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“Brad?” Jenny’s voice interrupted his remembering. “Is
something wrong?”

“No. 1 was just thinking about something. As for what
you said about involving me, isn’t that what friends are
for?” He held out his hand.

She took it, meaning to return his gesture of friendship.
But something happened. The pressure of his fingers, the
nearmess of him, old memories rushing back. Jenny’s traitor
heart stared pounding and the truth couldn’t be denied. She
still cared for Brad Conners.

Brad, looking down at Jenny’s emerald eyes, saw their
sudden yearning. Could Faye have been right? “Jenny—r”
It was a whispered question. Then without counting the
cost he drew her into the circle of his arms.

It was a long kiss that began in gentleness and ended
quite differently. It was not like the brief ones they had
shared while dating. It was the kind of kiss that too late
betrayed the promise of what might have been.

“Brad, nol” Jenny pulled away from him, the spellbound
moment over. Strength and sanity had returned. “We
mustn’t—we have no right.”

He stared at the girl whose cheeks were guilt-flushed,
whose dark hair, loosened from its usual French twist,
framed her lovely face. Beautiful, desirable Jenny. Heart
and fire and wonderfully sweet. As fine a woman as she was
a nurse. Suddenly Brad knew why Faye was fearful. And,
with a sense of shock, he knew why he and Jenny quarreled.
Subconsciously they tried to deny their attraction by replac-
ing it with anger.

“I'm sorry, Jenny. Not for the kiss, but for the circum-
stances. You're right. We've both made commitments that
involve other people. I won’t let it happen again.”

Moments later he left, half-carrying Kris. Jenny went to
bed and lay in the still darkness, remembering, unable to
sleep. For a brief, stolen moment Brad had been hers again.
A moment that must never be repeated.
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“I'm sorry, Faye. I hadn’t realized that I was annoying
you,” he had answered, trying to calm her.

But Faye’s temper was never quick to dissolve. “There’s
a lot you don’t realize, Brad Conners!”

“Meaning what?” His impatience with Faye’s pettiness
had begun to turn to anger.

“Meaning that your precious Jenny Tyler is still in love
with youl”

“You're crazy. Jenny is practically engaged to Mike Ryan.
And T've told you until I'm sick of it that Jenny and I were
never that serious.”

Faye tossed her head and the flame hair shimmered. It
was a gesture that Brad had once found fascinating. At the
moment it irritated him. “Maybe you weren’t thinking of
Jenny in terms of love, but that doesn’t mean she didn’t
have plans. A woman senses these things, Brad.” Her voice
grew patronizing.

“If youre going to believe vicious gossip—" he began,
thmkmg of Gloria.

“It’s not just that. I saw the way Jenny looked at you at
the Staff Party Brad, I don’t want that girl working at Holly
View after we’re married. Dad doesn’t either., We're going
to insist that she is replaced.”

That had been the last straw. “Of all the—so you and your
father have decided to discharge an excellent nurse on the
grounds that she happens to be beautiful and because I
used to date her? Do you know what the real problem is?P
You're jealous, Fayel”

Her voice had risen to a scream. “MeP Me jealous—that’s
insane. 1 have twice the looks that Jenny Tyler has!”

That was when he’d done it. When he had replied with
deliberate sarcasm, “That is a matter of opinion. Your
opinion.”

“So you think she’s more attractive than I am?” Faye
screamed. “No wonder you were kissing her in the solanum!
TaLe me home, Brad Conners.”

“I'll be glad to. Phone me when youre more rational.”
For the first time since he had fallen in love with the glamo-
rous Faye Kettering, he found himself glad to leave her.
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terly. “Are my future children’s names all picked out and
the publicity arranged for?”

“That will be enough out of you, Danil Some day you
will thank me fore making something out of you. If I had
half your opportunities I would have been a famous star.
Instead I married your father. Now, put on your robe and

slippers while 1 see to paying your bill.” She flounced, her
spike heels beating an angry tattoo.

“What will I do? Oh, Miss Tyler, whatever will I do?”
Dani bent her head in her hands, sobbing in despair.

Jenny understand why the girl had reached stardom and
stayed there. It wasn’t only beauty and talent. It was a
ruthless, driving woman who fought to keep her there. And
she understood, too, the reason for Dani’s physical break-
down and bitter unhappiness.

“You could refuse to go to England. Stay here and marry
Johnny instead,” Jenny suggested.
Dani shook her tumble of taffy hair, “I can’tl Mother has

already accepted for me. She has the legal right to sign my
contracts until I'm twenty-one.”

The anger Jenny had felt toward the ruthless Mrs. Stuart
increased. “What about the moral right? You aren’t strong

enough to make personal appearances. Doctor MacLaine
said no working for at least three months.”

“Mama doesn’t take orders from anyone, Miss Tyler,”
Dani said in a small, defeated voice. “She gives them.”

“We’ll see about that!” Jenny went in search of Doctor
MacLaine, praying that he could talk sense into Mrs. Stuart.

“There is nothing that I can do legally, Miss Tyler,” Jason
MacLaine sighed. “I've already talked to the woman and
warned her that Dani is far from well. Beyond that I am
quite helpless to stop her.”

But I'm not, Jenny thought in cold fury, as she saw Mrs.
Stuart walking toward Dani’s room. “Wait, please.”

The woman stopped, her face showing annoyance. “Yes,
nurse? Do hurry.”

“You mentioned that Dani is to receive a fantastic amount
of money for this tour. Tell me, Mrs. Stuart, is is enough to
pay for the loss of your daughter?”
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glad for you. If Johnny is what you want, if you are both
absolutely sure, then I don’t blame you for going ahead with
marriage.” She thought of Suzan and Kris and the cruel
time limit on their love.

A few minutes later Dani’s mother arrived in a full length
mink with a beret to match. Jenny wondered if she had ar-
ranged for photographers to snap pictures of Dani Stuart
leaving Holly View with charming mother.

“Darling, I have the most marvelous surprise for you,”
Mrs. Stuart gushed. “Your agent has arranged for you to go
to England on a sort of good-will tour in conjunction with
the release of your new album. The pay is fantastic, and
I'm to go as your personal manager. What do you say to
your mother’s shrewd dealing?”

Dani’s face turned suddenly chalky. “When are we sup-
posed to leave, Mamap”

“Two weeks from tomorrow. That will allow for shopping
and packing. I've already booked passage on the jet airline.
We'll go for our passports on Wednesday. Oh, yes, and Lil
Tishman is coming tomorrow to interview you. I thought
you could wear the white maribou bed jacket. It makes you
look so interestingly pale.” She rattled on, unaware of Dani’s
trembling lips.

Finally Dani spoke in a barely audible voice. “You have
it all igured out, don’t you, MamaP Without asking me first.
Just like always—lts what you want and never mind me.”

The woman’s face grew hard. “Why you little fooll Where
do you think you would be if it werent for me? Il tell
you wherel In a two-room apartment with some grease
monkey, washing out diapers instead of living in Brentwood
and having hired help.”

Tears spilled down Dani’s cheeks. “Did it ever occur to
you that I might be happier in that—that two-room apart-
ment?”

Mrs. Stuart’s voice rose shrilly. “Don’t be utterly ridicu-
lous. There is plenty of time for marriage when you are
older. Marriage to the right man. Someone with money and
position.”

“And have you got the man in mind?” Dani choked bit-
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happy child. Mrs. Stuart can’t see the truth of what she’s
doing to Dani.”

He sighed. “So you took it on yourself to tell her. Jenny,
Jenny, can’t you ever learn that people seldom want the
truth?”

She didn’t even bother to answer. What Brad said was
right, She knew that beyond a doubt. People wanted flat-
tery and lies, and if they were brave enough or foolish
enough to ask for a truthful opinion, they expected the an-
swer to be generously tempered with kindness.

She realized that Brad was speaking again—“told Doctor
Kettering that I was sure Mrs. Stuart had greatly exaggerated
the incident.”

She smiled ruefully. “Thanks for trying to get me off the
hook. Well, I've got to be going back. Tony Barton needs
this medication.”

Paula Packard, the student nurse, was playing checkers
with Tony. How pretty she looked in her starched, blue
pinafore, Jenny thought. And how dedicated. Full of ideals
and inexperience. It was all ahead for Paula. The triumphs
and disappointments, the compromising with her ideals and
finding the middle road to travel. Maybe even the falling in
love with a doctor. Most new nurses did. It was wonderful
belonging to the Legion in White, but it was not without
emotional hazards.

Just before lunch the wail of the ambulance signaled
that Al Pearson was bringing in another patient. Moments
later the double doors were pushed open and a stretcher
wheeled through. The man’s face was partally hidden by
an oxygen mask.

“I'm putting him in 125,” Doctor Ashton said quickly.
“T'll need you, Miss Tyler. It's a coronary thrombosis, I'm
almost sure.”

Jenny turned down the covers and then assisted in mov-
ing the semi-conscious man from the stretcher to the bed.
Next she covered him and elevated the upper portion of
the bed to make breathing easier. Only then did she realize
that the patient was no stranger. Victor Wald looked up
at her through pain-glazed eyes.

The next hour passed in a blur of frantic effort to save a
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“What do you mean?” Two bright splotches of anger
stained her face,

Jenny went on, knowing full well that she could get in
serious trouble for voicing her opinion. “Dani has been a
very sick girl. Pernicious anemia is extremely dangerous.
I'm sure that Doctor MacLaine explained it to you. She is
still far from well. She needs several months of rest. This
tour could result in her collapsing again. If that happens,
she might not recover.”

“I am perfectly capable of judging my daughter’s health
and protecting it, thank youl” Mrs. Stuart began walking
away.

Jenny didn’t think the words out. They simply came, born
of rage. “Dani is paying for your dream, Mrs. Stuart, not
hers. Because you failed to be a somebody, as you call it,
you've deliberately used your daughter. Youre living her
life, thrilling to her success, feeding on her health and hap-
piness like—like a leechl!”

“Welll” The woman gasped as though she had been
struck. “I'll certainly see to it that you're fired for your in-
sulting impertinence.” She stormed down the corridor and
dissappeared into Dani’s room.

I will be, Jenny thought with a sinking feeling. Doctor
Kettering would doubtless welcome the opportunity to dis-
miss her. At least that would remove what he considered to
be Brad’s temptation.

She found Dorian and asked her to wheel Dani to the
exit. Dorian Ramsey was the perfect nurse for Holly View’s
tempermental patients. She always agreed with whatever
comment was made and bent over backwards to please. Her
quiet, solicitious manner might soothe Mrs. Stuart’s ruffled
feathers.

But it didn’t. A few minutes later Jenny bumped into
Brad on her way back from the pharmacy.

“Storm warnings are up, Jenny. Doctor Kettering just
finished talking to Mrs. Stuart. I couldn’t help over-hearing
some of it. Why did you sound off to the old girl?” His dark

eyes held censure and his voice was grave.
“Because I care, that’s whyl I care about that sick, un-
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mouth and began mouth to mouth resuscitation in conjunc-
tion with Jenny’s chest pressure.

She felt it. The sudden lurch beneath her hand. A beat
that fluttered, steadied and grew stronger. The pinched,
blue look left his face. Only then did Jenny realize how
tight her muscles had become. Her hands quivered as she
drew them away on Doctor Ashton’s command.

“You’re a credit to your uniform, Miss Tyler.” His voice
held respect. “That was fast thinking and certainly the right
decision. In all probability it saved his life. Now, why don’t

you go for a cup of coﬁee? You look as though you could
use it. Gloria is on her way.”

“Thanks,” she answered gratefully, “Coffee sounds won-
derful.”

When Jenny opened the door of the apartment that night,
lights were on and the radio was playing. “Surprise!” Kris
came out of the kitchen and swung Jenny off her feet in a
bear hug. Suzan followed him, hugging Jenny too.

“You weren’t coming home till Wednesday. I'm not moved
out yet,” she apologized.

Kris’s eyes were full of pain. “Suzan began feeling weak
again. I thought that she needed a blood transfusion,” he
explained.

And she was thinner, too, Jenny realized. The coral wool
dress that had once hugged her curves now hung limply.
There were circles under her enormous brown eyes that
even make-up hadnt been able to disguise, and her skin
had almost an alabaster tint. Death had moved closer.

“Tell me about your honeymoon,” she said quickly in an
effort to shake off the horror of the inevitable.

“It was wonderful. Pure heaven.” Suzan smiled shyly and
nestled closer to Kris on the couch. “Laredo Sims’ cabin
turned out to be a two-story place with five bedrooms and
three baths. The living room was fabulous, wasn’t it, Kris?
All paneled in silvery ash and with a stone fireplace across
one complete wall.

“The windows look over the lake. Everything was blanketed
in snow and big icicles hung from the roof. We spent prac-
tically all our time inside. I mean—" she blushed—“because
I didn’t feel strong enough to walk around much.”
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dream. Love and happiness and being needed were the
things she longed for.

It was Kim who knocked on her door at practxca.lly elght-
thirty. “Mr. Ryan he no climb stairs boss doctor ‘say.” Kim
greeted her with a toothy smile and a little bow.

“Then we’ll climb down to him.” Jenny returned the smile.

Mike reached out to her. “Jenny, I'm overwhelmed. You're
completely gorgeous, darling. If I hadn’t already proposed
I would.”

Jenny laughed. Mike’s line was heady excitement. It made
her feel beautiful and desired, and definitely not like a nurse
at all.

The Arctic White Lincoln sped through the darkness and
made a turn onto Sunset Boulevard. Neon lights spelled out
the names of famous places—The Saratoga Club, The Pink
Pussycat, The Imperial Gardens, Villa Frascati. Exclusive
dress shops and furriers displayed their designer originals,
foreign cars tempted those rich enough to afford them. Jenny
recognized a mammoth picture of Liza Morgan in the win-
dow of a well-known photographer. Sunset Strip in all its
glitter glory.

A few miles further lay Brentwood, neighborhood of
wealthy and famous. Jenny had driven past the estates
before as a sight-seer, but tonight would be different. She
was to be a guest in one of the loveliest homes of all.

Liza’s welcome home party was as spectacular as the
actress herself. Champagne bubbled from an indoor foun-
tain, music was played by a string quartet dressed in
Spanish costumes, and Flamenco dancers entertained on the
indoor patio which had been decorated to resemble a
Spanish cafe.

Most of the guests were familiar to Jenny by sight, they
were film celebrities. Liza called her Jennifer Darling and in-
troduced her to people as “Mike’s adorable nurse.” In no time
at all a group of men had crowded around. “Quick, nurse,
take my pulse” “If I have an operation I want you as my
private nurse” “Have you ever thought of being in pictures?”
On and on the smooth, witty comments went. Jenny was
invited to parties, a weekend at Palm Springs, asked to join
a group on the Champagne Flight to Las Vegas to catch a
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life. Jenny followed David Ashton’s terse commands and
administered morphine for pain, the anti-clotting drugs,
heperin, and nitro to dilate the blood vessels. Oxygen
flowed into his lungs at a controlled rate. Everything hu-
manly possible was being done for a man too stubborn to
slow down, to avoid emotional stress.

Doctor Ashton completed the electrocardiagram and stu-
died the graph. “I'm going to ask Gloria to special for Mr.
Wald since we have no patients scheduled for the Recovery
Ro?m. When she comes you may return to Ward duty, Miss
Tyler.”

While David Ashton went to the nurses station to call
for his wife, Jenny watched over Victor Wald. Her fingers
circled his clammy wrist as she kept a check on the weak,
thready pulse. Suddenly there was accelerated speed and
then—nothing.

“Doctor Ashton—quick!” Jenny screamed it even as she
sprang to action. One, swift motion and she had the zipper
pulled open on the vinyl oxygen tent. Reaching in she tilted
Victor’s head back and pulled the jaw up and out to pre-
vent him from choking on his tongue. Next she placed the
heel of her right hand over his heart, her left palm over the
back of her right hand. Closed chest cardiac resuscitation. It
was a relatively new method of starting a stilled heart. Jenny
had leamed it only recently when Holly View’s nurses were
given the special instruction by the Heart Association.

Push down—let up—push down—let up in firm, steady mo-
tion. Force the heart into pumping action again. The words
of the instructor came back to her as she worked and prayed
for a miracle. Why didn’t Doctor Ashton come—oh, God,

what was keeping him?P Again she screamed his name.

“Don’t stop!l” David Ashton rushed through the doorway.
“I went for adrenalin.”

The needle punctured the white flesh just below Jenny’s
hands. “There’s nothing,” she murmured sadly. “He’s gone,
isn’t he?” '

David’s fingers found the pulse points in Victor Wald’s
neck. A faint throbbing, a spark of life. “Keep going. We
may pull him out of it.” He inserted a tube into Victor’s
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Tom came at seven-thirty for a starry-eyed Ruth, and they
departed to catch an opening night at the Huntington Hart-
ford theater. Afterwards the phone rang.

“Miss Tyler?” A vaguely familiar voice asked.

“Yes? Who is it?”

“It’s Dani Stuart. I got your number from Holly View. I
just had to call and tell you—I'm married, Miss Tyler! To
Johnny Roberts. The boy I told you about. I flew back from
London and we eloped to Las Vegas. No more career. I
want to stay home and have babies.”

“Oh, honey, I'm so happy for you!” Jenny exclaimed.

“And I promise to have all my babies at Holly View,”
Dani added, laughing. “Johnny says to say hello and thank
you for telling my mother off that day in the hospital.””

After she hung up, Jenny felt like cheering. Happy endings
were hard to come by in Hollywood except in the movies.
Dani Stuart had the wisdom to know that and the courage
to do something about it.

Jenny splurged on a trip to an exclusive beauty shop for
a shampoo set, and a manicure. She wanted Mike to be proud
of her. Two hours later she walked out with her smoky
hair done in a high, Grecian knot. A flat bang angled across
her forehead and deep side waves swept back to join the
upsweep. I look more like a high fashion model than a nurse,
Jenny decided.

She wore her green chiffon. Mike should be pleased be-
cause it certainly did reveal considerably more of her figure
than a uniform. Emerald rhinestone earrings and a matching
bracelet that she had found on an after-Christmas sale made
her outfit look quite expensive.

All I need to complete the picture is a mink, Jenny told
her reflecion. Well, marriage to Mike Ryan will take care
of that, the girl in the mirror reminded her. How different
her life would be as his wife. Mistress of his magnificent
home, servants to do the housework, beautiful clothes and
jewels—the possibilities were almost beyond her imagination.
If she were the kind of girl who yearned for such luxurious
things the decision to marry Mike would be easy. But money
for money’s sake alone had never been a part of Jenny’s
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were unfriendly. Jenny had long since decided it was noth-
ing personal. Gloria was coldly reserved with everyone. Per-
haps bitter was a more graphic word. Could it be David’s
failure to be appointed as Doctor Kettering’s assistant, or
did it go deeper? The lack of children, perhaps? Unhappi-
ness in her marriage? Despite her dislike of Gloria Ashton,
Jenny felt sorry for her.

Laredo Sims was going home. Jenny helped his wife,
Mary to pack his things. There was a book on philosophy,
another of Rupert Brooke’s poems, and a well-worn Bible.
You learned a lot about a person from the books they read.

Laredo was full of questions about Suzan. How did she
feel, how long did the doctor think she had left? Jenny
told him how much Suzan and Kris had loved his mountain
place. And she told him what Suzan had said about having
a “preview of life.”

“The little lady is right,” he drawled. “Some people live
a whole life of nothin’. They’re dead inside even before
their hearts stop beatin’. Others—like little Suzan—cram a
heap of livin’ into the time God allows. You know somethin’
else, Miss Tyler? I reckon her preview of life can be better
than a lot of folks git from a full-length feature.”

No wonder that Suzan loved this kind and gentle man,
Jenny thought. Then another thought struck her. A be-
wildering one. Why did the good people have to die? Surely
they were needed here on earth. Impulsively she asked Laredo.

“I can’t rightly say, Miss Tyler. But it comforts me to
think maybe God has a special reason and a special place
for Suzan’s kind.”

And yours, Jenny added silently. Mrs. Sims still thought
that she was fooling Laredo about his illness and he let
her believe it. “It eases Mary’s heart a mite to pretend. To
protect me from the truth,” he’d said only yesterday.

Laredo put on his cream-colored cowboy hat. “Ready to
push me down the corridor in a mad gallop?”

“All ready.” Jenny moved the wheel chair through the
door.

At two o’clock the visitors began arriving. Barry Barton
had gotten back from a guest appearance in Las Vagas
and came with her arms full of gifts for Tony. Mike had five
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Tom, making him happy. What about you and Mike? Did
you have fun tonight?”

Jenny slipped out of the chiffon and into her robe. “It was
a fabulous evening. A really full-scale production.” She de-
scribed in detail to Ruth, who sat wide-eyed. Ending with,
“I don’t know, Ruth. I feel like two different people. Jenny
Tyler, nurse, living in a sane, ordinary world, and Jennifer
Darling—Mike Ryan’s girlfriend. I wonder if the two of
me can possibly get together?”

Before Ruth could answer the phone rang. “Who on
earth—" Jenny ran into the living room. “Yes? Who—Kiris!”

“It’s Suzan. She’s in a coma. I'm at Holly View with
her—” He drew a suddering sob. “Doctor Conners said—
this is the end.”

“Hang on, Kris. I'll be there as soon as possible.”

“Tenny, is she—P” Ruth couldn’t put into words.

Jenny could only nod while scalding tears ran down her
cheeks.

Brad and Kris were at Suzan’s bedside when Jenny slip-
ped fearfully in. “It’s only a matter of hours,” Brad told
her, his voice heavy with sadness.

Jenny looked down at the wasted body, the blue-tinged
face under the oxygen tent.The nearly lifeless form bore
little resemblance to the Suzan of two months before. The
lovely, laughing girl bursting with good health and the
joy of living. This tired, suffering girl was only a ghost of
the real Suzan. Jenny shut her eyes, praying that death
could come gently as Suzan slept, unaware.

Her prayer was answered just before dawn. Suzan gave
a tiny sigh and her fingers relaxed in Kris’s hand. It was
all over. Suzan had given up her fight to live.

“Jenny.” Brad motioned toward the door and Jenny
followed him blindly. His arm steadied her as they walked
out. leaving Kris to say his last good-by in private.

“Cry it out, Jenny.” Brad’s arms held her while grief
wracked her body. When her sobs lessened, Brad asked,
“Will you stay with Kris awhile? Take him home?”

“Yes.” She went back to the room where Kris and Suzan

were. He was leaning across her body, sobbing her name
over and over.
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Later when Suzan went to lay down, she called to Jenny
to come into the bedroom. “Girl talk,” she explained to
Kris, a touch of the old impishness in her eyes.

“I can take a hint. I'll read the paper like an old mar-
ried man.”

Jenny sat down on the edge of Suzan’s bed. “Yes, honey?”

The girl reached out and impulsively squeezed Jenny’s
hand. “Thank you.” “For what, Suzan?”

“For talking sense into me. For keeping me from being
a martyr. Oh, Jenny, I'm so happy that I married Kris.”
Her eves filled. “We’ve had so little time together, but it’s
been perfect. You might say that I've had a kind of pre-
view of life. Kris said something to me on our wedding
night that has given me courage. It isn’t how long you live
that counts. It's the way you live. We've crowded so much
into our time together.”

“Oh, honey . . .” Jenny couldnt help the tears. Suzan’s
gallant acceptance of death was both wonderful and heart-
breaking,

Kris and Suzan insisted that Jenny spend the night. “I'll
move you to Ruth’s tomorrow,” Kris promised.

CHAPTER X

Vicror WALD was conscious when Jenny checked on him
the following morning, although still under oxygen therapy.
He gave her a sheepish smile. “I—-took care of—my ulcers,”
he whispered weakly. “Didn’t give my-—heart a thought.”

Jenny patted his limp hand. “This is nature’s way of
making you slow down, Mr. Wald. Relax and enjoy it. That’s
the secret of getting better.”

He nodded famtly “Like a boat—without a motor. Drift
with the tide.”

She smiled. “Now youre thinking right. You mustn’t
talk any more.”

“You will come back?”

“I promise.”

She spoke briefly to Gloria, who was busy arranging a
huge bouquet of red-roses. The woman’s pale blue eyes
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certain star’s opening night. She was dizzy, with the un-
reality of it all.

“Welcome to the clan, Angel Face.” Mike walked up be-
hind her, his arm resting lightly around her shoulders. “I
see that our local wolf pack has moved in for the kill. Sorry,
men. This one is taken.” He guided her through the circle
and onto the patio.

“Having fun, Jenny darling?”

“Yes. It’s a little overwhelming, though.”

“Liza’s parties always are. Didn’t I tell you that you'd
charm the men and make the women turn green? I've
already heard your age is “at least 30,” and a few other choice
remarks by the cats. That means youre a success. They
consider you dangerous enough to gossip about.”

“What a comforting thought!”

At quarter of twelve Mike suggested leaving. “I want
you to myself a little while,” he said possessively.

Kim drove them along the coast to Malibu, to a coffee
house that overlooked the sea. Watching the phosphorous-
tipped waves and sipping café expresso, Jenny was again
filled with the sense of being in a dream. A rather nice but
bewildering one.

“I love you, Jenny darling,” Mike broke into her thoughts
and reached for her hand. “Would it be so difficult for you
to love me in return?”

She looked at him across the candlelight. “Not difficult
at all, Mike.” She returned the pressure of his fingers. “Just
don’t—sweep me off my feet. I'm not the impulsive type.
I deal in fact, not fancy. I've got to be completely sure.”

He lifted her hand to his lips. “I promise. No bit pro-
duction.”

Ruth was already home when Jenny tip-toed in. “I'm
not asleep,” she called out, turning on the bedroom light.
“Oh, Jenny I'm so happy.” Tears glistened on her cheeks.
“Tom told me he loves me. Mel Ruth Davis. Can you
imagine it?”

“And why not? Ruth Davis is a very lovely gal. Youre
in love with him too?”

“So very much. It’s different than what I felt for Steve.
Deeper. I just want to spend my life making a home for
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the half lie she had told. Told out of kindness to a woman
whose shaky ego desperately needed inflating. Brad should
be proud of me, she thought a little bitterly.

True to his word, Kris helped Jenny to move to Ruth
Davis’s apartment. Clothes, books, some record albums, the
portable record-player her parents had given her when she
graduated from nursing school—it took Kris two trips to
transport all her things.

Ruth, who was working the night duty, had left Jenny her
key. Walking into the strictly modem apartment, Jenny was
filled with a sense of loneliness. Ruth’s place, while more
expensively furnished, lacked the warmth and lived-in
look of her and Suzan’s.

Change was never easy. She had learned that when she
left Summit to attend nurse’s training. First the musty old
boarding house near General Hospital, and the experience
of dozen of girls whose lives became inter-twined with
hers. The ones she liked, the ones she didn’t. The struggle
to make ends meet, the endless grind of study. The coffee
klatches in each other’s rooms where news from home or
the latest hospital gossip was exchanged. Borrowing clothes
for a special date, doing someone’s hair or comforting her
when things went wrong, and through it all was the won-
deariul feeling of belonging, of all working toward the same
goal.

Then graduation’s flurry of excitement and the decision
to share a furnished apartment with her closest friend,
Suzan Medford. The fun they’d had shopping for things
to make the place more homey. The time the bedroom
curtains had fallen apart in the washing machine and they’d
had to search a dozen stores to find material like it and
make new ones before their landlord discovered the mis-
hap. On and on the memories came of those happy times.

