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      “A WONDERFULLY FUNNY AND SOMETIMES POIGNANT STORY OF FOUR FEMALE BEST FRIENDS trying to elude the most fatal of all Hollywood

         conditions—middle age.”

      


      —Book Page
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      “SMART, SASSY, AND REVEALING… Iris Rainer Dart takes us inside the real Hollywood. She brings to life the painful reality

         behind all the glamour: the broken promises, the sexism, the worship of youth. But she also shows how good friends—and a powerful

         sense of humor—make it possible to survive, even prosper, on the far side of forty.”

      


      —Jewish Week
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         First you’re another

      


      Sloe-eyed vamp.


      Then someone’s mother


      Then you’re camp.


      Then you career from career to career.


      I’m almost through my memoirs


      And I’m here.


      Stephen Sondheim, Follies
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      Look up, sweetheart, look up. That’s it. Now I’ll just add a little more concealer under the eyes and you’ll be all set.” Bert,

         the makeup man, was wearing too much Royal Lyme cologne, and Jan didn’t have the heart to tell him that, at this hour of the

         morning, the thick, tangy scent made her nauseous.

      


      “As soon as I finish this, I’ll whisk a little mascara on your lashes, and then you can take the rollers out and get your

         hair combed.” Bert’s face was so close to her that while he patted the creamy cover-up under her lower lashes she could smell

         the Tic Tac he held in his mouth as an antidote to coffee breath, sometimes even while he was still drinking the coffee. But

         it was Bert’s constant barrage of chatter, always in the form of well-meant advice, that got to her.

      


      “If you’d like the benefit of my personal and my professional opinion…,” he said, while he moved his hand down to Jan’s chin,

         raised her face up into the light, and squinted so he could get a better look at his work.

      


      His opinion, professional or otherwise, was the last thing she wanted. In fact she’d been so lost in her own thoughts, she

         wasn’t even sure where his latest story had drifted. All 

         she wanted was for him to hurry up and finish her face, so she could get back to reading the new script pages for Friday’s

         show. But Bert took her silence for interest and kept talking.

      


      “As far as I’m concerned, and I know a little bit about this subject, to say the least, Frank Kamer is ‘the man,’ ” Bert announced.

         “He is a star in the plastic surgery firmament. When that genius gets through with you, you can’t even see a tiny scar. He

         did Goldie Hawn and Streisand, who both deny it, and Dolly Parton, who flaunts it, and all three of them are flawless.”

      


      The last was punctuated with a few fast dabs of the sponge, after which Bert stepped back and sighed with satisfaction at

         the good job he’d done on Jan. Then he put the sponge down, picked up a mug with the words BERT WESTON GIVES GREAT FACE on the side, took a long swig, and winced from the taste of the sludgy backstage coffee.

      


      “Of course, Steve Hoeflin’s very big these days, too,” he said, his mouth still puckered from the bad taste. “But I always

         think he makes the customers look like someone other than themselves. You know what I mean? He did Ivana, and if you look

         at her old head shots and her new ones, she looks like two different women.”

      


      Jan smiled to signify agreement and polite dismissal, and picked up the pages for Friday’s show, hoping Bert would stop talking.

         But he didn’t.

      


      “Now quite a few knowledgeable people swear by Norman Leaf, who I’ve known since he was in medical school. He’s a gem of a

         guy, and he did Jane Fonda and Shirley MacLaine, and I have to tell you, I’ve seen both of their faces up close and personal,

         and they ain’t bad, for a couple of old broads,” he said, laughing to excuse the dumb remark, 

         and moving around behind Jan’s makeup chair to take a longer look in the mirror at his handiwork.

      


      Jan put the pages back on her lap and her stomach ached. Bert’s sledgehammer of a hint was his way of trying to tell her she’d

         better go out and throw herself at the feet of some Beverly Hills plastic surgeon and invest twenty thousand dollars in a

         face-lift.

      


      Of course she’d considered it. What woman her age, what actress at least, hadn’t stood in front of a mirror when no one else

         was around and gently pulled the skin on the side of her face up toward the top of her ears, just to see how it would be if

         that little bit of extra flesh was gone? And those fatty little pads below the eyes. While she was under, he could take those,

         too. But then she’d think it over and decide it wasn’t for her.

      


      Too many friends had come out of those surgeries with their skin so tight against their bones they looked as if they were

         standing in front of a jet plane about to take off. She even knew an on-camera news reporter who kept her recently removed

         turkey wattle in a jar of formaldehyde on her mantel and told everyone it was the “Pullet Surprise.”

      


      And then there were those scare-the-pants-off-you articles in magazines about how it was done! That they peeled the skin away

         from the skull the way the Indians used to scalp people. After reading a few of those, she vowed to grow old gracefully. One

         article said that after surgery they put staples directly into your skull! Office supplies to keep your face from falling

         into your soup. Hah! The idea made a nervous giggle rise in her chest.

      


      Besides, she couldn’t imagine when the hell she’d have the luxury of time it took to recover from something like that. Her

         schedule on this show was so brutal, she couldn’t 

         even make an appointment to have her teeth cleaned, because she never knew when she’d have a day off.

      


      “Not for this girl, honey,” she said to Bert. “When they start taking you apart and sewing you back together, it smacks a

         little too much of taxidermy to me. I didn’t even like when they did it to Trigger and put him in that Western museum.” She

         laughed, putting her hand up to feel the prongs of the plastic rollers to see if they were cool. She hoped that now that Bert

         was almost through with her makeup, the discussion would be over. She had a costume fitting to squeeze in before she went

         out on the floor to shoot today’s scenes.

      


      “You know what, doll?” Bert said. And when Jan looked into the mirror at him, her dark-with-too-much-liner eyes caught his

         gentle warning expression. “If I were you… I’d at least check it out.”

      


      Jan stopped laughing and was stabbed with panic. He could be warning her that she was about to lose her job.


      “Bert,” she said, turning to touch the sleeve of his long-sleeved striped shirt. Bert had been doing the makeup on “My Brightest

         Day” for twenty years. He’d started on the show long before she did. Every morning he saw the actors at an hour when their

         brains were still in a pre-coffee, partially awake state, when their tongues were still sleepily loose. If there was some

         plan to dump Jan because she was looking too old, Bert probably would’ve heard rumblings about it, and now he was trying to

         get her to do something to save herself.

      


      “Good morning, you two.” Shannon Michaels, the twenty-two-year-old actress who played Julia, slid into the next chair sleepily,

         and with a slim pink-nailed hand brushed her thick flaming red hair away from her perfect face. Hair the 

         same color Jan’s used to be naturally. A color no artificial mixture, designed to disguise gray, could ever reproduce.

