
It gave every girl in America a new hope.

He suddenly realized that he had not telephoned the good news to the
person most interested—Olga Treskovna. She answered on the first ring.
She could not sleep! She’d been sitting by her telephone. How could she do
anything else!

“Kid, they liked your pivot!” said Bill.
He could hear her short gasp. Then, “Did it really turn out all right?”

“It turned out so well that you’re in!” he cried. “You start on the real
picture tonight at seven.”

“Mr. Dunnigan—Bill—I can hardly believe it! I don’t know how to
thank——"

“Skip it, kid! Didn’t you save me from suicide one lonely night in lowa?
We’re even now! Get some rest and show up here at seven. The Studio will
send a car for you.”

“When will I see you, Bill?”

“You’ll see me plenty, but tonight I’ve got to get busy myself! Change
all my press stuff. Put a new name into the releases. Bet you can’t guess
whose it is! Chin up, kid! Hit ’em hard!”

“I’ll do my best,” she said.

When he had hung up, he realized that he had not yet told her of his
love. What had happened to the drive to Malibu, to the declaration to be
given under her guiding star!

He’d gone into the star-business for her himself now! He must give her
every help in making good. There would come a better moment for romance
than at this anxious time.



G T T e e T T T e g g e g g g e e e i e

18

8 T T T T i A e

z Hey commenced filming “The Garden of the Soul” at breakneck
speed. Victor George, the star leading man, had to be returned to
United Stars in six weeks. Olga Treskovna was at the studio by six-

thirty each morning. Her hair was dressed, her make-up applied, her
costumes fitted. She worked before the cameras till five in the afternoon.

Dunnigan haunted the stages the first week. He neglected his publicity
work. Marcus Harris watched closely also. Dunnigan knew that even now it
was not too late for the picture producer to change his mind. But the
“rushes” that were daily run off in the private projection room carried only
one message. Olga Treskovna was a ten-strike “find.”

Twice Dunnigan took her to a quiet restaurant for dinner. But he knew
she must have rest after long hours under the lights, and he drove her home
immediately after and left her at her door. She had to study and commit the
lines of a dozen new scenes each evening, to be ready for the next day’s
shooting.

He suggested she might prefer to live at a hotel while the picture was
being made, to free herself entirely of house work. That did not appeal to
her.

“I’m really just a home girl,” she said. “I’ll work better if I come back to
a place of my own at night. I get rest and peace and strength. My studio
maid is sending me a woman who will come at four in the afternoons, clean
the apartment, have a simple dinner waiting for me. That is all I need. That
—and your confidence in me.”

She smiled her radiant, sad smile as she said the last sentence.

Dunnigan’s heart was overflowing, but he said nothing of his love. The
girl was giving her heart and soul to the work. Not entirely selfishly either.
“I’ll die before I’ll let you down!” she said to him. He remembered those
words later.



The theater-wise press agent knew how important it was that she have no
outside emotional disturbance. She was fond of him he knew—intensely
grateful also—but suppose she did not “love” him as he loved her? Suppose
she would feel that she must now accept his love because of the great chance
he had secured for her. No. Dunnigan wanted nothing like that. He would
wait till the cameras stopped turning on “The Garden of the Soul.”

Olga Treskovna would then, he felt certain, be an assured star. Her future
secure. She would never have to worry again. She would not need him to
help her. Then—then if she wanted his love; that would be happiness for
him and for her! Meantime, work—hard work for both of them.

Work can be a substitute for love, if that work is for the one we love. At
the end of the first week of “shooting,” Marcus Harris flew back to New
York for ten days. That meant he was fully satisfied. There was no danger of
Olga Treskovna’s being let out.

And Dunnigan, conscious that his anxiety had caused him to neglect his
own duties, dug into his publicity campaign with a consuming vigor. He was
careful not to say too much in praise of Olga Treskovna. He put emphasis on
the story, “The Garden of the Soul.” He knew the danger of an extravagant
advance ballyhoo for a new star. Let the critics find it out for themselves.
Let the public acclaim her. That would make her a real star. Meantime, by
making the name of her vehicle—the story—a household word, he would
have the public in a receptive mood to grasp a new film personality.

He began toiling at his Studio office from early morning till late at night.
He did try each day to go at least once to whatever stage Olga Treskovna
was working on. And he would have a few words with her. He felt that she
understood. It was imperative that both she and the picture get off to a right
start.

Hard work always agreed with Dunnigan. He became ruddier, healthier.
And it was not until the end of the fourth week of shooting (Marcus Harris
had returned, stayed a week, and gone back to New York) that it occurred to
Dunnigan that the relentless grind was not affecting Olga Treskovna in the
same fine way it did him. Watching her on the set late one afternoon, he
suddenly realized that she was thinner, much thinner. Perhaps it was the heat
—it was now July, and a wave of intense, humid weather had set in. He
waited for her and asked that she go to dinner with him.

“No,” she said, “you come home with me. I’m too tired to go anywhere.
I’1l telephone my ‘cook’ to make enough for two.”



“But that will be a lot of trouble.”

“No trouble. Martha can go to the corner and get you some chops. We
always have plenty of vegetables in the icebox.”

The meal was simple but good. And it was good to be alone with her.
When the middle-aged Martha had stacked away the dishes and gone,
Dunnigan put his worry into words.

“Olga kid—do you feel well? Are you working too hard? Aren’t you
losing weight?”

“It’s the hot, damp weather,” she said. “Next week we’re going on
location—up to Yuma, they say, for the desert scenes. I’ll be all right then!
We’re nearly through with the studio shots.”

“I know they’re driving you,” he said, “but it can’t be helped. They want
Victor George back on the United Stars lot. A sequel story to one of his
roles, and they can’t start till he is through here.”

“I’ll be all right,” said Olga Treskovna. “My star is very bright every
night! I look at it just before I go to bed.”

“I don’t want you up there with that star—Iike the girl in your poem!”
exclaimed Bill, and he thought that he saw again a strange shadow move
across her eyes. “I’ll tell you something to cheer you,” he added quickly.
“Marcus Harris wired me yesterday that he’s buying another great story just
for you!”

“I don’t know how I can ever show my gratitude to you,” said the girl.

“But I’'m going to insist that Harris let you take a rest, before they start
you on another one,” continued Dunnigan. “Maybe you’ll let me take you to
Palm Springs. Maybe I can get a week off too. I’ve been driving pretty hard
myself, only I gain weight! I eat like a horse out here! My vests are all
getting tight. I’1l be as fat as Marcus Harris if I don’t take care!”

He had lit his cigar, and was standing in front of the print called “The
Presence.” Olga Treskovna came to his side.

“Bill,” she said, “I’ll tell you why that picture reminds me of our
Christmas Eve dinner. In that restaurant I thought that you and Ming Gow
were like two of the Wise Men—you know, in the Bible story—who met on
Christmas Eve—and it seemed to me there was Someone Else there too—a
Presence—Ilike in my picture—and that He would go to your revue with
Ming Gow on the night you gave the passes for.”



Dunnigan was moved. This was another time it was with difficulty he
kept from taking her in his arms—telling her of his love. When he had
mastered his impulse he said:

“If He was there, it was because of you! I think you’re something very
fine, kid, just about the finest thing this side of Heaven!” And that was as
near as he came to telling her that he loved her.

“I wish Flo Ziegfeld could have heard you say a thing like that,” he
continued quickly, to cover his urge to speak of more personal matters.
“Ziggie produced ‘girl shows’ but they were always inspiring, as well as
sensuous. Like a clean flame! Beauty was a sort of religion with him. That’s
why he went on, year after year, and never failed with them. That’s why he
will be remembered. That’s what all his imitators did not understand. And
they lasted a season or two and dropped out of sight.”

“I’m glad ‘The Garden of the Soul’ is a clean story and an inspiring
one,” said the girl. “I suppose I would be playing in it no matter what kind
of story it was, and grateful for the chance, but I'm glad it’s what it is!”

“Things that are good always find each other,” said Dunnigan. “ ‘The
Garden of the Soul’ just could not have been without you.”

“Or you,” said Olga Treskovna.

Driving back to his hotel, Dunnigan felt again the acute loneliness.
Could he ever measure up to her? He could only try, if she consented to link
her life with his.
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B ur the next day Bill Dunnigan was faced with as heartbreaking a
decision as any man could have.

Olga Treskovna had a coughing spell on the set, ruining a lengthy scene.
The director called time out, and she retired to her portable dressing room.
Dunnigan rushed over from his office when he heard the news.

She opened the door of the dressing room herself, and came out smiling.
“Hello, Bill,” she said. “I’ve just ruined a scene. But I’'m all right now.”

“Are you sure?” said Dunnigan.

She laughed. “Some of the big words I have to say must have stuck in
my throat. These novelists surely like to use big words! It’s silly of me to do
a thing like that. Now I’m going back to work.”

The director, who had followed Dunnigan, sighed with relief, but the
press agent frowned. He felt a presentiment. She wasn’t fooling him with
her laughter and light dismissal of the coughing spell. He recalled there was
something she once told him that tied in somehow with all this. He wracked
his brain, but couldn’t solve the puzzle.

The scene was re-shot, and Olga Treskovna played it with consummate
skill. Bill watched awhile, but had to return to his office. He had an
important appointment with a famous newspaper “special writer” who was
visiting Hollywood. He had invited the man to dinner.

But dinner over and rid of his guest, he had a keen sense of uneasiness.
All at once he remembered. It was something she had said to him on that
Christmas Eve, when she spoke of wanting to go to Hollywood. “There’s a
reason why I want to make good quickly—as quickly as I can. There isn't
time for the long years the stage usually takes.”

He had not asked her to explain the reason. Now he wished desperately
to know what it was.



He was in his hotel room. He lifted the receiver and called her number.
The woman Martha answered.

“Miss Treskovna has not been home. Telephoned me she would be late.”
“Did she say where she was?”
“No, sir. But I expect her soon.”

Dunnigan was disturbed. He knew that Olga Treskovna usually went
directly home. He went out hurriedly and drove to her flat.

The woman Martha was just leaving as he knocked at her door. Again he
had ignored the elevator and rushed up the stairs two steps at a time. This
time it was in alarm and fear.

“I must go,” said Martha. “It is nearly nine o’clock. I have my children
to put to bed.”

“I’1l wait awhile, if I may,” said Dunnigan.