But they were over. Another chapter had begun. Where

do I go from here, Jenny thought? Part of the answer she
knew, and the knowing made her sick. There would be
one more experience to share with Suzan. The final parting.
After that—back to Summit, perhaps, and another field of
nursing. Or marriage to Tom and the role of housewife.
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thirty tomrrow night. Liza Morgan and Evan Carter are
throwing a welcome home party for me.”

“Oh, Mike, are you sure that I should go? I don’t know
your friends. I won't fit in,” Jenny said hesitantly.

He leaned down and kissed the tip of her nose before she
could side-step. “They will be your friends too, before the
night is over. I guarantee it, darling. You'll charm the men
and make the women green with envy. Wear something
sexy. I've been dreaming of seeing more of your delectable
figure.”

g“Mikel” Jenny felt her cheeks go hot.

Practically all of the feminine staff was on hand to say
good-by when Michael Ryan left. He signed autograph re-
quests for “Junior”, Aunt Ida, Cousin Bea. He posed for a
snapshot for Milly’s collection, and he kissed Miss Stone
good-by. :

“ﬁ thought she was going to faint,” Jenny told Ruth that
night.

“Until tomorrow, Angel Face.” Brazenly he blew her a
kiss as he left.

“Oh, Jenny—" The other nurses crowded around her,
asking questions sighing enviously. She fought the sense
of anger at Mike for being so public about their relationship.
I'll have to get used to it, I suppose, she told herself. Mike
lives in a goldfish bow]l. He belongs to his public and keeps
few secrets from them.

“Miss Stone.” A deep, rich voice sounded behind the circle
of chattering women. Doctor Phillip Madison, a noted psy-
chiatrist, stood there looking faintly annoyed.

“Oh, Doctor Madison! What may I do for you?” Old Stone
Face became her most efficient self, Jenny noted with amuse-
ment.

“I have a patient coming in this aftemoon for rest and
observation. She is suffering from emotional exhaustion. I
shall insist upon complete privacy. The nature of her problem
is not to be made public. I may count on your cooperation?”

“Of course, Doctor. As one conspirator to another—many
is the secret that Holly View harbors.” She smiled roguishly.

“Ah, yes. I was sure that I could depend on you, Miss
Stone. Our patient is Claire Conway.”
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visitors, four of them attractive women. Jenny, feeling a
tinge of jealousy and hating herself for it, recognized two
of them as Hollywood stars. Ever since the No Visitors sign
had been removed from his door, Mike had been deluged
with company. No one at Holly View could boast of more
attention.

“Oh, Miss Tyler!” Jenny tumed to see Marla Gilbert. A
different looking Marla with her a champagne shade now
and done in a bouffant with artichoke bangs. A style suited
to a woman half her age.

“I heard about Victor Wald’s heart attack only this
morning,” she explained. “I was simply shocked. Such a
dynamic man. Brutally frank, of course, but brilliant. Which
room is he in? I've come to scold him for giving us such
a scare.”

“I'm sorry, Miss Gilbert.- The doctor’s orders are ab-
solutely no visitors. He is a very sick man., Why don’t you
phone in a few days and ask when you can see him.”

Marla pouted, careful not to frown in the process. “I'm so
disappointed. I had something special to tell him. Perhaps
you will do it for me?”

“I'll be glad to, Miss Gilbert, if I'm able.”

“Wonderfull You're a perfect dear. Tell Victor that I'm
going to be married soon. To Del Stratton. It all happened
so suddenly. He just swept me off my feet.” She giggled
like a school girl.

Del Stratton. The name rang a bell in Jenny’s mind. Oh
yes, he had been recently divorced from Penny English
who played opposite him in one of the TV private eye
shows. But he couldn’t possibly be even thirty! Marla was
more than fifteen years his senior.

Her face must have betrayed her shock, because Marla
said defensively, “Age doesn’t really matter, you know.
It's how you feel and how you look. Del thinks that I'm
beautiful, Miss Tyler.” Her voice was suddenly unsure and
there was a plea in it for reassurance.

“You are, Miss Gilbert,” Jenny said softly, It was partly
a lie. What she really meant was you could be beautiful if
only you didn’t try to look twenty-five.

After Marla Gilbert left, Jenny found herself thinking of
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CHAPTER XIII

Just As JEnny had feared, Kris was suspended pending a
hearing by the Board. He took Suzan home to their apart-
ment to care for her there.

“In a way it’s a blessing,” he said. “It gives us more time
to be together. Incidentally, I owe you a debt of gratitude
for helping me out the other night. It was a pretty stupid
stunt to pull.”

“You're forgiven, Kris.” Jenny assured him.

Three days later Michael Ryan was allowed to return
home to his Brentwood estate. At his request it was done
quietly, without his usual fanfare of reporters and curious
public. Kim, his Korean houseboy, came for him in his own
car, an unpretentious four-year-old Ford guaranteed not to
attract attention.

“It’s the beginning for us, Angel Face,” Mike told Jenny
as she packed his things. “No more patient-nurse relation-
ship. We're strictly on a man-woman basis now.” He winked.
“And I can court you without being kept at arm’s length.”

Jenny turned and looked at Mike. Really looked at the
startling handsomeness of him. The deep blue, teasing eyes,
the black, curly hair, the crooked grin that was guaranteed
to make a heart beat faster. And she thought of the other
part of Mike, the part that was intangible. His surprising
gentleness, his sense of humor, the quick, keen mind. He
was quite a man,

“I have no intention of keeping you at arms length once
you leave Holly View,” Jenny said demurely. She had de-
cided to give herself a chance to fall in love with Michael
Ryan. Ever since the night in Brad’s arms she had known
that it was the only answer. The way to get over a man was
to concentrate on another. Wasn’t that what all the Advice
to the Lovelom columns said. Brad was going to marry the
Chief of Staff’'s daughter. His future was decided. There was
no room for her in it, and she wasn’t the kind of girl for
stolen moments with another woman’s man.

Mike interrupted her thoughts. “Since I'm not allowed
driving privileges yet, Kim and I will come for you at eight-
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She laughed bitterly., “The lack of honesty is what doctor
Madison calls it. I hide from reality. I'm not truthful with
myself. Oh God, how can I be? I don’t even know who I
really am!” Her voice rose shrilly and broke.

The lovely eyes closed and she pressed her hands against
her mouth. “Oh yes. Doctor’s orders. There’s a picture in my
suitcase. I—I want it where I can see itl”

Jenny put it on the Danish modern dresser. A pretty girl
with a long, blond page-boy and defiant eyes gazed back at
her If’fom the silver frame. “Is it your daughter, Miss Con-
way

“Yes. Her name is Ellen. After me. Before my name was
changed. Ellen is 15. Only she—she’s not a child. You've
read about Ellen, haven’t you?”

“Well, I-"

“Don’t be kind! Ellen is a rebel. A free thinker she calls
it. She’s in trouble because she’s troubled. Me—I conform
and I crack. Ellen fights, Miss Tyler. And do you know why
my daughter runs away? I'll tell you why. She is looking for
security. I didn’t give it to her. I was too busy giving my-
self to my public! So now I drink too much and I take tran-
quilizers. I pay a doctor fifty dollars an hour to listen to my
sins of omission and commission.”

Jenny stood there listening to the confession of a lost and
bitter woman, and her heart was filled with pity. Claire
Conway needed Doctor Madison, but she needed something
else to cling to. She needed hope.

On the way to their apartment Jenny told Ruth about,
Claire. “I feel so sorry for her. She’s such an unhappy
woman.”

“I remember reading an article about her a couple of
years ago. She was married when she was only 15 to a
high school sweetheart. He was killed before their baby
was born. A talent scout saw her working behind a soda
fountain and took her to Hollywood to be tested. A pub-
licity agent gave her a new name, a big build-up, moved
her into a fancy house, and she became a star.”

“So Ellen died and Claire was born,” Jenny said, lost in
thought. Was that what the woman had meant by, “I don’t
even know who I really amP”
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“Really? Well, I'm not surprised. The poor dear has suf-
fered so.” She clucked her tongue sympathetically.

Jenny, who couldn’t help over-hearing, silently agreed
with Old Stone Face. Claire Conway had had more than
her share of trouble, according to the newspapers. Five
husbands, several miscarriages, a teen-age daughter who was
a frequent runaway, and a breach of contract lawsuit. No
wonder she was emotionally exhausted.

“Our Miss Tyler will take good care of her,” Miss Stone
assured Doctor Madison. “Michael Ryan was in her care the
two months he was here and was most impressed with Jenny’s
competence.”

“Fine. Miss Tyler, I shall want careful observation with
any irrational or depressive tendencies made note of Na-
turally, Miss Conway is not to be aware of this.”

“I understand, Doctor Madison,” “she told him.

Unlike many of the actresses who came to Holly View,
Claire Conway was more attractive in person than on the
screen. Her short, blond hair was naturally wavy and Jenny
was willing to bet that the color was authentic too. Claire’s
skin, that fan magazines described as alabaster, had not been
exaggerated, and her eyes were the purple-blue of pansies.
She was thirty-two years old and looked twenty-five.

“I'll try not to be a bother,” she whispered in a shaky
voice. “If I cry, don’t worry, please. Lately I-I seem to cry
a lot. Nerves I suppose.” Tears slid down her pale cheeks.

“It’s better to cry than to keep it bottled up inside,” Jenny
said gently. “It keeps you from getting ulcers, too.”

Claire spoke again. “I had a producer once who said that
the price of success for a man was ulcers and for a woman
it was a psychiatrist. I-I suppose that makes me a big
success.” Her voice broke and more tears came.

“Was his name Victor Wald?” Jenny asked, hanging up
the beautiful robes that Miss Conway had brought.

“Yes. You know him?”

“He’s a patient here now. I know him and I like him tre-
mendously. He’s a fearless man and an honest one.” She
began putting the nylon and lace nighties away, each one
lovely enough to be an evening gown.

“Honesty. That's the basis of my problem, Miss Tyler.”
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sected, Mike. I don’t want to be interview and quoted and
talked about. If you do, then forget what happened between
us.”
Mike knew that Jenny meant it. What had promised to be

the beginning of something wonderful would end abruptly
if he wasn’t careful. “I'm sorry, Angel Face. I didn’t realize

how upset you'd be over this publicity. No more, 1 promise.
Am I forgiven?”

He looked so genuinely contrite that Jenny smiled in spite
or herself. “Alright.” Then she grew serious again. “There
is something else, Mike. If I'm to continue as your nurse
there must be no more—affection between us.”

“No more kissing, is that what you mean?”

He sighed. Jenny Tyler was making things difficult. “You
have my word. Love is taboo as long as I'm a patient. But
when I leave the hospital, watch out!” He whistled long
and low.

Her pulse quickened. Beneath Mike’s teasing love lay
waiting. It was for her to say how much or on what basis.

Brad was waiting for Jenny at the nurse’s station. “I
talked with Doctor Kettering, Jenny. Everything is straight-
ened out.”

“;‘hank you, Brad. I really appreciate. Is Suzan awake
yet?”

“Yes. She’s eating lunch. She told me that she feels strong

enough to go back on duty. This is a typical reaction, of
course, and only temporary.”

The sick feeling hit Jenny’s stomach again. “I know. A
stay of sentence.”

Suzan continued to show improvement from the blood
traansfusion and heavy doses of six-MP. She was given
walking privileges and the hope that she would soon be able
to go home. Unaware that it was only a reprieve, she happily
made plans for the future.

“Doctor Conners said that I can go to the staff party,
Jenny. Isn’t that marvelous? Of course I wont be able to
dance much, but I'll still have fun.”

Jenny bent down to fumble with her shoe lace. She needed
the time to steady her lips. You've got to pretend, she re-

57





index-61_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

made for her birthday present, and rhinestone jewelry. Tom’s
green orchid was pinned to her shoulder strap, and exactly
matched the color of her eyes.

“Tenny youre spectacular,” Tom told her as they got into
his car. Then he bent close to whisper, “Don’t make me
wait too long for your answer, dear.”

Jenny felt the sense of guilt that had been her silent com-
panion the past two weeks. Tom and Mike and Brad. She
was emotionally involved with all three of them. Tom was
the sensible choice, her mind told her. Mike offered what
a woman’s heart yearned for. And neither of them measured
up to Brad. She would have to decide. Soon.

The party was in full swing by the time they got there.
Doctor Kettering and his wife, acting as host and hostess,
greeted them at the door. “Miss Medford, how nice to see
that you have recovered. Doctor McKenzie, take care of
this little girl, now,” Mrs. Kettering was every inch the
charming hostess. “And Miss Tyler. My, what a stunning
dress, my dear. How ever do you manage on a nurse’s salary?
So pleased to have you with us, Mr. Russell.” The honeyed
words dripped from her mouth while her eyes behind the
exaggerated glasses took in every small detail.

) “Good evening, Jenny.” Brad’s deep voice spoke behind
er.

She turned to see him with Faye Kettering clinging to his
arm. “Doctor Conners . . . Miss Kettering, nice to see you,”
she murmured.

Faye’s eyes flicked over Jenny, hating what she saw. The
nurse was beautiful. There was no denying it. Her father
had been right. Jenny Tyler could definitely be a threat.

A little later, when Brad asked Jenny to dance, Faye be-
came even more upset. Watching them effortlessly together
during the waltz, she knew that Jenny was no stranger to
Brad’s arms. What were they talking about—did his face
have to be so close to hers—damn him for obviously enjoying
her company! Fear turned to jealousy.

“Faye is upset, Brad,” Jenny told him after intercepting
one of the girl’s glances.

“She has reason to be, Jenny. You're the loveliest woman
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minded herself frantically., Smile. Plan with Suzan. Talk
about the future like there was no time limit on it. No
clocks and calendars ticking off the moments left.

CHAPTER VII1

THE STAFF PARTY was held in the conference room. Crepe
paper and Christmas ornaments decorated the ceiling and
a huge, white flocked tree filled one corner. A five piece
band, called the Headliners, played loudly while assorted
doctors and nurses and their guests moved together on the
crowded floor.

Jenny hadn’t wanted to come. Brad would be there with
Faye, and seeing them together would be a hurtful reminder
of last year’s party when she and Brad had danced prac-
tically every dance. The wonderful party that had been the
beginning of their brief romance.

But for Suzan’s sake she pretended to be excited. It meant
so much to the girl, and Jenny wanted to share it with her
closest friend. The time for sharing things was growing
tragically short.

“Would you like to wear my red lace?” she offered. “You've
lost so much weight on Holly View’s restricted diet that
except for shortening the hem it would fit you perfectly.”

“Oh you doll;” Suzan said happily. “Kris will flip when he
sees me in it. Who knows,” she giggled, “he might even
decide that we should elope and live on love and my salary.”

“Would you, Suzan? Get married before he completes
his residency, I mean?” Jenny asked, remembering Kris’s
plea for help.

The girl grew thoughtful. “My heart says yes, Jenny, but
my head says no. Kris is a proud man. It would be rough on
him to have his wife paying most of the bills. Then, too, if
I got sick again or pregnant, how could he manage? It’s
better for us to be sensible and wait. Like you said, we’ll

practically have forever.”
Oh dear God! Jenny stifled a sob.

Jenny and Tom double dated with Suzan and Kiis to the
Staff party. Jenny wore a silver sheath that her mother had

58





index-63_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

First Doctor Kettering’s accusations and now Fay’s threats.
I hate them both, Jenny thought, and then was ashamed of
her childish reaction.

The door opened again and Suzan came in. One look at
her pale face and Jenny knew that the girl was ill. “What is
it, honey? Here, sit down a minute.” She helped her to a
chair.

Suzan’s mouth trembled and she bit down on it. “My leg.
It hurts so. Doctor Ashton accidentally kicked me when
Kris and I were dancing. Oh look, it’s bruised already. No
wonder it hurts so much.”

Jenny glanced down and her heart froze. Suzan’s ankle
was badly swollen and reddish-purple. Internal hemmor-
haging from a ruptured blood vesse, there was no doubt.

“Jenny, what is it? You look so odd. What's wrong?”
Suzan’s fingers bit into Jenny’s arm and her voice held terror.
“Your face—you know something—oh my God, do I have
leukemial”

We can’t fool her for long. As a nurse she will begin to
recognize the symptoms. Brad’s warning of two weeks ago
came back to Jenny. But she had to try, she thought fran-
tically. “It’s anemia, Suzan. Doctor Conners told you that.”
Hel:lr voice sounded harsh and her throat was so tight it
ached.

“No. It’s more than that. I should have guessed. The way
you and Kris act toward me. The look in Brad’s eyes when
he asks how I feel. The awful fatigue—the bruises. It is
leukemia, isn’t it Jenny?” Her voice sounded numb. As
though she knew but couldn’t accept the sentence of death.

“Oh, Suzan . . .” The flood of tears broke loose and Jenny
knelt beside her, sobbing bitterly.

“Tenny.” Suzan’s hand touched the dark head. “It’s al-
right. I can—take it. I just need a little time to get used to
it. Timel” Her voice was a sob. “That’s very funny, isn’t
it? Time is a—a luxury I can’t afford anymore.” She clung
to Jenny like a frightened child.

When Suzan regained her composure she insisted on
staying at the dance. “I need to be with people . . .”

Jenny, still badly shaken, helped Suzan back to where
Kris stood waiting anxiously. He looked at them, his eyes a
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here. I'll wager that Mike Ryan would be even more upset
if he could see you.”

“I don’t understand?”

“According to the grapevine he’s in love with you.”

Jenny started to deny it, blame it on Lil Tishman’s need
for a good story, but instead she murmured, “His intentions
are strictly honorable, Brad. No breath of scandal is going
to touch Holly View. You and Doctor Kettering needn’t be
concerned.”

He stiffened. “That wasn’t what I meant! Jenny, some-
times you make me so angry I could shake you. No matter
what I say to you we seem to end up misunderstanding
each other. Can’t you stop being such a fighter?”

Jenny was speechless. Was that how Brad thought of her
—a fighter? Had her job made her so independent that she
had become less of a woman? Stand up for what you be-
lieve. Speak the truth. There it was again. The principles
she had governed her life by were proving to have a high
price. Faye was no fighter, that was a foregone conclusion.
She was every inch a woman. Softly feminine and seeming
helpless. No wonder Brad had fallen into her trap. Dumb
like a fox. That was Faye Kettering.

Jenny’s eyes were bright with unshed tears, making them
look like stars. “I'm sorry, Brad. I wasnt aware that I've
been antagonizing you.”

“I've already forgotten it, Jenny. Who could stay angry
with such a beautiful woman? Are we friends againr”

“We're friends.” She gave him a dazzling smile that was
not without warmth, determined to show Doctor Brad Con-
ners that she was as much a woman as Faye.

Brad wasn’t the only one who saw that smile. Faye had
caught it and been convinced beyond a doubt that Jenny
was flirting. She followed her into the ladies room moments
later, blue eyes blazing,.

“My father told me how you threw yourself at Brad in
the solarium.” She spit the words out in pure rage. “I'm
warning you, Miss Tyler, keep your hands off my fiancé! If
you want to keep your job.” She stormed out, slamming

the door.
“Oh no.” Jenny spoke the words aloud in a kind of gasp.
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She nodded, her heart too full to speak. Suzan was going
to spend her days fully, not hoard them in fear and the mis-
taken belief that Kris would be better off not marrying her.
Thank God.

Suzan and Kris were married in the hospital chapel, with
most of Holly View’s staff attending. Laredo Sims came in a
wheel chair to see his favorite nurse married. So did Jenny’s
parents who flew down from Oregon. “It’s the least thing
we could do with her having no parents of her own,” Mrs.
Tyler had told Jenny over the phone. Tom was Kris’s best
man and Jenny served as Suzan’s maid of honor.

Suzan wore white chiffon and a shoulder-length veil at-
tached to a tiny crown of pearls. Her bridal bouquet was a
muff of white, baby orchids. She had never looked as beau-
tiful. When she and Kris knelt to pledge their love, such
glory and peace transfixed Suzan’s face that all who watched
knew it was right for her.

When the pastor asked Kris—“tll death do you part,” he
answered, tears in his eyes, “I do. And forever after.”

Instead of wedding gifts a collection had been taken. The
two-hundred and thirty dollar check that Doctor Kettering
handed Kris meant that they could have a honeymoon.
Laredo Sims wheeled himself forward to hand Suzan a key.
“It’s to my cabin at Lake Arrowhead, child. Stay as long as
you wish.”

After the brief reception in the conference room, Suzan
and Kris left and Tom drove the Tyler’s and Jenny back to
the apartment. They were staying until Sunday night and
had taken Jenny up on her ofter of the bedroom only after
she had insisted that being alone was far worse than sleep-
ing on the couch.

“What will you do when Suzan and Kris come back?” Mr.
Tyler asked.

“They will be living here, Mother. One of the other nurses,
Ruth Davis, invited me to share her apartment.”

Sam Tyler leaned forward, his gray eyes searching Jenny’s
face. “Why don’t you move back to Summit, Jenny? There is
a new hospital being built twenty miles east of us. Great
opportunity. Why, in a few years you might be head nurse.
When Suzan—passes away, what is there to hold you?”
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fearful question. Jenny nodded and her lips formed the
words “she knows.”

“Oh, sweetheart!” Kris’s hands were unsteady as they
reached out for Suzan’s. He would have gladly traded his
life for hers.

The rest of the evening was a kind of nightmare. Jenny
did her best to hide her heartache, but she wasn’t too suc-
cessful. Tom insisted on knowing what had upset her. When
she told him he was deeply shocked. She longed to tell
Brad that Suzan knew, but Faye managed to keep him at a
safe distance. Finally Jenny choked, “Tom, if I don’t get
out of here I'll go to pieces. Please, take me home.”

“sz course, dear. I understand. It must be terrible for
you.

It was nearly two-thirty when a sleepless Jenny heard
Suzan come in. “I'm awake, honey,” she called out.

Suzan laid across the other bed, looking like a wounded
bird in the tumble of red lace. “Kris wants us to be married
right away. We've been arguing. I'm not going to, Jenny.
I’ﬁ not!” She clenched her fists and beat them against the
pillow.

Jenny prayed that her words would be the right ones.
“You’re not being fair to Kris, honey. Doesn’t he have the
right to spend the remainder of your time together as your
husband?”

Her voice was muffled. “It would only be harder for both
of us when—the time comes. Harder for him to lose a wife
than a girlfriend. Harder for me to leave -a husband behind.
No. It’s better that we don’t have that claim on each other.”

“Dying can happen anytime, Suzan. As a nurse you must
be aware of this. Is the fear of it reason to deny lover Kris
could go before you. Any of us could.”

Suzan stirred, lifting her tear-streaked face. “Maybe you’re
right. I don’t know.”

When Jenny opened her eyes a few hours later Suzan
was already up. One look at her and she knew that the girl
had reached a decision.

“I've phoned Kris. We're going to be married,” Suzan
told her. “We’ll get our license and blood tests tomorrow.
Will you and Tom stand up for us, Jenny?”
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“Yes, Jailer.” Jenny busied herself throwing out vases of
wilted flowers. A card fell on the floor and she picked it up.
Bold script leaped up at her. “With all my love—Joan.”

“I'm quite sure that you haven’t been too lonely, Mike,”
she teased.

He looked uncomfortable. “Oh, that. Doesn’t mean a
thing. Listen, I'll promise to burn my little black book if you
will give me the reason to.”

Jenny paused, her arms full of pungent chrysanthemums.
“What kind of a reason?”

“Say that youll marry me, Jenny darling.”

“Today or tomorrow?” Jenny tossed the proposal off in
casual indifference, sure that Mike wasn’t serious.

“Stop being flippant, Miss Nightingale. It’s true, I've
never proposed in this kind of surroundings before. I'm strictly
the low lights and soft music type of lover, but I'm cold
sober and in my right mind. I want to marry you.”

“Mike, I thought you promised to behave,” Jenny re-
minded him, hedging.

He grinned wickedly. “Look, Nurse, no hands. I've re-
sisted the urge to take you in my arms and kiss you, haven’t
I? But nothing was said about verbal affection. Will you
save me from the life of a lonely bachelor? From wasting
my youth on undeserving women?”

“Honestly, Mike, you're impossible!” Jenny shook the top
sheet with such angry force that it crackled. “Love doesn’t
mean the same thing to you that it does to me, that’s obvi-
ous. Youre full of such bright, witty remarks that it makes
me wonder who wrote your lines. I'm not your type of girl.
I believe in the forever after kind of marriage. Not one that
you can write off the books with a six weeks” stay in Las
Vegas if things don’t work out.” .

Mike’s voice was gentle. “I believe in the forever after
type of marriage, too. But in my world you don’t meet those
kind of girls. Everybody wants to climb up another rung on
the success ladder. Have a ball—anything for kicks. It’s all
a big act. Phoney people, phoney love. If you don’t like
today’s husband try another! In case you've wondered why
I haven’t ever married, that’s the reason. Now, I've met my
‘forever after’ girl.”
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“Now Sam,” Della Tyler smiled archly. “Maybe Jenny
has plans of her own. That Tom Russell certainly seems de-
voted.”

They both looked at her, waiting for an answer. Everyone
wants an answer, Jenny thought. Tom and Mike and now
my parents. I just have to say the word and wheels will
start moving, Marriage, career—it's up to me. Then she
thought of the vindictive Doctor Kettering and his jealous
daughter. They were waiting, too. Waiting for her to make
a move that might be interpreted as interest in Brad again.

“Tom has asked me to marry him,” Jenny admitted. “I'm
not quite sure.”

“Pre-wedding jitters. It's perfectly natural, dear. I felt
that way when your father proposed. “Oh, Jenny, I'll make
your wedding gown. I have the most wonderful idea for
it—,’

“Dellal” Doctor Tyler’s voice was a thunderous warning.
“Don’t crowd her, Jenny always did have a mind of her
own. When the right time comes she will know it.”

But will I know the right man, Jenny thought in panic.
The one I can spend all my tomorrows with in love and
contentment.

CHAPTER IX

JENNY RETURNED to Holly View the following Monday morn-
ing completely exhausted. Tom had taken her and her par-
ents on a round of sight-seeing that had left little time for
rest. Disneyland, Marineland, the planetarium and Olvera
Street. Tom had managed to crowd them into the Tyler’s
three day visit.

Mike was sitting in a chair by the window when Jenny
came in. After six weeks in bed it was a longed-for privilege.
“Your face is familiar, but I've forgotten your name,” he
said peevishly.

“Now, Mike, don’t be nasty. Surely you don’t begrudge
me a few days vacation?”

He continued to scowl. “I'm jealous of every minute you
spend away from me, Angel Face. I don’t want you to have
fun with anyone but me.”
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Listening to Mike explain Jenny knew that he spoke the
truth. He had given her a glimpse of the Michael Ryan that
lay behind the public image. Her voice was sincere when
she answered, “I like the real you, Mike. Very much. But
until I know you better the answer to your proposal will

have to wait.”
When Jenny had finished in Mike’s room she left to check

on her other patients. Now that she no longer specialed for
Mike there was plenty to keep her busy. Dorian Ramsey
was taking over for Suzan and there was Milly to help in
the West Wing, but the three nurses had hardly a minute
to spare. Dorian summed it up truthfully. “Holly View’s pa-
tients expect and demand full-time care. They are used to
being pampered.”