      


      “Mornin’, gorgeous,” Bert said. Then he took the mascara out of his case, opened it, and applied it to Jan at the same time

         he was gazing at Shannon, so the tip of the wand hit Jan’s cornea, making her flinch and her eyes water. “Sorry, doll,” Bert

         said to her, then he twisted the mascara closed, took another long sip of coffee, and moved on to do Shannon’s makeup.

      


      Jan looked in the mirror at her own thickly made-up face, with one red watery eye, her head surrounded by the spiny electric

         rollers with their wiry clips sticking into her scalp, and it was no mystery to her why Bert thought she was a candidate for

         the knife. Her cheeks were taking a slow but unmistakable slide down, just like the hill behind her Hollywood Hills house

         did every time it rained.

      


      She’d rationalized it away before telling herself that she wasn’t out on the street competing with young actresses for jobs.

         She was one of the leads on a soap, where it was supposed to be okay for actors to age with their characters. To become the

         senior generation of the show’s family. But Jan’s character, Maggie Flynn, had always been a glamorous seductress, and now

         she was afraid there was a chance the producers figured aging might not look so great on her.

      


      Recently, as an experiment, she’d tried wearing a pair of those little stick-in-the-hairline gizmos she bought at a beauty

         supply store on Laurel Canyon near Riverside. Little V’s that hold your face in the “up” position. And two weeks ago, after

         she begged Ellen to take her along to an “A list” movie-business cocktail party, while she was in the middle of a conversation

         with Alec Baldwin, the left one fell into 

         her drink. The story about how she tried to ignore it floating in her glass of wine would get a few laughs at Girls’ Night.

      


      Thank God for the girls, she thought. On Friday night she’d get together with her three best friends and collapse. They’d

         all howl with laughter in that free-at-last way they did when it was just the familiar four of them. And boy did Jan need

         to be able to fall apart with people who had loved her long before she got the part of Maggie Flynn.

      


      Poor Maggie. Now there was a woman who’d really been through the ringer. A travesty of womanhood who’d survived murders, mayhem,

         runaway lovers, vengeful children, vengeful lovers, and runaway children. “And that was just on last Thursday’s show,” Jan

         liked to joke. But Jan the actress was starting to show the strain on Maggie the character’s struggles. Five days a week,

         fifty-two weeks a year, she’d tiptoe out of her house at six A.M. and drive in the dark, chilly morning to the studio, feeling lucky if her workday was over at seven or eight at night, when

         it was dark again.

      


      And on Saturdays and Sundays, when she wasn’t at a children’s birthday party or Coldwater Park with her angelic son Joey,

         she’d be staring at a script, memorizing what could sometimes be forty or fifty pages of dialogue. There was never time to

         let down, to have a cold, to look back, to just flake out, and not think about the show or what she was going to wear in the

         publicity shots for Soap Opera Weekly.

      


      You’d think after fifteen years of landing on her mark no matter how hysterical the scene, of spewing all the exposition no

         matter how badly it was written or how emotional the monologue or how real the slap she had just taken, she’d feel secure,

         confident, and assured of her status in the business. But the truth was that most people in the industry thought 

         daytime acting was schlocky. A joke. Hammy, facile, overdone. In fact at a recent network affiliates luncheon the producers

         insisted Jan attend, a reporter from an entertainment magazine came over and asked her. “Excuse me, but do you know when the

         real actors are getting here?”

      


      This morning while Shannon and Bert gabbed away, Jan pulled the spray-encrusted rollers out of her hair with her left hand,

         and with her right she turned the pages of the script. She already had her lines down for today and Thursday, but she wanted

         to read ahead to the scenes Maggie had on Friday.

      


      MAGGIE’S OFFICE.


      There she was, good old Maggie, who had kept her in food and shelter for the last fifteen years. What havoc was the nasty

         bitch wreaking now?

      


      MAGGIE IS ON THE PHONE; SHE’S ANXIOUS AND TREMBLING.


      MAGGIE


      (QUIETLY INTO PHONE) But I must speak to Doctor Cartright immediately. I don’t care if he’s with a patient. You go in there

         and tell him it’s Maggie Flynn. This is an emergency.

      


      THE DOOR BANGS OPEN AND LYDIA ENTERS, FOLLOWED BY SAMANTHA. MAGGIE GASPS.


      

         SAMANTHA

      


      (APOLOGETICALLY) I’m sorry, Mrs. Flynn. I tried to stop her.


      LYDIA


      Hang up that phone and tell me where my husband is.


      MAGGIE


      (HANGING UP THE PHONE) Get out or I’ll have security remove you.


      Ooh, now this is a good scene, Jan thought. Maggie and Lydia are finally having it out. But more important, it could be a

         great trend in the show. If there was a big Maggie-versus-Lydia story line coming up, it could go on for ages. Jan’s current

         contract expired in eight weeks, so she needed a story like that. She sighed and leaned back in the big, comfortable makeup

         chair, thanking heaven for this good news.

      


      She had to keep this job. She had to hang in. Forty-nine was a lousy age to be in Hollywood. Last month Marly called her,

         laughing so hard on the phone she could hardly get the story out about the part she just read for in a commercial. Marly Bennet,

         who had starred in two situation comedies and a zillion commercials beginning in the sixties when she ran down the beach in

         a bikini as the symbol of “The Pepsi Generation,” was up for a part in a commercial where her only line was, “My doctor told

         me… Mylanta.”

      


      That one put them all away. They belly-laughed themselves stupid over it. It was the kind of story the friends 

         swapped all the time. An incident that made them marvel over the distance they’d come together, the absurdity of the kind

         of work they did, the importance, as Ellen said, of “taking the business with a shit-load of salt.”

      


      The business which had beaten them up, made them stronger, enhanced their collective sense of humor, and brought them closer

         even than they’d been in college, when they all lived on the same floor in the dormitory.

      


      “We’re witnesses to one another’s history,” Rose said recently, liked the thought, took out a notebook and jotted it down.


      “She thinks she said something profound.” Ellen laughed. “Tomorrow she’ll try to sell it to me as a movie.”


      “Not at all,” Rose said. “I’ll try to sell it to someone classy.”


      They loved getting together to exchange their stories, the old ones that were now part of the legend of the four of them,

         tales of their history revisited and revamped. And the new stories, too, that caught them up with the current insanity about

         their men, their kids, their bodies, their careers. Funny ones, terrible ones, stories of their tragedies and triumphs. Stories

         about the lousy things that happened to them at work.