“I guess it’s all right, Mr. Dunnigan,” said the woman. “When Miss
Treskovna comes in, please explain. Her dinner is in the oven. She can heat
it just a little, in case she has not eaten.”

“I will tell her,” said the press agent. “And Martha,” he added, “give me
your telephone number. In case—well, in case I need you.”

“I have no telephone,” said the woman, “but I can give you a number in
a candy store next door. They will come for me. My last name is Monahan.”

Bill Dunnigan wrote it in his address book.

He had never before been in Olga Treskovna’s room alone. He looked
about at her pictures and her books. He stood in front of the picture called
“The Presence.” He repeated the first line of the poem she had sent him.

“Austra—tall and strong and fine,
Somehow like our mountain Pine—"

If only Olga Treskovna were as strong as she was fine!

What an imagination the child had! And then, “Poor little kid!” He had
not had that thought about her for some time.

His eyes were drawn to several large films lying on her small writing
desk. He had asked for some new “stills” of her. Perhaps these were the
stills. But why films, not prints? He picked the films up.



They were not “stills.” They were chest x-rays. There were the white
lines of the ribs, the dark lung expanse. His heart sank. There was a letter in
an envelope beside them. He could not help but see that a doctor’s name was
on the top corner of the envelope.

Dunnigan did not usually open and read other people’s letters, but he
took this one from its envelope and spread it open. It was from a Dr. Hiram
Jennings in Los Angeles.

Dear Miss Treskovna,

I haven’t had any luck in reaching you. And you haven’t phoned me as you promised. I
have just received the accompanying x-rays from the laboratory, and they show you have a
serious infection in both lungs. Your case requires immediate hospitalization. Please come
to my office today without fail. I will be in this evening if you can’t come during the day.

Sincerely,
Hiram Jennings, M. D.

Dunnigan’s impulse was to telephone Dr. Jennings at once. But no. He
had no right to telephone to Olga Treskovna’s physician. Not even to ask for
her there. He had no right to take this letter from its envelope and read it.

He read it again. Then he folded it carefully and replaced it in the
envelope, and placed the envelope exactly where it had been when he picked
it up. He put the x-ray films where they had been.

He understood now why she wanted to make good quickly, and why she
knew she did not have a lot of time. She had worked in the Breaker in
Coaltown too long as a child. The monster had planted his black breath in
her lungs. She knew her life would be cut short. She had seen it happen to
many others in Coaltown. Hollywood had not made her any different. She
was still the child of the Breaker. “The Breaker Girl.”

Dunnigan was glad she had not come in. He hoped he would not meet
her as he went out. He flicked off the lights and walked out of the flat. The
catch-lock snapped in the door. He descended to the street, got into his car
and drove back to his hotel.

He wanted time to think—to decide. He paced his room with clenched
fists.

He understood now why Olga Treskovna held herself aloof. Aloof and
lovely. He understood why there was such a sadness in her eyes at times—
those shadows that passed across her eyes. He understood why there had
always seemed to him something sacred about her. She was a little nearer
heaven than the rest of us, he thought.



He could confront her with his knowledge, see this Dr. Hiram Jennings,
rush her off to a hospital. What then of her career? What of “The Garden of
the Soul”? Her heart was wrapped up in it. It would kill her just as surely if
she had to give it up. It would ruin her. Chances such as she had barged into
were few. She would never get another one.

They were going to Yuma in two days. It was hot and dry there. Perhaps
she could pull through. The picture finished, she could take a prolonged rest.
They cured that sort of thing now.

Come what may, Olga Treskovna’s life was her own. If she wanted to
quit work on “The Garden of the Soul” and go to a hospital, she must make
the decision herself. Even if she wanted to use her last strength to finish the
picture, she had the right to do so. He hoped against hope—he must gamble
—that she could finish it and still get well.

He went down to the bar and drank two highballs. Then he telephoned
her from a booth. This time she answered in her firm, low voice.

“Olga, kid, how are you?” he said. “After what happened this afternoon,
I was worried. I had a business dinner engagement. But I tried to get you. I
came out to the flat and waited awhile. Martha was there.”

“I’'m quite all right,” she said. “I was a little worried myself and I went
to see my doctor. He says I’m fine. Just need a rest, that’s all-—and I’ll get
one now in another week.”

“Palm Springs in another week?”” asked Dunnigan.

“Palm Springs,” she said. He knew then she had made up her mind to
stick it out.

“Martha asked me to tell you your dinner is in the oven,” he added.

“I found it and I ate, as you say, like a horse! I’'m going to bed now for I
am a little tired.”

“Well, see you tomorrow, kid,” said Dunnigan.
“Good night, Bill,” she said.

Dunnigan did not go to bed. He went back into the bar again and stood
alone in a corner and drank eight highballs in a row. But they left him cold
sober.
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O LGA TRESKOVNA put on a performance the next day that made even
the stagehands applaud. It was an especially difficult scene and long,
requiring almost ten minutes of uninterrupted acting before the

camera. One wrong movement or inflection during those ten minutes meant

that the whole would have to be retaken. She amazed the director by acting
it perfectly the first time. He ordered the scene re-shot, merely for
protection, and again a perfect performance by his new star.

“She’s a marvel!” he said to Dunnigan who stood back watching her.
“Yes,” said Dunnigan. He alone knew just what a “marvel” she was.

During the rest period the press agent went to her dressing room. “Kid,
you were wonderful,” he said. “Are you sure you feel all right today?”

“Perfectly all right. Never better,” she said. He thought she was looking
at him curiously.

“I’'m for you, kid. We’re all for you,” he said. “But please take care of
yourself.” He turned and went back to his office. It hurt him too much to
watch her. He did not trust himself not to blurt out what he knew.

That evening, Olga Treskovna and the company of “The Garden of the
Soul” left Los Angeles by special train. They were headed for “location” in
the desert country near Yuma, Arizona, to shoot sequences which were
supposed to happen in the great Sahara. Dunnigan could not go along.
Marcus Harris was returning to the West Coast the next day, and there were
to be important conferences.

The director telephoned the Studio daily, reporting on the progress of the
film. Dunnigan talked with him several times. The director’s enthusiasm for
Olga Treskovna’s work grew with each day’s filming.

“Never,” he said, “have I found an artist so responsive to suggestions.
The girl has brains as well as looks. It’s like playing on a Stradivarius after



struggling with chain-store violins! She will go far, Dunnigan, I prophesy!”

“How is she standing up under the work?” Dunnigan asked. That was the
important matter to him.

“She’s grand! Seems to be losing weight even, and that’s good! We’re
doing the part of the story where the girl is lost in the desert for a week—not
supposed to get more buxom in the process! Last year I did a picture and my
heroine gained twenty pounds while I was shooting scenes where she was in
a prison on bread and water! It was hell! But this Treskovna is an artist!”

The director also was an “artist,” his mind on his film story, not the
health of such impersonal things as actors. “Don’t worry about Treskovna.
It’s hellish hot here. A hundred in the shade today. I’ve lost some weight
myself!” he added as a reassuring note.

Dunnigan was not reassured. He was worried—tragically worried. On
Friday he again had premonitions of disaster. These were well founded, had
he known. That day Olga Treskovna fainted during a scene, but she had
quickly recovered and carried on. She would not give in. When she felt
close to the breaking point, she set before her eyes a tall figure, as she
remembered it in an empty burlesque auditorium—a figure topped by a
black derby at an angle. And she heard again a voice that said, “Give the kid
a break!”

She had said to the director as she recovered from her fainting spell—a
spell he attributed to the intense heat—"I must not let Mr. Dunnigan down!”
And she also, when she realized what she had said, found the same excuse,
“He was a friend of my family.”

By Friday night Dunnigan had decided to fly to Yuma the next day. He
could stand the anxiety no longer. But word came that the whole cavalcade
would return Sunday and Marcus Harris had called a conference Saturday
afternoon. Dunnigan decided it was best not to run away.

He sent Olga Treskovna a telegram. “Will meet your train Sunday, kid.
Chin up. It’s almost finished and in the can, as they say here. I'm making
reservations at Palm Springs.”

Dunnigan had some photographers at the arrival of the train. He intended
sending out a story about the “Garden of the Soul” desert scenes being the
real thing, not studio stuff. He lined up the large company and working staft
on the station platform, along the side of the ten-car train. Olga Treskovna
stood between Marcus Harris and the director.



The girl was indeed noticeably thinner and seemed pale. Dunnigan
thanked heaven that in a few more days she could rest. For several studio re-
takes was all that remained to be done.

He drove her to her flat in his car. They were both silent during the ride.
He looked at her and her eyes were closed. She was very tired.

He went up the elevator with her to carry her small handbag, but he
would not stay. The woman Martha had only prepared food for one. He used
that as an excuse to leave Olga Treskovna to herself and to her rest.

“I still eat like a horse!” he said. “I’ll go back to my hotel. Call me if you
want anything. You need a good night’s sleep on your own bed. That always
fixes one up. I know. See you tomorrow, kid.”

“My star was over Yuma—it followed me there too, Bill,” she said, with
a smile, as they parted. It seemed a forced smile to Bill Dunnigan. The
sunshine was missing.

There would perhaps be another day of it. Then she must rest for a
month or two. So thought Dunnigan as he drove away. Not Palm Springs but
a hotel-sanatorium in Arizona. He had friends there. She would have the
care of specialists—get well and strong again.

She seemed all right the next morning at the Studio. The re-takes were
soon finished. By one o’clock they had a party on the set, and everyone
concerned with the picture ate little sandwiches and drank coffee or liquor
out of paper cups. Even Victor George, who was not the most gracious of
male stars, had fallen under Olga Treskovna’s sway. “I propose a toast to the
greatest little actress I have ever played opposite, and I have played with the
best!” That was quite an unbending for Victor George. The hundred-odd
prop men, electricians, grip men, cameramen, wardrobe people, extras,
actors, and actresses cheered.

“Speech! Speech!” they cried.

Olga Treskovna stood up. To all of them but one, she was the great new
star of “The Garden of the Soul.” To Bill Dunnigan she was a shy,
frightened girl standing on a burlesque stage in Forty-Second Street.

“I don’t know how to make a speech,” she said. “I have to have my lines
written for me. I can just say, ‘thank you all from the bottom of my heart!’
You have all been so very kind to me. And if you wish, I’ll recite you a little
poem a friend of mine wrote about a girl in a small town where I came from.
It’s a sad poem. But maybe you won’t mind. This is a sad time for me—to
leave you all.”