“I'm being discharged today, Miss Tyler,” Dani Stuart
told Jenny when she walked into the room.

“Against my better judgement, young lady.” Doctor Mc-
Laine answered from the doorway. “And unless you co-
operate fully you will be back here in a very short time. Re-
member what I told you. No more fad diets or reducing
pills. No more career for at least three months. Plenty of
rest and good, nourishing food is just as important as the
liver pills.”

Dani wrinkled her small, tilted nose and smiled engag-
ingly. “I promise.”

While Jenny packed the colorful array of nighties and
robes and filled another suitcase with cosmetics, Dani kept
up a rapid-fire conversation. “Ill be able to see Johnny
again, secretly of course, but we’ll manage.” She hesi-
tated, “Can you keep a secret, Miss Tyler? I've just got to
tell someone!” Her aqua eyes were full of excitement.

Jenny smiled. “Cross my heart.”

The girl lowered her voice to a whisper. “Johnny and I
are going to get married just as soon as I'm a little stronger.
We'll slip off to Las Vegas and be married before Mama
finds out. Isn’t that fabulous? We’re going to stay at the
Stardust and see all the big shows. Imagine, being a spec-

tator instead of a performer for a change.”
Jenny had finished the second suitcase and started box-
ing Dani’s collection of records and books. “Honey, I'm so
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She laid the bracelet back in its box. “No. I do care about
Mike. He’s not at all like you'd think. He really is a very
sweet person. After he leaves Holly View I'm going to date
him. Learn to know him better. If things work out—" She
left the sentence unfinished because she truly didn’t know
the answer to her tomorrows with Mike.

“What about Tom?P” Ruth’s face was stricken.

“I'm going to tell him that I can’t marry him. Being fond
of a man isn't enough for marriage.”

“He will be so hurt. He’s in love with you.”

Jenny shook her head. “I used to think so, but lately I'm
not so sure. Tom wants marriage and all that goes with it.
He's ready to settle down. I just happened to come along
and he tried to fit me into the mold.” Jenny’s thoughts raced
on. With Ruth to comfort Tom, build up his wounded ego
after she told him that marriage was out of the question,
perhaps he would turn to her. Perhaps love would come to
Ruth again. A love that would last.

Tom arrived forty minutes later, bringing a crystal decan-
ter of brandy and a five pound box of candy. He gave Jenny
a kiss and then stared open-mouthed at Ruth. “Why, you
look lovely. I hardly recog—I mean, youre so different.”
Tom stammered in embarrassment.

“Why don’t you give Ruth a hand in the kitchen?” Jenny
suggested. “There are fixings for Tom and Jerrys if you'd
like to mix us some.”

He nodded, still staring at Ruth. “Be glad to.”

Behind him Jenny winked at Ruth. Go to it, honey. He's
%11 t}}flou.rs. Plain as day the wink carried the silent message to

uth.

Jenny’s sense of happiness vanished when Kris and Suzan
came. The girl was even thinner than the last time she'd
seen her and so weak that Kris had to support her.

“Merry Christmas, Suzan,” Jenny hugged her, feeling the
sharpness of the bones under the coat. Dont let me cry,
please God! She bit her lip to steady it.

Dinner was a festive affair with candles glowing, the
wine that Kris had brought, a turkey that was a gourmet’s
delight and all the trimmings. Tom praised Ruth’s oyster
dressing over and over and had three helpings.
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and filled it in with ruby-red color. A touch of blue shadow
and mascara completed the magic.

“I don’t believe it!” Ruth’s eyes filled with tears. “Why—
I'm pretty. Jenny, it’s a miracle!”

“I had wonderful raw material to work with.”

Ruth continued to stare at her reflection. “I never tried
before. To fix myself up much, I mean. Donna was so beau-
tiful that I felt it was no use to try.”

The door bell rang. “Oh golly, wouldnt you know it.
They're early and we don’t have the table set or the celery
studded,” Ruth gasped.

Jenny opened the door to a smartly attired delivery boy.
“Miss Jennifer Tyler?” His eyes swept over her in frank ap-
proval.

“Yesr”

“This is for you.” He handed her a huge box bearing the
name of an exclusive shop in Beverly Hills.

“From Tom, I'll bet.” Ruth said as Jenny untied the red
satin bow. “Oh how gorgeous.”

“Aren’t they? Jenny pushed back the green tissue that
‘covered two dozen, long-stemmed roses. In the center was
a small box with a tag attached. “Merry Christmas, Angel
Face. Love. Mike.” She read it out loud, surprise and delight
flooding through her.

“Open it quick.” Ruth urged, eyeing the little gold-wrapped
box.

A gold charm bracelet was cause for more surprise. Charms
carefully chosen to tell a story. A little sports car, a nurse,
a heart with her name engraved on one side and Mike’s on
the other, a ring and a house. Mike Ryan’s sentiments left
no room for doubt. I couldn’t find the forever after kind of
girl. Now I've met her. Mike’s words came back to Jenny.
This bracelet was his way of further trying to convince her
that he meant just that. The notorious Michael Ryan was
offering himself on a permanent basis. His proposal of mar-
riage hadn’t been a spur of the moment thing to later be
regretted.

“Jenny, how thrilling!” Ruth’s eyes sparkled with excite-
ment. “You and Michael Ryan—why didn’t you tell me? Or
is it strictly a one-sided attachment?”
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getting things across, Mike. But a little presuming, don’t
you think?”

His voice lost its teasing tone. “When I want something I
lge]:ﬁavg in going after it, Angel Face. And I want you very

adly.

Jenny’s pulses quickened. Mike’s attention was flattering
and exciting. He was a master at courting, there was no
denying it. But was she in love with him? Could she fall out
of love with Brad, think she could settle for Tom, and then
fall in love with Mike? It made her think of her freshman
year in high school when she and her girl friends had trans-
ferred their affections as often as they changed hair styles.
What was it Suzan had said—“When the right man comes
along you will know it’s forever.” Would she, Jenny won-
dered, a little frightened. Or was that firm awareness only
wishful thinking?

The subject of love came up again a few hours later.
Marla Gilbert was one of the visitors who walked through
the West Wing doors. “Oh, Miss Tyler!” She stopped at the
nursing station where Jenny was making a notation on a
newly admitted patient’s chart.

“Hello, Miss Gilbert.” Jenny could hardly keep the sur-
prise out of her voice. Marla Gilbert had changed her hair
from champagne beige to a warm, natural-looking brown.
The artichoke bangs and bubble had given way to smooth
waves. She had never looked nicer. Jenny told her so with
a rush of her honesty.

“I'm so glad you approve. You never did before. Not
really. You were merely kind.” She smiled when Jenny tried
to speak. “No, dear. Dont try to smooth things over. I've
had to face the truth. My engagement to Del is broken.
Did you read Lil Tishman’s column on Saturday?”

Jenny shook her head and Marla went on, “She was kind.
We're old friends, you see. She called it a difference in
temperaments. The truth is much simpler. A difference in
ages! I found Del with a girl young enough to be my daugh-
ter. There was a terrible quarrel . . .” She paused as though
gathering strength for what must be said. “He didn’t love
me. He was only—using me. It's an ugly word, isn’t it?”

“Miss Gilbert, I'm sure—" Jenny stopped. What was
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Suzan grew sleepy soon after and had to lie down. Kris
insisted on sitting beside her in the bedroom, her little hand
in his while she slept. There is such a brief time left—the
pain in his eyes revealed the inevitable.

Later Suzan awoke, temporarily stronger, and she and
Kris joined the others to watch a Christmas spectacular on
TV. They ended the evening by singing carols.

“Wasnt it a wonderful, wonderful day?” Ruth sighed
when their company had left.

“Hmmm,” Jenny agreed, stretching. “You kmow what,
Ruth? I think that Tom is falling for you.”

“Youre crazy, Jennyl” But underneath the denial was a
desperate note of hope.

“I'm serious. He practically ignored me. And honestly, if
he’d eaten one more bit of your oyster dressing he would
have burst. The best way to a man’s heart is through his
stomach is a true saying, I guess. And when the cook is
lovely besides—well, Tom is a goner.”

Ruth began to cry. “I'm being silly. You shouldn’t cry
when youre happy. Oh, Jenny.”

CHAPTER XII

Mxke swrrcHED off his transistor radio when Jenny walked
in. “Belated Merry Christmas, Jenny darling.” The boyish
grin lighted his face. “Does the closed door mean that you're
going to forego propriety and give me a small token of af-
fection?” He held out his arms, blue eyes teasing.

With a guilty glance at the door Jenny bent and kissed
Mike. Light and quick but not without warmth. “Thank
you for remembering me on Christmas, Mike. The roses are
beautiful and the charm bracelet is adorable.”

He reached for her again as she slipped out of his em-
brace, but he was too quick. “Your cap is crooked, Nurse.
Better fix it before our Doctor Conners makes the morming
rounds. Not *that I wouldn’t enjoy shaking him up a bit.
Did you interpret my message in the bracelet?

Jenny adjusted her cap and tucked an escaped tendril of
hair into place. “Loud and clear. It was a sweet way of
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“Brad!” Even as Jenny gasped his name her trained fingers
sought Suzan’s pulse. An answering flutter dissolved her
terror. Suzan only slept.

“She won’t be alone,” Brad told Jenny. “The nurses have
all volunteered hours to special free of charge. Even Gloria
Ashton.”

Jenny stood up. “I want to be with her as much as possi-
ble. Maybe we should have a schedule drawn up.”

“Good idea. I'll speak to Miss Stone. Incidentally, Kris is
taking it badly. I think that’s what Suzan meant when she
asked you to pray for him. He fouled up in surgery this
morning. Fortunately I caught it and covered for him before
the Old Man caught on.”

b “Poor Kris. He’s being torn apart. I wish that I could help

m.

Brad shook his head. “You cant, Jenny. It's his own
private hell.”

Suzan rallied briefly under the treatment of prednisone
and blood transfusions, but was unable to go home. She
needed sedatives for the pain caused by rupturing blood
vessels, and constant bed rest.

Jenny stayed with her from four till six-thirty every after-
noon until Kris went off duty. There was little to do because
Suzan slept most of the time, awakening only to ask for
water, Jenny arranged the golden hair and applied make-up
to partially camouflage the ugly facial bruises. Even though
she was critically ill, Suzan was still woman enough to want

to look pretty.
Jenny would say good-by when Kris hurried in, and then

drive home to the dinner that Ruth had kept hot and be
unable to eat mcre than a few bites.

Ruth worried over her like a mother. “You'’re losing weight
Jenny. You won’t be any good to Suzan if you get sick. Please

eat. Please Jennyl!”
Jenny was touched by Ruth’s concern. A warm friend-

ship had sprung up between them. Ruth was so different,
not only in looks, but in her manner. She had crawled out
of her cocoon and emerged a butterfly, Jenny wrote to her
mother, thinking that there was no better way to describe
the new Ruth.
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there to say? How could she possibly lessen the woman’s
disillusionment?

“Don’t look so tragic, child. It’s not the end of the world.
In fact, it’s the beginning, actually. I've come to ask Victor
to reconsider me for the part in Storm County.”

Jenny felt like cheering, and she knew that Victor would
too. “You'll be wonderful in it, Miss Gilbert,” she said with
complete sincerity.

“Miss Tyler!” Old Stone Face hurried up, even recogniz-
ing Marla Gilbert. “Miss Medford was just admitted. She
is hemorrhaging badly. I thought you would want to know.”

Jenny caught her breath in a kind of strangled sob. Even
when you expected tragedy you couldn’t accept it calmly.

“She is in surgery having a transfusion. Later she will be
in 116. T'll let you know,” the older woman promised.

It was Kris instead of Miss Stone who brought Jenny the
grim news. “Her blood vessels are collapsing in several
places. Oh, God, Jenny, she’s in terrible painl” His voice
was tortured. “Doctor Conners says that her liver is badly
enlarged, too. She will be on morphine from this point on.”
His voice broke and he clenched and unclenched his fingers
as though grabbing for courage that wasn’t there.

“How—long?” Jenny forced the words past numb lips.

“Two weeks—maybe a little longer. She’s going faster than
we thought she would.” He rubbed his fist across his eyes.
“Can you go to her now? Just for a few minutes while I-I
get a grip on myself?”

“Yes, Kris. Dorian—" she called to the student nurse. “Take
over for me, please.” Then softly to Kris she added, “I know
how much it hurts. You see, I love Suzan too.”

Brad was at her bedside, giving her an injection. Suzan
tried to smile, but her bloodless lips couldn’t quite make it.
“If at first you—don't succeed jab, jab again,” she whispered.

Don’t be gallant! I can’t stand it, Jenny wanted to plead.
She reached for the little hand that lay limply on the pale
green spread. Its coldness was frightening. “We’re praying
for you, honey.” She managed to steady her voice.

The fingers tightened. “It’s too late—for me. Pray for
Kris.” Her eyes closed and her fingers grew limp again.
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attack of pain and stopped breathing. Fast action by the
Fire Department Rescue Squad brought him back, but he
was extremely critical.

“There’s going to be Hell to pay!” Milly finished telling
Jenny as they stood outside Suzan’s room. “Doctor Kettering
is with Mrs. Schute now. She’s threatening to give the story
to the papers and to sue if her husband dies. That kind of
publicity could ruin Holly View.”

“And Kris!”

“He’ll be through here, anyway. Kettering doesn’t allow
for the human element when it comes to making mistakes.
Either youre competent or you aren’t. There is no middle
ground,” Milly went on. “We had a doctor here before you
came—a Martin Dell. He was discharged for what Kettering
considered incompetence.”

“But anyone can make a mistakel” Jenny protested.

“Not at Holly View.”

Poor, distraught Kris, she thought, feeling sick. Couldn’t
Doctor Kettering understand the terrible strain he was under?
Then the ethical part of Jenny’s brain sent out the sobering
thought—what about the patient who places his trust and
his life in a doctor’s clear judgement? Didn’t he have the
right to expect the best in diagnosis and treatment?

Suzan was propped up in bed, insisting that she felt
stronger. She discussed her illness frankly and without emo-
tion. “Doctor Conners said that my leukemia is in remission
again. I might be able to go home in a few days. Isn’t that
wonderful?”

And Kris may be there with you, Jenny added silently.
Suspended from duty and facing a Board of Inquiry. To

cover up her worry Jenny chatted about Ruth and Tom,
about Mike and her other patients. “We’re fresh out of
glamor in the West Wing at the moment, except for Mike
and Victor Wald. The rest of the patients aren’t what you
would consider Hollywood personalities. Rich of course, but
not spectacular. I did hear Doctor Clemment say that GiGi
Duval was checking in on Wednesday for a blepharoplasty.”

Suzan giggled. “I see that youre following Doctor Ketter-
ing’s orders and calling a face lift by its fancy name.”
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Jenny wasn’t the only one who noticed the complete
change in Ruth. Frank Samow had begun asking her for
dates, and the interns at Holly View whistled whenever she
walked by—her slim figure prettily revealed in the new uni-
form Jenny had insisted she buy.

Tom was a frequent visitor at the apartment, even though
Jenny had told him, the day after Christmas, that any future
for them was out of the question. Now it was Ruth that he
came to see.

“She’s a wonderful girl, Jenny. The sweet, old-fashioned
kind who would put marriage ahead of a career.”

Jenny knew that it was a dig meant for her. Tom had
always been resentful of her work. He wanted a full-time
wife. “She’s a darling, Tom,” she agreed.

Ruth loved every minute of comforting Tom in his loss
of Jenny. She understood only too well what it was like to
lose someone. One night, when a hauntingly sad Frank
Sinatra record was playing, she cried a little and told him
about Steve.

Because she was close and lovely, and because he couldn’t
stand to see a woman cry, Tom put his arms around her.
“He was a fool, Ruth.”

She looked up from the comforting hardness of his shoulder.
Her eyes were luminous with tears and beautiful. “Oh, Tom,
she sighed in a trembly, little girl voice guaranteed to bring
out the protective in males.

It had the desired effect. Tom gazed down at the full
sweetness of her lips and kissed them, just to reassure her.

A long time and several kisses later he decided that some-
thing must be done about the delectable Ruth Davis, After
all, weren’t they kindred souls? Each having been jilted in
a manner of speaking? What was more natural than their
consoling each other—while dancing or taking in a movie?

“Ruth, if you aren’t busy this Saturday I'd like to take you
out.”

She sighed happily. “I'm not, Tom.”

That was the Saturday that it happened. Kris, who was
on duty in emergency, sent a studio electrician home with
the verdict of acute indigestion following stomach cramps.
Three hours later the man, Emil Schute, suffered a second
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The name was a famous one. A loved one. Laredo Sims
had been a part of Hollywood for years. Ever since Jenny
was a baby. When you thought of Westerns you just na-
turally thought of Laredo. Jenny vaguely remembered read-
ing that he had collapsed on location. Somewhere in Wyo-
ming, hadn’t it been? But a chest radical—that could only
mean big trouble.

Jenny went to Central Receiving for a surgery gown and
cap and then to the nurses’ lounge to change. Even garbed
in the unflattering uniform her figure was noticeably lovely.

The surgical team was assembled and waiting by the
time Jenny hurried through the double doors of Suyrgery.
Doctor Conners and Doctor Kettering, two nurses, the an-
esthetist and two interns. Quickly she pulled on sterile, latex
gloves and took her place by the instrument table.

Laredo Sims lay motionless on the operating table, his
long, spare frame covered by a sheet. His gaunt face looked
shockingly older than it appeared to be in movies, old and
tired, with lines of pain etched deep. He slept now under
the influence of drugs. Whole blood dripped into his vein
at a controlled rate.

“Our patient is 51 years old and suffering from a tumor
in the right lung. We're going to find out what kind it is,”
Doctor Kettering’s clipped voice explained to the group. “I
shall expect and demand the best from all of you.”

Jenny swallowed nervously. Doctor Kettering was well
known for the high standards he set. Mistakes weren't tol-
erated. It was easy to see why he had become head surgeon
and Chief of Staff. It was an honor to work with him, but a
frightening one. Suppose she made a mistake? Suppose she
picked up the wrong instrument or hesitated too long?

After Laredo Sims was more fully anesthetized he was
placed on his left side and the hospital gown removed.
Doctor Kettering began a huge, curved incision from the
shoulder-blade to the breastbone. Then for the next hour
he and Doctor Conners cut through fat and muscle. Cut
and clamped and reached out for instruments, their voices
coldly professional.

Jenny was sharply aware of Brad Conners as she slapped
the steel instruments into his out-stretched hand. Disturb-
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He raised his head. “No job—no wife—no use, Jenny. No
use at all.” He began to cry.

“Oh, Kris.” She put her arms around him, feeling utterly
helpless. What Brad had said was true. Kris had his own
private hell. No one could help him out of it. He had to
find the way alone.

In a moment he gained control. “Sorry. I'm acting like a
damn fool. How about that coffeer”

“Right away, Kris. You just rest while I put on a pot.”

When she returned to the living room he was beyond
coffee, sleeping the heavy sleep of the drunk and emotion-
ally exhausted. She tried vainly to wake him, but it proved
impossible. He couldn’t stay here, she thought frantically.
If anyone saw him leave in the morning what was left of
his reputation would be forfeited and hers and Ruth’s along
with it. She had to get him home, somehow. Brad. She could
depend on him for silence and for help too, she was sure.
Let him be home.

Twenty-five minutes later Brad was at the apartment. “I
had just walked in when you called. Faye had a headache
so I took her home early.” He bent over Kiris, lifting his
eyelid. “He’s out cold. Apparently he isn’t used to drinking.”

“I'm sure he isn’t, Brad. I guess the load got too heavy to
bear and he tried to blot it out.”

“Poor kid. Tl see about getting him to the apartment and
into bed. Is there a key in his pocket, Jenny?”

“Here it is. The big one. I'll give you the address.”

“I remember it, Jenny,” Brad said quickly. Their glances
caught and held.

“I—keep involving you, don’t I, Brad? The mess with
Doctor Kettering when Gloria found me in your arms. The
time I sounded off to Mrs. Stuart and you kept me from being
fired. The morning I slapped your face. Now this—oh, Brad,
I'm surprised that you'll still talk to me,” Jenny said, ashamed.

He was silent, thinking that he was even more involved
than she realized. Less than an hour ago he and Faye had
quarreled over Jenny Tyler. “It’'s always Jenny this and
Jenny that,” Faye had said angrily. “I'm sick of hearing
about her.”
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writer who was, according to the paper, being treated for
nervous exhaustion, but who was in reality swearing off
alcohol again.

And there was Liza Morgan. You couldn’t forget her.
She saw to it. Hollywood’s famous beauty, four times mar-
ried and waiting for the momentary birth of a first child,
was making sure it was a spectacular production. Jenny
cared for Liza only bricefly when her private nurse took a
break. A much-needed one, Jenny felt sure. Liza was as
spoiled and demanding as she was beautiful. Her temperment,
often described by fan writers as “warmly Latin” could
better_be described as explosive tantrums. No wonder Liza
Moxgqn had gone through four husbands, Jenny decided.

A long, appreciative whistle greeted Jenny and Suzan as
they turned down the West Wing corridor. Followed by,
“Quick, Nurse, check my blood-pressure!”

It was Kris McKenzie, Suzan’s fiancé. He was serving his
internship at Holly View.

“Silly.” Suzan giggled and blushed prettily.

Seeing them together always made Jenny feel wonderful.
Handsome, blond Kris who looked more like a college foot-
ball player than a doctor, and tiny Suzan with the love she
felt so evident in her eyes were something very special in
the tinsel surroundings of Holly View.

“Your patients are waiting, Miss Medford. If you can tear
yourself away!” Miss Stone, Supervisor of Nurses, had ap-
proached unnotlced

“Yes, Ma’'m.” Suzan let go of Kris’s hand with a guilty
jerk.

“And you, Miss Tyler,” she added frostily, “are wanted in
surgery. Immediately. Milly will take care of your patients.”

“Surgery? I don’t understand,” Jenny began. She hadn’t
served there in over three months, and gratefully so, too. It
was a duty she didn’t like. A gruelling duty that left you
drained physically and emotionally.

Miss Stone—Old Stone Face as the nurses privately called
her—explained. “Doctor Conners asked for you particularly.
He’s short-handed with Ruth Davis on sick leave. It won’t
be pretty, 1 can promise you. It's a chest radical. Laredo
Sims.”
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“The patients insist, too. I suppose they hate to admit to
needing one.”

“I didn’t realize that GiGi Duval was that old,” Suzan
commented. “Somehow you think of her as ageless.”

Jenny agreed. “The perennial glamor gal. Europe’s symbol
of sex. And now it’s up to Holly View to keep that illusion
alive. Brother!”

At six-thirty Kris came in. His eyes were stormy and there
was a defensive set to his jaw that made Jenny’s heart sink.
It was quite apparent that Doctor Kettering hadn’t minced
words.

Tom had taken Ruth out to eat so Jenny settled for a TV
dinner. Afterwards she slipped on a robe and curled up on
the couch to read. Shortly after ten there was the sound of
footsteps in the hall and a loud knocking.

“Who is it?” Jenny called.

“Kris. Open up, Jennyl” His voice was muffled.

Oh dear God, had something happened to Suzan. She
flung open the door, steeling herself for bad news.

Kris took an uncertain step into the room. “Congratulate
me, Jennv. I'm now ex-doctor McKenzie. Or is the word
console?” He laughed thickly and staggered over to a chair.

P" ear gave way to shocked anger. “Kris, you've been drink-
ing!

“Why not? Got to drown my sorrows. Isn’t that what a
failure does?” He bent forward, covering his face.

“Doctor Kettering dismissed you?” He nodded. “Does
Suzan know?”

“Didn’t have the guts to tell her. She went to sleep still
believing what a great guy I am.” He laughed bitterly.

“Stop it, Kris!” Jenny fought against the impulse to com-
fort him. “So you’ve had a rotten break. It isn’t the end of
the world. I'm sure that the Board of Inquiry will make al-
lowances. You aren’t the first member of the medical pro-
fession to make a mistake and you won’t be the last.”

He patted her hand. “Good old Jenny. Friend of the un-
fortunate.” His voice cracked. “Need another drink.”

“You need black coffee and lots of it. Kris, if anyone saw
you like this—if you were picked up for drunk driving, you
really would be finished.”
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was Doctor Kettering’s only daughter and as clever as she
was beautiful. She was Brad’s patient too.

Gossip traveled fast at the hospital. Few secrets could be
kept. Jenny began hearing it in the nurses’ lounge.

“He spends more time with her any of his other patients,”
Ruth Davis said. “I wonder who he’s trying to impress—
Faye Kettering or her father?”

“I've heard it rumored that Brad Conners is going to be
appointed as Kettering’s assistant,” another nurse added.

“T guess it pays to play up to his daughter. It isn’t what
you know, it’s who!” Gloria Ashton said bitterly.

Gloria, who worked in the Recovery Room, was married
to Doctor David Ashton, who had expected the appointment
as assistant surgeon. No wonder she was being nasty about

it, Jenny thought, trying not to let the fear of Faye Ketter-
ing upset her.

“Doctor Conners is a marvelous surgeon,” Suzan said de-

fensively, her brown eyes snapping. “If he gets appointed it
will be because he deserves it.”

Gloria shrugged. “You're entitled to your opinion and I'm
entitled to mine.” Then she flounced out, leaving an un-
comfortable silence behind her.

The following day at lunch Jenny brought up the subject
of Faye Kettering. “She certainly is an attractive girl.”
Brad nodded. “Yes, isn’t she? Intelligent, too. Did you

know she graduated from college and majored in drama?
She is quite active in a little theater group.”

“How nice,” Jenny managed, hoping she sounded con-
vincingly sincere—which was something she didn’t feel.
Brad talked more about Faye, while Jenny forced herself

to be attentive and not betray the ugly stab of jealously that
had struck.

That jealously turned into shocked hurt and finally to
despair as time went on. It became common knowledge that
Faye Kettering was after Brad and that he wasn’t resisting
her flattering attention. By the time she left Holly View,
Brad was obviously in love with her.

“I'm sorry, Jenny,” Brad stopped by the nurses’ station
one morning and spoke to her, his voice tight with embar-
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ingly aware of the bigness of him, the burning dark eyes,
and his black, curly hair that never laid smooth. Would he
have requested her in surgery if he had known that she was
still attracted to him, Jenny wondered. It was a guilty, hope-
less secret, kept even from Suzan. Brad was engaged to
Doctor Kettering’s daughter, Faye, a beautiful, spoiled di-
vorcee according to hospital gossip. Brad’s life was well
organized, his future brilliantly assured. His only interest
in Jenny was professional now.

But it hadn’t always been that way, she remembered with
a swift stab of hurt, There had been the staff party last
Christmas when Brad danced almost exclusively with her.
When he had complimented her and charmed her until she
had been swept off her feet. And later Brad had driven her
home. The long way home.

“There is our future, Jenny,” he said, pointing to the
jeweled city that glittered below the hill. “All the people
who will need us. The ones who will come to Holly View
to be bom, to be treated, and even those who will ask us
to help them die with dignity. It’s a great feeling to be
needed, Jenny.”

She nodded, unable to speak because of the tightness in
her throat. Brad spoke the truth, and it was wonderful to
know that he felt as she did. Needed. Dedicated to serving
humanity.

He reached out for her then and gathered her close.
“Good-night, lovely Jenny.” His lips brushed her and her
own quivered. Just that quick she fell in love.