      


      Last week when Marly called to invite Jan to Girls’ Night, she reminded her that next week it would be twenty-seven years

         since they all arrived in Hollywood and, Jesus, could it possibly be thirty-one years since they met in the drama department

         at Carnegie Tech. The first official Girls’ Night after they all moved west was in Jan’s tiny studio apartment, where they

         all smoked dope for the first time together.

      


      Jan remembered the way Marly, the most adept at everything, figured out how to get the Zigzag paper into the rolling machine,

         and just the right amount of the little leaves 

         to shake into it to make a respectable joint. “An oxymoron if ever I heard one,” Marly said when she laughed about that night.

         And after she lit it, inhaled, then took a few fast little sucks and held her breath, the strange pungent odor hung in the

         air and the others sat glassy-eyed.

      


      “Wow,” Ellen said. “I can understand why people get the munchies with this stuff. It really makes you famished. Hand me that

         bag of cookies, will you?”

      


      All three of them looked over at her quizzically.


      “Um, Ellen,” Rose said, taking off her glasses and breathing on the lenses, then wiping them off on her pajama-top hem. “I

         think you’re supposed to smoke it first.” It was a line she would sometimes say now when Ellen jumped to conclusions, and

         it still made them laugh.

      


      “Look what’s happened to us,” Marly said last month. “Our drug of choice has become estrogen.”


      “Not me,” Rose said. “Anyone who wants to ingest the urine of a pregnant mare, say ‘Aye,’ and anyone who doesn’t, say ‘Neeeigh’!”


      That one got a chuckle from all of them. But these days the laughter they shared was a very different brand from the stoned

         giggle of the sixties. This was the laughter of survivors, a victorious “We’re-still-here” laugh that buoyed the four of them

         much higher than the marijuana of long ago. They also laughed about the idea that the jokes that made them laugh the loudest

         were usually about aging.

      


      “Let’s sing that song from South Pacific,” Marly said when they were all gathered around her piano the last time. “The one about plastic surgery.”

      


      “There’s a song in South Pacific about plastic surgery?” Ellen asked. “I don’t think so.”

      


      

         “There is!” Marly insisted. “It’s called ‘You Have to Be Taut.’ ”

      


      “Two old Jewish men are sitting on a park bench,” Rose told them. “One says, ‘So I think my wife is dead.’ The other says,

         ‘You think your wife is dead? Whaddya mean? How come you don’t know?’ And the first old man says, ‘Well, the sex is still the same,

         but the dishes are piling up!’ ”

      


      Jan loved the way she made them laugh with the stories she told about her jackass producer, Ed Powell. A man she described

         as hating women so much he made Clarence Thomas seem like Alan Alda. But it was the old ones about her days as a sexy little

         starlet that were by far their all-time favorites. Particularly the one they made her tell a million times, about the one-night

         stand she had in the sixties with Maximilian Schell.

      


      “Tell us again about you and Max.” It was usually Rose who would urge her, when they were about three glasses of wine into

         the evening. The story might have been apocryphal—Jan had a way of making things up—but they didn’t care, because true or

         not, it was still funny to them, all these years later.

      


      “Max Schell?” Jan would ask, her face actually flushing when she thought about it. “Ohhh, no. Do you really want to hear that

         one again?” Then she’d sigh, an “If-you-insist” kind of sigh, and she was back there. Lost in a reverie of being an aspiring

         twenty-one-year-old actress who went to New York when they were seniors at Tech to audition for summer stock and met and was

         seduced by Maximilian Schell, a dashing, sexy movie star.

      


      Every time she told it, she’d embellish it a little, adding a nuance or a new detail, throwing in a moment she’d somehow forgotten

         to mention before. How intimidated she was 

         by his stardom, how brusque he was with her, and how sure of himself. How after he got young Jan to his hotel suite, she went

         into the bathroom to undress and looked at herself despairingly in the mirror that reflected the elegant fixtures in the expensive

         hotel bathroom and Max’s monogrammed robe hanging on a brass hook and her own frightened face as she thought, What could he

         possibly want with me?

      


      They still giggled like teenagers when she talked, in her breathy voice, remembering the night that marked the downfall of

         her innocence. About the zealous way she’d over-gelled the diaphragm she’d “just happened” to have with her. So that when

         she squeezed it together to insert it, it got away from her and flew across the room “like a leaping frog” and landed with

         the gooey rim splat on the floor, sticking stubbornly to the bathroom tile.

      


      Then she described the way after Max fell asleep, she stared at him all night long, enthralled by his snore. And always when

         she got to that part, she imitated the sounds of a specifically Maximilian Schell snore.

      


      But the unequivocally best moment in the story was how, at the break of dawn, the trembling Jan, who hadn’t slept a wink,

         dragged herself from under Max and pulled herself back into the fuchsia cocktail dress she’d worn the night before, and the

         matching spike-heeled shoes and bag, mortified to have to wear them outside in the light of the New York day.

      


      And just as she was about to tiptoe away, Max opened one eye, looked at her accusingly, and said “Yessss?” As if he thought

         she was the hotel maid intruding on his sleep. And Jan, standing in the open doorway, with as much savior faire as a terrified,

         guilty, star-struck twenty-one-year-old could 

         muster, said, by way of bidding him good-bye, “Thanks a million, Maximilian.”

      


      That was the part that always slayed the others, made them laugh that out-of-control, over-the-top, hysterical kind of laugh

         Ellen always described as Sammy Davis laughter. The way Sammy Davis used to laugh when Johnny Carson said something funny.

         Pounding with appreciation on the side of the hot tub, kicking their feet in the water. “Thanks a million, Maximilian.” Those

         four words had become a standard phrase among them after that. Part of their group language. The way they’d express their

         gratitude to one another, forever afterward.

      


      Thanks a million, Maximilian. Jan laughed to herself now, thinking that one good evening with her women friends could keep

         her going for months afterward. Then she looked over at Shannon Michaels, in the next makeup chair, jabbering away so confidently.

         Noticed the way the young woman tossed her hair and joked with Bert about her date last night, and she was reminded of herself

         at that age. The way all beautiful young ingenues behave, never imagining the day will come when they’ll be the leading lady

         in the next chair so desperately worried about the future.

      


      MAGGIE STANDS ANGRILY.


      MAGGIE


      Did you hear me, Lydia? I don’t know how you got in here, but I want you gone.


      LYDIA


      I don’t care what you want. Just 

         tell me where Phillip is so I can go to him.