This was the poem Olga Treskovna recited. Bill Dunnigan later found a
copy of it among her papers. But he knew as she was saying it that she had
written it herself. It was like the other she had sent to him. “Things that
could happen to imaginary people in her town.” Or was it imaginary? She
seemed to be saying the poem to him and for him.

SYDRA



Sydra neither moaned nor cried
On the day her father died.

Sydra whom he loved the best
Stood apart from all the rest.
Smiled—and felt her yellow hair.
He had loved his fingers there.

Sydra wore no somber gown

When they bore him through the town.
She alone in dress of red.

“Heartless!” all the neighbors said.
Sydra felt its crimson breast

Where his head had loved to rest.

As the box sank under sod

Sydra spied some goldenrod.

Laughed—and plucked its shimmering blade
As the others shrieked and prayed.

“What a minx!” “She does not care!”

He called goldenrod God’s prayer.

On the day they read the will
(Leaving her the farm—the mill)
Sydra was not even there

On a straight-backed, parlor chair.
Trout swam in the pool that day—
He had loved to watch trout play.

Sydra never climbed the hill

Where the grave lay, brown and still.

Brought no wreaths, no flower-filled pots

To outdo the neighbors’ plots.

Then one dawn they found her there
(Never was her smile so fair)

Dew had gathered on her hair.

Many of the studio people came from little towns. With simple artistry
Olga Treskovna had sketched a vivid scene that took them “home” again.
There was silence—then applause. Bill Dunnigan thought again, “How fine
she 1s!”



When the crowd thinned, he approached her. “Could we have dinner
tonight?” he said earnestly, for it was very important to him.

She seemed to understand. “Yes,” she said. “I would like that. But at my
flat. I’'m going there now to rest all afternoon. Martha will fix dinner. Please
come about seven o’clock. I want to talk to you.”

“I want to talk to you too,” said Bill. He thought, “I will tell her tonight.
I must not wait any longer.”
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O LGA TRESKOVNA went home to her flat and collapsed on the floor. For
two weeks she had been working entirely on her nerve—her
determination to finish the picture and not to “let Bill Dunnigan

down.”

The woman Martha found her an hour later when she came to clean and
prepare dinner. She was a calm, level-headed woman, and she got the girl
onto her daybed couch and forced some whiskey between her pale lips.
Then she called Dr. Hiram Jennings.

Dr. Jennings rushed an ambulance to the apartment building and they
took Olga Treskovna to the large hospital with which he was connected.
After a quick examination, he told the nurse his patient had only a short time
to live. He ordered a blood transfusion. Dr. Jennings was provoked that the
girl had ignored his advice about entering a hospital two weeks before.

Olga Treskovna asked for just one thing—to see William Dunnigan,
publicity executive at Super Pictures Studios.

It took a while to find Dunnigan. He was not at his Studio office. He was
nowhere on the “lot.” He was not at the Beverly Wilshire Hotel.

Dunnigan had driven out to Malibu. The sight of the sea always steadied
him. He picked out the spot on the beach where he would take Olga
Treskovna that night, after their dinner together. The sky was clear. Her star
would be shining. Then she should know—and he would know.

He drove back to the Studio for a “still” photograph that he wished to
show her. In it, the girl was standing at a convent doorway in her peasant
dress, looking straight ahead; and in her lovely, uplifted face was reflected
the faith and hope of all mankind.

So thought Dunnigan, and he planned to make posters in color of this
“still”—three sheets—eight sheets—to look out from every billboard in



every city where “The Garden of the Soul” was shown! He would have it
painted on the twenty-story sidewall space of that building on Times Square
which was used for advertising.

The girl who tried to imagine that her name was on a single Carnegie
Hall billboard, standing there unknown and alone at midnight, would have
not only her name but her image on the fronts of half the theaters in
America!

At the Studio they told him that Olga Treskovna was at a hospital and
asking for him. He rushed out of the building, leaped into his car and drove
recklessly past all traffic lights. Somehow he arrived without accident or
being stopped by traffic police. It was about seven when he reached the
hospital corridor down which at the far end was her private room.

He forced himself to be calm. “Miss Olga Treskovna’s room,” he said to
the nurse behind the floor desk.

“What is your name?” asked the nurse.

“I’m William Dunnigan. She sent for me.”

“Yes. We were told to let you see her. Are you a relative?”
“A friend and business associate.”

“Has the patient any relatives?”

“I think not. Why?”’

“Dr. Jennings left word you should notify any relatives. It is a very
serious case.”

“I am the only one close to her,” said Dunnigan. He somehow felt that
this was very terribly the truth. Terribly and yet blessedly the truth.

“You may go in. Room 618. You must not remain too long.”

Dunnigan knocked lightly on the door of 618, his throat tight with
anxiety. A nurse opened it. He took the few steps to the bedside of Olga
Treskovna.

She had the type of beauty that seemed still more lovely with paleness,
and now, lying motionless in the hospital bed, she was as pale as any living
woman could be. He looked down at her and drank in her unearthly,
haunting loveliness which he would never be able to forget.

She opened her eyes. A sad smile came to her lips. The shadow and the
sunshine were there at the same time. Sunshine through a darkened cloud.



“Hello, Bill,” she said almost inaudibly, “I’'m sorry I can’t make good
about the dinner.”

He found his voice. “Gee, kid,” he said, and put his hand on hers. She
took his hand and held it tightly, and he sat on the chair by the bed. “I sort of
thought you weren’t looking so strong since you got back from Yuma. But
don’t worry. Chin up! A good rest and you’ll be as fit as rain again. It’s
going to be a great picture. You’re grand—better than Gronka ever could
have been! That studying sure was the right dope.”

She shook her head. How fine her hair was! The silken brown he had
first noted when she bowed her head on the Forty-Second Street burlesque
stage. And how wide apart her eyes—and how blue!

“No, Bill,” she said. “I’m done for. I know it and I know that you knew.
You saw the letter from Dr. Jennings and the x-rays the night you came to
my apartment.”

Dunnigan’s face turned red. “I saw the letter, kid. But that doesn’t matter
now. All that matters is for you to get well——"

“Bill, thank you for not saying anything. For not telling the director or
Mr. Harris. I just had to finish the picture. I was afraid that you would tell
them.”

“That was your business,” said Dunnigan. “I had no right even—oh, just
skip it, kid. We’ve got to concentrate on pulling you out of this.”

“Remember, Bill,” she said dreamily, “I told you I had to make good
quickly. Well, it’s come faster than I thought. I won’t live very long. I won’t
even live until tomorrow.”

“No, no!” Dunnigan said. “If these damn doctors told you that, they’re
crazy. They don’t know half the time what they’re talking about! I had a
friend once——"

“Nobody told me,” she said, “but I know that’s what they think. This
time they’re right.”

She had a coughing spell that brought the nurse running to her side.
Then she lay quite still for a while. Bill Dunnigan looked at the grave face of
the nurse and understood. He was stunned. He wanted to fight on but he felt
utterly helpless.

She opened her eyes presently and spoke again. “I’m not afraid to die.
It’s my lungs, Bill. The Breaker dust. And I caught a bad cold just before we



went to Yuma. [ knew I should have stopped, but I didn’t dare stop. I had to
go on, had to get this picture done. My first and my last.”

“You’re going to make a lot more pictures,” Dunnigan said, but his heart
had sunk. “And you’ll do plays too—in New York. You’re going to be O. K.
Don’t worry about anything. Let me worry from now on. After a few weeks
here I’ll take you to Arizona. I know a sanatorium there. It’s really like a big,
fine hotel. You’ll have a lot of fun. While you’re getting well you can write
more poetry. I liked the one about the girl and her father. I knew you wrote it
yourself.”

“Thanks, Bill. But I’ll not be going to Arizona or New York—or write
any more poetry. [ want to go back to Coaltown——"

“Sure, kid. I'll take you to Coaltown too, if you wish.”

“You’re the only one to take me where I must go. It’s not the town—it’s
the cemetery—the lovely cemetery above the town—among my hills.”

“No, kid, no!”

“Please listen, Bill, there isn’t much time. There’s five hundred dollars in
my flat. It’s in a glass jar in the bookcase. Behind the Stanislavsky book.
Please take it. I think it will pay for what I want you to do. You’ll do what I
want, won’t you, Bill?”

“I’ll do what you want—anything, kid—only ”

“I want the funeral from the church. St. Michael the Archangel is my
church. The undertaker’s name is Orloff—James Orloff—write it down, Bill
—he’s the only one there. I know, for I still owe him eighty dollars on pop’s
funeral. Pay that first. I own the cemetery lot where pop is. It cost twenty-
five dollars. I managed to pay for that when he died. But there’s no stone on
pop’s grave. The priest can locate it though—they have a map. Stanislaus
Trocki was pop’s name. That’s my real name—Trocki. Write that down too.
I’11 spell it out. T-R-O-C-K-I. Sometime later maybe you’ll get a stone and
put my name on it—and pop’s? Make mine Olga Treskovna, though.”

“Kid,” said Dunnigan, “you mustn’t talk like this!”

“I must,” she said. “Please listen to me. I want you to buy something for
the church. I don’t know what. Something they need badly. They mus¢ need
something that I can buy. I burned a candle once for pop and didn’t put in
the nickel for it. I had no money that day. It was All Souls’ Day, and I just
had to burn one! And I want the organ played—>by the blind woman if she’s
still there. And Bill—I want the bells rung—rung for me and pop.”



“What do you mean—the bells?” asked Dunnigan.

“They always ring the bells of the church for a funeral, for ten or fifteen
minutes, like they do every evening at six o’clock. But it costs five dollars.
By the time I paid for pop’s grave plot and some other things, I had no
money left to pay for the bells. Pop always loved the sound of bells. I felt
terrible when I couldn’t afford to have them rung for him. So promise me
you’ll have the bells rung for pop—and me.”

“It’s a promise,” Dunnigan said.

“I think that’s all, except I want some little girls with white paper wings
—they wear them at Confirmation—to stand by my coffin during the Mass
in church. I always wanted to do that for other people, but I never could. I

couldn’t afford a white dress, or the wings. You’ll laugh at me for all these
childish wishes.”

“I’m not laughing,” Dunnigan said, and blew his nose.