In the two months that followed Jenny had reason to
hope that Brad cared for her, too. He stopped to talk when-
ever she was at the nurses’ station, he sat next to her in the
hospital cafeteria, and they began dating on Saturday nights.
There had been wonderful drives along the Coast, ‘dinners
at expensive restaurants, dancing and plays. There had been
long discussions and the discovery of mutual interests. Best
of all there had been the brief, wonderful moments of ten-
dermness when Brad kissed her good night.

And then there had been the end of the dream. Faye

Kettering had come to Holly View with a broken hip. She
9
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“The lower lobe has a definite mass,” he said and began
removing a small section of the tumor tissue with a long,
hollow needle.

The specimen was smeared on a glass slide, boxed and
rushed to Pathology. There it would be immediately ex-
amined under a microscope and the verdict given—cancer-
ous or benign.

Six minutes later the answer was phoned back to Sur-
gery. Cancerous. Now the operation would have to be far
more complicated and lengthy, Jenny realized.

It proved to be even more hazardous. The lobes of Laredo
Sims’ lung were grown together. That meant additional time
spent in painstakingly separating the veins and bronchi. By
the worried frown on Brad’s face, Jenny knew that one
false move could cause massive hemorrhaging.

It was noon by the time this was completed and the re-
moval of the string of lymph glands begun.

“This is done to check for cancer cells that may have
broken free from the main tumor,” Doctor Kettering ex-
plained to the interns who were witnessing the operation.

Jenny’s back and legs ached cruelly and her feet were
like hot coals. Nearly four hours had passed since surgery
began. She glanced up at Brad and saw that his face was
pale and damp with perspiration. Suddenly she felt closer
to him than even the times when they had kissed. Battling
together to save a man’s life, each giving the best of them-
selves, and understanding the physical and emotional toll
that this cost made them a part of each other. Faye doesn’t
share this bond with Brad, Jenny thought fiercely.

The crucial point in the operation had been finally
reached. Carefully, a snip at a time, the lower lobe of the
lobe of the lung was lifted free. Brad sliced into it, reveal-
ing the gray, gritty cancer. Long fingers of it extended up-
ward.

“It’s not intact!” Brad’s voice was an angry cry of pro-
test.

Jenny knew what that meant. Knew it with a kind of
numb shock. Laredo Sims was doomed to death. The op-
eration had come too late.

The entire lung was removed and the chest cavity closed.
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rassment. “It was just one of those things that happen. I
hope that we can still be friends.”

“Don’t explain. Please!” Jenny had fought against tears.
Why did it have to hurt so much? Later, in the privacy of
her apartment, she had wept for the end of a lovely, foolish
dream. The dream of Brad falling in love with her.

Faye Kettering’s engagement to Brad was announced a
month later. His appointment as assistant to her father
followed. Once again Holly View buzzed with talk, much
of it unkind, thanks to Gloria Ashton’s bitter remarks.

Jenny had tried to forget the importance of Brad to her
heart the way most girls tried—by dating other men. There
was Tom Russell, an insurance salesman whose sister had
been in nurses’ training with Jenny, and whom she’d dated
frequently. He was the kind of man to make a girl feel
special and protected. There was Greg Eden who was in-
teming with Kris McKenzie. Suzan and Kris and Jenny and
Greg double-dated whenever the boys could afford it. But
still the memory of Brad lingered.

“Maybe now you’ll forget Brad and realize what a catch
Tom is,” Suzan said gently.

Jenny flushed. “I didn’t realize it was so obvious.”

Suzan squeezed her hand. “Maybe you fooled the others,
honey, but not me. Loving Kris makes me extra perceptive,
I guess. But what about it? You and Tom, I mean?”

“Stop playing Cupid, Suzan. Tom is a wonderful guy, but
I don’t have that “forever” feeling where he’s concerned.
Maybe I-I'm just not capable of it.” Jenny added the last
words more to herself than to Suzan.

Suzan’s dark eyes grew dreamy. “You will be when the
right man comes along. You'll feel the way I do with Kiis.
Then you’ll know it’s forever.”

“Miss Tyler!” Doctor Kettering’s voice was like a knife
cutting into Jenny’s thoughts. Guiltily she pushed the past
away. Thinking of self in the operating room was dangerous
and wrong. .

The chest surgery continued. Finally the last blood vessel
was tied off and the lung could be seen. Doctor Conners
requested a rib spreader and carefully forced the ribs apart.
This done, he explored the lung with slow, searching fingers.

11
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Maybe even Mike. Surely the attraction between them was
growing stronger.

Jenny tried to shake off the mood of depression by putting
away her clothes in the drawers and closet that Ruth had
readied for her. It was nearly eleven by the time she had
finished, made herself a cup of coffee and taken a shower.
Ruth would be home in a little more than an hour. Il
wait up for her, Jenny decided.

Jenny had been surprised at Ruth Davis’s offer to share
her apartment. They had been only the most casual of
friends at Holly View. Like Gloria Ashton, Ruth was rather
withdrawn and had little to say about herself. There the
comparison between them ended, however. Ruth was
neither bitter nor vindictive. “She’s just naturally shy,”
Suzan had said once. But Jenny felt otherwise. Something
had hurt Ruth and hurt her deeply.

Ruth was the least attractive of Holly View’s nursing
staff. She blended into the background, quietly unobtrusive
and quietly pretty. “I'd love to do that girl over,” Jenny
had confided to Suzan at last year’s staff party. Ruth, in
plain black with her dark hair done to her head and only
the palest of lipstick looked washed out among the other
women.

At twenty minutes past twelve a key turned in the lock.

'm glad you’re here, Jenny.” Ruth greeted her shyly.

“I've made myself right at home, just like you said to,”
Jenny answered. “Even to making coffee. There’s some left.
Would you like me to reheat it?”

Ruth nodded, taking oﬂ: her navy blue coat. “That sounds
good. It’s so cold out

And now what do we talk about, Jenny wondered a little
nervously. Coffee, the weather—well 1 guess it's up to me
to keep the ball rolling. “Have you lived alone for long,
Ruth?” she called from the kitchen.

“It's been almost two months. Ever since Linda got
married. She’s a nurse too. At Queen of Angels.” Ruth
paused and went on, as though determined to be friendly.
“It’'s been awfully expensive not sharing rent. Lonely too.
That’s why, when I heard that Suzan and Kris were getting
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“Then I have both of you to thank, Brad,” Jenny said
softly. She longed to ask him why he had interceded in
her behalf. Common sense told her that it was only be-
cause she was a good nurse and a friend. But her heart dared
to wonder. Did a tiny spark of the feeling he’d once had
remain?

Seconds later that hope was smashed. Brad remarked
casually, “Faye and I are being married in April instead of
June. The Old Man offered to give me the whole month for
a honeymoon vacation. Faye wants to go to Hawaii, and
that’s a good time of year for it.”

Oh Brad, can’t you seeP Jenny longed to shout the warn-
ing to him. That’s the way it will always be—Faye and your
father-in-law deciding your life. They had reached the
recessed entrance of Holly View when Brad asked, “When
are you and Tom Russell planning on being married? He
impressed me as a good man. Steady and reliable. I'm
glad that you found someone like him, Jenny.”

She whirled around, green eyes blazing. So Brad was
pleased that his ex-girl friend had found a good man! No
doubt it helped to ease his conscience for giving her the
brush in favor of Faye. Well, she’d show him that she
didn’t have to take second best. When Mike proposed
again she just might accept—

“I'm not marrying Tom,” she said acidly. “Mike Ryan has
asked me to be his wife.” She watched to see the effect of
her words.

It was quite an effect. More than she had expected.
“He’s what?” Brad’s mouth tightened. “You didn’t accept,
of courser”

“Not yet, but that doesn’t mean that I won’t.”

“Jenny, don’t be a fooll Don’t be taken by Michael Ryan’s
kind. To him a proposal is a necessary part of a campaign
to—get what he wants.”

Her heart was frozen. “Meaning what?”

His voice grew patronizing, as though he considered his
intellect far superior to hers. “Money, a part in a movie, a
proposal of marriage. It all depends upon the type of girl
as to which of those a man offers to achieve his ultimate
goal.”
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married, I asked you to move in with me. I-I'm not a ball
of fire like Suzan, but I'll try to make you like me.”

Jenny stared at the other girl. She was twisting her hands
together nervously and her face was pale and strained.
She was shy, and terribly self-conscious.

“Your offer was a life-saver, Ruth,” Jenny answered quick-
ly. “I couldn’t have afforded to live alone. Besides, I'm
sure that well have fun together.” She smiled in what
she hoped was friendly warmth.

Apparently it was, because Ruth seemed to thaw a little.
Color came back to her face and she managed a smile in
return. “I thought—if you’d like—that I would ask for day
duty. Since Doctor Kettering is going to hire another nurse
to take over Suzan’s duties, I might have a chance to get
it.”

“Do try, Ruth,” Jenny urged, meaning it. Dinners alone
didn’t appeal to her. Even a shy companion like Ruth was
better than none at all.

When Jenny pulled into the parking lot the next day,
Brad was just getting out of his car. He walked over to her,
opening the door. “I see youre driving Suzan’s little blue
bomb,” he observed.

Jenny slid out. “Yes. She insisted on my having it. It
seems so strange coming to Holly View without her.”

“Kris is bringing her in today for another transfusion. I'm
going to try Methotrexate too, in the hope that it will give
her another remission.”

“She looks so frail, Brad,” Jenny choked.

“She is,” he answered gravely. Then, “You have a bene-
factor, Jenny. He kept you from being dismissed.”

Jenny looked at him, puzzled. “Who, Brad?”

“Michael Ryan. He threatened to withdraw all financial
support from Holly View’s next fund raising drive if Ket-
tering let you go. Needless to say the Old Man decided to
obey Ryan’s wishes.”

“How on earth did Mike find out about my trouble with

Mrs. Stuart?”
Brad winked at her. “I told him., I happen to know
how—fond he is of you. I felt sure that he would bring

pressure to bear in order to keep you around.”
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He managed a smile. “I'm sorry, too. I had no right to
say what I did to you. Oh, Jenny, why do we fight?”

She gave him a shakey smile. “Brad, I don’t really know!
It's stupid. Because I do like and admire you.”

He stared at her for a long, wondering moment. He
liked Jenny too. More than he cared to admit to himself.
If it hadn’t been for Faye—he had come close to falling in
love with the beautiful, out-spoken Jenny Tyler a few
months before. To break the spell of dangerous remem-
bering, he said, “Your patient has been asking for you,
Jenny. He claims that you are the only therapy that he
needs. Try to convince him that physical exercise is even
more necessary than emotional.” Then, so she wouldn’t
misunderstand, he winked and added, “Even though, as a
red-blooded American male, 1 completely agree with our
Mr. Ryan.”

Mike, who had managed to over-hear the corridor con-
versation, glowered at Jenny when she walked in. “So the
esteemed Doctor Conners doesn’t know why he fights with
you? Well, I don’t need to be a psychiatrist to tell you whyl
It’s the old dog in the manger routine. He doesn’t want any-
one else to have what once belonged to him, Meaning you,
Angel Face.”

“You're crazy, Mike,” Jenny denied hotly.

He shook his head. “No, I'm just honest.”

Could there possibly be a vestige of truth in what Mike
said, Jenny wondered. Could Brad be jealous of her re-
lationship with Mike? No. It was too fantastic. Hadn’t he-
seemed anxious to know when she was going to marry
Tom? But Tom’s sterling qualities didn’t include exciting
good looks nor fame. Brad’s ego could scarcely be wounded
if it were Tom she married. Stop it, Jenny admonished her-
self. Stop trying to read something into Brad’s subcon-
scious that doesn’t exist.

CHAPTER X1

Rute sucGesTEp that they invite Suzan and Kris for
Christmas dinner. “She wont be strong enough to pre-
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“Why you—!” Jenny’s hand flew out and connected with
his face. It was the first time she had ever slapped a man.
But he had insulted her. Worse, he had pitied her for
being gullible.

Brad rubbed his cheek, staring at her in utter amazement.
Jenny was quick-tempered, this he knew. But he never
figured that she would resort to such a violent way of
expressing it. Either she was humiliated because he had
voiced the truth, a truth she didn’t want to accept because
it hurt her pride, or she really loved Charm Boy.

“If we werent on Holly View’s Hallowed Grounds I'd
tum you over my knee, Jenny Tyler!” he told her furiously.

Her anger spent, Jenny was close to tears. She’d acted like
an immature teenager. Nurses just didn’t go around slap-
ping doctors” faces. Not even if they felt justified. “Brad—"

“Forget it!” He stalked past, pushing open the glass door
with such force that Miss Stone, who was nearby, stared
at him open-mouthed. I was right, she told herself smugly.
There is something between those two. First Gloria Ashton
finding Jenny in Brad Conners’ arms, and now there was
evidence of a quarrel. Where there was smoke there was
fire. Kettering’s daughter had better watch her handsome
young doctor.

Jenny clocked in and hurried to the nurses’ lounge. She
took two aspirin for the splitting headache she had just
developed and held her wrists under cold water. An upset
nurse certainly couldn’t be an efficient one.

This latest scene with Brad had proved once and for all
that they werent meant for each other, she told herself.
Both quick-tempered and out-spoken, both believing in
different things—she in truth and he in pretense—what
chance for happiness would they have hadP Brad had been
sensible enough to recognize that fact and to remedy it by
turning to Faye. It was time that she came to her senses
too, and put away her foolish dreams of another woman’s
man.

“Have you calmed down yet, Jenny?” Brad was just com-
ing out of Mike Ryan’s room as she approached it.

She glanced up, flushing. “Yes. And I'm awfully sorry

about what happened.”
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the first night I knew I'd lost again. They couldnt stop
looking at each other. Donna stayed and Steve started act-
ing different towards me. Three weeks later he told me they
were in love.”

“How awfull” Jenny gasped, realizing that her guess that
Ruth had been deeply hurt was a right one.

“I didn’t hate either of them. I guess the pain of it went
beyond that. I just put away my dreams and faced the truth.
You don’t die of a broken heart, even if you wish you could.
Being a nurse helped, of course. There was little time for
self-pity.”

“Did they marry?”

“Yes. They have a baby boy. Now do you see why I
can’t go home for Christmas?” Her eyes were bright with
unshed tears.

Impulsively Jenny hugged her. “We’ll have a wonderful
one here, Ruth. I make a terrific pumpkin pecan pie. We'll
get a little tree. And why don’t we invite Tom too? He has
no family.”

Jenny’s mood was catching. Ruth brightened. “Oh, let’s!
I'll do the turkey. I have my grandmother’s recipe for
oyster dressing.”

Christmas brought changes to Holly View. A huge,
white flecked tree, decorated in pink stood in the lobby.
“As unrealistic as some of our patients,” Jenny remarked to
Ruth. Individual wreaths decorated each door in the East
and West wings, and a bunch of mistletoe hung just inside
the lab. Frank Samnow was making sure that no nurse was
neglected.

Little Tony Barton went home at long last. The nurses
gave him a farewell party complete with cake and gifts.
“I'm going to miss you a great deal,” Jenny told him.

He flung his thin little arms around her neck. “I'll miss
you too, Miss Tyler. Could I maybe come and see you
sometime?”

“I'd love that” She hugged him in return. “And re-
member, Tony, I'm going to watch you play baseball next
spring.”

“I'll hit a homer for you,” he promised.

Some, like Liza Morgan and Sid Chapman, you were glad
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pare one herself. Besides,” Ruth added wistfully, “Christmas
is a time for people to be together.”

“Won’t you be going to Frisco? I thought that your family
lived there? Jenny asked. Oregon was out of the question
for her, time-wise and financially. Her father had had
another bout with arthritis and that made a trip to Cali-
fornia impossible. .

Ruth bit her lip. “My family does live there, but my
sister, Donna, and her husband are invited—” She paused.

Jenny didn’t answer. Ruth was upset. The paleness of
her face and the tremor in her voice betrayed it. Family
problems, no doubt, and certainly none of her business.

Ruth decided differently. The hurting thing had been
bottled up inside her much too long. Maybe sharing it with
Jenny would lessen the pain.

“I used to be engaged—to my sister’s husband.” She
swallowed and went on in a quiet, strained voice. “You would
have to know Donna to understand why it happened. She’s
so beautiful. She always has been as far back as I can re-
member. She’s my parents’ favorite. They've never tried
to hide the fact. Anything that Donna wanted she got.
With me it was different.” There was no bitterness in Ruth’s
voice. Only calm acceptance. “She even got the few boys
I dated. Oh not deliberately. All she had to do was be there
and they would get a crush on her. I—guess it did some-
thing frightening to me. It took away my pride and my
hope and left me empty. That’s when I decided on nurses’
training. I felt that I'd be needed and that was almost as
wonderful as being loved.”

“Oh, Ruth, honey!” Her distress was so real that Jenny
didn’t want her to go on.

The girl paid no attention. “I met Steve Hanley in my
second year of training. He was a patient at Tri-City Hos-
pital. You know what they say about patients falling in
love with their nurse. That’s what happened. And in this
case the student nurse fell in love with the patient too. He
was so good-looking, Jenny . . .” Her lips trembled. “We
became engaged a few weeks later, complete with a ring
and a down payment on a house in the San Gabriel Valley.
Then—Donna came to visit me. When I saw them together
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to be a part of that discovery. I guess it will make Suzan’s
death seem a little less futile,” she finished.

“I am saddened to hear this about such young people,”
Victor said quietly.

Christmas morning dawned in typical California style.
“Just what the Chamber of Commerce ordered,” Jenny ob-
served, looking out the window, at a blue and gold day. Ruth
was already in the kitchen stuffing the turkey.

The girls treated themselves to a leisurely breakfast on
TV trays instead of the usual stand-up-and-grab-a-bite kind
they were in the habit of having.

“Shall we open our presents now?” There was a glow
of excitement in Ruth’s eyes.

“Let’s]” Jenny took the last bite of her Danish breakfast

roll and pushed away the tray. She had been longingly look-
ing forward to the box from home.

Child-like, they sat on the floor to open their gifts. The
Davis’ had sent Ruth a navy blue flannel robe and six pairs
of service weight nylons. Sensible gifts for their practical,
hard-working daughter, Jenny thought and she ached for
Ruth in her pretended delight. Thank goodness her gift

to Ruth was utterly feminine. A white dacron sissy blouse
with ruffles and tiny pearl buttons.

“Oh look—" Ruth breathed as she lifted the tissue on the

gift from Jenny. “Oh, Jenny, you shouldn’t havel” This time
her delight was real.

Mrs. Tyler had out-done herself. The box contained an
emerald green Suzie Wong dress in silk brocade. There
was a tiny jacket with mandarin collar and elbow-length
sleeves. Gold earrings in an oriental design, and a bottle of
My Sin bore her father’s careful printing. Aunt Mary had
sent a box of Oregon pears and a fruitcake. From Ruth there
was a leather purse trimmed in needle-point.

“I really hit the jackpot,” Jenny sighed happily.

Ruth’s voice was completely without envy. “Wear the
dress when our company comes, Jenny. Youll look gorgeous
in it. I can just see Tom’s eyes.” She paused, still holding the
frilly blouse. “Do you love Tom? Really love him, I mean?”

“I'm very fond of him, Ruth,” she answered hesitantly.
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to see leave. Others took a little of your heart with them.
Jenny thought as she helped Tony to dress.

Victor Wald was much improved following his near
fatal heart attack. He complained privately to Jenny that
Gloria Ashton, though undeniably capable, was completely
without a soul. “A well-running machine. Nothing elsel
She has neither your fire nor your beauty, Miss Jenny Tyler.
I shall demand you as my private nurse if I come here
again.”

She laughed. “You were much to sick to care, Mr. Wald.
And if you behave you won’t have to make a choice in
nurses.”

His voice was serious. “I shall. Being close to death gives
a man a whole new perspective. Material things lose their
importance.”

Jenny asked, “Has Marla Gilbert been to see you lately?”

His shaggy brows drew together in a frown. “Ah, that
if]ooh'sh woman. She thinks that Del Stratton is in love with

er.”

“But she told me they were engaged—” Jenny began.

“Love is not the only reason for marriage, my naive Miss
Tyler.” Victor smiled affectionately. “For the lomely, com-
panionship is the motivating force. For the ambitious, greed
is the reason. Del Stratton is ambitious and ruthless. Since
he has achieved only mediocre success by his limited talents,
he is willing to try a more devious way to get ahead. Marla
is a wealthy woman and an influential one. She numbers
among her friends those who are in the position to help
Del.”

Jenny shivered. “It’s a brutal way to look at it.”

He nodded, sighing. “Truth is seldom pretty.”

“Maybe you’re wrong,” Jenny said hopefully.

“I should like to be.” he confessed. “I do not wish to see
Marla disillusioned.”

Jenny started to leave when Victor asked, “Has young
Doctor McKenzie reconsidered my offer?”

She hesitated, and then decided to tell him about Suzan’s
approaching death. “Kris is going to apply for a research
grant to study blood diseases at City of Hope. Some day a
break-through in leukemia will come. When it does he wants
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“Doesn’t he deserve more than that?” Ruth flushed at
her daring to ask it.

“Yes, he does. And I've told him so. I'm not stringing
him along, Ruth. I've been completely honest with Tom
as to my feelings.”

The girl glanced down at her hands. “He’s a-a wonderful
person. So kind and gentle.”

Jenny caught her breath. Why, Ruth sounded almost as
though she cared for Tom. But Tom would never be at-
tracted to Ruth. Unless—Sudden inspiration hit Jenny. In-
side Ruth was the kind of girl Tom wanted. Sincere, sweet
and with so much love to give. If the outside girl could only
be made more attractive. “Ruth, I have a marvelous idea.
Let’s experiment with your hair. I can just see you in
feather bangs and a page boy fluff.”

Ruth looked dubious, “I don’t know, Jenny. I'm really
not the type.”

“Nonesense. You have beautiful eyes and skin and nice
features. With a more flattering hair-do youll be a doll,”
Jenny promised, hoping that she wasn’t being too optimistic.

“Do you honestly think so? Oh, Jenny . . .” Her voice
dared to hope just the tiniest bit.

Jenny had a few mis-givings as she cut through the thick,
black hair. Well, nothing ventured, nothing gained! An hour
later Ruth’s long hair was cut and shaped and rolled on
Jenny’s big plastic rollers. It wasn’t too hard to urge her into
having her brows thinned and arched. “I might as well
throw caution to the wind,” Ruth agreed recklessly.

While Ruth sat under Jenny’s portable hair-dryer, Jenny
shortened a red velvet skirt—shorter than anything Ruth

wore. “You have nice legs. Show them.” she said over the
girl’s feeble protests.

“But that’s your good skirt.”

“It’s too tight in the hips,” Jenny lied with conscience.

Just before their guests arrived Ruth and Jenny stared at
the girl in the mirror. A long-legged, slim creature in a Christ-
mas red skirt and the frilly blouse. Shining dark hair fluffed
around a face that had been skillfully made up to accentuate
the blue-gray eyes and high cheek-bones. Jenny had used
a lip brush to give Ruth’s mouth a fuller, more rounded look,
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There was never a dull moment at Holly View
Sanitarium when lovely Nurse Jenny Tyler worked.
Celebrities came and went in whirlwind order,
bringing glamor and gossip to the efficient white-
walled structure. But Jenny saw beneath the bright
veneer of the headstrong actresses and the playboy
screen idols. Most of them were terribly unhappy
with their spotlight-plagued existences; most never
knew the contentment of lasting love and the joy
of making others happy.

But even in the midst of such strong evidence,
Jenny herself stood on the brink of disaster—forced
to choose between the men in her life and the life

of her career.
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CHAPTER 1

SUZAN MADE a sudden right turn off Olympia,
taking the corner on two wheels and a prayer. Beside her
Jenny Tyler shuddered. Suzan’s driving was worse than
usual.

“Scared?” Suzan’s big brown eyes noted the pallor of
Jenny’s face.

Her roommate nodded. “You almost qualified us for pa-
ttents at Holly View instead of nurses. Honestly, Suzan,
youre a menace on the highway.”

The g'u—l dimpled. “Relax. I've got an angel on my
shoulder.”

“Youll be one if you aren’t more careful,” Jenny pre-
dicted grimly. Then she smiled. It was impossible to stay’
angry with Suzan. Her sweet, little-girl ways, the trusting
innocence and wide-eyed beauty would have melted even
a heart of stone.

The road curved now and rose upward. Beautiful homes
sprawled on spacious, terraced lots. Beverly Hills. Home of
of the rich and famous. It was glamorous, Jenny thought.
A strange, exciting world that she and Suzan shared, even
as they shared the one-bedroom, furnished apartment a
few miles east.

The car took the hospital road, leaving the homes behind.
Among other things that Holly View Sanitarium could
proudly boast of was privacy. Nestled among huge oaks and
tropical planting it looked more like a palatial home than a
hospital. Here those rich enough to afford its prices had the
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ultimate in care and comfort. Here secrets were well kept
and publicity held to a minimum.

Suzan parked her little blue Ford in the area reserved for
members of the staff. “My, aren’t we exclusive this morning?”
she observed, noting the cars on either side of them.

Jenny followed her gaze. The big, cream-colored Lincoln
belonged to Doctor Kettering, Holly View’s Chief of Staff.
The Thunderbird on their left was Doctor Conners’ extrava-
gance. Doctor Bradford Conners, assistant to the Chief,
engaged to his daughter. Brad, the handsome, brilliant sur-
geon—Jenny’s heart skipped a beat and angrily she tried to
put Brad out of her mind.

“We've only got five minutes,” Suzan warned. Come on,
I'll race you!”

Jenny laughed, imagining how it would look to have the
two of them running across the hospital grounds like school
girls late for class. It just wasn’t in keeping with Holly
View’s sophisticated surroundings.

“Suzan, will you ever grow up?” Then as the girl grinned
impishly, Jenny added, “No, don’t. Don’t ever change.” And
is]he wondered at the sudden stab of fear that touched her

eart.

In a walk that was very nearly a run the girls neared the
entrance, the small, rounded nurse whose cap was crooked on
her golden hair, and the taller one with a figure like a model
and the smokey hair done in a French twist. Holly View hired
nurses for their looks as well as their ability, and Suzan and
Jenny were considered by far the prettest.

The familiar antiseptic smell assailed them as they rushed
through the glass doors. The huge, mosaic clock on the wall
said one minute of eight. Jenny breathed a sigh of relief.
They’d clock in with about five seconds to spare.

Jenny and Suzan were both on duty in the West Wing.
The rooms were all private except for the two 2-bed ones on
the far end. Among their patients were a producer with
ulcers—“My badge of success,” he called it, a TV starlet with
advanced anemia, a one-time big star recovering from a face
lift, a post-operative gall bladder case who carried on as
though death were imminent, the nine-year-old son of singer
Barry Barton who had been severely bumned, and the sports
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“I'd marry you for your cooking even if you were an old
hag,” he told Suzan lovingly. Then he added, “Did Jenny

tell you about Holly View’s most recent celebrity?”
“Who,’

“Michael Ryan, Ladykiller. Even Old Stone Face is in
orbit.”

Suzan’s eyes sparkled. “Really? No, Jenny didnt tell me.
What’s he in for?”

Kris reached for the last brownie. “Smashed himself up
on the freeway. Flipped his Ferrari over a couple of times.
They brought him out of surgery just before I signed out.
Spleen removal and head injury among other things. Doctor
Kettering said he'’s critical.”