      


      LYDIA PULLS OUT A GUN.


      MAGGIE


      Put that away, Lydia. Don’t be insane. Phillip means nothing to me. I swear to you…


      LYDIA SMIRKS AND COCKS THE GUN. ON MAGGIE’S FACE. WE CUT TO:


      Wow, great opening scene, Jan thought as she turned the pages looking for more scenes for Maggie, but there weren’t any more

         in Friday’s show. They were ending the week with Maggie’s life in jeopardy. They were going to play that scene on Friday,

         so she had to go home for the weekend not knowing until her pages arrived, and maybe not even then, if she was going to live

         or die. The paranoia crept into her mind and lodged there. She had to get herself to Ed Powell’s office and talk about it

         right now.

      


      Her hands were damp and she wiped them on the protective Kleenex Bert had stuffed in her collar. “Fight for yourself,” Ellen

         would say. “No agent will do it for you.” Shannon and Bert were laughing a yuck-it-up kind of laugh while Jan took the last

         of the now-cool rollers out of her hair, ran a brush through the stiff curls, and walked out of the makeup room and down the

         hall to the elevator. As it rose to the fifth floor, she thought nervously about what she ought to say when she got to the

         producer’s office.

      


      

         The fifth-floor hallway was a gallery of black-and-white eleven-by-fourteen portraits of the cast. She stopped to look at

         the one of herself taken in the seventies, when she’d joined the show to play “the evil vixen, Maggie.” She was thirty-four

         that year. God, I was a vision, she thought with a mixture of pride and wonder. And when she took a step back, the light from

         above made the protective glass on the photo reflect her tired, nearly fifty-year-old face, over her glamorous young one.

         

      


      She sighed and turned and walked down the lushly carpeted hall, still not sure what she’d say to the producer, and feeling

         even less confident than she had in the elevator. Ed Powell’s secretary, Maxine, must have gone to the ladies’ room, because

         no one was in the reception area. Perfect, Jan thought, and she walked right past Maxine’s desk into Powell’s office. Jan

         had survived four producers in her fifteen years on this show. They had all either quit or been fired, and the new ones seemed

         to be getting younger each time.

      


      Last month Ed Powell celebrated a birthday which he kept referring to with dismay as “the big four-oh,” as if that number

         made him ancient. Ed looked up, surprised at first to see her, but then he smiled a very forced smile. “Janny Bear,” he said.

         The big welcome was completely phony. In his eyes she could see he was wondering, “How the fuck did she get past that pit

         bull Maxine?”

      


      “I came up so you could tell me what Lydia is going to do with the gun, Ed,” Jan said, holding up the script, knowing she

         sounded a little too hysterical, thinking too late that maybe it was the progesterone she was taking that was talking for

         her. It made her moody and blue and she always thought of it as her “bitch pill,” because it also sometimes made her paranoid

         and panicky. Maybe Ed would tell her 

         what she wanted to know about Monday’s script and everything would be fine. That Lydia would never shoot Maggie.

      


      But Ed Powell had a suspiciously flustered look on his face that confirmed her fears. “Janny, chill out. Maggie Flynn’s a

         linchpin in ‘The Brighter Day’ family. She’s not going anywhere. Starting next week she’ll be in the hospital for a while

         and you can have a vacation. You always say you never get a chance to be with your little boy. So this little break’ll give

         you some time off.”

      


      “I’ll be delighted to stay home, but I need to know you’re telling me the truth, Ed. I was able to adopt a child as a single

         woman, and buy a house, because you always tell me I’m here to stay.”

      


      “Darling girl, you are.”


      “I told you my sister in Pennsylvania lost her job, so I have to support her now,” Jan said, suddenly afraid that she might

         cry.

      


      “Right,” Ed said. “I know all about your sister, and I sympathize.” Then he laughed and asked her, “What’s the name of that

         place again where you told me she lives? That funny name?”

      


      “Beaver Falls,” Jan said, and Ed’s face broke into a grin followed by a big toothy laugh. His face was so shiny it looked

         as if someone had just polished it.

      


      “I always laugh at that,” he said, “because it sounds as if it should be the name of a disease women get when they’re old.”

         He was still laughing at his own joke as Jan left his office in a more urgent panic than the one that had brought her there,

         and went downstairs to wardrobe.
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      Linchpin, my ass,” Gladyce Colby said, talking the way she always did, with her teeth clenched around a line of straight pins.

         “Ed Powell told Elwin Martin that his character was a linchpin, too.” Gladyce was fitting a dark green wool-crepe suit on Jan for tomorrow’s taping. Gladyce had

         been doing wardrobe on the show for twenty years, and Jan trusted her. “Then Ed fucked him over royally. Last year they used

         to joke about Elwin in the booth. Any time he flubbed a line, Ed would turn off the mike and say, ‘Elwin, baby, you’re not

         dead yet… but Doctor Kevorkian is starting the car.’ ”

      


      Jan laughed in spite of the ugliness of the joke.


      “This suit is great on you, hon,” Gladyce said. She had watched Jan’s body “matronize,” the breasts sag, the waist thicken,

         and though in Jan’s early days on the show, Gladyce would dress her in clingy little silk dresses, these days she dressed

         her in suits with long jackets. And never with any criticism or comment.

      


      She was choosing shoes with lower heels to bring in for Jan, too. Not just because they were more seemly for a character 

         of Maggie’s age, but because Jan’s feet were too tired to wear the high heels all day, the way she used to.

      


      “And you remember what happened to Elwin,” Gladyce said with eyebrows raised.


      Jan remembered. Elwin Martin was the actor who played Aubrey Flynn, Maggie’s husband, for ten years. Until one day, the producers

         decided Elwin was too dull, but they still loved the character of Aubrey. So they had the writers write Aubrey into a serious

         auto accident that took his Rolls-Royce into a crash-and-burn over a cliff in northern California. There was no sign of his

         remains.

      


      Six months later they had Maggie walk onto a set that was supposed to be a bar in the Virgin Islands, and suddenly, while

         a steel band played their song in the background, there was the new, improved Aubrey. Now he was played by Tom Patterson,

         a handsomer, younger-looking actor. And the truth was maybe Tom Patterson was too handsome and too young, and by comparison

         Jan looked too old to be Maggie.

      


      She worried about it while she sat on the set of Maggie’s office and ran over the lines for today’s taping with Tom. In the

         scene today, Aubrey confronted Maggie about his nemesis, Phillip Jenkins, a brilliant biologist who worked for Flynn Laboratories.