“I didn’t tell you before,” she continued, “but now I’d better tell you, for
you’ll find it out anyway. My father drank. He really was a grand man, but
he got drunk—terribly drunk. He’d stay drunk sometimes for a whole week.
He’d get fired from his job. And I’d have to see the foreman to get them to
take him back. The foreman liked me. I’d let him kiss me and then he’d take
pop back. But that’s why we were always so poor. That’s why I had to earn
what I could in the Breaker. Pop tried hard not to drink, but he couldn’t help
himself. Pop should have been a singer, not a coal miner. I guess he didn’t
have the luck to know someone like you when he was young. Someone
who’d say, ‘Give the kid a break.” ”

She looked hard at Dunnigan. He was holding her hand so tightly it
almost hurt. Again she smiled. Sadly—dreamily.

“Don’t feel sad, Bill. It won’t be bad at all sleeping there among my
hills. Down in the town—no. I wouldn’t like that. Where the other kids used
to laugh at me because my legs were so skinny, and there were big holes in
my shoes. One day a gang of them followed me all the way to our house and
chanted: ‘We saw your old man drunk today! We saw your old man drunk
today!’ No, I wouldn’t want to sleep in the town. But the cemetery—it’s way
above the town. The hills are all around it. Guarding it. You’ll see.

“I used to go there at night, even before pop died. I was safe there from
everyone. Even the older people were afraid to go there at night. But there’s
nothing to be afraid of. It’s beautiful, Bill, especially in the moonlight—just
like a scene in fairyland, all misty and silvery. And the fireflies dance over



the graves and the whippoorwills sing. I think I’'ll like to hear the
whippoorwills every night.”

“Olga—~Olga kid,” Dunnigan said, “I hope—I know you are all wrong!”
He stopped short. The look in her eyes stopped him.

“You’ll attend to everything like I wish?”’ she asked again.
“I promise,” he said.

The nurse came over and gave him that look of “You’re staying too
long.”

Olga Treskovna understood the nurse’s glance. “I won’t talk any more,”
she said.

Dunnigan stood up. He bent down and kissed her white, thin hand. “So
long, kid. I’1l be here to see you early tomorrow.”

“I’'m depending on you, Bill,” she said. “I guess I’ve always depended
on you.”

Her brave smile again. Then the shadow.

Dunnigan walked out of the hospital. He left his address at the desk at
the end of the corridor.

“Call me,” he said, “if there is any change for the worse.”

He drove back to his hotel. He went to the bar. He drank two double
whiskies. Then it dawned on him that he still had not told Olga Treskovna
that he loved her. He felt a desperate urgency to tell her before it was too
late.

Would they let him in the hospital again that night? He telephoned and
asked for the desk on her floor.

The hospital was just trying to reach him. The girl had had a relapse. She
had asked for him again. For him and for a priest.

He raced back to the hospital, cursing himself that he had ever left. “She
must not die! She must not die!” he found himself repeating.

But the moment he saw the face of the nurse who stood outside Olga
Treskovna’s room, he knew he was too late.

She had died five minutes before. A priest was in the hospital visiting
another patient and had administered the last rites. No pain in her final
minutes, the nurse thought. She had just closed her eyes and died.



“She left this letter for you,” continued the nurse, and handed Dunnigan
an envelope.

He opened the unsealed letter. It was on hospital stationery, and the body
of the letter was not Olga Treskovna’s writing, but the signature was in her
bold, upright hand.

“I took it down while the priest was here,” said the nurse. “She dictated
it to me. It is witnessed by the priest, an intern, and myself.”

Dunnigan read:

This is my last will and testament. I have no relatives. I leave my possessions entirely to
my dear friend, William Dunnigan. I want him to keep my books and a picture called “The
Presence.” The other pictures, my clothes, he can give to Martha Monahan who takes care
of my flat. Pay her the week’s wages that will be due tomorrow. Mr. Dunnigan is to take
charge of my body which I want buried in my native Coaltown, Pennsylvania. He
understands fully all my wishes.

“What do I do now?” asked Dunnigan. It was a sweltering night, but he
was cold all over. He felt numb.

“Come back in an hour,” said the nurse. “We have sent for Dr. Jennings.
He will sign the death certificate. We will call an undertaker. Here are her
keys. She had them under her pillow. I was to give them to you.”

Dunnigan walked dazedly down the hospital corridor. He stepped into
the big elevator and went to the ground floor. He got into his car and drove
slowly to Olga Treskovna’s apartment house. He pulled up at the familiar
curb. He did not immediately get out. He took out Olga Treskovna’s “will”
and read it again. He stared straight ahead. It was a quiet street and deserted.
Suddenly he dropped his head on his folded arms across the steering wheel.

Bill (White Spats) Dunnigan of the dance halls, the prize ring, and the
“girl shows,” sobbed as if his heart were breaking. It was the first time he
had cried since he was a small child.
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‘E ’E HEN he recovered from this burst of grief, Bill Dunnigan became
strangely calm. There was much to be done, and he was the one to
do it. He had never sidestepped responsibility.

He realized that he had eaten nothing but one of the small picnic
sandwiches since breakfast. He drove around into a near-by main
thoroughfare and entered a small bakery restaurant. There was a public
telephone sign on its window. That was another thing he wanted. He ordered
a beef stew and then, consulting his notebook, dialed a number.

He was calling up the woman Martha. He was glad he had that candy-
store number through which he might find her—the number he had asked
for the night he discovered that Olga Treskovna was ill. He wanted Martha
with him when he went to her apartment now. There were things he wanted
a woman to do.

He held the wire until her voice came at the other end.

“Martha,” he said, “this is Mr. Dunnigan. Miss Treskovna has just died.
At the hospital. I'm eating dinner at a restaurant near her flat. I have to go
there and I would like you with me. Can you meet me there, downstairs, in
half an hour?”

The woman said she could and would. She was not surprised. She was
the one other person who knew about Olga Treskovna’s health.

Dunnigan forced himself to eat his beef stew. Then he drank three cups
of coffee. He had no desire now for liquor. He wanted a clear brain.

Olga Treskovna was dead. He was thinking about her with a detachment
that surprised him. He would never see her again, except in her coffin,
perhaps. He would never hear her low, vibrant voice. He would never watch
that radiant smile break through the Slavic shadows of her face. She would
never know that he loved her. He would never know if she loved him. He



would never have that home, with her or anyone else. That last he was sure
of. No one else would ever take her place in his life. It would be pretty
lonely.

But he would hear her voice, see her again! The film “The Garden of the
Soul!” He’d forgotten that. There she was, on some ten thousand feet of
film, back in the Super Pictures laboratories. That must be his great work
now—to make that picture a success—the greatest success any motion
picture had ever achieved—a monument strong as granite to her talent, her
beauty, her goodness.

It struck him that on her deathbed she must have experienced a
satisfaction denied to most of us. Most of us die knowing we have
accomplished little or nothing. Nothing at least that will go on living. But
this girl of humble beginnings was presently going to give to the world a
great new joy and warmth!

And she knew it before she died. As little a thing as the “party” toast of
Victor George must have given her an assurance that she had completed a
good job. So, perhaps to her, death had not been so heartbreaking. She had
done the thing she had wanted to do in life, and done it well.

And he, Dunnigan, could take comfort in the knowledge that he had
helped her do it, given her the “break” that had made it possible. Thank God
he had not ruined that work of hers by speaking the knowledge that might
have prevented the finishing of the picture. Even if he were doomed to
loneliness. Even if she was now dead.

He paid his check and drove back to Olga Treskovna’s flat. Martha was
waiting for him downstairs.

The woman had good sense. She did not slobber grief. “I’m sorry, Mr.
Dunnigan,” she said, and let it go at that. Dunnigan was grateful.

They went up to Olga Treskovna’s apartment. “I have her keys,” said
Dunnigan, and unlocked the door. He threw on the light switch in the small
vestibule.

“Sit down, Martha,” he said, “I want to read you her ‘will.” It concerns
you and me alone.” He took from his pocket the hospital envelope and read
its brief contents aloud.

The woman wiped her eyes when Dunnigan finished. “She was a good
girl,” she said, “and always considerate. I never worked for anyone so
thoughtful and considerate.”



“I had a talk with her this evening before she died,” said Dunnigan. “She
told me there was five hundred dollars in a glass jar behind a certain book. It
is to pay for her funeral. We will now try to find this money.”

He located the Stanislavsky book, a thick, dark-covered volume. The jar
was behind it and the money, in a neat roll, was inside. Dunnigan counted
the money and placed it in his wallet.

“I am taking her body back to Pennsylvania. I’ll leave tomorrow if I can.
I have a good deal to do and must ask you to attend to things here. I don’t
want any strangers in the flat.”

“Just tell me what you wish done, Mr. Dunnigan.”

“I believe the books and the pictures and her clothes are all that belonged
to her. The furniture went with the apartment. Get some carton boxes
tomorrow. You can probably find some at the grocery stores near by. Pack
all the books in them, and have an expressman bring them to me at the
Beverly Wilshire Hotel in Beverly Hills. And that picture called ‘The
Presence.’ I will tell the hotel to expect them. Her papers and letters I will
collect and take with me tonight. The other pictures are yours. I hope you
will treasure them. They are good pictures.”

“It’s mighty proud of them I’ll be! And my children will enjoy looking
at them. I’ll hang them in my parlor. I have three rooms.”

“Now her clothes. Can any of your children wear them? I wouldn’t want
them sold, or given away to strangers.”

“My oldest girl is in high school. They will fit her, I know.”

“Good. Let’s look at her clothes now, if you don’t mind. I want her to be
buried in a certain dress. A blue house dress. She wore it the first time I saw
her here, before she found you. She cooked a dinner for me herself.”

“I know the dress you mean.” And the woman opened the door of the
clothes closet in the vestibule.

There hung Olga Treskovna’s wardrobe. There were not many clothes. A
dozen dresses. Several simple coats. Dunnigan recognized the grey cloth
coat with a fur-trimmed collar, the one she had worn that Christmas Eve in
Iowa. It made him feel very sad. A few hats were on the shelf above, and in
shoe holders fastened to the inside of the door were half a dozen pairs of
shoes with their trees.

“I’1l1 want you to go back to the hospital with me. We will take the blue
dress. And maybe you will pick out the under-things that go with it. I



suppose they’re in the bureau drawers over there.”

“I will know what to take,” said the woman, “and I’ll take also fresh
stockings and a pair of black shoes.”