“How awful. You just can’t imagine Hollywood without
Michael Ryan. I mean, he’s so romantic and exciting,” Suzan
sighed.

It might be better off without him,” Jenny said grimly.
Then seeing the shock in Suzan’s eyes she hastened to
explain about Nancy Austin.

The evening hurried by with the three of them “talking
shop” and watching TV. Abruptly Suzan laid her head
against Kris’s shoulder, closing her eyes. Jenny saw the
sudden pallor and labored breathing.

“Are you feeling sick, Suzan?” she asked in alarm.

“Just tired. All of a sudden. Sorry.”

Jenny’s alarm was echoed in Kris’s voice. “It’s my fault.
I shouldn’t have kept you up. Promise me you’ll go right
to bed, Doll?”

She nodded. “I promise.”

Kris left and Jenny helped Suzan undress. She was too
exhausted to do it by herself. It was true. Suzan had over-
done. Flu took a while getting over. Making brownies and
cleaning up the apartment hadn’t been good for her. Slip-
ping Suzan’s dress over her head, Jenny noticed the ugly
bruise on her shoulder. It was as big as the palm of a hand
and reddish-purple.

“What happened? How did you hurt yourself, Suzan?”

“Oh that. I bumped my shoulder on the kitchen cabinet
this morning. It doesn’t hurt much.”
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Suzan, you're a very uncooperative patient,” Jenny scolded.

“I'm just a frustrated housewife. Wait till Kris and I are
married. I'll spoil him rotten with fancy meals.”

“Ummm. And you'll get fat and he’ll go broke.”

Suzan pouted. “Don’t be so dam truthful and practical.
It takes the fun out of my dreaming.”

Jenny didn’t answer. Suzan’s half-kidding words hurt
because they were true. She did not look on the truthful
side of everything. She was practical in her thinking as
well as in her actions. But people didn’t want that. Not
even little Suzan. So pretend, Jenny Tylerl Join the army
of happiness seekers and search, not for truth, but for
illusion. Bitterly she admonished herself.

“Why so quiet?” Suzan asked, nibbling on a brownie.

“Just—thinking,” she answered, not wanting to voice her
bitter realization. It was hard enough to give up the belief
in truth and reality by which she had been raised. Even
harder to kid herself that life was easy and pretty. As a
nurse she knew it wasn’t so.

The doorbell rang, interrupting her troubled thoughts.
It was Kris McKenzie, still in his hospital whites, a bunch
of roses in his hand.

“How is Suzan? I came as soon as I got off duty,” he
explained.

“Disgustingly healthy, Doctor.” Suzan hurried in from
the kitchen. “Oh—roses! Kris! you shouldn’t have.”

He caught her up in his arms. “Don’t worry, Doll. I
swiped them from Holly View’s garden. Our wedding fund
is still intact.”

Jenny smiled. Kris was wonderfully impossible. Some-
how she couldn’t imagine him as ever being a dignified
doctor. The wedding fund was his and Suzan’s special
project. Anything left from his meager intern’s salary or
from Suzan’s pay went into a joint bank account. How
many missed dances and shows, how many skimpy meals
and clothes not bought were represented in that fund,
Jenny had often wondered.

Kris, who insisted he was full from hamburgers, managed

to eat most of Suzan’s brownies and drink two glasses of
milk.
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Maria Gilbert greeted her with a request for the hair dresser
that Holly View provided. “I'll need a tint and set. Tell her
I use half Golden Flame and half Autum Leaf,” the actress
said. Then, staring at Jenny with unmasked envy she asked,

“What do you use on your hair, Miss Tyler, to get that
smokey look?”

“Nothing,” Jenny answered, convinced that Miss Gilbert
didn’t believe her.

Dani Stuart and Nancy Austin were discussing love when
Jenny went in to help with their baths and change the beds.
She was happily aware that Nancy’s thin face had color.
That her eyes had lost that hopeless look. 1.V. feedings
were still being administered and the Keep Prone sign

hung at the foot of Nancy’s bed, but the girl was definitely
improved.

Does she know about Michael Ryan’s accident, Jenny
wondered and hoped not. If Nancy cared about him—and
obviously she must to have attempted suicide—then the
shock could easily give her a set-back.

Victor Wald was sitting in a chair, wearing an expensive
satin bathrobe. Jenny surveyed him, smiling. “My, aren’t
you classy. So early in the morning, too.”

“lI am trying to impress you, Jenny Tyler. I have a favor
to ask of my beautiful nurse.”

Jenny laughed, used to Victor’s schemes. “What is it this

time? Not a request for spaghetti again? You know what the
doctor said!”

His eyes held wounded innocence. “Have you no soul,
Jenny Tyler? Do you think that food is my only concern?
I want you to take this script to Marla Gilbert and con-

vince her to read it. It’s the play that I told you about.
Storm County.”

Jenny, busy changing his bed, promised to try her best.
“But I'll wait till this afternoon. Miss Gilbert will be In a
more receptive mood when her beauty appointment is over.”

“I knew that I could depend on you,” Victor told her
warmly. “Beautiful and clever Miss Jenny Tyler. If T were
younger—" he smiled roguishly.

Little Tony Barton was manfully trying to fight back

30





index-31_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

“You must have broken a blood vessel by the looks of
it.”

Suzan lay back on the pillow, too tired to pull the covers
up. Jenny tucked them around her shoulders and snapped
off the light. “Good-night, honey,” she whispered, but the
girl was already asleep.

The next morning Suzan seemed fine. She ate a good
breakfast and insisted over Jenny’s protest, on going to
Holly View.

Miss Stone greeted the girls at the tlme clock. “I'm cer-
tainly glad to see you back with us, Miss Medford. We
have a busy day ahead of us. Laredo Sims is scheduled for
radiation therapy, Miss Morgan needs attention, and the
Barton boy is to be propped for additional skin grafting.”

“How is Michael Ryan?” Suzan asked.

“You heard? Isn’t it dreadful? Such a handsome man!”
Her voice quivered. He’s conscious now. Milly Brown is
his special.”

“Lucky Milly,” Jenny said sarcastcally, knowing that Old
Stone Face would have given anything to have the duty
herself. She was incurably romantic despite the fact of
being an old maid.

Oblivious to the sarcasm Miss Stone sighed, “Yes isn’t
she? You girls may peek in at him, but don’t speak. He
mustn’t be disturbed.”

“I couldn’t care less,” Jenny confided to Suzan as they
walked toward the West Wing.

“You have no romance in your soul, Jenny Tyler!” Suzan
teased. “I do believe youre destined to be a career woman
instead of a wife.”

“I'm waiting for someone as wonderful as your Kris,”
Jenny answered quickly. Then to herself she added, no—
someone like Brad. A man who makes my heart pound. A
man I can respect and love without reservation.

Suzan paused at the door of Laredo Sims’ room. “See you
at coffee break.” Then, as she stepped into the room Jenny
heard her gentle, “Good-moming, Mr. Sims. Did you sleep
well?” He was in good hands, Jenny knew. Kind and capable
ones that matched the young nurse’s loving heart.

Jenny moved from room to room checking on her patients,
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Previous grafting on the child’s stomach had taken nicely,
and Doctor Clemment was hopeful of equal results this
time. Jenny remembered how they had despaired of saving
Tony when he was brought to Holly View in deep shock
from bumns over 30 percent of his body, burns received in
a flash fire that destroyed his mother’s Hollywood Hills
home. Intravenous feedings, bacteriostatic dressings, anti-
biotics and round-the-clock nursing care had been part of
the battle for Tony’s life.

After the orderly came for the sleeping Tony, Jenny
decided on a coffee break. Halfway down the corridor she
was stopped by Milly Brown.

“Be a doll and watch Michael Ryan for me while I grab

a bite to eat,” the nurse begged. “My alarm didn’t go off
and I had to skip breakfast.”

“All right. Incidentally, how is heP”

“Conscious, but just barely. Oh, Jenny, he’s a gorgeous
hunk of man.”

Jenny smiled. “Watch yourself, Milly. He seems to have a
fatal kind of charm. Even old Stone Face has stars in her
eyes.

The little nurse with the golden freckles sighed. “I can’t
blame her. Just wait till you see him. Even asleep he has
more sex appeal than all the men I know put together!”

Curiosity and prejudice nibbled at Jenny as she entered
the room where Michael Ryan lay. She was familiar with his
rugged good looks from seeing him on the screen and his
love affairs from newspaper accounts, but a flesh and blood
man was quite another thing.

He was lying quietly, his eyes closed, his dark brows in
a slight frown. From pain, Jenny imagined. His face was
deeply tanned and startlingly handsome from the high fore-
head to the square chin with its deep cleft. Michael Ryan
looked much younger than his reputed forty years. He must
be as least six foot two, she thought, and without an ounce
of excess flesh on his big-boned frame. Milly was right.
He was indeed a gorgeous hunk of man.

And one whose road to success was lined with broken
hearts, she reminded herself. Hollywood's most eligible
bachelor was a love-them-and-leave-them type. How had
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tears when Jenny walked into his room. “What’s the trouble,
honey?” she asked, taking his clenched hand in hers.

“They didn’t give me any breakfast.” He swallowed a
sob, his lip quivering.

“It’s because youre going in to Surgery, Tony. Food
would make you sick,” Jenny explained. “Afterwards I'l
bring you some ice cream. Would you like that?”

Tony abandoned all efforts to hold back the tears. “I don’t
want more grafts! It hurts—Oh, Miss Tyler it hurts so much.”

“Honey, I know.” Jenny put her arms around him, strok-
ing the mop of dark curls. “But you're a brave boy. You can
stand a little more hurt. You want to use your arms again,
don’t you? To play ball maybe?”

The child nodded. “I'm a good pitcher, Miss Tyler. I'm
on Little League.”

“Well then, let’s get vou all fixed up again. I want to
see you pitch a good game, Tony.”

The tears stopped. “Will you come and watch me play,
Miss Tyler? Will you? Honest?”

“Cross my heart.” She gave him a hug. “Now, let’s get
you ready for Doctor Clemment. A bath first, and them
some medicine to make you sleepy.”

“A shot,” Tony tensed.

“No. Some red juice that tastes like cherries.”

Jenny stayed with her young patient while he grew
drowsy. Watching the heavy fringe of lashes droop, feeling
the pressure of his hand that held hers, she found her-
self thinking of the children she might some day be blessed
with. A hunger stirred in her heart. A little boy, dark like
Tony—like Brad. Unbidden, his face drifted into her day
dream.

To stop such hurting nonsense, she concentrated on the
sleeping child’s immediate medical problem. Skin would
be taken from his unburned thighs and buttocks by the
means of a Dermatone, a little metal drum that sliced tissue-
paper thin patches and placed them on the raw bum sur-
faces of his arms and chest. If all went well the grafts
would grow and form flesh to replace what the fire had
destroved. Later a sanding method would smooth the grafts
to match the joining area with scant visible scarring.
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Witness young Nancy Austin and Old Stone Face. All it
takes to join is a brief exposure to his nearness.”

Jenny had pulled her hand away and started toward the
door. “Honmestly, Milly, youre worse that a love-struck
school girl. A man needs more than good looks and a phoney
charm to interest me. I'll never be a Michael Ryan fan on
or off the screen.”

Jenny went looking for Suzan after leaving Milly to hover
over her romantic Mr. Ryan. They slipped away to the cafe-
teria for a fifteen minute coffee break, leaving nurse Paula
Packard to keep an eye on their patients.

Suzan laughed merrily at Jenny’s account of Mike Ryan
holding her hand. “Milly will have it all over Holly View.
The other nurses will be green. Frankly, I think she’s just
jealous.”

Jenny sipped the hot, strong coffee. “She certainly has
no cause to be. Why—"

“Jenny!” Suzan interrupted in a whisper. “Here comes
Brad Conners heading straight for our table.”

Jenny looked up, her heart skipping a beat. “Hello, Doctor
Conners,” she managed in a crisply impersonal tone.

He sat down in a vacant chair opposite them. “I was look-
ing for you, Jenny. I just checked on Ryan and he insisted
on having you as his nurse. Doctor Kettering’s orders are
to give him whatever he wants. He’s a V.I.P. patient, you
know. Makes a more than generous contribution to Holly
View’s fund raising drive every year.”

Jenny was stunned. “But my other patients—what about
them? I thought Michael Ryan needed full-time care?”

“He does. Youre too ‘special” Milly will take over your
patient load.”

Suzan spoke in a teasing voice. “You must have made quite
an impression in the few minutes you were with him,
Jenny.”

Surprise at Brad’s announcement gave way to anger.
Michael Ryan certainly wasn’t as critical as everyone be-
lieved if he was able to order the nurse of his choice. She
remembered his voice saying. “Youre much prettier.” Well,
if it’s a patient-nurse flirtation you have in mind, youll be
disappointed, Mr. Michael Ryan, Jenny decided grimly.

34





index-35_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

he felt about the conquest of a teen-ager, she wondered.
Had it been a boon to his ego? Something new for kicks?

His hand moved restlessly, plucking at the I.V. needle
taped to his arm. Quickly Jenny took hold of his fingers,
surprised at their strength. “Relax, Mr. Ryan. You mustn’t
touch your arm,” she warned quietly. His eyes opened,
their deep blue brilliance a startling contrast to his black
hair. “Who are you?” he demanded weakly.

“I'm Miss Tyler. Your own nurse will be back in a few
moments.”

Michael Ryan experimented with a smile, but it ended
up a grimace of pain. “Tell her not to hurry—You’re much
prettier.”

Jenny wasn’t flattered. In fact she was annoyed. A man
close to death shouldn’t be flirting. It seemed almost indecent.

The amazing eyes opened again. “What happened to me?
Is it—bad?”

“You’ve had surgery for internal injuries,” Jenny told him,
feeling that his demand for the truth had best be answered.
“Other than that—shock and concussion. Your face hasn’t a

mark,” she added, knowing how important that would be
to a film star.

She thought he had drifted off again until he -whispered,
“Nancy . . .”

“She’s better. She’s going to be all right.” If yvou could
call failure and a broken heart over a middle-aged charmer
being all right, Jenny added bitterly to herself. No, Mr.
Ryan, you needn’t concern yourself any longer. We've
patched up the damage you did.

He didn’t answer. Consciousness had retreated again.
Stll, his fingers held hers tightly.

“Well, it didn’t take him long to make a conquest with
youl” Milly Brown had walked in and seen Jenny’s im-
prisoned hand.

“I-I-” Jenny floundered, furious with herself for her em-
barrassment.

Milly laughed. “Welcome to the clan.”
“The clan?”

“Woman worshippers of Michael Ryan, Age is no factor.
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of Liza Morgan and the world that surrounded her. With
Suzan still sick, though her temperature had dropped, and
another nurse off duty because of illness, Jenny had to help
out with Liza’s care.

It was more like being a personal maid than a nurse,
she soon discovered. Liza demanded that her jet-black hair
be brushed, gifts unwrapped, flowers put in vases, tele-
grams read. She insisted on trying four different bed jackets
before deciding on the one to wear. Her lunch was “vile”
and she insisted on something different. Every other word
was a command or a complaint.

When visiting hours came Liza held court for columnists
and friends, all of them Hollywood personalities. She did
most of the talking and it was all about herself. She was
never off stage for a single moment.

You may be queen of the film capital, but you're just a
spoiled, self-centered woman, Jenny longed to tell her.
Youre blessed with beauty and wealth and idolized by
movie-goers, but you’re certainly cursed by the emptiness
of yourself. I feel sorry for your baby daughter.

Just before quitting time Jenny heard the wail of the
ambulance. Don't let it be a patient for the West Wing, she
prayed. She couldn’t take another day of being three places
at once.

“Do you know who they brought in a few minutes ago?”
Miss Stone’s eyes were actually glazed.

“No, who?” Jenny stopped, wondering who on earth
could get Old Stone Face into such a state of excitement.

“Michael Ryan! The Michael Ryan. Isn’t that fantastic?”
Her voice was breathless. “Imagine, first that young girl
who tried to kill herself over him and twenty-four hours
later he’s a patient.”

“What happened? Did some outraged husband or father
shoot him?”

The head nurse ignored Jenny’s sarcasm. “His sports car
hit an abutment on the Hollywood Freeway and turned
over. I heard from Emergency that he has severe internal
injuries and a nasty skull wound. He’s in surgery now. Ket-
tering and Conners are working on him.”

Theyll patch him up so he can live to break some other
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surt(:e}lly go for. For once Jenny approved of his avoiding the
truth.

Laredo Sims occupied the beautifully furnished room with
the patio. A No Visitors sign hung on his door. So when
Jenny saw the little gray-haired woman slip in, she hurried
after her. It must be a fan who had managed to slip by the
reception desk.

“I'm sorry, Ma’m, but Mr. Sims isn’t to be disturbed,”
Jenny said in her most efficient voice.

Tear-wet eyes looked. “I'm Mrs. Sims. I'm his wife,”
the, voice quavered.

“Oh. I'm sorry, I didn’t know.” Jenny was amazed. The
woman looked sixty and was plainly dressed. Not at all
what you'd expect the great Laredo Sims to be married to.
With his fame and money he could have had youth and
beauty as his companion, the way so many of them did.

“We’ve been married thirty-two years, nurse,” little Mrs.
Sims told her. “We’ve done a heap of living together.” )

“And we'll do a heap more, Mary.” Laredo’s voice was
only a hoarse. whisper but it held so much tenderness and
devotion that Jenny felt a sudden tightness in her throat.
Why did wonderful men like Laredo Sims have to die while
the self-centered, shallow ones like Michael Ryan were left?

Jenny was glad when four o’clock came. It meant that
she could check on Suzan and take care of her. I'll stop at
the market and get some chicken soup and some ice cream to
tempt her appetite, she decided.

The lobby of Holly View was crowded when Jenny walked
through, While she was wondering why, Miss Stone spoke
to the people in her “I’'m-a-very-important-person” voice.

“Right this way. Miss Morgan will receive you now. Only
five minutes, I insist.”

So Liza Morgan had had her baby? And this was its
premiere with the press. Old Stone Face dearly loved the
glamor and excitement that hovered around Holly View’s
more famous patients. She could tell you the history of all
of them—personal and professioral. Jenny knew that she
read movie magazines during her lunch hour and had a

fabulous collection of autographs.
The following day Jenny was caught up in the whirlwind
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girl’s heart. Jenny’s thoughts were black. How many Nancys
had there been in his life? How many more would he charm
and toss over when the game got boring? Remembering how
Nancy Austin had looked when they brought her in, the
agony she had suffered, Jenny hoped that the notorious
Michael Ryan would learn the meaning of pain.

CHAPTER IV

SuzaN was DRESSED in a gaily flowered Capri set with her
hair caught back in a ribbon when Jenny opened the apart-
ment door. “Hi. How was your day?” She laid down the
skirt she had been hemming and focused her full attention
on Jenny.

“More like an obstacle course than a nursing shift,”
Jenny groaned, taking the groceries into the kitchen. “Dorian
Ramsey was off duty too, so we were really short-handed.
Liza Morgan gave me the full treatment. Honestly, she’s
impossible.”

“So I've heard. Too bad that her adoring public can’t
;slee the real Liza. She would be box office poison in nothing

at.”

Jenny, with a nurse’s efficiency and a friend’s concern
laid her hand on Suzan’s forehead. “You feel cool, honey.
Temperature normal?”

Suzan giggled. “Ninety-eight six, nurse. Whatever the
bug was it’s gone now. I'm going to work tomorrow.”

“Maybe you should take it easy for another day—" Jenny
began. :

Suzan jumped up. “I couldn’t stand it. I'm not the stay
alone type of girl.”

Jenny slipped out of her nylon uniform and nurse’s shoes,
trading them for a pumpkin-colored corduroy housecoat and
slippers. Then she busied herself with dinner preparations.
With Suzan obviously recovered the chicken soup didn’t
seem enough, so she fixed drop biscuits and a fruit salad.

“I made us some brownies. They’re on the top of the re-
frigerator,” Suzan said, grinning like a naughty child.

“So that’s how you rest? Cooking, mending—honestly,
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Wordlessly she loocked at him, her heart holding its beat.

He went on. “I knew that I loved you yesterday. But I didn’t
realize how much until I was faced with losing you in the
fire. You werent the only one who was saved, darling. I
was saved from making a terrible mistake.”

He paused and Jenny asked in a whisper, “What kind of
mistake, Brad?” '

“The mistake of marrying a woman I no longer love be-
because I felt honor bound. And—let’s be honest—because
her father held my future in his hands.”

“Go on.” Her heart was a wild pounding.

“Then I realized that without you my future was mean-
ingless. I've seen Faye, darling. It’'s all over between us.
That’s what I meant about asking you to trust me a little
longer. I wanted the right to come to you a free man.”

When Brad took her in his arms she went without pro-
test. Clinging to him, her lips against his, she whispered
over and over, “I love you, Brad—"

Later, still holding her, Brad told her the purpose of Doc-
tor Kettering’s trip. “He has been offered the position of
Chief of Staff at Kendall Memorial in San Francisco. It
means more money and more prestige. He called from there
two hours ago and wanted me to agree to be his assistant.
Commanded me might be the better term. I told him no and
I told him why.”

“You didn’t]” Jenny laughed, imagining Andrew Ketter-
ing’s wrath,

“I've already contacted the Board of Directors and put in
my bid for Kettering’s job at Holly View. There’s a chance
that I may be appointed. How would you like being the
wife of the Chief of Staff?”

When he stopped kissing her, Jenny answered breath-
lessly, “It sounds like a wonderful idea.”
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he’d said, whatever he’d meant, he cared enough to risk
his life to save her. She clung to that knowledge.

Brad stayed with Jenny while she reccived first aid treat-
ment, and then he drove her home.

“I want you to promise me that you will stay in bed,
Jenny. Your eyes and your lungs need a chance to get back
to normal.”

“Yes, Doctor.” Then Jenny reached out her hand. “How
do vou thank a person for saving your life?” she asked
humbly.

He took her hand, holding it tightly. “There are several
suggested ways, but there is one in particuar that I favor.
This one.” He bent down and kissed her lightly.

“Brad, don’t. Please don’t make it any harder for me,”
Jenny begged.

He wiped away the tear that escaped down her cheek.
“Just trust me, darling. For a little longer.™

“Brad—"

“I'll be back tonight. There is a chance that I'll be able

to get to Holly View on one of the fire trucks.”
“Be carefull”

He smiled tenderly. “Yes, Nurse.”

Jenny closed the drapes and laid down as she had prom-
ised. Only then did she realize how exhausted she was. “I'm
alive,” she whispered, feeling the full impact of the miracle.
And as she drifted into sleep it was with a prayer of gratitude.

She was still sleeping when the sound of knocking awoke
her. Reaching for her robe, she went to the door.

“Hello, Sleepy-head.” Brad stepped inside.

“What happened to the hospital?” Jenny was almost afraid
to ask. '

“It’s safe. The wind changed unexpectedly and the flames
traveled west of it. It was touch and go for awhile.”

Relief flooded through her. “Thank God. Oh, Brad, I
didn’t realize how much the hospital meant to me until it
was nearly destroyed.”

He stretched out in the chair. “My grandmother told me,
a long time ago, that the best way to value a thing is to lose
it. Now I understand what she meant, Jenny. I'm not talking
only of the hospital. I'm talking about you.”
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Stuart lay suffering from advanced anemia and complete
exhaustion. Taffy-haired Dani made more on TV in a month
than Jenny made all year. Her records were top hits, and
her hair-style was copied by most teen-agers.

The girl turned her head when Jenny came in, and tear
streaks were visible on the waxen cheeks. She tried to smile,
and then gave up as though it was too much effort and
wept instead.

“Hi. Can I get you something, Dani?” Jenny asked, try-
ing to ignore the tears.

The girl drew a breath and then let it out in a shuddering
sob. “He was here. Johnny was here and Mama wouldn’t
leave us alone for a second.” Her aqua-blue eyes emptied
another stream of tears.

Jenny knew the story. Dani’s divorcée mother was the
reason behind the girl’s fantastic success, a cold domineer-
ing woman who had stopped at nothing to push Dani to
the top. Not even the girl’s dislike of show business had
interfered with Mama’s plans. Neither had her ill health
until she had collapsed at the studio.

“The child had apparently been sick for some time,” her
doctor confided to Jenny. “Mrs. Stuart must have been aware
of it. Crash diets, lack of sleep, nervous tension—no wonder
the girl fell apart.”

What price success, Jenny thought angrily. A girl’s hap-
piness, her health and now even the boy she loved and
wanted to marry. They had all been sacrificed on the com-
mand of a selfish woman. Mrs. Stuart was stopping at noth-
ing to see that her daughter’s TV rating remained at the
top.

“Honey, I'm so sorry!” Jenny squeezed the cold hand.
“Maybe Johnny will come again tonight.”

“So will shel” Dani sobbed. “Oh, Miss Tyler, it's wicked
to say, but I hate herl”

. “R”eady, Jenny?” Suzan stepped into the room. “It’s past
our.

“I'll get my purse and be right with you.” Jenny said
good-by to Dani.

When they stepped into the golden warmth of the after-
noon Jenny gave a sigh of relief. She was glad to leave the
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too darn clinical, Jenny Tyler! Angrily she scolded herself.
Love couldn’t be diagnosed. It just happened or it didn’t.

Jenny ate dinner in her robe. “Another bite and I'll burst,”
she groaned after the third cheese enchilada.

Suzan, who loved to eat, picked at her food. “I'm sud-
denly not hungry. I feel so beat.”

“No wonder, with all the preparation of this dinner. I'll
do the dishes.”

Jenny finished up in the kitchen and then got dressed in
record time. Tom hated to be kept waiting. Standing before
the mirror in a full-skirted chiffon the exact green of her
eyes, she knew that Tom would approve. A white, fake fur
jacket and a pearl clutch purse completed the picture.
Jenny Tyler, nurse, had become Jenny Tyler, glamor girl.

The evening with Tom proved to be more fun than
usual. They went dancing at the Statler Hotel, and Tom
was flatteringly attentive.

“I think you know how I feel about you, Jenny,” he said
later, holding her tighter. “I believe that we could have a
good life together. I'd do everything possible to make you
happy, dear.”

Jenny stumbled, missing a step. It had happened. An
answer must be given. And because she believed in truth
without pretense, Jenny whispered, “Tom, I'm not sure—
I don’t feel as deeply as I should. I can’t cheat you or my-
self by pretending.”

Tom was wonderful about it. “Take your time, dear. You're
worth waiting for. Just remember that I love you.”

Wasn’t that what every girl wanted, Jenny wondered, feel-
ing miserable. To be loved and cared for, to have a hus-
band she could respect, a happy, secure future. Maybe the
breathless excitement, the pounding heart wasn’t neces-
sary. Maybe that was real only in books and movies.

But I felt it with Brad, Jenny remembered.

CHAPTER III

JENNY AwOKE to find Suzan sitting up in bed with a flushed
face and a thermometer in her mouth.
“Are you sick, honey?”
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problems of Holly View behind. It had been a rough day.
The lengthy, futile surgery on a wonderful man, the dis-
turbing nearness of Brad and their clash over opposite
beliefs, and then the patients who needed things she
couldn’t give. Things like faith and courage and the stabil-
ity to live in their goldfish bowls while the public watched
and judged. While others, younger and more talented,
waited to take their place. No wonder some of them cracked
under the pressure.