         Sitting on the plush set of Maggie’s office, Jan and Tom chatted casually while they waited for lights to be set and the boom

         microphones to be moved and for the prop man to fill the coffee cups they were using in the scene.

      


      “I saw the script for tomorrow’s show,” Tom said. “Great scene for Maggie and Lydia.” Tom was a hardworking actor, with a

         square jaw and a leading-man look, who had made a career of daytime TV, appearing on a few other soaps before 

         he got to this one. He was easy to work with because he was comfortable with himself, happily married, and almost apologetic

         about putting his predecessor, Elwin Martin, out of a job.

      


      “It is a great scene,” Jan said, searching Tom’s eyes to see if he knew anything. They were speaking in the hushed tones they

         always used, while the prop man straightened a flower in a vase and plumped a pillow and a hairdresser was spraying and patting

         down a stray hair on Jan. “Unfortunately, the great scene with Lydia may turn out to be my last.”

      


      “I don’t think so,” Tom said. “It’s just a scare tactic from the boys upstairs. Do you have a new deal pending?” Tom asked.


      She nodded.


      “Well, there you go,” he said reassuringly. “You say no to their deal, Lydia shoots Maggie. You say yes to their deal, Maggie

         calms her down.” He shrugged. “You know the drill. Producers have all the options, actors are garbage. Besides, there’s always

         that buddy of yours who helped you get a spot on one of his networks’ prime-time series. Maybe if you leave the soap, he’ll

         give you a lead.”

      


      There was envy in his voice, envy from all the actors on the show, because two months ago when Maggie was having such bad

         headaches that she had to lie down for ten days, Jan had begged her way into a small but meaty part on one of Jack Solomon’s

         hot prime-time network shows. She’d had a horrible experience doing it, but everyone in the soap was impressed that she’d

         gone to college with the president of a network. Last month, at least six people asked her if she’d seen Jack’s picture on

         the cover of the New York Times Magazineand the article about how he was changing the face of network TV.

      


      “Okay, folks, let’s shoot this.” The director’s voice came over the PA from the booth, interrupting their conversation. Jan

         did a last-minute run-through in her mind of Maggie’s lines for this scene and what Maggie wanted from Aubrey. The lights

         were all on now, and one of the hairdressers was smoothing down a flyaway hair of Tom’s.

      


      “Aubrey.” The director’s voice came over the box, addressing the actor by the character’s name, the way he always did. “Remember

         that the goal is to get Maggie to reassure you that she loves you. And Maggie, don’t move until he says the line, ‘All those

         late meetings you two were having. It made me worry.’ Then do the turn away. Okay?”

      


      Jan nodded and took a breath, and Hal, the potbellied, Hawaiian-shirt-clad stage manager, said, “Okay, people, quiet on the

         set.” He was relaying the countdown from the booth. “Here we go in five, four, three, two…”

      


      “You can imagine how—“


      A piercing scream from off camera interrupted Tom’s first line. Jan spun around in terror and heard someone off camera shout,

         “Hold it, pal! Don’t move or we’ll hurt you.” But the bright lights were in her eyes, and the space beyond the cameras was

         black to her

      


      She could see everyone on the office set standing frozen in fear. There was some loud scuffling, and shouts, and then she

         heard an eerie plaintive cry, “Maggeeeee, I love you.” She was shocked when the stage manager suddenly grabbed her hard by

         the arms and pulled her out of the chair and through the open doorway of the office set. Running with her past the jail-cell

         set, past the Flynn living-room set, and onto the intensive 

         care unit set, which was the farthest away from the cameras. There was terror in Hal’s eyes and he was gasping for breath

         as he leaned against the bed in the mock hospital room.

      


      “My God! What is it?” Jan asked him. But before he could answer, she heard one of the grips holler, “It’s okay. Not to worry,

         folks. We got him. He’s outta here.” Hal was heaving hysterical breaths that made Jan afraid he was going to have a heart

         attack. Finally he fell on her in a sweaty hug.

      


      “It’s okay. They got him. It was that guy again, hon,” Hal said, trying to catch his breath. “That fan. I just caught sight

         of him lurking back there by the coffeemaker. He must have gotten past the Pinkerton security boys downstairs and wanted to

         say hello to you. That’s all.”

      


      That’s all, he said, but he looked more afraid than she was. It was the man, that fan of hers who sat across the street from

         the studio every night so he could wave to her when her car drove out. And today he’d managed to get all the way onto the

         lot, and the sound stage, and the set, and Hal, who now pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket and mopped the sweat from

         his own face, kept repeating the words “That’s all.”

      


      Chilled with dread, Jan sat on the bed on the ICU set and tried to calm herself. Soap-opera fans were notorious for believing

         the characters on the show they watched were real, so every day there were weird letters and phone calls and threats to the

         producer’s offices from fans who obsessed about their favorite character’s fate. AUBREY FLYNN IS A DEAD MAN IF HE DOESN’T GIVE HIS SON THAT MONEY HE ASKED FOR. WHO DOES THAT BITCH MAGGIE THINK SHE IS? FLIRTING

            WITH EVERY MAN THAT GOES BY, IF I EVER GET MY HANDS ON HER…

      


      “Jan, you okay down there?” she heard the director ask from 

         the booth as she and Hal made their way back onto the office set. Hal was so shaky she felt as if she was holding him up.

      


      “I’m fine,” she said, even trying to force a smile, but her face was twitching. “What did they do with the man?” she asked,

         hoping someone would assure her that they’d taken him to jail.

      


      “Nothing much they can do. They threw him off the lot,” came the voice.


      “That’s all?” Jan asked. Bert was touching up the concealer under her eyes. A few pats with the sponge, his Royal Lyme engulfing

         her. “Look up, sweetheart. That’s it. Look up.”

      


      “He didn’t do anything,” the disembodied voice from the booth told her dismissively.


      Jan tried to make her breathing normal as Bert left the set, and she looked around at all the people who were uncomfortably

         looking anywhere but into her eyes. They were afraid for her, and probably for themselves. Last year, at Universal Studios,

         some nut stood outside the executive office building and let go with an automatic rifle. And everyone knew about the fan who

         tracked down and murdered that poor young actress Rebecca Schaeffer.

      


      She sat down at the desk in Maggie’s office and tried to regain her composure. “Is he going to have to kill me before they

         arrest him?” she said to nobody in particular. No one answered. Tom Patterson patted her hand as if to tell her he understood.