“We’ll stop and see the house manager as we leave. I’ll tell him you are
in charge, and pay him if there’s any rent due. But I don’t think there is. The
month has another week to run, and she probably took the place by the
month and paid in advance.”

“She paid in advance. I took the money down for her this month.”

“Good. Make a bundle of what we want and we’ll go. Come back in the
morning and attend to the rest. She owes you for this week. How much does
she owe you?”

“It’s twelve dollars, but I’d rather not take it. With all these beautiful
things she is giving me——"

“I want you to take it,” said Dunnigan and pulled a roll of bills from his
pocket. “Here it is. And here is twenty dollars to pay for boxes, the
expressman, and anything else you have to put out money for. Whatever is
left, please keep.”

“Thank you, Mr. Dunnigan. You can depend on me.”

While the woman was collecting the things for the hospital, Dunnigan
took the papers from the small desk. They were mostly receipted bills for
rent, groceries, milk, a hairdresser. The large x-ray films were still there, and
a large envelope in which they came. Dunnigan put the films and all the
papers in this envelope.

There were several sheets of paper in her handwriting that seemed to be
poetry. Lines were altered or crossed out here and there. “Poor little kid!”
said Dunnigan. He put the poetry with the other papers.

Just before they left he stood in front of the picture called “The
Presence.” It was not a large picture—only about two feet square in its
frame.

He had not really read the small script in the lower corner of the white
margin. He read it now.

“...and lo, I am with you always,
even unto the end of the world.”



Bill Dunnigan was not religious. He had never given any thought to such
things as immortality or what happened to us in the Great Beyond. And it
was then for the first time that Olga Treskovna seemed to be beside him. She
was holding his hand. She was saying the words that were written there on
the picture she wanted him to have. “I am with you always, even unto the
end of the world.”

A wave of content swept over Bill Dunnigan. He was not alone any
more. “Kid, I’'m still working for you!” he said aloud. “We’ll put it over with
a bang!”

“What did you say, Mr. Dunnigan?” called the woman Martha from the
bedroom alcove.

“Nothing,” said Dunnigan. “But I think I’ll take this picture with me
tonight.”

He lifted it from the nail holder that supported it by a short wire at its
back. He took a newspaper from the table and put it around the picture.

Then he and the woman Martha left the lonely apartment.

Dunnigan spent the rest of the evening arranging about the body of Olga
Treskovna. Although the tasks were tragic, his heart was not heavy. They
were together now and would be together always.

The hospital had sent for an undertaker. The body was already gone
when Dunnigan and Martha returned there. He paid the hospital bill. He
went with Martha to the undertaking establishment.

Martha disappeared with the woman attendant to dress Olga Treskovna.
She carried the blue dress Dunnigan wished the girl buried in. Dunnigan
selected a simple coffin from the showroom. He filled in and signed the
papers necessary to take the body out of the state. He paid the bill from Olga
Treskovna’s cash in the glass jar. He had used up his own cash money,
although he still had an uncashed salary check in his wallet.

He realized he was very tired. He went back to his hotel. In the morning
he would arrange about getting a week off to take Olga Treskovna back to
Coaltown. Then he suddenly remembered that he had not telephoned the one
man besides himself to whom Olga Treskovna’s death might be important.
Marcus Harris. Well, he needed sleep. He would telephone early in the
morning to the Biltmore. No use upsetting Marcus Harris tonight.



And by morning he would have a plan for handling the publicity. Much
would have to be changed. He must work out in his mind the best way of
breaking the story in the newspapers of Olga Treskovna’s death.
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D UNNIGAN was awake at seven o’clock the next morning. As he
opened his eyes he felt unreal, as though he were some person other
than the Bill Dunnigan who was press agent for “The Garden of the

Soul.” What was wrong? Then it swept over him like a flood.

Olga Treskovna was dead. It was like a knife to his heart. Why was he
still alive, now she was gone? Then, the next moment, she was really not
dead. She was not dead because every expression of her lovely face, every
grace of her slender body, every tone of her voice was recorded in a picture
story that would live—a story that he, Bill Dunnigan, was left behind to help
make live.

And she was not dead because he had felt her standing by him in her flat,
when he had read the lines printed on the margin of that framed gravure.

He got up, went through the customary setting-up exercises a very great
fighter had taught him, took a shower, shaved and dressed. All the time his
brain was working.

He would tell the truth to the newspapers. That would be thrilling
enough! Olga Treskovna had given her life to make that motion picture. She
had been like a soldier going out to battle—a soldier who did not falter,
although he knew that quick death awaited him. But in that death—victory.

“I’1l put it over, kid,” he said. “Just watch my smoke! I’ll put it over!”

That was how he would explain it to Marcus Harris and he must
telephone Mr. Harris at once. Perhaps Harris had already heard the news.

Dunnigan first ordered his breakfast sent to his room. Orange juice,
toast, bacon and eggs. And a pot of coffee. He must stoke up for a busy day.
Then he asked for the Biltmore and to be connected with Marcus Harris.

“Mr. Harris, this is Bill Dunnigan.”



“Yes, Dunnigan. What gets you up so early?”

Harris then did not know. Dunnigan knew Harris was an early riser and
might have seen something in the newspapers, if the news had already
leaked out. Apparently it had not. So far, so good.

“I have some unpleasant news for you, Mr. Harris. Are you prepared for
it?”

“In this business I’'m always prepared for it.” And Dunnigan could see
the little man’s wry smile. “What is the trouble now?”

“I would have waited till I saw you at the Studio, but you know
Napoleon said, ‘Wake me to tell me bad news—the good can wait.” ”

“That is the proper way,” said Marcus Harris.
“Olga Treskovna died in a hospital last night.”

There was a silence at the other end. An ominous silence, Dunnigan
thought. Why didn’t the man say something?

The silence held and Dunnigan had to continue. “I believe I know how
to handle matters so that it will even help, not hurt, the picture,” he said.

“You are telling me this girl is dead?” Harris had spoken at last, as if he
had not been able to believe what he had heard. There was a strange tone in
his voice.

“She is dead. I was at the hospital.”

“At what time did she die?”

“It was about nine o’clock.”

“Why didn’t you telephone me last night?”

“It was a bitter shock to me. I was her best friend. I did not feel like
talking about it. I had to attend to her affairs. Make arrangements at an
undertaker’s. But I will come now to the Biltmore if you wish. It may sound
cold-blooded, but Miss Treskovna would understand—we can help the
release of the picture with a proper build-up about her death and——"

Marcus Harris cut in. “At what hospital did she die?”

“The Cedars of Lebanon. Her doctor was a Dr. Jennings. I will be right
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over——
“No. Meet me at the Studio at nine. I prefer to see you there.”

“Yes, sir.”



“I should have been told about this last night.”

There was a sharp click. Marcus Harris had hung up. He had not even
said “Good-by.”

Dunnigan had a premonition of trouble. It had not occurred to him that
Harris would be angry because he was not notified immediately. Suppose
Harris had been back in New York as he might well have been?

Dunnigan was so disturbed that he did not eat his breakfast when it
arrived, as it did at that moment. He drank the pot of coffee and paced the
floor smoking a cigar. He took the picture of “The Presence” out of the
newspaper and set it on his bureau, but it seemed cold and dead. He put it
away in the top bureau drawer. Whatever trouble there might be with
Marcus Harris, he would face it alone.

He put on his hat and went down to the lobby and bought the morning
papers. There was nothing in them of Olga Treskovna’s death. In fact, there
was a press story on the theater page, which he had telephoned around the
afternoon before, about the “party” on the set and the shooting of the final
scenes of “The Garden of the Soul.” They spoke of Olga Treskovna as if she
were alive. One paper even used one of her photographs.

Dunnigan walked to the hotel garage, ordered his car, and drove slowly
to the Super Pictures Studios. He had known really big men to be upset by
small things. He did not mean Olga Treskovna’s death. He meant the fact
that he had not communicated with Marcus Harris immediately the night
before. Perhaps he had been wrong in not doing that. Marcus Harris had a
great deal at stake. He would apologize to him.

He was asked to wait in the outer office of the picture producer’s room.
That was unusual. He had always walked directly in. He waited ten minutes
—fifteen minutes—past the time of his appointment. He smoked half of one
cigar, then lit another. Several other studio executives had gone in and out of
the sanctum, and Dunnigan thought they regarded him curiously.

At last the buzzer rang—the reception girl picked up the inter-
communication phone.

“You may go in now, Mr. Dunnigan,” she said.

Dunnigan entered the private office of Marcus Harris. The pudgy man
sat at his desk. Dunnigan thought he looked pale and older. Harris did not
rise from his desk as he usually did. There was no smile or gesture or word
of friendly greeting.



“Sit down, Dunnigan,” he said.

Dunnigan sat in a chair opposite the desk. “I’m sorry, Mr. Harris, that |
did not telephone you last night. I was very upset. [ apologize.”

Then came the bombshell.

“I did not ask you to come here to discuss that, although it is customary
in my organization to inform me at once of any unusual happening. It makes
no difference now. The only matter of interest is that the star player of ‘The
Garden of the Soul’ is dead, and I cannot release the picture. I shall not even
cut it. I have ordered all work on it stopped. I have canceled all booking
contracts with theaters.”

Dunnigan was stunned. He could not believe his ears! He rose unsteadily
from his chair. He stood and looked at Marcus Harris as if he were regarding
a crazy man. “You surely do not mean what you are saying!” he exclaimed.

“I mean every word of it,” said Marcus Harris.

“But you cannot do such a thing!” Dunnigan cried. He was almost
inarticulate. It was as if he were drowning.

“You are telling me what I cannot do?” Marcus Harris spoke quietly, in
contrast to Dunnigan’s agitation.

“It’s not fair! It’s not right! And you’ll lose a fortune!” Dunnigan heard
his own voice rise almost to a shout.

“I was under the impression that it is my picture and my money.”

“Of course, but ”?

“It will just about ruin me. All the profits of my other successes are in it.
And more. As you say, | will lose a fortune. I will have to start again. Don’t
tell me, Dunnigan, what is right and fair.”

“I mean it’s not fair to this girl! She gave her life to finish this picture!
You shan’t rob her of her work! You’ve got to finish and release ‘The
Garden of the Soul’! I know how to handle the matter: ”

He was standing over Marcus Harris. He was crying out the words like a
man possessed!