“There she is!” Suzan’s fingers bit into Jenny’s arm.

Faye Kettering was moving toward the hospital entrance
like a model on a ramp. No wonder Brad fell so hard and
fast, Jenny thought, watching the girl toss her flame-colored
hair in a careless gesture that must have taken hours to
perfect.

“She’s as phoney as a month of Sundays,” Suzan said
disgustedly. “You’d think that Brad Conners would see right
through her.”

Jenny’s voice trembled. “Brad prefers illusion to truth. It’s
prettier and easier. It’s what they teach here, Suzan. Haven’t
you been told?”

“Hey, you are upset! I'll fix dinner while you shower and
rest. If that and a plate of my special deluxe enchiladas
doesn’t fix you up, nothing else will.”

Jenny smiled in spite of herself. Suzan’s outlook on life
was so uncomplicated. She championed no causes nor fought
any battles. It was enough to love and be loved.

Lying in the semi-darkness of the bedroom while Suzan
noisily prepared enchiladas and Spanish rice, Jenny thought
about Tom Russell. In less than two hours he would arrive

at the apartment. Kind, dependable Tom who was ob-
viously in love with her. She had only to give him a little
encouragement and he’d surely propose.

Why not, she asked herself. Tom would make a good
husband. He was nice-looking, charming, fun to be with,
and they shared similiar interests. Why wasn’t that enough?
Was the lack of drums beating in her heart when Tom kissed
her the reason? Was it because of Brad? Should love be
like a gentle river flowing or like the thundering surf? You're
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droop to the full, sensuous mouth was gone, and the jaw-
line was smoother. When the swelling subsided Marla
Gilbert would be attractive and could doubtless lie away
another ten years.

“It’'s amazing,” Jenny answered. “You really do look
younger, Miss Gilbert. Shall I bring you a mirror?”

“No! Not yet. I want to wait until I look better. The last
time it was—such a shock.”

Two face-lifts and she wauld probably ask for another in
five years, Jenny thought pityingly. But what would happen
after that? There was a limit to holding back time. Would
Marla Gilbert become a pathetic caricature of her former
self, clinging to a lost youth, tortured by what the mirror
revealed, frantically seeking physical attractiveness? How
awful, how wrong it is, Jenny longed to tell her. There is

beauty and achievement in every age. Be what you are,
Miss Gilbert!

“What it isP What's wrong, Miss Tyler?” the woman de-
manded.

“Nothing really,” Jenny answered. Answered as Brad and
Doctor Kettering had instructed Holly View’s nurses. Keep
the truth from the patients. Keep them happy at all costs.
Create illusion and camouflage reality.

“Are you telling me the truth, Miss Tyler?” the woman
persisted.

Truth. The word hurt. “No, Miss Gilbert, I'm not!” Jenny
blurted out the confession.

The woman’s eyes were shrewd. “I thought not. Now, out
with it. What were you thinking about me?”

I could lose my job, Jenny thought fearfully. If she tells
Doctor Jonas and it gets back to Doctor Kettering, I'm in
trouble. In that moment of doubt Jenny searched her heart
and found the answer. To compromise with her beliefs, to
substitute lies for truth in the name of kindness wasn’t pos-
sible any longer. No job was worth it.

“I was thinking how wrong it is to fear age. A woman
who is lovely inside has a timeless kind of beauty that noth-
ing can destroy.”

Marla laughed and it was a kind of sob. “How easy for
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Suzan nodded, checking the thermometer reading. “I must
be coming down with the flu. I feel rotten. In fact I've felt
draggy for several days. Maybe I'll stay home today.” She
laid down, closing her eyes.

Jenny called in to Holly View to say that Suzan was ill
and wouldn’t be able to work. Then she fixed her some
fruit juice and coffee. Promise you’ll stay in bed, Suzan?”

The girl sighed. “I promise, nurse. I'm weak as a kitten.
Tell Xris I love him and to call me.”

Jenny ate a quick breakfast, rinsed the dishes and slipped
into her uniform. Suzan had fallen asleep by the time she
was ready to leave. Looking down at the flushed, pretty face,
Jenny felt a vague uneasiness. Suzan was her best friend.
The sister she’d never had. They had been inseparable since
nurses’ training and shared so many things together. The
decision to rent an apartment together and apply at the
same hospital had been mutual. “We share everything except
our clothes and our boy friends,” Suzan had once said. “If
I weren’t so much shorter I could wear your yummy dresses
that your doll of a mother makes.”

The morning flew and it was noon before Jenny knew it.
Mrs. Sebastian had taken the time and effort of three nurses
with her numerous requests and complaints. Little Tony
Barton had insisted that she hold him while the doctor
changed his dressings and checked the skin grafts. It was
an agonizing procedure and the child sobbed convulsively.
Watching him Jenny had to fight back her own tears,

Sid Chapman was in a foul mood again, cursing alcohol
in one breath and demanding it with the next. Jenny called
for Doctor MacLaine who prescribed a sedative to quiet him.

It was a welcome relief to talk to Victor Wald. He was
in a rare good humor following the report that the upper
G. L test had shown his ulcer to be less inflamed.

Marla Gilbert had just had her stitches removed, as well
as the facial bandages.

“How do 1 look? Is it a success? Tell me the truth—from
a woman’s viewpoint.” she begged, while her eyes held a
silent plea to be kind.

Jenny gazed down at the woman. True, she did look
younger. The facial muscles had been pulled tighter, the
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“Brad!” The idea seemed worth a chance. “Why don’t you
put this girl in with Dani Stuart? It’s a two-bed room. Surely

you could convince Doctor MacLaine to go along with it?”
“Why should I do that?”

“Don’t you see? It would help her to realize that fame
doesn’t always bring happiness, that you pay a terrible price

for it sometimes. Maybe then she would be able to accept
her failure.”

Brad shook his head. “That’s a job for a psychiatrist, Jenny.
Besides, Mrs. Stuart would throw a fit.”

“You could manage it, Brad. I know you could,” Jenny
flattered him.

Brad stared at her for a long moment. “I had almost for-
gotten about that sympathetic heart of yours, Jenny,” he
said softly. “No wonder the patients love you.”

She caught her breath with the hurt of it. The patients
cared, but not the doctor. _

Jenny returned from lunch to find that Brad had put Nancy
Austin in with Dani. The girl was sleeping in utter ex-
haustion. Her arm was taped to an LV. board while fluid
dripped into her vein from a suspended bottle. Devoid of
make-up and with her hair spread out on the pillow, Nancy
looked like a child. How could Michael Ryan, who was
and admitted forty, have let himself become involved with

her? Jenny felt a rush of fury toward Hollywood’s top
romantic star.

“Miss Tyler,” Dani spoke in a whisper. “Doctor Conners

told me about Nancy. He thinks that maybe I could help
her.”

“Will you try, Dani? She needs help badly.”

The girl nodded. “I'll make friends with her first. Oh,
when my mother comes I'm to explain that Nancy is in here
because reporters will be coming to do a story on her and
it will mean publicity for me, too. A kind of success and
failure contrast. Doctor Commers thought it up. Isn’t he
a doll?” -

“Yes. Yes, he is,” Jenny agreed, thankful that the girl
didn’t know how she felt about him. It was quite a story
that Brad had dreamed up. One that Mrs. Stuart would
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you, in youth and loveliness to say. But in my profession
age is an enemy that can’t be defeated.”

Almost afraid to go on Jenny whispered, “It could be by
charm and talent. Be what you are inside, Miss Gilbert.”

“You are either very wise or very foolish, 1 haven’t de-
cided which,” Marla Gilbert murmered.

Jenny slipped away, not daring to hope that the aging
actress would consider her advice. To someone like Marla,
youth was life. She worshipped at the altar of physical at-
tractiveness, sacrificing everything to keep it, however false.
There was little chance that she would accept age as in-
evitable and richly rewarding.

Just as Jenny reached the nurses’ station to check on
Dani Stuart’s chart, she saw the door open and a stretcher
wheeled through. Brad followed, his face grim.

“Attempted suicide,” he explamed after the girl had been
admitted and placed in a private room. “Seems like she
tried to crash the movies and failed. Death wasn’t as bad
as going back home and admitting defeat. The crazy little
fooll”

“What did she do?”

“Gulped poison and slashed her wrists at Michael Ryan’s
home in Brentwood. He had her sent to us to avoid pub-
licity. She’s only eighteen.”

Jenny felt sick. Only eighteen years old and involved
with the notorious Michael Ryan. His escapades and ro-
mances in real life made the film roles he portrayed pale
by comparison.

“We pumped her stomach and administered an antidote
in Emergency. She’s had a transfusion. I'll want her io have
nothing but liquids for at least forty-eight hours and kept
prone,” Brad directed. “She’s acutely depressed and not
responding. Keep close watch on her, ]enn

How strange, Jenny thought, that just across the hall
from the despondent girl lay another one of the same age
and also unhappy. But for opposite reasons. Dani Stuart had
achieved success and longed to trade it for normalcy. For
the boy she loved. What was it she had said—"I found out
what it was like on the other side of the camera, Miss Tyler,

and it’s not worth the price I paid.”
22
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There had been a time when Jenny hadnt argued with
Brad’s beliefs. Now it didn’t matter. She had lost him any-
way.

As though reading her mind, Brad went on. “You believe
in truth regardless of the consequences, don’t you, Jenny?
I don’t. People in the entertainment business aren’t like us.
They live in a world of pretense. Truth is a stranger to them.
An unwelcome one.”

Jenny didn’t answer. Could Brad possibly be right? Were
the patients all escapists wanting unreality and false hope,
flattery and fakery? Seeking to anesthetize themselves with
tranquilizers and alcohol, pretending until they began to
believe their own publicity? She shivered, feeling unsure and
confused. Until now she had governed her life by her father’s
unshakable creed. Sam Tyler, once a fine surgeon until ar-
thritis crippled his skilled fingers, had taught Jenny that
truth was the yardstick to measure her actions by. Now Brad
asked her to believe in another kind of code. A double stan-
dard. Truth for some and lies for others. For the first time in
the year she had worked at Holly View, Jenny doubted the
wisdom of her choice.

“Well?” Brad interrupted her troubled thoughts.

Jenny gave him her promise not to reveal the hopeless-
ness of Laredo Sims’ condition. Then she left him and went
back to the West Wing. Only 45 minutes of her shift re-
mained, but it was time enough to check on her patients.

“Nurse!l Oh nurse, just a moment, please,” a loud, de-
manding voice called.

Jenny turned, recognizing the large woman in the flowered
dress and ridiculous hat. It was Lil Tishman, a Hollywood
columnist.

“I was told that you were in surgery with Laredo Sims.
The poor, poor dear! How is he? Was it serious?” Her eyes
bored into Jenny’s as though to ferret out the truth, no
matter how deeply hidden.

Jenny tried to mask her annoyance. “I'm not permitted
to discuss a patient’s condition. Youll have to speak to Doctor
Kettering or Doctor Conners.”

Lil Tishman had had years of experience in tracking down
rumors. She was as ruthless as she was clever. What she
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No one spoke. Talk seemed almost indecent when death
stood waiting.

When Laredo Sims was finally wheeled to the Recovery
Room where he’d be constantly watched until he regained
consciousness, the clock said three. Six hours had passed
since the surgery began.

“And for what?” Brad said bitterly, stripping off his gauze
mask and gloves. “You give the best and still it’s not enough.”

“You can’t win them all, Conners,” Doctor Kettering an-
swered quietly.

When the others left Brad spoke to Jenny. “Come on,
I'll buy you a cup of coffee. There is something I want to
discuss with you.”

Wordlessly she followed him to the cafeteria, wondering
if it meant a lecture for not paying strict attention during
part of the operation.

CHAPTER 1II

BraDp NODDED toward a corner table. “Sit there, Jenny. Il
bring our coffee.”

Gratefully she sank into the chair, faint from exhaustion.
Seconds later Brad joined her. For a little while they sipped
their coffee, saying nothmg

Then Brad spoke. “I'll want your promise not to let the
the truth of Laredc Sims’ condition be known. There are
bound to be questions. Reporters, friends—even the other
nurses will be curious. As far as you know the operation
was a success. Is that understood?”

“But that’s a lie!” Jenny gasped, staring at him in dis-
belief.

“A kind and necessary one. Laredo’s wife requested it.”

Jenny felt the old, familiar sense of anger. “Dcesn’t the
patient have the right to know the truth? I'd want to know
if my time were running out.”

Brad’s voice held impatience. “Jenny, when will you learn
that here at Holly View we tell the patients only what they
want to knowp Thats why they come to us. We keep their
illusions alive.”
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th% entertainment world preferred illusion to reality,” she
said.

He nodded. “It's kinder, of course. But it isn’t always
good business. Take Marla, for instance. She has real talent.
I offered her a meaty part in Storm County. A mother of a
convict son—marvelous dramatic possibilities. She turned
it down because it meant playing what she really is—an
older woman.”

“I see.” Jenny felt a stab of pity for the woman who lay
alone in 127, her face wrapped in bandages. Marla Gilbert
was hiding from the world while her face healed. A No
Visitors sign hung on the closed door, guarding her secret.
Was it worth it, Jenny wondered? The struggle to hold back
time, the constant dieting and massage, the face lifts and hair
dyeing. Marla Gilbert might be able to fool the public, but
she couldn’t fool herself. Was that why she seemed so un-
happy, why her eyes were haunted and desperate?

Jenny stopped for a moment in each of her patients’
rooms. She listened and tried to appear sympathetic while
Mrs. Sebastian complained tearfully of the agony she was
suffering. Purely in her mind, Doctor Ashton had said. She
resisted the impulse to gather the child suffering from pain-
ful burns into her arms, and promised to read him a story
in the morning,.

Next she looked in on Sid Chapman who was on alcohol
withdrawal and listened while he cursed the fact of missing
the International Boat Races.

“No one has my style of writing,” he told her. “Theyll
murder the coverage.”

“In that case you’ll be twice as welcome when you return
to the paper,” Jenny encouraged.

His face twisted. “You've got an answer for everything,
don’t you, Beautiful? You and all the others here. A league
of happy, well-adjusted people. Why don’t you bottle your
optimism and sell it to poor suckers like me. Maybe then we
wouldn’t need to hunt for answers in aleohol.”

Jenny left Sid Chapman’s room, feeling depressed. He
was so bitter, and underneath the bitterness was the sharp
edge of fear.

Her last stop was 125 where eighteen-year-old Dani
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didn’t know she guessed. “Poor Laredo. It’s such a shock to
all of us. Well, I suppose no one has a guarantee on life.”

She dabbed at her eyes with a hanky, eyes that never left
Jenny’s in the sly hope that something would be revealed.

You should be an actress, Jenny thought contemptuously,
knowing that Lil Tishman’s pretended grief was only a ruse
to glean information.

“If you'll excuse me I have work to do,” Jenny answered
coolly, and turned and walked away. The woman’s indignant
huff was clearly audible.

In 121, Victor Wald, the middle-aged producer of many
of Hollywood’s top movies, was blue-pencilling a script.
“You've neglected me shamefully, Jenny Tyler! Milly Brown
is a meek little mouse and not half as attractive as you,” he
scolded.

Jenny smiled. “They were short-handed in surgery. I had
to help out.” She reached for the script. “Youre not sup-
posed to be working, Mr. Wald. No tensions, remember?”

He scowled. “When I relax I get tense. Take away my
work and you kill me!”

“It’s that work that gave you ulcers, Mr. Wald. The sooner
you relax the sooner you'll get better.”

“Mamma Mia! 1 can’t win. How can such a beautiful girl
have so little sympathy? You're as difficult as a leading lady!”
He threw up his hands.

Jenny giggled. Victor Wald’s explosive personality was
well known at Holly View. No wonder he was a frequent
patient.

Victor spoke again. “Rumor has it that Marla Gilbert is
here as a patient.”

“That’s right.” Jenny was busy filling the water pitcher.

“Another face-lift?” he asked.

Jenny turned to leave. “Now, Mr. Wald, you know I can’t
discuss other patients,” she chided. |

“Ah yes, of coursel Miss Florence Nightingale—true to
her noble profession. Never mind, I know that Marla is
grabbing at vouth again. What a pity. Why doesn’t she
face the truth and capitalize on it?”

Jenny paused in the doorway. Could it be possible that
Victor Wald believed in truth. “I was told that people in
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Mike arrived earlier than expected that night, a large box
under his arm. “Open it, darling, and dor’t say anything
except that you like it.”

Mystified, Jenny untied the gold satin bow and lifted the
cover of the box. Something soft and silver-blue lay beneath
the tissue. “Oh, Mike, nol I can’t accept itl” She lifted the
mink stole out and dropped it back quickly.

Ignoring her he asked, “Birthday present or engagement
present—which shall we call it, Angel Face?f”

“Neither. Mike, I have no intention of accepting anything
so extravagant.”

His voice held impatience. “Don’t go moral on me, Jenny.
I'm hardly a pauper you know. I'm well able to afford the—
as you call it—extravagance.”

“I'm sorry, Mike.”

His mouth tightened and there was a stormy look in his
eyes. “Is that all you can say? I'm sorry but I cant make up
my mind about loving you, Mike. I'm sorry but I don’t know
if I should marry you, Mike. It's getting monotonousl”

“I—suppose it is. I don’t blame you for being disgusted.”
- He leaned over to kiss her. “Then why don’t you make me
happy instead? Be Jenny Ryan instead of Jenny Tyler.”

It was a moment for truth and Jenny found herself dread-
ing it. She began, not daring to look at him. “Mike, you're a
wonderful person and I've been strongly attracted to you. I
even thought I was in love with you. But I can’t marry you,
ever. I just don’t have that forever after kind of feeling that
we both know is se¢ important.”

“Is there someone else? That doctor?” An angry pulse was
beating at his temple.

“No one. I'm leaving Holly View and going home to Oregon
for awhile. Maybe for keeps. I'll work in a hospital there.”

He stared at her, not really believing that she meant it.
“So I'm being jilted in favor of a career?” he remarked, not
without bitterness. Mike Ryan was a proud man and quick
to have his ego hurt.

“Let’s say that I'd make a more successful nurse than the
wife of a movie star,” Jenny answered quietly. “I've tried
your kind of world, Mike. I've even tried changing into the
gay glamour girl you wanted. It didn’t work. It never would.”
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conscience reprimanded her. Mike is eighteen years older
than you are.

Mike. Her heart sank. Tonight she was going to tell him
what she had told Doctor Kettering and Brad. That she was
leaving California. It wouldn’t be easy. How could she make
him understand that, even though she loved him in a sense,
marriage was out of the question?

When Jenny walked into 126, she was greeted by, “Stick
‘em up, you no good cattle thiefl” Six year old Tommy Far-
raday had a toy pistol aimed at her.

“Don’t shoot.” Jenny raised her arms in mock fear. The
son of Dan Farraday, who starred in TV’s Prairie Pete, was
a holy terror. Even a ruptured appendix hadn’t quieted the
demon in him.

A Seven-Up, a sucker, two books and fixing a broken hol-
ster later, Jenny managed to get out of the youngster’s room.
Then it was only with the promise to later tell him a story
of an Indian fight.

Iris Johnson, in the next room, was sweetly undemanding.
“How is the book going, Mrs. Johnson?” Jenny asked, re-
moving the lunch tray. Iris, who had been a studio ward-
robe mistress for thirty-two years, was writing her memoirs
while recovering from a mild stroke.

“Fine, dear. I'm on chapter three today. It’s all about
Lora Lang. She had the face of a Madonna and the soul of
Satan. She wore falsies, tool”

Jenny burst out laughmg If Iris Johnson’s candid remarks
were a sample of her writing then the book was sure to be
a best seller.

The pneumonia patient in 130 was Jenny’s favorite of
the current group. She was twenty-two year old Koyo Sumi,
the Japanese wife of singer Johnnie Rogue. The tiny, doll-
like girl was truly beautjful She had been a highly success-
ful model in ]apan prior to her marriage.

“I be only wife now,” she had told Jenny in a voice that
sounded like bells, “I make good home for Johnnie. I give
him much love and smiling face. Is right way, Miss Tyler?”
The almond eyes had sought reassurance. .

“It's the wise way, Koyo,” Jenny answered. “The way to
happiness in a marriage. Don’t ever change.”
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familiar and loved job made her feel despondant. There had
been so many good-bys lately—Suzan, Kris, Mike, and now
Brad and all the other familiar faces that had been the
vital part of her life. People she wouldn’t easily forget.

Ruth had phrased it wisely and beautifully the night before
as they lay in the late darkness. “You give something of
yourself to a friend and they give a part of themselves in
return. Neither of you can ever be the same again.”

On the morning of the last day Jenny was busy in the
Medicine Room, preparing a hypo for a patient scheduled
for surgery. Brad walked in, dressed in surgical greens.

“I wanted to ask you how Mrs. Jennings seemed this
morning. Any signs of hysteria?”

“None. She’s been heavily sedated since yesterday and
meek as a lamb,” Jenny told him. Their patient in question
was a middle-aged woman who was completely terrified of
her approaching abdominal surgery.

“Good. Tll send for her at ten. That should be time enough
for the hypo to take effect.” Abruptly his professional tone
changed. “Jenny, it’s going to seem so strange around here
with you gone.”

“More peaceful though, with no one to argue with.” She
spoke in what she hoped was a light tone. Tears were close
to the surface and it wouldn’t take much for them to spill
over. Good-by speeches were something she couldn’t manage.

“I'll even miss our skirmishes. Jenny, you will drop us a
line? Let us know how youre getting along?”

If the sudden tears hadn’t blurred her vision it never
would have happened. She started toward the door, bumped
into the treatment table and dropped the hypo.

“T'll get it.” Brad bent down at the precise second Jenny
did, their heads colliding.

Dizzy from the bump, Jenny lost her balance. Brad reached
out to steady her. “Oh!” Her mouth was only scant inches
from his.

“Jenny—Jenny darling—" Brad leaned over, his lips touch-
ing hers.

A second, maybe two, Jenny’s mouth clung to his. Then
with a kind of smothered sob she turned away.

He lifted her to her feet, stepping back quickly. They
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His eyes searched her. “You're sure?”

“Completely.”

“I probably would have made a terrible husband anyway.
I'd have beaten you once a day and twice on Sundays.” His
jaunty grin returned. He became the Michael Ryan that
Hollywood knew. The image that his public believed in.
The sophisticated charmer full of bright remarks. The peren-
nial playboy.

Relieved that his reaction had taken a humorous trend,
Jenny added, “And you would have had to bumn your little
black book.”

“What a terrible loss.” He managed to look stricken. But
for you I would have done it, Jenny darling, he added
silently.

Because Mike insisted, Jenny went out with him to the
Cathay Circle theater. Afterwards they dropped in at a party
given by Devon James, another of Hollywood’s heart throbs.

“I'm celebrating my divorce,” he announced to Jenny
when they walked in. “Here, drink a toast to my friends,
lovely lady.” He handed a glass of golden champagne.

“Miss Tyler!” A familiar voice called from a cluster of
people. It was Claire Conway, looking well and beautiful.
Jenny greeted her warmly, glad to see that at least on the
surface Claire appeared to be happy. It was quite a change
from the despairing woman who had been a patient at Holly
View.

More people crowded into Devon’s swank apartment. The
room was filled with a blue haze of smoke and the frivolous
chatltéar of its occupants. Jenny felt like a stranger in an alien
worla.

“I have a headache, Mike.” It was the truth. She longed
to leave the noise and unreality behind. To walk free and
sure again in her own, sane environment.

“Allright, Cinderella. Your coach is waiting.” Mike’s an-

swer was proof that he too realized the midnight of his and
Jenny’s relationship had arrived.

CHAPTER XVI

JENNY DREADED her last day at Holly View. The ending of a
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Brad had said—“He collects hearts like some men collect
stamps.” And hadn’t Victor Wald called him a Lothario?

Jenny drew a deep breath. “I'm your nurse. Mr. Ryan.
Nothing more. My duties don’t include flirting with the male
patients to keep them from becoming bored. So save your
talent and experience for a more appreciative audience.”

“Ouch! You certainly don’t mince words, Angel Face. It
hurts me that you won’t believe me. Looks like I'll have to
resort to other means to get my point across.”

Jenny didn’t answer. Instead she picked up the razor and
proceeded to finish shaving him, watchful lest Mike make
another attempt to kiss her. However, he was a model patient.
Only his eyes misbehaved, looking at her with such warmth
;hat her heart continued to pound and twice she nicked his
ace.

Before eating lunch Jenny went to the lab to check on
Suzan. Surely the tests would have been completed long ago,
and she was anxious to learn the results.

Frank Samow looked up from his microscope as Jenny
walked in. The usual grin didn’t light his angular face. He
seemed upset.

“Do you know where Suzan is, FrankP Are her tests
finished?”

He nodded. “Ran the last one half an hour ago. She’s
resting. Over in 142.”

“Did the tests show anything? Did you find out what’s
wrong with her?”

He hesitated. “I—there’s some indication of infection. Why
don’t you ask Doctor Conners? He has the report.”

Jenny said good-by and hurried over to the East Wing
where Suzan was resting. She walked in and then realized
that the girl was asleep. Suzan looked more like a child than
a woman of twenty-two. Her golden hair was a tumble of
waves and the lovely face, devoid of make-up, seemed so
defenseless. Jenny tip-toed out, leaving Suzan to sleep. Only
after she had left did it strike her as strange that Suzan’s
need for sleep had increased so rapidly.

The No Visitors sign had been removed from Michael
Ryan’s door. “I'm having my first company this afternoon.”

he told her. “Lil Tishman.”
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tarium has been most pleasant. If I were younger I should
try to steal you away.”

Jenny squeezed his hand affectionately. For all his rav-

ings and his crafty way of getting what he wanted, Victor
Wald was a good man. A wise and honest one. She would
miss him.

While Paula took her coffee break, Jenny went back to
stay with Mike. He was propped up, trying to shave him-
self, and obviously exhaused by the effort.

“Here, let me do it for you,” Jenny offered. Mike gladly
surrendered the electric razor and she began gliding it across
his chin.

“You would make a wonderful lady barber,” Mike told her
solemnly.

“I've had lots of practice on men patients.”

“And have all of them been in love with you too?”

“Madly. Even those with wives and children.” Jenny had
decided to kid back with Mike Ryan. Keep the conversation
on a light and impersonal basis if possible.

Mike stared at the lovely face so tantalizingly close to his.
Jenny Tyler was different than the women of his acquain-
tance. Excitingly different, a challenge. She had a quality of
tenderness that he vaguely remembered during his hours of
agony. He remembered the strength of her, too. How she
had held his hand and told him that he couldn’t give up
when dying had seemed the only way. Jenny had heart and

spirit and was by far the most beautifully put together
creature he’d seen in a long time.

“I'm serious, Angel Face. I'm quite hopelessly in love
with you.” Mike reached up with surprising quickness and

pulled her face to his. Jenny dropped the razor as his mouth
moved against hers.

“Now do you believe me?” He whispered when she pulled
away.

Jenny’s heart was pounding so wildly that she was sure
Mike could hear it. The kiss had done more than surprise
her. It had shaken her as she hadn’t been shaken since
Brad’s kisses. He’s Mike Ryan—he’s only playing a part—
Frantically Jenny reminded herself. She remembered what
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God, Brad, why Suzan?” Jenny screamed it in a frenzy of
grief and then the flood of tears came.