         But he didn’t understand. She was panicked. What if that man waited outside the lot and then followed her home? What if he

         hurt Joey? She wanted to stand up and scream, “Somebody help me,” but she knew none of them could or would.

      


      “Can we go on?” the director’s voice asked, as if he’d been inconvenienced by Jan’s popularity. There were three 

         directors who alternated shooting the episodes of this show, and there was always competition among them about coming in on

         time and under budget. If someone had called the police, their intrusion on the set would have slowed things up significantly.

         This little incident could have thrown off the whole day. They had to keep moving.

      


      “Let’s make this one, people,” Hal called out, his voice still quivering. “Places, please. Here we go in five, four, three,

         two…”

      


      “You can imagine how worried I’ve been,” Tom Patterson said as Aubrey to Maggie. “I mean, there’s no mistaking the look in

         Phillip’s eyes when you walk into a room. I thought perhaps you felt…”

      


      It was Jan’s cue. “Darling, don’t be silly.” She managed to say Maggie’s words, but inside she was trembling, worrying about

         driving home alone and wondering if that fan had any idea where she lived.

      


      “All those late meetings you two were having. It made me worry.”


      Jan turned away, as Maggie had been directed. It was all by rote. Years of technique taking over. Thank heaven she could rely

         on the automatic system she’d developed after playing this part for so long, because her heart and her brain were not there,

         and her insides were rumbling with fear. “Darling, don’t be absurd,” she said, afraid she might lose it any second. Nobody

         had spotted that man today, and he’d made it all the way onto the set. Only a few yards away from her. No one mentioned whether

         or not he was carrying a gun.

      


      “You aren’t in love with Phillip Jenkins, are you, Maggie?”


      “Oh, Aubrey. Don’t be absurd,” she said, as the camera moved in for her close-up. Later everyone commented when 

         they watched that episode that Maggie really looked as if she was afraid Aubrey had finally caught her cheating on him. And

         how ironic it all was, in light of what happened later.

      


      Today was a block-and-tape day, which meant that the actors taped each scene immediately after they blocked it, so after the

         scene in Maggie’s office, and one more in the reception area of Flynn Laboratories, Jan’s shooting day was over. She spent

         a quiet time in her dressing room, removing her makeup, changing into leggings and a long sweater. When she opened the big,

         heavy studio door, she squinted, surprised to see the sun. It was the first time in weeks she’d actually left work while it

         was still daylight.

      


      As she drove off the lot in her silent black Lexus, she looked both ways to see if she could spot anyone suspicious pulling

         away after her car, but in the early afternoon the streets were quiet and surprisingly traffic free. She put her hand on her

         car phone and considered calling The Prince of Power. Just to tell him what happened and hear him say, “Oh, sweetheart, I’m

         so sorry.”

      


      Sometimes she could get through the first and second assistants to his executive secretary, who had worked for him at that

         studio and the one before it, long enough to remember the way in the old days he had a phone on his desk with a private number

         just for her calls. Sometimes Isobel would still hustle her call through so she could hear his husky voice say, “My angel

         face… how awful you must feel. I’ve got Barry Diller holding. I’ll ring you back.”

      


      No, she wouldn’t call him. It didn’t matter. In a few minutes she’d be hugging Joey, and that would make the insanity of the

         day disappear. It amused her that hurrying home to be with her son excited her more than anything she’d ever felt when she

         was on her way to a tryst with The Prince. This little boy was 

         magical for her. And every day she thanked heaven for the day she’d finally had the guts to adopt him, finally admitted to

         herself after too many difficult romances that waiting for some man to someday make a family with her was a vain hope.

      


      Everyone thought she was crazy to start raising a child at this stage in her life. The other actors on her show, her sister,

         and of course The Prince all advised her to forget it. But Marly, Rosie, and Ellen urged her to go for it. Ellen had recommended

         the adoption lawyer, who found Jan a birth mother willing to turn over a baby to a single working woman. Marly found Jan a

         therapist who specialized in adoptions to prepare her for the experience. Rose found a good obstetrician for the birth mother.

      


      All three of them managed to have careers and children, but to a woman they reported that nothing in their work lives, no

         matter how big a part, how hot a deal, “not even my Oscar nomination,” Rose said, could compete with the love of their children.

         Jan had envied them for so long, watched their joy while she played Aunt Jan to all of their kids.

      


      Joey’s adoption ceremony was an emotional event from start to finish. Jan dressed him in a sailor suit, and no one could get

         over the way he laughed and smiled through the entire ceremony. And none of them would ever forget the tender moment when

         Marly, Ellen, and Rose all stood in a circle, and as they passed the infant boy to one another’s arms, each made an eloquent

         and loving promise to him, like the fairies did in Sleeping Beauty, to guard him with their lives.

      


      Today as Jan drove up the long, winding driveway and pulled into the carport of her house, she congratulated herself again

         for buying it. It wasn’t grand, just a little two-story, built-on-stilts Laurel Canyon house. Stucco with the fifties’ sliding-glass-door

         style. But what had sold her on it, the 

         minute the broker walked her in, was the panoramic view from every room. On days when the air wasn’t too thick with smog,

         she could see the mountains that were miles away.

      


      And at night, the lights below twinkled and made the view look just the way she remembered it in the opening of a TV show

         she used to watch as a kid, where the searchlights spanned the night sky and the announcer’s voice said, “Lux… presents Hollywood.”

      


      “Mommmeeee,” Joey shrieked happily, running to Jan. She crouched so her arms would receive her four-year-old, whose wispy

         blond hair and blue eyes ironically made him look just like the baby pictures she had of herself.

      


      “Hello, my lovely boy,” she said, inhaling the dear little-boy scent of him. It was unusual for her to be home in time to

         be the one who made Joey dinner instead of arriving just in time to tuck him in. Hurrying in to give him a few pre-sleep kisses

         and then watching him drift off. It was an incredible luxury to have hours of daylight left to play with him. Jan nursed a

         glass of wine while they sat on the floor and put together a jigsaw puzzle. Then they each colored a page in the “Beauty and

         the Beast” coloring book, Jan carefully shading a blue dress on Belle, and Joey scrawling with bright red all over the Beast.

      


      “Some children are natural nurturers,” a child psychologist told her. “From the start they feel that they’re here to take

         care of you.” Ellen told Jan that her son, Roger, had always been a caretaker. Joey was like that, too, with Jan. When her

         mind wandered to the man breaking in onto the set today, he climbed into her lap and gently patted her face.

      


      “It’s okay, Mommy,” he said. “It’s okay.”