“Sit down, Mr. Dunnigan,” interrupted Marcus Harris. “You are no
longer ‘handling the matter,” as you put it. I am running my own business
from now on, and ’m not running it to promote any actress or actor.
Particularly this girl. She was evidently sick when I hired her. When you



persuaded me to hire her,” he corrected. “I must have been insane not to
have investigated her.”

“Investigated?”
Dunnigan was again on his feet. What could that mean?

“Since you so kindly telephoned me this morning I have checked with
her doctor through the hospital where she died. She put one over on me. I
don’t know if you knew. I give you the benefit of the doubt that you did not,
and that she put one over on you also. She had advanced tuberculosis——"

“I knew,” said Dunnigan.

“You knew! You persuaded me to spend half a million dollars to back an
actress on the road to an undertaker!”

For the first time the voice of Marcus Harris was raised, and there was
amazed anger in it.

“What difference does all this make?”” cried Dunnigan. “She gave a great
performance. You admitted that. Your director admitted it. Even your
leading man! I have seen all the rushes and so have you. I’'m no picture
expert, but I don’t believe there has been a finer performance recorded on
any film!”

“I am not in a mood for discussion or argument, Dunnigan,” Marcus
Harris broke in. His voice was coldly calm again. He regarded for a moment
the evident distress of the man who stood opposite his desk.

“I am not a hard man. I feel sorry for you,” Harris continued, “and I’ll
tell you something, although there is no reason why I should tell you. This
same thing happened to me once before. My brother Irving was alive then. It
was one of our first big pictures. The star died. He released the picture. It
failed. That season everything else went wrong for us. The banks would not
renew our loans. A theater that we owned burned down. Some people who
were injured started legal actions. Our financial troubles killed my brother.
He committed suicide. He was alone. I had my faithful wife and somehow
kept on. But I am not going to make the same mistake again.”

Dunnigan afterwards said he felt horribly weak. You cannot combat a
stone wall!

Marcus Harris had spoken with the same finality as when he had refused
to have anything more to do with Anna Gronka.



The press agent groped for his chair and sank down, staring at Marcus
Harris. He had read once of a charging soldier having both legs suddenly
shot off from under him and the man remained fully conscious. Thought he
was still charging forward. That was how Dunnigan felt.

“The public does not want to see a picture with a star who has died,”
continued the voice of Marcus Harris, and Dunnigan realized this idea had
become an obsession with the picture producer. “Maybe—after a year or so
—I will film ‘The Garden of the Soul’ again. I’ll find a star who won’t kick
out or drop dead while I am doing it! I’ll find a press agent who won’t put
something over on me—sell me a bill of damaged goods——”

“What do you mean by that?” said Dunnigan. He was on his feet again
and flushed.

“You have told me you knew she was ill.”
“I knew it only two weeks ago,” said Dunnigan.

“Well—that doesn’t make it quite so bad. I apologize for what I just said.
But I may as well come to the point. You and I are parting company,
Dunnigan. I was warned about you back in New York when I bullheadedly
hired you, that you were bad luck to any show. That you were a jinx. I didn’t
listen because I was greedy for fame. That is, my wife is greedy for me to
have fame, and I love my wife. And I knew how you had made the names of
several Broadway producers famous. I thought you would do the same for
me. [ always admired Napoleon. You happened to use that idea. I fell for it.
It pleased my childish vanity. Maybe it serves me right that I have got a kick
in the pants! Maybe I was getting too big for my pants!

“But I can’t take on your bad luck—your jinx—any longer. First the
Gronka row! Then Treskovna dies! What next?

“If there is any money owed you, the treasurer will pay it. If your union
requires that you have two weeks dismissal salary, take it. I’1l gladly pay you
a full month’s salary. I brought you on from New York—I will give orders to
pay your fare back there. I'm leaving for there myself tomorrow, to beg the
banks not to put me in jail. Not because of little money, but big money.

“That’s all, Dunnigan. I’'m sorry, but I really don’t want to see you
again.”

Bill Dunnigan stood there feeling completely crushed. It was the word
“jinx” that had crushed him. He felt it was true! Marcus Harris was right.
Whatever he, Dunnigan, now touched, withered and died. Olga Treskovna
whom he loved, Anna Gronka whom he despised, Marcus Harris whom he



respected—they all got it in the neck the minute he, “Jinx Dunnigan,” came
actively into their lives!

He pulled himself together.

“You can keep your two weeks’ salary or your month’s salary, Mr.
Harris,” he said dully, and said it not in anger. “You owe me nothing, not
even railroad fare to New York. If I had it, I’d return all the ‘little money’
you’ve paid me. I’d give you back the ‘big money’ you’ve lost because of
Miss Treskovna.”

He turned and walked out of the studio offices of Super Pictures, Inc. He
did not get into his car. “Have it taken to the garage,” he told the guard. “I
don’t need it any more.”

Dunnigan walked to the street and hailed a taxi.

He went first to his hotel. At the desk he cashed his previous week’s
salary check which he had been carrying in his pocket. He asked them to
make up his bill, and arranged for the boxes containing Olga Treskovna’s
books to be received and stored until he sent for them.

He consulted the porter at the time-table rack and found that a train
going East and connecting with Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania, left at noon. He
figured out when he would arrive at Wilkes-Barre and wrote a wire to the
undertaker Orloff at Coaltown. He found there was no telegraph office there,
but telegrams were sent by messenger or telephoned from a place called
Nanticoke. He had written Orloff’s name in his address book, and he jotted
down the new name “Nanticoke.”

He called up the Los Angeles undertaker and asked to have the body of
Olga Treskovna at the station in time for this train. He would be there half
an hour early to get the necessary tickets and attend to the checking of the
coffin.

Up in his room he quickly packed his large wardrobe trunk. In years it
had never been entirely unpacked. That, he would have the porter ship
directly to New York. It had been so shipped to Hollywood, for no plane
would carry such a large trunk. He put what he would need for the next
week in a suitcase. There was a box of fifty Regina Perfectos still unopened.
Thank God for them! He tossed them into the suitcase. He sent for a porter
and had his baggage taken downstairs.

In the lobby again, he entered the bar for a last drink in California. He
reflected, as he sipped it, that he should never have come to Hollywood.
Pictures were not for him. No—if he hadn’t come, Olga Treskovna might



have died as just a “stand-in.” At least the poor kid had had her fling. Six
weeks of happy achievement! And she’d died believing her work would live.

Perhaps death was the end anyway. A long sleep into oblivion. So that it
did not matter now to her what happened back here. Dunnigan hoped so.
God, what a rotten, disgusting world to be stuck in! He finished his drink.

He intended to carry out Olga Treskovna’s dying wishes to the letter. He
took a taxi to the railway station and was just a little alarmed when he found
that after buying the two tickets required by rule—one for himself and one
for the corpse—he had only some three hundred and fifty dollars left in the
wallet. They were coach tickets at that. He decided he’d best forgo the
luxury of a sleeping car. He had no idea what the funeral expenses at the
Pennsylvania end would be.

His money and hers had disappeared like water—two hundred and fifty
dollars to the Los Angeles undertaker, the hospital bill, the railroad tickets,
his own sizable hotel bill. He had, of course, the Brooklyn Dime Savings
bankbook. It had lain in a drawer in his trunk and he had transferred it to his
wallet when packing. Well—he could eat for a week or two when he finally
reached New York.

He bought a couple of early edition afternoon papers. There was a brief
announcement, evidently sent out by the Harris organization. “Olga
Treskovna, player of a leading role in ‘The Garden of the Soul’ has died
suddenly. Marcus Harris will shelve the picture.” One paper mentioned
briefly that this was the second setback for “The Garden of the Soul” and
recalled the Gronka incident. As for Olga Treskovna, she was not yet well
enough known for the papers to play up her death on a bare announcement.
Dunnigan could have handled it, but now . Poor little kid!

At noon Bill Dunnigan boarded his coach train. He had not phoned any
of his friends to say good-by. He traveled alone, except that (like the refrain
of the old ballad) the body of his dearest pal was “in the baggage coach
ahead.”

“Low” did not adequately express his mood. “Lifeless” might have. He
speculated no more on life and love and eternity. He gave up utterly trying to
figure out what it was all about. To hell with it!
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z HE mind of William Dunnigan had wandered back to fabulous
Hollywood, but his feet were now mounting the wooden steps that led
up to the raised lawn of the shabby Church of St. Michael the

Archangel and its adjoining parish house in unfabulous Coaltown. Again he
was yanked into the present, as the heel of his shoe caught in a jagged space
where part of a step was missing.

The press agent swore, and focused his attention on the buildings before
him.

They did not improve with a face-to-face view. Undertaker Orloff had
spoken of the church as “going to pieces.” In a physical sense it did seem to
Dunnigan that the disintegration was the result of poverty rather than
purposeful neglect.

He had noted from across the street that the grass lawn was well kept
and green. The geraniums in the circular flower bed between the two
structures were bright red, and the sod about them had been newly spaded.
A quaint border of small, white flowers was carefully planted around this
bed.

It was the wretched frame buildings themselves that needed repair and a
coat of paint. Several coats. He saw why the church seemed to lean—like an
unlovely tower of Pisa. The stone foundations along the parish house side
had sunk too deeply into the sod.

The front of the small, dingy parish house was not on a line with the
church but several yards back from the embankment. The front of the church
was separated from the top of the wooden steps only by a concrete walk,
from which several stone steps, flanked by a wooden handrail, led up to the
church doorway.

Dunnigan followed around the narrow, concrete walk, and crossed the
several yards of lawn to the side door of the parish house, which seemed to



be its used entrance. There was a dark scowl on his face.
He did not relish the task before him.

Bargaining with an undertaker had been sordid enough. Now, with only
a small sum left in his wallet, he must bargain with a worthless priest, to
arrange for the final details of Olga Treskovna’s funeral.

There was something especially obnoxious about haggling with a priest.
It seemed almost indecent.

He hoped this Father Paul was in. He already despised the man and he
wanted to get through with the unhappy business quickly. Anyway, some
hundred and fifteen dollars was all that he could still pay—all that remained
in the wallet to be wrangled over!

Dunnigan mastered his distaste, mounted two more steps to a small side
veranda, and looked for the bell. It was not an electric bell, but an old-
fashioned knob that you pulled outward.