“Dear girl, I don’t know. It’s a cruel and senseless thing.”
Brad’s voice was unsteady, betrayed how hard it had hit
him too. '

The door opened. “Well pardon me!” Gloria Ashton stood
there staring at Brad who still held the weeping Jenrny in
his arms.

“Would you mind leaving me alone, Mrs. Ashton?” Brad
said it in a barely civil tone. Gloria was a good nurse, but
as a woman he disliked her thoroughly. She never had a
kind word to say about anyone and seemed to go out of her
way to create dissension.

“I'd be glad to leave you and Miss Tyler alone! It’s quite
obvious that three’s a crowd,” she sneered.

When they were alone again, Brad led Jenny to a couch
and sat her down beside her. “Suzan doesn’t know that she
has leukemia. I told her severe anemia. Since the bone
marrow test is given in advance anemia cases she had no
reason to suspect that I was lying. However, we can’t fool
her for long. As a nurse she will begin to recognize the
symptoms of multiple bruises and the ensuing pain as blood
vessels rupture. In the meantime, can you manage to hide
the truth from her?”

Jenny’s lips were numb. “I—think so. Il try.” Pretend
everything was all right when your heart was breaking. Hide
behind false smiles and pray that Suzan would accept lies
as truth. That was what she must do. Give Suzan hope for
a little longer.

Tell the patients only what they want to know. Keep
their illusions alive. Shield them from the truth. Brad’s words
came back to her. The words she had scomed refused to be
a part of. But now truth, which had always been the prin-
ciple she believed in and practiced, must be exchanged for
pretense.

Because she was a nurse with patients who needed her,
Jenny somehow managed to pull herself together and return
to ward duty. But she moved like one in a dream. Perform-
ing duties automatically, carrying on the impersonal chatter
expected of her. She felt like two people. The efficient nurse
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breathe. Some one had laid a wet cloth across her forehead.
Some one was holding her. “You’ll be alright, darling. We’re
safe now,” Brad murmured.

She looked dazedly around at the men wearing helmets.
Fire trucks stood nearby and there was the barricade she
remembered. “How did you know—How did you find me?”
She began coughing violently.

“When you didn’t arrive at Holly View I phoned the apart-
ment. That’s how I knew you had left. Then I called the
manager and she said you'd been gone more than an hour. It
added up to the possibility that you had managed to get
onto the canyon road. Call it premonition, but I felt you were
in trouble. I started down from the hospital road, hoping to
meet you coming up. Then I found your car abandoned—"
He paused, holding her with a kind of fierceness. “Oh, God,
Jenny I thought you were gone.”

“So did 1. She managed the words between coughs.
Brad’s face became a stinging blur again as her eyes streamed.

“I'm going to get you to a hospital right away. Smoke in-
halation is nothing to fool with, and your eyes need atten-
tion.”

“Holly View? Can we get through?”

“No. Both roads are closed.”

“Then it’s in the path of the fire—"

“As far as the firemen know, Holly View is still safe.
They've detailed a special unit of fire fighting equipment
and men to protect it. I was told that planes are going to
fly over and drop borate for further protection. However, if
the wind changes they’ll have to evacuate our patients. I'm
taking you to Central Receiving.”

She closed her burning eyes, but the pressure of her lids
was too painful so she had to open them again. Brad re-
leased her from his arms and made her comfortable in the
back seat. .

“Don’t try to talk anymore, Jenny. It will irritate your
throat and bring on another spasm of coughing,” he warned.

While Brad sped through traffic toward Central Receiving,
Jenny tried to remember. Had she dreamed it or had Brad
actually said Jenny darling, I thought I'd lost you. Whatever

126





index-51_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

“Ugh!” Jenny’s memories of the loud, overbearing woman
were unpleasant.

Mike laughed at her expression. “She’s a terror, I know,
but she can also make or break a star. So it’s good business
for me to give her an exclusive on my illness. Besides, I
have something special to tell her.”

“Jenny.” It was Brad who spoke her name from the
doorway.

She turned, feeling a sense of annoyance. Brad certainly
had no right to pass judgement on her association with Mike
Ryan. Then she saw his face and her heart seemed to stop
beating.

“What is it, Brad? What’s wrong?” In her fear she forgot
to call him Doctor Conners.

“I want to talk to you.”

She followed him to the solarium. It was bright with
autum sunlight and music played softly from a wall speaker.
A comer fireplace of used brick crackled with buming logs.
Peaceful, friendly, and at the moment deserted.

“Sit down, Jenny.” Brad’s voice was strangely gentle.
“I'd rather cut off my arm than have to tell you this.”

Jenny’s fear became panic. “Brad, what is it? In God’s
name tell mel”

“It's about Suzan. The blood test showed more than six
times the normal amount of white cells. Then 1 took a bone
marrow scrapping. There is no doubt. Suzan—has leukemia.
Cancer of the blood.”

His words exploded in Jenny’s brain. Leukemia. Cancer
of the blood! Why that meant—no! She couldn’t accept it.
God in heaven, nol

“Jenny, Jenny.” Brad’s arms were holding her. “It’s a
terrible shock, I know.”

Fighting back tears Jenny choked, “Which kind? How
long?” Let him say it's chronic leukemia, please God. Suzan
could live several years if it were that. By then a cure might
be found.

Brad’s arms tightened. “Acute. She has six weeks—a little
longer if drugs give her a remission.”

A death sentence with no hope of reprieve. “Why? Oh my
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Where were the fire trucks? Hadnt that man said fire
equipment was being transported along the road? Why
didn’t someone come? Because the firemen must have been
warned back. Jenny knew the answer without being told.
Terror turned to panic. She had to run. Now. Before the
wall of flame destroyed her.

Even as she made the futile decision there was a burst of
flame perhaps a hundred feet closer to where she sat trapped
in a car that wouldn’t move. Reaching into the glove com-
partment Jenny took out a scarf that she kept for windy days
and tied it around her nose and mouth. Then she opened
the door and stepped out.

The heat hit with such force that she was nearly felled
by it. There seemed to be no air left, only burning, choking
smoke. A fist-sized ember floated down, landing almost at
her feet. She screamed aloud and began running.

Running, sobbing, praying—it all blended into one, terrible
sound and motion. Like the panic-stricken woods creatures
who raced down the hillside, Jenny fled from death, her
lungs bursting with heat’s agony.

Somewhere in the road of flaime and destruction there
was another sound. Dimly it penetrated her terror. Could it
be—oh merciful God, it wasl A horn blasting in the holo-
cast behind her. She stumbled to the side of the road, trying
to peer through the smoke.

“Here—helpl Oh, help me, pleasel” She screamed wildly
between the choking fits of coughing.

A car loomed out of the sooty darkness and slammed to
a stop, engine running. “Get in—quickl” The door opened
and a hand stretched out.

She must be dreaming, Jenny thought as she half fell into
the car and felt herself pulled across the seat even as it
started moving. The voice. It sounded like Brad. She lifted
her head and struggled to focus her smoke-scorched eyes.

“Oh my darling, Jenny darling.” The arm reached out
again and pulled her closer. “I thought I'd lost you.”

It was he. The man with the unsteady voice was Brad.
Not understanding, Jenny slumped against him. The dark-
ness came, born not of smoke but of unconsciousness.

When Jenny opened her eyes again there was air to
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“You just hurry and get well. T'll sneak in to visit every
chance I get.”

They talked a little longer until Jenny saw the weariness
touch Suzan’s face. She resisted the impulse to hug the
girl, and waved good-by instead.

Jenny drove home alone in the gathering twilight. The
lights were just coming on along Hollywood Boulevard. She
and Suzan loved to drive slowly, looking in the shop win-
dows, but now Jenny hurried past, no heart for sharing
that pleasure alone.

The apartment seemed as quiet as a tomb. She flipped
on the radio, turned on all the lights, but it didn’t help
much. The room was haunted by a girl who wasn’t there.

CHAPTER VII

THE ALarRM went off and Jenny struggled out of a drugged
sleep. At three A.M. she had given up the battle for sleep
and taken a sleeping pill, knowing that tomorrow had to be
faced. Her stomach rebelled at the thought of food, so she
drove to Holly View on the strength of a cup of coffee.

Suzan was asleep when Jenny looked in, and Brad told
her he had administered whole blood and the drug six-MP,
hoping for a brief remission. “She doesn’t know what I gave
her, Jenny. I said it was B12.” Then he asked with con-
cern, “Are you alright?”

“I've accepted it in my mind, Brad, because the truth
has to be faced. But not in my heart.”

“lI know, Jenny. I feel a little that way myself. Some-
times reality is hard even for a doctor to accept.”

“Oh, Miss Tyler!” Jenny turned to see Old Stone Face
approaching. “Doctor Kettering wants you in his office.
Right away. Stat.” She emphasized the last words in such
a way that Jenny felt apprehensive,

“Yes, Miss Stone. Please tell Suzan I was here,” she
asked Brad.

Doctor Andrew Kettering sat at his huge mahogany and
leather desk. Ht gave no smile of greeting as Jenny walked.
“Sit down, Miss Tyler,” he said gruffly. She thought that he
sounded as friendly as an executioner,
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and the stunned, grieving friend of a girl who was doomed
to death.

Kris met her at the nurse’s station just past four. One look
at his haunted eyes and ]enny knew that Brad had told
him the terrible news.

“Oh, Kris—" Jenny began helplessly, wanting to comfort
him and be comforted.

He bit his lips until a drop of blood showed. The strug-
gle for self-control was almost more than he could cope
with. Finally he managed to speak. “You’ve got to help me,
Jenny. Everything is changed now. I want to marry Suzan
as soon as possible.”

“Do you think that would be wise, Kris?”

His mouth twisted. “It can’t hurt her, if that’s what you
mean. And, I'd rather spend a few weeks with Suzan than a
lifetime with another woman. Can’t you understand that,
Jenny?”

She did. When people were in love every second together
was precious.

Kris went on, speaking with difficulty. “Suzan will guess
soon that she has leukemia. That’s when I'll ask her to marry
me right away. I'll need you to help me convince her, Jenny.
She’ll have the crazy notion that it won’t be fair to me.”

Jenny clasped his hand. “I'll try, Kris.”

A voice sounded on the inter-com. “Doctor McKenzie—
emergency. Calling Doctor McKenzie.”

“I've got duty there. Good-by Jenny, and thanks.” He
tried to smile, but it failed. Kris suddenly didnt look like
a college boy. He looked like a man who had seen the
harshness of life and been felled by it.

Suzan was awake when Jenny went into her room. “Hi.
Aren’t I the privileged one? This room isnt costing me a
cent. Doctor Conners said so. Compliments of Holly View.”

Jenny moved her lips in a semblence of a smile. “You
have pull, Miss Medford,” she joked.

Suzan grew serious. “I have advanced anemia. Isn’t that
something—the way I eat? Anyway, it explains the fatigue
and almost fainting, Doctor Conners is giving me shots of
B12 and a transfusion. I'll have to stay here a few days.”

“I'll hold down the fort, honey,” Jenny promised lightly.

51





index-56_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

“Of all the—” Brad swore under his breath. The OId
Man, as he privately referred to his future father-in-law, was
really over-stepping his authority. “Anytime he forbids me
the right to comfort a friend, even if she is beautiful and
unattached, he’s going to hear about it,” Brad promised.

Jenny shook her head. “Don’t get in trouble with him
on my account,” she begged. “Gloria probably made it
sound worse than it was. You know how she likes to stir
up trouble.”

His mouth was grim. “And especially for me because I
have the job she wanted so badly for Dave. I'll do my best
to straighten it out, Jenny. Try not to be upset.”

She walked toward the West Wing feeling more like a
sick patient than a nurse. The shock of Suzan’s fatal illness
and then being accused of carrying on with Brad had taken
a heavy emotional toll.

“Hey, you look like death warmed over.” Mike greeted
her as she walked into his room. “Could missing me cause
such a reaction, I hope?”

“Oh, Mike—please. No jokes today,” Jenny begged.

Instantly he sobered, sensing that his lovely nurse was
desperately unhappy. “Want to tell me about it, honey?”

The genuine concern in his voice made Jenny forget that
nurses are supposed to be cheerful at all times. Impulsively
she told him about Suzan. .

When she had finished, Mike reached out for her hand
and laid it against his cheek. “I wish there was something
I could say. Something to comfort you. I wish I could take
the hurt off you, Jenny darhng

Jenny stared at him in surprise. This wasnt the Mike
Ryan she had known. This was a man who spoke to her in
gentleness and compassion. Whose sincerity could not be
doubted. The surprise she felt turned to gratitude and then
to the beginning of something else. Suddenly she wanted
to lean on the strength of him, to be held and loved. “Mike.”

His hand pulled her down until his arms could reach her
and gather her against his pounding heart. His mouth met
her unresisting one in a kiss that was long and tender.
“Tenny, Jenny, darling, I love you,” he murmured.

Sanity returned. The spellbound moment was past. Jenny
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away, almost running out of the room, not heeding him when
he called her back.

The rest of the day slipped by with little time for think-
ing. Two patients left with usual flurry of happy excitement.
Another checked in for a gall bladder removal scheduled for
the next moming. Mrs. Jennings came back from surgery
and required careful watching.

Jenny didn’t see Brad again and she was thankful. Until
their stolen kiss she hadnt realized how much she really
loved him. The hurt of this knowledge would only deepen
if he came near. She’d go home to Summit, apply for a job
at the hospital, throw herself feverishly into a new life.
Forget Brad. Somehow, sometime she’d manage to do it.

Driving away from Holly View after the final good-bys to
the other nurses, Jenny didn’t dare look back. It was like
leaving a home that she had loved. No other hospital could
ever mean quite so much to her as the one she had come
to, fresh from nurse’s training, full of dreams and ideals and
happy expectancy.

Ruth and Tom took her out to dinner at the Imperial
Gardens on Sunset Strip. “A farewell party,” Ruth explained,
pleased at Jenny’s surprise.

Sitting on the colorful floor pillows in the plush Japanese
restaurant, Jenny listened to Ruth’s happy chatter about the
house they had bought. Tom gazed at his animated bride-
to-be with such love and contentment that Jenny felt envi-
ous. Not that Ruth had Tom, but because she had love re-
turned without the barrier of another woman.

Driving home they noticed the huge silvery cloud of
smoke in the northwest. “There must be a fire,” Tom re-
marked. “Looks like it’s over in the Malibu area.”

Jenny was still asleep when the phone rang. Ruth had
already left for duty. “Yes?” she murmured sleepily.

“It’s Brad.”

Her heart started pounding and instantly she was fully
awake. “I thought we already said good-by. I thought I'd
made myself clear, Brad—"

“I's not what you think,” he interrupted, “Though God
knows I haven'’t slept all night because of it. This is a purely
professional call. Laredo Sims was just brought, close to
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“Yes Sir?”

The gray eyes seemed to bore into the very heart of her.
“I'll waste no time coming to the point, Miss Tyler. As
Chief of Staffff at Holly View I am privileged to choose my
staff and to discharge them whenever I consider their work
below par or their conduct not in keeping with the rigid
standards I intend to maintain, You were seen in an embrace
with Doctor Conners. Such behavior is unforgivable.”

“But Doctor Kettering!” Jenny gasped. “It wasnt what
you think. Brad—Doctor Conners was only trying to com-
fort me. I had just learned of Suzan Medford’s fatal illness.”

His eyes remained cold and unforgiving. “That is no
excuse for a display of affection. I am well aware that you
and Doctor Conners used to be quite— ah friendly. Just as
you must surely be aware that he is engaged to be married.
To my daughter. See that you don’t become emotionally
over-wrought again to the point where physical comfort is
necessary.”

Jenny stared at Doctor Kettering in shocked disbelief. He
was actually accusing her of carrying on with Brad, trying
to steal him from Fayel Anger and humiliation all but
choked her. She stood up, cheeks burning. “May I be
excused, Sir?”

His voice held a thinly veiled threat. “You fully under-
stand your position, Miss Tyler?”

“Yes. You've made it quite clear.” She was fighting the
weakness of angry tears. Her throat ached with the effort
of holding them back.

“Then you may go.” His hand waved her out as though
she were an undesirable intruder.

Once outside his office she leaned against the wall,
trembling.
“Jenny!” Brad touched her shoulder. “What happened in

there?” He saw her tear-wet eyes, the flesh of her cheeks,
and knew that she was badly shaken. “Answer me, Jenny!”
“Doctor Kettering thinks that I’'m—that we—Oh, Brad,
Gloria Ashton must have told him that we were involved.
He said that my conduct was unforgivable. I tried to ex-

plain about Suzan, but he said that was no excuse for—for
physical comfort.”
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stood facing each other in guilty awareness. Brad was the
first to speak. “If I said I was sorry I'd be lying. Ever since
that night in the apartment I haven’t been able to get you
out of my mind. Or my heart.”

His words only made her more miserable. It was like
telling a patient you were sorry he'd died after he was already
dead. “So where does that leave us, Brad?” she whispered.
“You and me and the woman you’re going to marry?”

“I don’t know—I've got to think. Just don’t leave Holly
View, Jenny. Pleasel”

She began fixing another hypo to replace the one that had
broken. Fixing it with hands made clumsy by their trembling.
“If 1 hadn’t already resigned I would after what just hap-
pened. I'm not so hungry for love that I'll be willing to settle
for its left-overs.”

His voice was angry. “And I'm not the kind of doctor to
make love to his nurse behind his wife’s back, Jenny. You
should know me better than that.”

“So we’ll say good-by. You said it to me once before. It
shouldn’t be so hard to say it again.”

“Jenny, don’t. I was a fool. I admit it.”

Good-by, Brad.” She walked past him, her eyes luminous
with the tears that lurked behind them.

“Wait!” His hand shot out, grabbing her arm. “Tell me

one thing. Answer me with the truthfulness you pride your-
self in.”

“Yes?”

“Do you care for me, Jenny?”

She caught her breath, longing to tell him that it was
more than caring. That it was love she felt. Different than
the being fond of Tom, different than the infatuation she
had felt for Mike. If Brad has asked her to marry him as
they did, she wouldn’t have begged for time to be sure of
her feelings. She would have gone into his arms without
hesitation, without asking herself questions. Glad to share
his life, thrilling to his love.

“Well, Jenny? Are you afraid to answer me?” Brad’s fingers
tightened and his burning dark eyes searched for the truth.

“Yes. Yes, Brad, I care. Are you satisfied?” He swam
before her vision. “Now please, let me gol” Blindly she broke
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column. Old Stone Face rushed up to her at coffee break.

“Is it true, Jenny? Is itP”

“Is what true, Miss Stone?”

The woman was breathless with excitement. “You and
Michael Ryan! Have you really fallen in love?”

Jenny tensed. It was obvious that her relationship with
Mike had become public knowledge, thanks to Lil Tishman.
Maybe Mike liked being the center of talk and speculation,
but she didn’t. “Don’t believe everything you read, Miss
Stone,” she answered coldly. “Michael Ryan needs publicity
to keep him before the public. What better way than to
hint at a new love affair?”

Old Stone Face didnt try to hide her disappointment.
“Oh dear. I had so hoped that it was true. One of Holly
View’s nurses capturing Michael Ryan! It would have been
so romantic,”

“You make me sound like a big game hunter,” Jenny said
in a disgusted tone. “Maybe I should have him stuffed and
mounted and hung on my apartment walll”

“Well, I never!” Miss Stone flounced out of the cafeteria,
wondering how Jenny Tyler could be so unfeeling. That
girl, for all her beauty, was evidently as cold as ice. Or
maybe there was some truth to the story she’d heard whis-
pered about Jenny and Brad Conners. Maybe they had been
carrying on. If only she could be sure. She’d ask Milly Brown.
That girl could put the police to shame when it came to fer-
reting out secrets.

Gossip travels fast in a hospital, and Holly View was no
exception. By the time Jenny had finished her coffee and
started back to the West Wing, four nurses, two doctors,
the pharmacist and a cleaning woman had stopped to offer
congratulations. Her lips felt stif from murmuring, “It’s
only for publicity. There’s really no truth to it.”

When she told Mike about it he laughed. “There is noth-

ing sacred in Hollywood, Angel Face.”

“Not even loveP” she asked bitterly.

“That least of all. You'll get used to it. The living in a
gold fish bowl.”

She shook her head. “No. If I fall in love it’s going to be
just between the man and me. I don’t want my feelings dis-
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yon, Only fire fighting equipment is allowed to pass,” the
kaki clad man told her.

“Oh, please—I must get to Holly View Sanitarium. I'm a
nurse there.””

He looked doubtful. “Gee, I don’t know—"

“I'll be very careful,” Jenny promised. Tl pull over to
the side if I meet any fire trucks. Please?” She used her
most persuasive smile.

“Well, okay, Miss.” He waved her on.

The road curved and rose upward. What was always a
scenic drive of beautiful homes and gardens had tumed
into eerie nothingness. Swirling billows of smoke blotted out
all save the road, and that was visible only by following the
white line. Jenny’s nerves tensed. When she had begged to
Eass the barricade she’d had no idea how dangerous it would

e.

Rounding a sharp corner she gasped in shock. The hillside
to her right was a crown of flame with periodic fire bursts
that shot perhaps a hundred feet into the air. Burning embers
swept to untouched brush and ignited into new balls of
flame. The brute power of the inferno was terrifying. Jenny’s
shock turned to fear. It was worse than dangerous to con-
tinue. She’d turn back as soon as the road widened enough
to permit it.

She heard it then. The sudden sputter of the engine. The
car lurched in protest and stopped. Terror-stricken she looked
down at the gas gauge. Empty. “Oh dear God, no!” Jenny
cried the protest aloud as she frantically tried to start the
car. Let there be a few drops left. Just enough to turn the
car around, she prayed. She could coast part of the way
down.

The motor didn’t even kick over. She sat there, gripping
the wheel in numb horror. She mustn’t panic. She had to
think—plan. Whatever her decision it must be the right one.
There might not be 'a second chance.

She forced herself to look again at the blazing hillside.
Even in the scant moments since she’d first seen it, the
flames had raced closer. If they jumped to the other side of
the canyon she would be trapped. No human could outrun
it,
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released herself from Mike’s arms and stood up. “I shouldn’t

have—I don’t know what came over me,” she whispered
guiltily.

“You finally believed me, darling. That’s what happened.
It's no game I've been handing you. I haven’t got a fever.
I'm reasonably sane. I really am in love with you. Here="
he reached for the morning paper. “Read Lil Tishman’s
column—the second paragraph. I gave her the exclusive
yesterday. Figured maybe you would believe me if you
saw it in print.”

Jenny took the paper, reading where he pointed. “Michael
Ryan, recovering from near fatal injuries in Holly View
Sanitarium, has found an added incentive to live. Her name
is Jennifer Tyler and she is his beautiful, emerald-eyed nurse.
In an exclusive interview Mike confided to me that he is
ready to give up his bachelor status if the lovely lady in
white says ‘yes’.”

Angrily Jenny handed him the paper. “Anything for
publicity, is that it, Mr. Ryan. You might have asked me
first. I don’t care to have a second-hand proposal via the
newspaper gossip column!”

“I tried to be conversational, Angel Face, but you wouldn’t
take me seriously. I used the only means I could think of
to make you believe me.” His voice changed, grew tender.
“I meant what I said when I kissed you, Jenny darling. I
do love you, and I think that you care for me too. Am I
right?”

Jenny’s emotions were in a turmoil. Mike really meant
it. This was no game he was playing to while away the
boring hours of convalesence. And he was right. She did
care. Something had happened to her heart in that moment
of awareness before they kissed. The heart she had thought
could never feel the thrill of excitement again, that must be
willing to settle for a good and practical marriage. The kind
that Tom Russell offered.

“Oh, Mike, I don’t know! I can’t deny that I'm attracted
to you. But beyond that, I can’t say.”

. “Well, that’s a beginning,-darling. It’s enough to give me
ope.”

Jenny wasn’t the only one who had read Lil Tishman’s
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death. He only has a few days at the most. Both he and his
wife asked if you would special for him. They think a great
deal of you.”

Her mind was in a turmoil. “Brad, how can I? I'm due to
leave for Summit next Wednesday. Besides, I officially ended
my duty at Holly View yesterday. Doctor Kettering—"

“Kettering left yesterday morning for a business trip in
Frisco. I'm in full charge. Please, Jenny, don’t turn you back
on a dying man’s wish.”

She couldn’t of course. “I'll come, Brad. Just as soon as I
eat and dress.” She thought of the night almost a year be-
fore, when Brad had said—“the ones who will come to Holly
View to be born, to be treated, and who will ask us help
them die with dignity”—Together they would do this for

Laredo.
While the eggs were cooking Jenny turned on the radio

to catch the 8:30 news. “Flames have spread with almost
explosive force to the fringe of the Bel Aire section. Three
hundred firemen are now battling the disastrous, wind-swept
fire that has already destroyed several homes. Residents are
being evacuated from the following streets—"

Jenny listened, appalled at the news. The fire that she
and Tom and Ruth had seen the night before must have
jumped the canyon and raced across to the Bel Aire sector.
All those beautiful estates and the exclusive girls’ school
were in a direct path of the approaching flames.

It was nine-thirty by the time she had eaten, cleaned up
the kitchen and dressed. Stepping outside she was hit by a
strong gust of wind that sent her nurse’s cap flying. No
wonder the fire was raging out of control. She couldn’t re-
member when there had been such a gale.

Tumning west on Olympic was suddenly like driving at
dusk. Thick smoke hung over everything, and Jenny couldn’t
see a block ahead. Ash curls drifted by, bom by the wind
currents, and some cars had their headlights turned on.

Rounding a corner a few miles later she saw a flashing red
light and slowed to a crawl. Just ahead there was a barri-
cade.

“I'm sorry, Miss, but the road is closed through the can-
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“Now, Mr., Wald, reallyl”

He laughed, pleased with himself. “Don’t be embarrassed,
my dear. Stronger women than you have fallen prey to his
charm.”

In an effort to change the subject Jenny asked quickly,
“Did Miss Gilbert agree to do the part after reading the
script?”

His voice was scornful. “She offered to do it in—and I
quote—‘ten years or so when I look more the mother type’?—
unquote. It is no use. We cannot reach this foolish woman.
This perennial glamor girl. Still, I thank you for trying.
There is one other thing—" His gray eyes had the shrewd
look that Jenny had come to know and suspect so well.

“Yes, Mr. Wald? What sneaky thing are you planning
this timeP” she teased.

“You wrong me. I am merely a man trying to help others!”
he cried in pretended outrage. “But since I have such faith
in you I shall ask. Talk to young Kris McKenzie for me. Tell
him what a mistake it is to pass up a screen test. I have
made stars of others. I could do sc¢ for him.”

Jenny snapped the alligator suitcase shut. “Kris is quite
capable of deciding for himself, Mr. Wald. He has spent
eight years getting where he is. Can you blame him for not
wanting to throw it all away?”

“But he is throwing away the chance for more money than
a doctor could ever make. He is turning his back on fame.”
Victor’s voice rose to an excited pitch.

“Remember your ulcers, Mr. Wald,” Jenny warned. “And
remember something else too. To each his own. Kris is a
dedicated man who has chosen a career of serving humanity

through medicine. Neither money nor the desire for fame
influenced this choice. It takes more than those things to
find happiness.”

Victor sighed. “I stand accused. You are perhaps right,
Jenny Tyler. God knows that we in Hollywood are seldom
at peace with ourselves.”