      The day was getting just a little gray, and the sky over the valley was orange and magenta when she stood at the stove, 

         tasting the DynoMac pasta to see if it was ready for the sauce. She promised herself that one of these days she’d stop giving

         Joey such junk food, but she kept breaking the promise because he seemed to love it so much. She was getting the milk out

         of the refrigerator when the phone rang.

      


      “They’re fucking you, babe.” It was her lawyer.


      “Ooh, Bernie, I hope so,” she kidded, while she mixed the cheese and the milk into the pasta. “I also hope like hell they’re

         using protection.” Bernie had his serious voice on. He was bringing what he thought was grim news from Ed Powell and the other

         producers of “My Brightest Day.”

      


      The scene between Maggie and Lydia for Friday was leading to a shooting followed by a prolonged hospitalization for Maggie,

         as a warning to Jan that she was dispensable. To make sure that she’d accept the meager raise they were offering for a new

         three-year contract. An offer Bernie was telling her was “a real up-yours.”

      


      “But, Bern,” she said, “I’m happy they want me back. I was starting to think Maggie Flynn was going to have soap opera reincarnation

         as a younger actress. Thank God at least I can get some more time out of this deal. I have a child to feed, sweetie.”

      


      “If I were you, I’d threaten to walk,” Bernie said. “Otherwise they’ll shit all over you. That new girl? The twenty-two-year-old

         with the headlights out to Kishnev. She started on the show with a higher salary than they’re offering you after fifteen years.

         So I don’t want you to be a schmuck. I mean, you can be a schmuck if you want, but I wouldn’t cave at this point. I’d say

         no to the offer and let them come back to us.”

      


      “Yeah? And what if they say, ‘Okay. Thanks for the fifteen years, and ciao, baby?’ ” she asked, spooning the minidinosaurs

         

         smothered in the gooey orange cheese sauce onto a “Ninja Turtle” plate.

      


      “Well, that’s the chance we have to take, isn’t it?” Bernie said.


      “Bernie, I’ve watched them get rid of other actors on this show with great ease. I did a guest shot on a high-rated prime-time

         show because my old college chum gave me a handout. The producer of the show probably resented it so much that he’ll never

         use me again. No one is exactly beating my door down to beg me to do anything else. I’m a forty-nine-year-old actress, and

         a long-running soap is asking me back. I appreciate you wanting to get me some fancy raise, but I am unable to authorize you

         to tell them I’m walking if they don’t give me what I want. If I don’t send my sister a monthly check, she’ll be moving into

         her car. Close the deal,” she said.

      


      “Janny, let’s take a day or two or three to get back to them,” Bernie said. “Maybe you’ll change your mind and give me some

         leeway.”

      


      “We can take a few days, Bern,” she said. “But I’m not going to turn my back on a real live job.”


      “Call me next week when you’re a little more rested,” Bernie said.


      “Fine,” Jan said, and she caught the telephone receiver just before it fell from under her ear into the DynoMacs.


      She put the dish in front of Joey at the table, and Marie poured some apple juice into a plastic glass for Joey and put that

         on the table, too. “I tell my husband I stay here Friday night so you can be with Misses Marly and Ellen and Rose,” Marie

         said. “I stay the night to watch Joey, and you go have fun with your friends.”

      


      “Thank you, Marie,” Jan said. “I can’t wait!”
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      Over the last ten years, she’d moved from one piece-of-shit apartment to another so often that by the time some of her mail

            actually found her, it had two or three forwarding stickers slapped one on top of the other. -Most of the junk shoved in her

            mailbox wasn’t worth the tree they had to kill to get the paper. A few catalogues, with a lot of fancy items in them that

            she couldn’t afford. A bill there was no way she could pay, so with a flick of her wrist she tossed that one right in the

            wastebasket.

      


      Let them come and get me, she thought. As it was, she could barely make the rent for this rathole apartment, in a neighborhood

            so bad she had to keep a gun in the kitchen drawer just in case one of those spics who lived across the way got any ideas.

      


      Wasn’t it great, she thought, that the one slick, good-looking upscale magazine that found its way to her every time was the

            alumni news? She didn’t have to pay for it, and she always made sure to supply that office with her new address so they’d

            know where to send it. Of course when she wrote to them, she never told them any info about what she was really doing, like

            they asked. Oh please. With all the big-time players they listed in there from her class alone?

      


      

         Every few months when the magazine was there in her mailbox at the end of a long day’s work, she’d drop everything to sit

            and read it. Not the articles about homecoming and the new student computer center. She skipped over those, right to the part

            where they listed the goings-on about the people from her department and her year.

      


      DRAMA—Class of ‘66


      Albertson, Sherry. Sherry writes in, “I am still teaching acting technique at the La Jolla Playhouse and loving it.”


      Teaching. Big deal. She knew the frustration of teaching when what you really wanted to do was act. She’d done it herself

            for a while. Taught speech to a bunch of airheads at an acting school. Forget that shit! Skip Sherry Albertson. Who else?

      


      Bradford, Freeman. Freeman is scene designer for the Seattle Repertory Company.


      Nice going, Freeman, she thought, remembering he had been a nerd.

      


      Bass, Ellen. Ellen Bass was Ellen Feinberg and is now the vice president in charge of feature films at Hemisphere Studios

         in Hollywood. Recent films under her aegis starred Jodie Foster, Julia Roberts, Richard Gere, and Michelle Pfeiffer.

      


      That one made her close the magazine for a minute and sit 

            staring around her dingy dive of an apartment. She had written her first letter to Ellen Bass when she read that she was in

            some production job at 20th Century-Fox a few years ago, but she never got an answer. Then she actually got up the nerve to

            call her when she saw that she got that big job at Hemisphere Studios, and some male secretary with an attitude problem asked,

            “Will she know what this is regarding?” It was so condescending, she hung up. Then last year she sent her the tape, the brilliant

            tape, and Ellen fucking Bass never so much as sent a thank-you note. Why was it so hard to just scribble a few lines saying,

            “Thank you. I got the tape” But not one word.

      


      Feldman, Sanford. Composer Sandy Feld has scored five Broadway musicals. He lives with his wife and children in Connecticut,

         and this year he generously gave his time to come and speak to the music majors about how to break into the theater.

      


      Her stomach acid surged up into her esophagus. That little musical genius Sandy Feldman had gotten her stoned one night at

            a party during their senior year and tried to score her. Cut me a break, she thought. Five Broadway musicals? She hadn’t even seen five Broadway musicals. Only one. That glorious time a bunch of them piled into a car and drove from Pittsburgh to New York

            City.

