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until she had drawn three or four puffs
on her cigarette.

“Well, I gave the wretched girl clothes
to wear. I gave her twenty-five dollars a
week. All she had to do was tend to my
correspondence, send out pictures and so
forth. Some letters she was to answer
without bothering me, but anything that
she felt needed my particular attention
she was to show to me. At first she was
ideal. Then after a month or so she be-
gan to annoy me.”

“How?” I couldn’t help asking.

“By staring at me. She stared at me all
the time. I would turn around suddenly
and catch her eyes on me. It gave me
the creeps. Finally, I couldn’t stand it
any longer. I suddenly realized that she
was studying me, imitating my gestures,
my ways of speech, almost doing the
same things. It was like having a living
shadow. At last I told Clement that he
should use the girl at the office; that she
could attend to my mail there instead of
at home. I wanted to get her out of the
house, and at the same time I didn’t
want to fire her. I still felt sorry for her.
Besides, her work was very satisfactory.

“Clement was delighted with her,”
Margola continued, a little thin-lipped.
“His own secretary had just left to be
married, and this girl fitted right in to
her place. She began to read plays for
us and made some quite intelligent ob-
servations. Then one day we had a re-
hearsal — it was when we were putting
Miss Caswell into the sister part —and
I had a toothache and didn’t go. My
understudy hadn’t been called. She was
out, and the stage manager wasn’t able

4 to get in touch with her. Eve had gone to

the rehearsal with Clement to take his
notes, and when there wasn’t anybody to
do my part, she volunteered. Clement told
the stage manager to give her the script
so that she could read it, and to his
amazement she said, ‘Oh, I don’t need
that” Well, my dear”—Margola leaned
closer to me as the car spun around a
corner—“would you believe it, she knew
every line of my part? Not only every
line but every inflection, every gesture.
Clement was there to watch Miss Caswell,
and he said he forgot all about her, he
was so fascinated by Eve’s unexpected
performance.”

“Was she really good?” I asked.

“Good!” Margola raised a painted eye-
brow. “Good! She was marvelous. Cle-
ment even hinted she was slightly better
than I am. He didn’t dare say so, of
course, but he teased me that she was.
He said if he’d closed his eyes, he wouldn’t
have known the difference.”

“What about the Norwegian accent?”

“Apparently,” Margola shrugged, “that
just went. I understand why, now.”

T don’t;” 1 ‘said:

“You will,” Margola stated bluntly.
“Anyway, Clement was so amazed at the
girl’s exhibition that he took her out to
tea afterwards. She confessed to him that
she had always wanted to be an actress
and asked him to help her. Asked him—
not me! Don’t you think that was hate-
fully deceitful?”

I admitted that it was, but I thought
privately the girl had been rather smart.
Great actresses are not noted for en-
couraging brilliant ingénues.

“She told him that she had only stood
around my stage door because she wanted
to meet him, that she considered him the
most brilliant director and producer in
New York. He didn’t tell me that. I found
it out later. But Clem was very flattered.
After all, he’s only a man, and I get
more than my share of attention. He’s
always introduced as Miss Cranston’s
husband; it probably irritates him more
than he admits. But here was somebody
looking up at him with saucer eyes, tell-
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ing him he was wonderful, and he fell
for it. He told me she was the most
talented young, girl he had seen in years,
that we must help her. I said nothing. I
knew I had to handle this very carefully.
I asked Eve why she hadn’t told me she
wanted to be an actress and asked me
to help her. She had the nerve”’—Margola
paused for effect—“to tell me she knew I
wouldn’t like the competition.”

I laughed out loud. It was so ridiculous.
Even the best actors in her supporting
casts have a tendency to melt into the
scenery when Margola gets into her
stride. “She doesn’t lack ego,” I chuckled.

“Ego!” Margola spat out the word.
“Wait till I tell you about the letter ...
It arrived several days after this re-
hearsal. Eve came to my dressing room
before the performance with four or five
letters. This particular one was among
them. She told me that she thought I
ought to give them my personal atten-
tion. I put them into my purse, took them
home and forgot about them.

“Several days later, Eve asked me if I
had read them, and I said that I kadn’t.
‘She particularly urged me to do so. I
promised to, but I still put it off. I hate
reading mail. In a few days, she was nag-
ging me again to know if I had read the
letters. I still hadn’t. That night Alice
told me that Miss Harrington had come
to my dressing room while I was on the
stage and had gone all through my
pockets and my purse looking for some-
thing. I didn’t like that, and after the
show I called Eve down for it. She said
she was looking for those letters, that
there was one that, on second thought,
she felt I ought not to see. I said that as
she had given me the letter in the first
place, it was a little absurd to decide now
that I shouldn’t see it. But whether I
read the letters or not, she was never
again to go through things.

“She burst into tears and cried that

she only wanted to spare me pain. I had
been so kind to her, she didn’t want my
feelings hurt. She had only given me
»the letter because when she had first
read it she had been so thrilled that she
wanted me to see if; thinking it over
she realized that it might hurt me.

“I remarked that after the things
critics had written about me, nothing in
any letter could possibly faze me.

“I realize now that this entire per-
formance was to get me to read that
letter without any more delay, and I am
sorry to say it worked. That night when
I got home it was the first thing I did.
It was very easy to pick out the one she
was referring to. It went something like
this. ARl :

“Dear Miss Cranston,

“Today I was buying a ticket to see
a performance of your play. The door
to the theater was open, and as I
could hear voices and no one was
watching the door, I wandered inside
to see what was going on. It seemed
to be a rehearsal. A young girl was
playing the part that I recognized,
when I saw the actual performance,
as your role. I presume she was your
understudy. I know that stars of your
caliber are always jealous of the
ability of young people, but my dear
Miss Cranston, I put you above such
petty feelings. I am sure that loving
the theater as you do, you will wish
to enrich it. In your company, hidden
backstage, is the most brilliant young
performer I have ever seen. I was
spellbound. She brought all your abil-
ity plus youth to the part. I waited
outside for this young girl and asked
her name. It was Harrington. Do help
her to get the break she so richly
deserves.

“It was signed: ‘One of your -deyoted
followers.” ” ! %
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