He gave this bell-knob a vicious jerk and could hear the prolonged
jangle inside. He stood waiting, impatiently.
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z HE bell’s jangle disturbed the thoughts of a youngish man seated in a
small, bare room just off the entrance hallway on which this side door
opened. He wore a long, black cassock. He was seated at a narrow

desk, which, with the exception of two folding chairs, was the room’s only
furniture. He had been sitting there for the past hour, and held in his hands a
sheaf of bills. Unpaid bills. The top one was for church candles, went back
several months, and amounted to some sixty-odd dollars.

The state of mind of this man was not much different from that of the
one whose ring disturbed his thoughts—except that the depressed thoughts
of the priest had nothing of bitterness in them.

This priest was Father Paul. If you had given him a second glance,
which you would not, you would have described him as “insignificant.” The
thin, undersized body was topped by a small head for which the prominent
nose and ears were a size too large. And the chin was not strong enough for
the nose.

Since his church served the Polish population, he was a Pole. He had
been born and reared in near-by Scranton. He looked to be and was about
thirty years of age.

He had not been thinking of the unpaid bills he held before him, except
as they were a tangible evidence of his life’s inefficiency. He was thinking
that as a priest he was a complete failure.

How much longer could he go on?

He had had every chance, he told himself, as he now reviewed his
“career.” His widowed mother had used most of her meager earnings as a
“dressmaker” to prepare him for entrance into St. Joseph’s Seminary for the
priesthood. How proudly she had watched when he was ordained and said
his first Mass at the Cathedral in their native Scranton! He knew that she had
visioned through misty eyes her son as someday a Bishop—a Cardinal—



even (if God were good) a Pope! So dream all mothers and there is no folly
in their dreams. In that great democracy of the Church, peasants have worn
the Triple Crown!

He—the Pontiff of Christendom! Not that Father Paul himself had ever
had any such lofty dreams or ambitions. His ambition was a simple one—to
serve his fellow man. What was wrong? Why was he such a failure? He
really did not know. He only knew he had not even “made good” as a parish
priest!

Father Paul was almost glad his mother had not lived to witness his
present state.

This mother had known that her son had faith. That he wanted devoutly
to live like, and carry out the teachings of, the Master. What more was
needed! It disturbed her a little when less fervently religious but more
personable young men moved ahead of her son up the golden ladder. Were
sent to thriving parishes. It had disturbed Father Paul also. To be pure in
heart, to be humble, did not seem to be enough in a practical, commercial
era. But the mother’s basic faith never faltered. She prayed each day to that
Blessed Mother who would understand the hopes of mothers. And at last,
the Bishop, whom she knew and whom she had never ceased to importune,
told her he was giving the lad a church in Coaltown where an elderly priest
had died.

The Bishop did not tell her it was an unwanted church, so run down at
the heel that it might soon possess no heel at all! It would not have mattered
if he had. Her son would at last have a parish! Her boy was on his way to
high advancement! She had died feeling the certainty of a dream fulfilled.

The dilapidated state of the affairs of St. Michael’s in Coaltown did not
at first matter to Father Paul. He had one feature that told of an inner fire of
which the outer face and body gave no trace. The eyes were unusual. They
mirrored his ardent, unselfish soul. They mirrored, also, this inner flame for
God’s tasks.

He saw in the run-down condition of St. Michael’s his opportunity—his
life work. He would first, of course, administer to the spiritual needs of his
flock. But besides that, he would work for their physical welfare and their
mental progress. He would search out unhappiness, illness, unnecessary
poverty, and not just wait till they came to him. He would start at the root of
the drab existence in these mining towns. With better sanitation and health
knowledge, with some cultural interests even, he would show these people
how to lift themselves out of their black environment. Did not the Master



start with the healing of physical needs? Then, with clear lungs and alert
minds, these people would breathe more deeply of a spiritual life.

It was a Quixotic dream. There was plenty of unhappiness, illness,
poverty to tilt at, but the contented possessors of these attributes entirely
misunderstood Father Paul’s solicitude.

His rounds of calls were considered prying into personal affairs. His
kindly questions and suggestions the further proof of it. Was he trying to
find out how much money they had? Why couldn’t he stay in his church
where he belonged! When they wanted him they would send for him. He
need not snoop around and give advice about health. He looked none too
healthy himself!

Father Paul could cook, liked to cook, and when he had the temerity to
suggest that pork chops fried in deep lard were not the ideal diet for an
ailing child, it was going too far! Coaltown had cooked in deep lard for
years.

Worse was yet to come. It was reported one day that Father Paul had
given some sort of “absolution” to a dying Jewish peddler, for there was no
Rabbi in the place. He had heard of the man’s illness and called at his shack
at the edge of the town. Perhaps this young priest was not even a good
Catholic! He had attempted to justify his action to a “committee” that
questioned him about it by saying that the peddler believed in the same God
they did—was going to meet the same God that would greet them!

Attendance, never large, for the church was a small one, fell off steadily.
Parishioners transferred their worship to other churches whose priests spoke
ardently of hellfire on Sundays and who let them alone the rest of the week.

Thus, the practical result of three years of effort was near financial
disaster to St. Michael’s. The collections consisted mostly of pennies. The
building became more weatherbeaten each year. There was no money to
repaint it. There was no money to rebuild its foundations which were
sinking because a mine shaft had been driven beneath them. There was not
even money to pay the bills for altar and shrine candles.

Coaltown had almost crushed Father Paul—defeated him. Just as it had
tried to crush Olga Treskovna. Just as it was crushing Bill Dunnigan.

You could not fight the Breaker and its works!



Such was the man and the disconsolate reverie that the ring of a very
irritated Bill Dunnigan interrupted. Father Paul sighed, put the unpaid bills
down on his desk, arose from his chair, went to the door and opened it.

Dunnigan surveyed the unattractive priest. The irritation in the press
agent’s steel-grey eyes hardened to contempt. He was thinking: So you are
Coaltown bastard Number Two that I must traffic with!

“Are you Father Paul?”” he demanded aloud.
“Why, yes—I am Father Paul.”

As this priest only stared back and made no move of invitation to enter,
Dunnigan abruptly stated his business.

“My name is Dunnigan. I have the body of a girl, who was a parishioner
of your church, across the street in the undertaking place. She has a plot in
your cemetery where her father is buried. Paid for in full—she told me. I
want to arrange for what you call a church funeral tomorrow. How much do
you charge?”

The truth is that Father Paul, usually calm, always courteous, had been
very much startled by the appearance and the abrupt demand of this stranger.
Startled and alarmed.

On first opening the door he had thought he was confronting an
aggressive salesman or a bill collector. Salesmen came occasionally with
wares that ranged from church supplies down to assorted brushes and
“investment securities.” None-too-polite collectors had been appearing
lately with more than comfortable frequency.

He quickly became himself. “Come in,” he said in a friendly voice. He
led the stranger to the small room. “Please have a chair.” He indicated one of
the two folding chairs opposite the desk, and Dunnigan sat down stiffly,
holding his derby in his lap.

Father Paul was trying to be courteous, but he did not care for the harsh,
almost insulting tone of this stranger when the man had stated his errand.
Still, in the midst of financial chaos, here was someone demanding to pay
money! A practical mind (even of a religious turn) would have seen the
heaven-sent answer to some of those bills on the desk. It did flash across the
little priest’s consciousness. But only for a second.

What disturbed him now was that there had been a need in his parish—
an illness—a death—that he had been entirely ignorant of. He hastened to
say, “I did not know there had been a death in my parish! I am sincerely



sorry to hear it. Had I been informed of the illness, I would have been at
your service, sir, before.”

Father Paul had seated himself behind his desk and was leaning forward
in his anxiety.

“Oh, she died in California,” Dunnigan answered impatiently. He did not
like the intense way the priest looked at him. In all likelihood he was again
being sized up for what he was worth. He noted that his financial question
had not been answered.

“I arrived in Coaltown with the body only an hour ago,” he continued
with rising irritation, “telegraphed your local undertaker who met me at
Wilkes-Barre. The girl’s father’s name was Stanislaus Trocki. Hers, Olga
Trocki. If there’s anything due on the father’s funeral service—it was four or
five years ago—I’ll square it before we talk business about the daughter’s
job.”

He produced his wallet and placed it sharply on the edge of the desk.
The name of “Trocki” in Coaltown seemed to call for a show of currency.
What he wanted out of this priest was—How much?

The unpaid bills lay before Father Paul. His eyes were drawn toward the
top one. Across its bottom was stamped in red, inside a blatant red square of
heavy border, the words

OVERDUE!
PLEASE REMIT!

Dunnigan could not help but see these large words across the small desk.
A mental sneer lowered the corners of his mouth. Even religion in Coaltown
seemed primarily concerned with money and accounts!

Father Paul noted the direction of his visitor’s glance and frowned. He
took up the bills hastily, folded them, and placed them in a drawer.

“I was looking over some accounts when you came,” he said, and then,
as if he must explain, “It is a part of my duty.”

“I’ll do my business strictly on a cash basis,” snapped Dunnigan. “The
father’s account first.”

Father Paul was now really annoyed by this ill-mannered stranger’s
persistent references to money. However, he did not change his tone.



“It was not God’s will that I serve here four years ago,” he said quietly.
“I would not know about a service then. I recently destroyed a book I found
containing a list of money due the church from its members. I did not care to
have it in my desk. I am indebted to my parishioners, not they to me.”

Dunnigan eyed the priest. He did not quite understand Father Paul’s last
statement, or the challenge in the calm eyes. Perhaps the crafty priest wished
to pretend generosity regarding any old accounts, in order to charge more for
a new one! The press agent wanted the all important money question
answered. How much?

He now gave that question to the priest in such vehemence as would end
fencing.

“I believe there was nothing due anyway about the father’s burial
service,” he barked. “The church got its! I just wanted to be sure. Now we
can get down to our present business.”

“Please do,” said Father Paul.

“I’d like to know your cash charge for a Mass, a funeral service, and—
let me see—" (again Dunnigan looked at his notebook) “the organ to be
played—and perhaps you priests understand this, ‘six girls with wings to
stand beside the coffin.” I’ll pay in advance for all of it, without bargaining,
if the amount isn’t beyond my means. And perhaps you will be kind enough
to make me out a bill.”

Dunnigan took his wallet and significantly tapped it on the priest’s desk.
He wanted this distasteful transaction completed without further delay.

Father Paul, taking cognizance of this gesture, and the implications in
the words preceding it, raised his eyes to those of Bill Dunnigan, and the
press agent noted for the first time their strength and depth. And the flash of
anger, also, that flared within them.