      


      It was before seat belts, and there were too many of them for Sandy Feldman’s little Chevy, so most of the way she sat on

            Jack Solomon’s lap. Best time he ever had in his whole life, he kept joking. And then they got to New York. What a city. It

            was all lit up and it was snowing, and they all stood 

            in line together waiting to buy twofers for How to Succeed, singing Christmas carols and laughing.

      


      The musical made her feet leave the ground. Robert Morse, Michelle Lee, and Charles Nelson Reilly, and every song was a gem.

            Afterward they all walked, with their arms around one another, all over the theater district, Shubert Alley, and Sardi’s,

            singing that song, “Brotherhood of Man,” and swearing that someday they’d all be working there. Together. All of them were

            so sure then that working in the theater was their destiny.

      


      She was one of them then. Young and pretty, with her carrot-colored hair down to her waist. The best actress in the class.

            Jack Solomon called her that for the first time after freshman year, during a rehearsal of The Cherry Orchard. He told her it was her great, deep, sexy bedroom voice that filled the theater and made her impossible to ignore on stage.

            And he wasn’t even looking to get laid when he said it. No, Jack was always hot for Jan O’Malley. Besides, he was such a little

            jerko in those days, no one would have dreamt of him as a boyfriend. And now he was big-time Jack Solomon, who wasn’t even

            on this list, probably because he was too famous now to take the time to write in and tell the alumni magazine what he was

            doing.

      


      In some newspaper article she read a while back, it said that Jack Solomon gave two million dollars to some museum in New

            York. Imagine having a spare couple of million you could just give away. That was something. Her eyes moved down the page

            and stopped to read a little piece of gossip.

      


      Mann, Marly Bennet. Marly was a key player on a long-running situation comedy, “Keeping 

         Up with the Joneses.” You’ve also seen her in many movies of the week and miniseries. Also since her arrival in Hollywood,

         Marly has acted in over one hundred and fifty commercials. Marly writes whimsically to this office, “Am happy to report that

         I’m legally separated from Billy Mann, so all college sweethearts can contact me through the alumni association.” Marly and

         ex-husband, late-night-TV-star Billy Mann, have twin daughters, Jennifer and Sarah.

      


      Oooh, separated. Maybe that’s why Marly didn’t get her letters. She’d mailed them to Marly in care of “The Billy Mann Show,”

            thinking Billy would bring them home. But the big TV star dumped her. Tough break, Marly, she thought. But you’ll survive.

            Someone with my simple tastes could probably live for a year on one month of the child support you’ll get for the twins. Now

            she skipped down the list, looking only at the names of the people she used to know well. 

      


      Morris, Rose. The film Faces, which starred Meryl Streep and Al Pacino, brought screenwriter Rose Morris Schiffman an Oscar nomination for best original

         screenplay. Rose was widowed in 1982 by the death of department-of-architecture graduate (’66) Allan Bayliss. Rose and her

         second husband, physician Andrew Schiffman, have a ten-year-old daughter, Molly.

      


      She thought about the day Rose Morris and Allan Bayliss got pinned in a fraternity-pinning ceremony held outside in front

            of 

            the dorm. Those two loved one another big time, in an almost mystical way. They were the couple she always thought about when

            she learned the term soul mates. They even looked alike.

      


      She could still picture that funny little four-eyes Rose Morris nervously running down the stairs to untie Allan from the

            tree where the Sigma Nu’s had tied him as part of the ritual. She had to kiss him in front of everyone and she was mortified,

            didn’t want to go out there alone, but none of her buddies would go with her. Brave it, or some shit like that, they told

            her. You can do it.

      


      Rose was terrified. She was on her way up to her room after a dance class, and when Rose spotted her, she grabbed her. “Please

            just walk me out there,” she said. “I’m too afraid to do this alone.” It was no big deal to her, those fraternity jerks didn’t

            intimidate her. So she walked Rose down the steps and out to the tree. Stood next to her while she kissed Allan and untied

            him and the Sigma Nu’s sang the goopy sweetheart song, with Rose blushing flame red.

      


      So naturally when she was sitting with her daughter in the State Theater, and Rose’s name came on the screen, she let out

            a yelp and embarrassed the shit out of Polly. “I know her,” she said, really loud, “I saved her ass one time,” and Polly covered

            her face with her hands and someone a few rows back yelled, “Shut up, lady!”

      


      All the way home from Rose’s movie that night, she kept thinking, I could have played the part in Faces better than Meryl Streep did. I could have at least played the sister. She tried to call Rose the day after she saw the movie.

            She was going to remind her about the pinning. She was going to say she remembered how much she and Allan loved one another.

            Rose would appreciate that.

      


      

         She was going to ask her for help in the business, but the information operator in Los Angeles told her, “Sorry, but that

            phone is unlisted.” Unlisted! Who do these people think they are? Who are they hiding from, when they don’t list their goddamn

            phone numbers?

      


      Norell, Betty. Betty Norell spends summers with her family in California, but through an exchange with British Equity, she

         winters in repertory at Chichester, the theater started by Laurence Olivier. Writes Betty: “It’s theater just as we’d all

         once hoped it would be. And many of our glorious productions move on to the West End.”

      


      She read that one over three times. Looks like good old Betty was the only one who was living up to the vow. Doing the kind

            of things they all swore they’d do some day. Making the rest of them seem as if they’d gone the way of the glitz. Sold themselves

            down the old L.A. river. Well, Betty always was the best actress in her class, and the most serious one about her work, she’d

            give her that.

      


      O’Malley, Jan. Jan is now in her fifteenth year of playing the part of Maggie Flynn on the daytime drama “My Brightest Day.”

         In 1991, Jan, still single, adopted a baby son, Joey, and tells us in her letters, “As a result, I am finally alive.”

      


      That one made her close the magazine and fling it across the room. A baby. They gave Jan O’Malley a baby. See what 

            being a star can get you? I lose custody of my kids, and she gets to buy a baby! Look at these women’s lives! Look at mine!

            I graduated from the same school! I was the best one, and now I have nothing to show for it. And they have it all. Money,

            babies, their pictures in TV Guide and the paper. And the clothes. That sequined dress Jan O’Malley wore on the Daytime Emmys had to cost at least five thousand

            dollars.

      


      She got up and walked over to the window of her apartment, the window with the view of the back alley and the trash cans from

            the building next door. I’m forty-nine years old, she thought. When do I get mine? When do I get to have a decent life? And

            why don’t they help me? The tears of jealousy that had been burning behind her eyes finally came and rolled down her unhappy

            face.
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