It was not only the people of Coaltown, thought Father Paul, who could
not understand! This outsider even—with his insulting rudeness

But hold. Maybe it was his own fault. Maybe that was what was wrong
with him as a priest. He just did not have the grace to convey his meaning to
others.

The anger subsided, and intense sorrow replaced it. Sorrow for himself.
Sorrow that there were so many people in the world who could not believe

in brotherly love—in honesty—in helping your neighbor as you yourself
would be helped.



When he spoke at last there was no anger, but his voice held a quiet
strength and dignity.

“For whatever I can do—for whatever my humble church can do—there
will be, if I may use your words, no cash charge. So I’'m afraid I cannot
make you out a bill.”

“You mean you do not get anything at all for the Mass? And for the use
of your church?”

“I make no financial charge.”

There was such a bewildered look in Dunnigan’s eyes that Father Paul
now really felt sorry for the man. He felt that he must ease the situation by
the mention of something that could be paid for.

“I believe our organist receives three dollars for playing at a funeral,” he
said. “You can pay her directly. But I have found that she will gladly play
without charge, if no funds are available. My organist is a blind woman, but
very talented. I understand, as a priest and a Pole, what the departed one
meant by ‘girls with wings,” ” and a brief smile lit up the eyes. “It proves a
true Polish birthright. It is one of our most happy customs brought from the
older country, and used when a child is confirmed. We had such a
Confirmation last Sunday. I am sure I can find six children who will be glad
to serve. These children do not charge, sir, for their services.”

Father Paul’s lips seemed now almost ready to smile, but the matter
brought no humor to his caller.

“I didn’t mean that the children would charge!” exclaimed a flustered
Dunnigan, “but you yourself—you must charge something! There must be a
funeral fee!”

This was completely cockeyed! And Dunnigan knew he was trying to
defend his own brash manners. He felt his face becoming very red.

Father Paul realized Dunnigan’s acute embarrassment, and now he really
smiled—an open, friendly smile. “If you desire to make an offering to the
blessed Saint Michael—he is our Patron Saint—" Father Paul indicated a
colored Polish lithograph of the winged Saint clad in his armor, which hung
framed on the wall at Dunnigan’s back—*“my church will, of course, receive
it, and be grateful. But I assure you, it is entirely voluntary. There is no
obligation on your part to do so.”

The hard-pressed priest really meant what he said! This was no “act.”
Turning back from the poster-like picture of Saint Michael and looking into



the clear, glowing eyes of the living man of God opposite him, Dunnigan
could not doubt it for a second.

The press agent’s own eyes lowered and lit on the wallet he had so
cynically placed on Father Paul’s poor desk. It was a long, handsome wallet
of dark, tooled leather. It had often been admired. But it seemed a
monstrous, ugly thing in this tiny, bare room whose furnishings were three
folding chairs, a desk, and a cheap lithograph. Something out of place and of
no consequence. He took it up hastily and replaced it in his pocket. Bill’s
knowledge of the Bible was fragmentary, but there flashed into his mind a
long-forgotten Sunday School lesson about the money-changers being
cleared from the Temple. And he, Bill Dunnigan, down to his last hundred
bucks, was in the role of a money-changer!

“I beg your pardon, Father,” he said. “I had you all wrong! Please
forgive me. I ask your pardon. You see, I have just come from making
certain financial arrangements with a Mr. Orloff across the street.”

Dunnigan realized he had been acting like the cheapest heel. Rasping at
this priest like an East Side hoodlum, insulting him, insulting not only his
cloth but his church, his religion! Father Paul should have ordered him to
leave. But instead of throwing him out, this gentle person, beset by God
alone knew what worries, had listened patiently, overlooked insults, smiled,
was willing to do what he could to help, and wanted nothing at all for the
doing!

“That is quite all right,” Father Paul was saying, “the best of us often
make mistakes—just forget it. I can understand why you spoke as you did,
but do not blame Mr. Orloff or hold it against him. He runs a business which
has many expenses, and people sometimes forget to pay when it is all over.”

Remembering the papers he had seen the priest thrust out of sight,
Dunnigan wanted to ask, “Haven’t you expenses also, and don’t people
always forget to pay you when it is all over?” But he refrained. He was
forming a liking for this funny-looking priest guy who even tried to defend a
character like Orloff.

“I’ll certainly make an offering and I’ll not forget it,” said Bill Dunnigan
impulsively. “All I can afford. Father, I ”

Again Dunnigan had to check himself. He was on the point of blurting
out the whole story to this man he had been despising only a few moments
before. How he had met this girl, how brave and determined she had been,
how she had dreamed of putting some happiness into the world, of bringing



some happiness even to this miserable Coaltown, and how she had been
cheated out of her dream by the obsession of Marcus Harris connected with
releasing a picture with a star who was dead. How he, Dunnigan, felt that
somehow he was to blame for it all, because of the “jinx” that seemed to
pursue everything he undertook to do. How he’d drawn nothing but kicks in
the face since he had broken the news to Marcus Harris, until he had come
to the conclusion that everybody in the world was as selfish and mean as
Orloft the undertaker.

Had Bill Dunnigan only known how Father Paul would have thrilled
because a fellow man wished to open his heart to him!

But the press agent did not know. He thought that he had no right to
unload troubles on this priest who already had plenty of his own, if
observation, and what the undertaker had said about St. Michael’s church,
were true. And there was something cheerful he could say—if this priest
would not misunderstand.

“Father—" Dunnigan started again, “there is one thing I mus¢ ask you to
let me do—for you and your church. Please understand how [ mean it. It has
nothing to do with the funeral service. This girl wanted to buy something for
your church. Something you need. It must be simple, I’'m afraid, because she
did not leave very much money. But she felt there must be something she
could buy.”

“That was thoughtful of her,” said Father Paul.

“You see, she told me that once, on All Souls’ Day, she burned a candle
to her father and mother without putting down the jitney to pay for it. She
was very poor, Father, when she lived here ”

The priest held up his hand and smiled again. It was an embracing smile.
It was like a firm, warm handclasp. Bill’s liking for Father Paul went up
another notch.

“I rejoice that she did not forget the holy day and burned that candle,”
Father Paul said. “And I think the blessed Saints rejoiced. I don’t think they
were worried about that—ah, jitney.”

Dunnigan caught a twinkle now in the eyes of the priest. And he caught
the friendly repetition of the slang word he had used without thinking. This
priest had a sense of humor! An all-right guy for sure!

“Don’t mind my vocabulary, Father,” he said. “I’'m new to this church
talk. But you see how it is. I must get something for you! I've got to! I gave



my word I’d do it. Something your church needs—something you yourself
really want your church to have!”

He was conscious he had added the last phrase himself. But he felt that
Olga Treskovna, could she have known this priest, would have said just that.

The smile faded from the priest’s face and was replaced by a look of
longing. Father Paul did have a secret desire. It was a “vanity” and he had
resolutely put it aside as such, when he had been tempted. But he had seen a
picture of what he wanted in the catalog of a Philadelphia Catholic supply
house. He had locked the catalog away in the lowest drawer of his desk,
where he would not see it; but sometimes, alone late at night, he would take
it out and gaze at the picture.

He did not mind the shabbiness of his own vestments. They would do for
him, the servant in God’s house. But his altar—the very floor of the Temple
(as it were) of his Blessed Lord—should have only the best! What it had was
cheap in texture and even repaired where it had been torn.

Father Paul wanted desperately a new altar cloth.

“I do want something,” he said. “And if you care to provide it, it would
give me great happiness. I need a new cloth for my altar. I know I should not
dream of such a thing when there are more pressing needs, but I cannot help
it.”

Dunnigan hesitated. “May I ask—I must ask—just what this altar cloth
would cost?”

He felt he had never phrased a more hateful question in his life.
“Ah, that is it!” said Father Paul. “Such things must be bought.”

Dunnigan could see the priest gathering his courage to speak the
ominous words—words that would probably end his dream!

“There is one that would be beautiful for twenty dollars. It is of the
finest linen, and, I am sure, with care it would last for years. I would wash it
and iron it always myself to be certain. There is another—ah, but that is too
much to ask, I know—there is another, with long fringe and the Sacred
Heart embroidered on it, for thirty dollars. But please—the twenty-dollar
one would be quite sufficient. I should not even have mentioned the other!”

Bill Dunnigan looked into Father Paul’s eyes. He had looked into many
eyes that wanted things, in an active life of contact with his wanting fellow
men—and women. Eyes that wanted money—eyes that wanted fame—eyes
that wanted excitement—eyes that wanted lust. But never had he gazed into



eyes in which the wish was so fervent, so intense, and yet so utterly pure, so
selfishly unselfish.

He thought of the thousands of dollars that had been wasted, thrown
aside, on the plays he had been connected with—on the picture Marcus
Harris had just made! Enough to buy ten thousand altar cloths. And here was
a man to whom just one such cloth (cost—thirty dollars), meant supreme
happiness.

“I think we can manage it,” he said. “One altar cloth or the other. I will
know which one the bank roll can afford when we are all finished
tomorrow.”

“Thank you,” said Father Paul. “Thank you with all my heart!”

“Besides the church service, I'm afraid I’ll have to impose on you for
some other help,” commenced Dunnigan. There was real apology now in his
tone.

“That is all right,” said the priest. “That is why I am here.” This stranger
was turning out to be a different person from the one whose bell jangle had
even sounded unfriendly—who had towered so gloweringly in the parish
house doorway a short time before. If only Father Paul could convey to him
his happiness to serve!

“We must find out right away about this girl’s cemetery plot,” the priest
continued.

“Yes. I want to go to the cemetery next—if I can,” Dunnigan said. “The
girl told me that there was no stone on her father’s grave, but that you had a
map. | remember that especially, Father. I thought how strange a map of
graves must be!”

“I will show you,” said the priest. He opened a drawer of his desk and
took out a large rolled chart. He unrolled the chart and Dunnigan pulled his
chair closer and held down one end. It looked like the plan of a small town
—streets, blocks, and smaller squares with names written in their borders.

“The last time I looked at a chart like this, Father,” said Dunnigan
(holding that chart seemed another friendly link between them), “it was the
plan of the Dempsey-Tunney fight arena. Tex Rickard had the names of box-
holders and ringside-seat buyers written in the spaces, and a lot of customers
were phoning squawks about where their seats were located—" The press
agent suddenly remembered where he was, and to whom he was talking.

“That was a good fight,