He put on his vicuna topcoat and velour hat, looking
every inch the rich and successful producer. “Good-by to
you, my dear. Thanks to you, my stay at Holly View Sani-
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Jenny lifted his shoulders. “Were going home, Kiris.
This isn’t your Suzan anymore. She’s safe in your heart and
your memory, Nothing can destroy that.”

CHAPTER XIV

Suzax was BURIED on Wednesday at Forest Lawn. It was
a warm and golden day, as she had been. Sunlight filtered
in the windows of the Wee Kirk of the Heather, the tiny
chapel that was a replica of Annie Laurie’s church in
Scotland.

Jenny went with Kris, who moved like a sleepwalker.
Ruth and Tom came together. Brad was there with Doctor
Kettering and Faye. Nurses and doctors, office workers,
cleaning women—all facets of Holly View’s staff were rep-
resented. Suzan had been known and loved by everyone.

A murmer of surprise disturbed the chapel’s stillness
when a wheel chair was pushed down the aisle. Laredo Sims
had come to pay his respects to the little nurse of whom
he had grown so fond.

The service, conducted by Holly Vlews chaplain, was
mercifully brief. The sound of soft weeping could be heard
above the words, but Jenny couldn’t cry. It seemed as
though she had wept a lifetime of tears since the dawn
that Suzan died.

When it was over Kris went home with his brother and
sister-in-law. Jenny was thankful that he wouldnt be alone.
She and Ruth had to go back on duty.

“I heard about the nurse who passed away,” Claire
Conway said to Jenny. “Was she a friend of yours?”

Jenny struggled out of the numbness that had engulfed
her mind. “A very special friend. We shared an apartment
until she was married.”

“I'm sorry. For you, not her. Death can be a blessing
for the troubled, Miss Tyler. Lovely, eternal sleep. The
end of conflict and tears. I almost envy her.”

Jenny’s mind swung into focus again. This was strange talk.
Dangerous perhaps. The death wish seemed abnormally
strong in Claire Conway. She made a mental note to tell
Doctor Madison.
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had prescribed. Moments later Claire relaxed and drifted
into a drug-induced sleep.

When Jenny told Doctor Madison about Claire Conway’s
depression, he showed no surprise. “It is typical in emo-
tional collapse. Rare is the individual who is able to handle
the sudden success that was thrust upon Miss Conway. Her
personality was conceived in the brain of a highly paid
publicity man, Over night she had to cease being Ellen
McClure and become the glamorous Claire Conway. Like
other stars she was paid a fantastic amount of money and
offered the adulation of millions. No wonder it knocked
her off balance emotionally. The problem now is for her to
recognize that, in truth, she is party Ellen and partly Claire.
She must learn what her own personality is, not continue
to confuse it with the screen parts she plays.”

Jenny sighed. “It sounds awfully complicated.”

He smiled. “It is. However, I believe that Claire will
eventually find her way back to mental health and a degree
of happiness. She sincerely wants help, and that is half the
battle.”

Friday night when Jenny was with Mike, she casually
asked him about Claire Conway. Because she had promised
to keep the star’s presence at Holly View a secret, she said
that she had once read of their romance.

Mike frowned. “Claire is a great gal, but an unhappy one.
I wasn’t conceited enough to believe it was me she loved
as much as the need to love. Do you follow me?”

“I think so. Mike, didn’t being Michael Ryan ever throw
you?” There was so much to learn about the man who wanted
to marry her. Important things that would help her to under-
stand him better.

“Do you mean did I believe my own publicity? I'll be
honest with you, darling. I didn’t have the meteoric rise to
success that so many stars do. My career got off to a slow
start. It gave me time to grow up emotionally. Satisfied?”

“Relieved is a better word. Sometimes I get scared, Mike.
About the different worlds we live in. I wonder if they can
ever blend.”

He took her in his arms. “Love is the bridge well walk
over, Jenny darling.”
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The woman spoke again in a quick, brittle voice that
betrayed her highly nervous state. “You were at Liza
Morgan’s party last Saturday with Michael Ryan. I read
it in Lil Tishman’s column. Are you in love with him, Miss
Tyler?”

“Why I-I don’t know.” Jenny was taken back by Clau'es
bluntness.

“I was very much in love with him once. We made a
picture together. In Rome. It was called Never Tomorrow.
Did you see it?”

]enny shook her head. “No. No, I didn’t.”

“You should have. It was the best thing I've ever done
Do you know why? Because 1 felt the part. I was in love
with my leading man. I think he loved me a little, too. We
had wonderful moments together.”

Jenny felt a strange rush of something. Jealousy—it was
possible. Had Mike told the beautiful Claire the same things
that came so easily to his lips when she was with him?

The woman went on speaking. As though compelled to
reveal the secrets of her heart. Psycho-analysis did that to a
person, Jenny knew. It ripped the lid off inner emotions
and literally drove the patient to talk of things he wouldn’t
normally.

“I wanted to marry Michael. I wanted to so much that
it was a terrible kind of pain.”

“What—happened?” Jenny had to know. Perhaps, as a
nurse, she shouldn’t ask. But as a woman she had to.

“Michael preferred to remain a bachelor. All of love’s
rewards with none of its responsibilities. That’s what he
wanted. I must admit, however, that his excuse was unique.
He told me that he would never marry an actress. And do
you know why?”

“Why?” Jenny whispered.

“Because—and I quote—an actress is so busy being some-
one else that she loses her own identity. Unquote. He’s rightl
Oh, God, how right he isl” Claire began sobbing, her
fingers twisting at the sheet.

Jenny, after an unsuccessful attempt to calm her, hurried
to the medicine room for the sedative that Doctor Madison
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resented Brad being Kettering’s assistant. The position she
felt her husband should hold.

There was an angry flush on Gloria Ashton’s face as she
walked away without answering.

“She got the message,” Suzan chuckled.

Brad was with Mike Ryan when Jenny entered the room,
his face showing weariness. “He’s holding his own. His
chances are still poor, but there is a chance. A lot depends
on skillful nursing, Jenny. That’s why I feel confident leav-
ing him in your care.”

“Thank you, Doctor Conners. I'll do my best.” Jenny looked
up at him in what she hoped was a professional glance.

Brad smiled at her. “Good girll I rather envy our Mr.
Ryan his competent and beautiful nurse.” Then, before
she could answer, Brad again became the efficient doctor.
“I'll check on Ryan around eleven. Call me if there is any
change. Be sure to note any response or symptoms. I want
a pulse count every fifteen minutes and chart it, please.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she murmured.

Pulse—temperature—antibiotics—pages of charting, this was
the pattern of the next few days. Moments when Mike’s eyes
opened, when his voice spoke her name before he lost con-
sciousness again, Moments when she held his hand in a
firm grip and urged him to fight. Spoke in a quiet, insistent
voice, pulled him back with her own, demanding will.

There were other duties, too. The personal things that
only a wife or a nurse does for a man. Jenny did these with
a kind of impersonal tenderness. Michael Ryan was a des-
perately sick man, entirely dependent upon her for even
the smallest thing. That was how she thought of him. Not

as a movie star. Not as a man whose exciting good looks
illness hadn’t lessened.

Sometimes he groped for her hand, muttered for her not
to leave him, and several times—when his temperature soared
—he told her she was wonderful and kind and that he adored
her. Jenny listened, unimpressed, knowing that critically ill
male patients often imagined themselves in love with their
nurse. Especially Mike Ryan’s kind.

Then, on the morning of the sixth day, his eyes opened
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“Please do. I've been wanting to talk to you for days,”
Jenny said eagerly. Then she plied Milly with questions about
her former patients.

Milly, who dearly loved to gossip, was full of news. “Sid
Chapman was released Monday, but Doctor MacLaine
figures he’ll be back again. He really doesn’t want to give
up drinking. It’s a kind of necessary escape, I guess. Liza
Morgan left yesterday complete with her press agent, photo-
grapher and a mob of fans waiting outside. She wore a full-
length mink that I'll bet cost more than we make in two
years. I felt sorry for her husband. He kept waiting for
someone to take his picture, but Liza stole the whole show.”

“It figures. She’ll be looking for husband number five
before too long, or I'll miss my guess. Even Carter is getting
fed up playing second fiddle, according to Lil Tishman’s
column,” Suzan added.

“How about Dani Stuart and Nancy Austin?” Jenny asked.

Milly paused to take a bite. “Dani has walking privileges
now. Doctor MacLaine said that her hemoglobin is up to
45. She’s stll on B12 shots and a special diet, but she’s
definitely getting better. Nancy is being released tomorrow.
Doctor Conners phoned her mother in Idaho and she came
right away.”

If you wanted to know anything that went on at Holly
View just ask Milly Brown, Jenny had heard. And rightly
so. Milly dated Frank Sarnow who was a lab technician and
Al Pearson who drove the ambulance. What information she
didn’t get from them she asked others. Milly had an in-

satiable curiosity about other people. F.B.I, Brown, Suzan
referred to her as.

There was another question that Jenny wanted answered.
“Does Nancy know about Mike Ryan?”

“Yes. And that’s a funny thing, too. She didn’t seem the
least bit upset. She certainly got over him quick! That's
more than I could do. Tell me about him, Jenny.” Her eyes
glowed with excitement. “Every little detail.”

So you can spread it around from Old Stone Face to Lil
Tishman, Jenny thought. Well, you won’t hear it from me.
Not about Mike Ryan or any other patient. “He’s getting
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“Do you still love Mike Ryan?”

She hesitated. There were some things you didn't tell a
man, “I'm not sure, Brad. That’s one of the reason I'm going
away. I need to find answers.”

“So do II” He blurted it out, not meaning to.

Jenny raised her eyebrows. “You, Brad? I thought that
young Doctor Conners had the world on a string! Brilliant,
successful, engaged to the boss’s daughter—” She stopped,
aware of how sarcastic she sounded.

He flushed. “You have me pegged. Or is pigeon-holed the
better term? My future all decided with no sweat or struggle
involved. All I'll have to do is agree with my father-in-law
andp’f:ater to my wife. A small price for success, wouldn’t you
sayf

“Bradl” Jenny was shocked at his bitter confession.

“Sorry. I was way off base with that remark.”

Jenny didn’t answer. What had started out to be a casual
lunch-time conversation had ended up with both of them
revealing far more than they meant to.

“I'll miss you, Jenny.” Brad concentrated again on his
now empty cup. “You've been a banner of truth in a citadel
of illusion.”

Again she was surprised. “I thought that my truthfulness
annoyed you, Brad? You were always lecturing me on the
inadvisability of it.”

He nodded. “So I was. But you must admit it caused a
few problems. Mrs. Stuart, for instance.”

She giggled, remembering the portly woman’s wrath.

Brad went on. “We've both learned, Jenny.”

“Learned what?”

“That the conflict of truth versus illusion can end in com-
promise. Don’t you agreeP”

She considered his statement. Compromise was a new
thought in their battle of opposing philosophies. New to
both of them. Brad was right. She had to admit it. Truth
should be tempered with kindness, even with little white
lies sometimes. Just as illusion should never replace reality.
There was room and need for both.

“My, aren’t we serious?” Milly Brown paused at the table,
her eyes frankly curious.
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and held recognition. “You’re real. You're not an angel after

all.”

Jenny smiled, her heart rejoicing. “I'm real, Mr. Ryan
And youre definitely not in heaven. You're in Holly View
Sanitarium.”

He managed a smile too. A kind of boyish grin for which
he was well known. “Angel Face. That’s what I'm going to
call you. My beautiful Angel Face . . .” Abruptly he closed
his eyes and drifted off again.

During lunch Jenny shared the news with Suzan. “He’s
going to be all right. Doctor Conners took him off the critical
list. Isn’t that marvelous?”

“Do 1 detect an un-nursely enthusiasm?” Suzan inquired.
“You haven't fallen for him, have you?”

Jenny shook her head emphatically. “Of course not! It’s
just—well it's been such a rugged fight. One I didnt think
we'd win. I'm happy and grateful, that’s all.”

Suzan spoke, her voice a kind of sigh. “It’s funny, the way
a patient becomes so important to you sometimes. That’s
the way I feel about Laredo Sims. He’s the most wonderful
man I've ever had the privilege of knowing., So kind and
brave. He knows that he isn’t going to get better, Jenny,
but he’s pretending for his wife’s sake. Letting her think
that she’s keeping the truth from him. That’s real love, you
know. Caring more for the other person’s happiness than for
your own.”

Jenny listened to Suzan, aware more of the weariness in
her voice than of the words she spoke. The girl still looked
pale and drawn, and there were dark smudges under her
eyes. A sense of apprehension that bordered on fear made
Jenny say, “Suzan, promise me that youll get a check-up.
You're not yourself lately and it worries me.”

“It does Kris, too. I suppose I should get checked over.
I'm so tired all the time. I probably need vitamins. The only
trouble is, they make me so dam hungry that I gain weight.”

Jenny smiled affectionately. Suzan’s constant fight against
weight was something she was familiar with. The lovely,
rounded figure could easily become plump unless Suzan

counted her calories.
Milly Brown stopped at their table. “Mind if I join you?”
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decided to take a leave of absence from Holly View. “I'd
like to spend some time with my parents in Oregon,” she
explained to Doctor Kettering. “Perhaps even work at the
new hospital. I've been reading about inhalation therapy
and I'm anxious to learn the procedure. The hospital in
Portland has it.”

“Fine, Miss Tyler!” Andrew Kettering looked as relieved
as he felt. Things hadn’t been going too well between Faye
and Brad lately. Perhaps with the disturbingly beautiful
Jenny Tyler out of the way the friction would end.

Brad was considerably less enthusiastic when Jenny told
him the news at lunchtime. “It wasn’t the Old Man’s de-
cision? Tell me the truth, Jenny.” His dark eyes flashed with
quick anger.

“No, Brad. He didn’t bring any pressure to bear. No one
did.”

“You aren’t happy here?”

She avoided a direct answer. “I guess I'm still depressed
over Suzan’s death. Then with Ruth getting married I'll be
losing a roommate. It—just seemed like a good idea to make a
change.”

He concentrated on his coffee cup. Looking into the green
depths of Jenny’s lovely eyes made him remember the night
at her apartment. A memory that had haunted him ever
since. “What about Mike Ryan? I thought you were con-
sidering the possibility of marrying him? He didn’t—" Brad
stopped, ashamed of what he had been about to ask.

Jenny smiled. “No, he didn’t take advantage and then
toss me over! I know you would like to believe that since
you warned me repeatedly that he was all kinds of a cad.”

“Jenny, please, let’s not quarrel. You're right. I did figure
Ryan for a love-em—and-leave-em type, and I was afraid
that you would be hurt.”

“Mike was a perfect gentleman,” Jenny said softly. A
really wonderful man. He wanted to marry me, Brad. He
still does. And maybe I'm a fool to run away. It’s just that
his world of illusion and mine of reality wouldn’t mix.”

Brad’s voice sank to almost a whisper. “I'd like to ask you
something else, Jenny, even though it's none of my business.”

“Ask away, Doctor. I'm in a confession mood.”
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you didn’t go to the authorities. I just hope that you're able
to put the whole, sordid mess out of your mind, honey.”

Nancy stood there, frowning in bewilderment. Then sud-
denly she gasped, “You mean—you think Michael Ryan and
I—oh, Miss Tyler, no! It wasn’t that way at all. I hardly
knew him. There was this party he gave, and I went with
a boy I'd met in a drama class. Stan—this boy—had just
gotten a part in Michael Ryan’s new picture and so he’d
been invited. I got this crazy notion that Michael would help
me the way he had Stan. Help me get a break in pictures.
So after everybody left, including Stan who was too drunk
to care, I stayed.” The girl paused, her pale cheeks flushing,
and Jenny hastened to say, “Don’t tell me any more, honey.
You certainly don’t owe me an explanation.”

“I've got tol I can’t have you thinking something about
Michael Ryan that isn’t true. He’s not like you think. I-I
threw myself at him, but instead of taking advantage of me
he shamed me into realizing what a fool I was.”

“But you tried to kill yourself!”

“Not over him, Miss Tyler. I just couldn’t stand the
thought of going back to Idaho a failure. Everyone was so
sure I'd make the grade. My picture was in our local paper.
There was a big farewell in my honor. My folks were so
proud.” Tears welled in Nancy’s eyes.

“And now?” Jenny asked softly.

“I'm going back home. There is a boy who loves me—
and I love him.”

“I'm so glad, Nancy. I know you’ll find happiness. The
real and lasting kind that is rarely found in Hollywood. And
thank you for telling me about Mike Ryan.” Jenny felt a
curious sense of relief. Nancy’s words had erased a wrong
and ugly picture of him. Whatever his escapades, they
couldn’t have been as bad as an affair with a teen-ager.

Mike turned his head restlessly when Jenny walked into
the room. “Water,” he murmured.

She bent over him with a glass and drinking tube. Abrupt-
ly he reached up, closing his hand over hers. His deep blue
eyes looked directly at her and in a clearly rational voice
he said, “I'm falling in love with you, Angel Face.”

At that moment Brad came in, his eyes watchful as

41





index-42_1.png
HOLLYWOOD NURSE

better,” she offered, “and he’s really an excellent patient.
No fuss about medication or complaints about pain.”

“Oh, Jennyl” Milly’s bright red lips formed in a pout.
“Don’t be so darn ethical. That’s not what I want to hear.”

u]enny stood up. “Sorry, Milly. There’s nothing more to
tell.”

There was ten minutes left of her lunch time, and Jenny
spent it visiting little Tony Barton. His skin grafts had taken
nicely, and Doctor Clemment predicted that he might be
released in time for Christmas.

“Next Spring I get to play baseball again. Doc promised,”
Tony told her breathlessly.

Thank God. Jenny offered up a silent prayer of gratitude.
A good nurse should never become emotionally involved
with her patient. That was what she had been taught during
training. But with someone like Tony it was impossible not
to. She had watched over him and cried when his suffering
seemed too much for the small body to stand, and she had
prayed many times. Jenny had been more than a nurse. She
bad been comforter and friend. And mother when his own
was unable to be with him. Barry Barton’s singing engage-
ments took her out of town frequently.

After leaving Tony, Jenny hurried down the West cor-
ridor toward 130 where Mike Ryan lay. She found herself
wondering at Nancy Austin’s strange reaction to the news
about him. How could the girl toss over the memory of
an affair so lightly? Surely Mike must meant something to
her to have become involved with him.

“Miss Tyler, waitl” Nancy Austin, wearing one of Dani’s
pretty robes, stood in the doorway of her room.

“Yes, Nancy?”

“I wanted to ask you something,” the girl explained. “A
favor. Would you do it for me?r”

“Do what, Nancy?”

“Tell Mr. Ryan how ashamed I am for the trouble I
caused him. And the money—he paid my bill, you know. I—
I didn’t stop to think how it would look—for him, I mean.”

“The trouble you caused! What about the damage he did,
Nancy?” Jenny exploded. “A girl your age—why he’s lucky
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Brad spoke in a solemn tone. “It’'s a very serious subject,
Miss Brown.”

“What is?”

“The grave possibility of a thermonuclear war. What are
your views on it?”

Milly floundered. “Why I—ah—it would be terrible of
course. Well, I must be dashing back.”

Jenny struggled against the desire to laugh. “I'll be run-
ning along too, Doctor Conners. Good-by. I certainly enjoyed
your views on-—radiation.”

“Thank-you, Miss Tyler, it was a fascinating discussion,
wasn’t it? Your knowledge of survival techniques amazed
me.” There was a barely perceptible twitch at the corner of
his mouth, but he managed to keep his voice steady.

“Gee! I had no idea you were up on all this atomic stuff,”
Milly said and there was a note of respect in her voice.

“It pays to be well-informed,” Jenny murmured, thinking
that Brad certainly put the inquisitive Milly Brown in her
place.

“Did you hear about Gloria?” Milly lowered her voice to
a whisper.

“Gloria Ashton? Much as Jenny disliked Milly’s gossip,
she was curious.

“She and David have separated. Of course it’s really no
surprise. What he could see in that hunk of ice was beyond
me.

“I'm sorry.”

Milly’s voice grew even more hushed. “I know someone
who isn’t. Paula Jackard. Haven’t you seen those adoring
looks she gives David?”

“Milly, you’re in the wrong business. You should be writ-
ing a gossip column,” Jenny told her with a trace of annoy-
ance.

The girl took it as a compliment. “I rarely miss anything,
that’s for sure. Well, T'll be seeing you.” She swished into
125 where Sylvia Winkler, wife of the millionaire shoe
manufacturer, lay recovering from a hysterectomy.

Thinking of Milly’s words Jenny felt a stab of concern for
Paula. The pretty student nurse was at least fifteen years
younger than Dave Ashton. You're a fine one to talk, her
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“Call me Mike.” The grin came again. “We’re hardly
strangers.”

Jenny’s cheeks flamed. In a sense it was true. She prob-
ably knew more about Michael Ryan than most of his friends
did—women included. For the past six days he had been
utterly dependent on her. She had seen him without pre-
tense. The real Michael Ryan. She had helpd him to bear
pain, to fight death, to do even the most basic things. Indeed
they weren’t strangers.

“Hello, Mike.”

“Hello, my love.” He closed his eyes and slept again. The
effort of talking had taken its toll.

Jenny sat beside him, trying to analyze her confused
thoughts and feelings. Why had Mike’s “hello, my love”
made her heart pound? Was the famous Ryan charm af-
fecting her finally, or could it be something deeper? Common
sense told her that of course he didn’t mean it. He was
simply keeping in practice, flattering his ego. But for the
first time Jenny understood why women fell for Michael
Ryan.

CHAPTER VI

“You'.. NEVER guess!” Suzan greeted Jenny at the time
clock, her dark eyes sparkling with excitement. “Kris has
a chance for a screen testl”

“You’re kidding?”

“No, honestly, it’s true. Victor Wald saw Kris this mom-
ing when he was in the solarium. It seems that he is just
the type he has in mind for a young scientist in some rocket
movie he’s going to produce.”

“What did Kris say? Was he excited?” Jenny asked breath-
lessly.

“He turned Mr. Wald down. Said he had chosen his
life’s work and had no intention of changing. Golly, I wonder
if I could have been so nobler”

“Well, you and Kris will certainly have something to tell
your children. Daddy had a chance to be a movie star, but—
Suzan, what’s wrong!”
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being defeated by Suzan’s death he was going on with the
research which one day would mean a break-through in
finding a cure for leukemia.

When Kris left, Ruth said, “He’s not the only one who
will be leaving Holly View. I will too, Jenny. Next month.
Tom and I are going to be married.” She announced it
reluctantly, afraid that perhaps Jenny might feel just a little
strange to hear that the man who had been in love with
her now planned to marry another.

But Jenny’s reaction was completely sincere. “Ruth, I'm
so happy for both of you. It’s wonderful news.”

“Really, Jenny?”

“Really and truly, honey. Are you going to have a big
wedding?””

“No. Neither of us wants that. We'll go to Las Vegas to
be married and honeymoon there for a week. Tom wants me
to quit my job and be just a housewife. He says the only
time he wants me in the hospital is when I have a baby.”

A sudden, empty feeling hit Jenny. Everything was mov-
ing so fast, changing. Brad and Faye, Suzan’s death, Kris
transferring to City of Hope. Now Ruth would soon be
leaving. Only she stood still, wondering what her tomorrows
held. What do I really want out of life, Jenny asked herself.
Jenny Tyler, nurse? Jenny Tyler, wife—whose wife? A
frightening thought came. In a way she was a little like Claire
Conway. Lost. Wondering where the answer lay.

It was the feeling of uncertainty that was responsible for
the social whirl Jenny embarked on with Mike. Determined
to reach a decision as to her future, she spent every possible
moment with him.

It was a dizzy experience that left her drained physically
and emotionally. Mike loved people. Lots of people. He thrived
on parties and excitement. He lived each day as though there
were no tomorrow, cramming as much into every moment as
possible. Dynamic Michael Ryan he had been called by fan
writers, and Jenny felt they had under-estimated him. He
had a super-charged kind of personality.

“I want you to know my kind of world, Angel Face. I want
it to become yours,” Mike told her one night as they drove
down Restaurant Row on La Cienega. Hollywood, Palm
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Jenny disengaged her hand from Mike’s. He spoke rather
coldly to both of them and then proceeded to examine his
patient’s abdominal incision. When he finished he asked,
“May 1 speak with you, Miss Tyler? Outside.”

Puzzled, Jenny followed Brad into the hall. “Is anything
wrong, Doctor Conners? Isn’t Mike going to be all right?”

He frowned. “Just how important is that to you, Jenny?”

“Why—I don’t think I understand what you mean?”

“Don’t you? Is your concern for the patient or for the manP”

Jenny’s quick temper flared. “I can’t see how that is any
of your business, Doctor Conners.”

Brad flushed. “It’s just that I don’t want to see you hurt,
Jenny. Michael Ryan is a notorious wolf who collects hearts
like some men collect stamps. Youre too sweet a girl to
become involved with his kind.”

“Thanks for the waming, Doctor Conners,” Jenny said
icely. “But I'm a big girl now. I can take care of myself.
Dating men in the medical profession has taught me to
recognize a line.”

Brad stared at her a long moment. Then he said quietly,
“I guess I deserved that crack, Jenny. Only, the things I
said to you when we were dating weren’t a line. I meant
them all.” He turned and walked away

Jenny swallowed painfully. Why had she been so sar-
castic to Brad?P She hadnt meant to insult him. He prided
himself on his honesty, and she knew that her referral to
his “line” was something he wouldn't easily forget.

When Jenny went back to Mike’s room he asked her
weakly, “Does Doctor Conners mean anything special to you,
Angel Facer”

First Brad with his questions and now Mike. What right
did either of them have to ask her such personal things?
“lI admire Doctor Conners tremendously,” Jenny answered
truthfully. He’s a fine doctor. And he’s engaged to Doctor
Kettering’s daughter] Does that answer your question, Mr.
Ryan?”

The teasing grin touched his mouth. “Just checking on my
competition.”

“Mr. Ryan—" Jenny began.
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Love wasn’t enough, Jenny wanted to tell him. It took
understanding and tolerance and the wanting to share each
other’s interests and thoughts for a successful marriage.
Mike’s world was pretending. Hers was reality. His success
was based on competition. He had to fight to be as good
or better thap the man who sought to push him off fame’s
ladder. With her it was so different. She had been taught
to put self last. To serve rather than compete.

“Marry me, Jenny! Stop weighing the pros and cons of
our relationship.” Mike’s mouth came down on hers with
demanding passion.

I can’t go on being afraid, Jenny thought with a sense of
panic. I've got to be willing to take love without expecting
a guarantee on its durability. Even Suzan’s wonderful kind
of love couldn’t last. No relationship came with forever
stamped on it.

“Tenny?” Mike waited for her answer.

“Soon! I'll tell you soon, Mike. But remember you prom-
ised to sweep me off my feet.”

“I remember. Alright, Angel Face. I'll try to act more
like a male member of the medical profession. Deliberate
and dull! Patiently waiting for things to develop.”

In spite of herself Jenny giggled.

The next morning Kris came to the apartment. The dazed
look was gone from his eyes. It had been replaced by the
quiet kind of sadness that Jenny knew would haunt him
for a long time to come.

“The Board of Inquiry ruled that I was not deliberately
negligent in my treatment of Emil Schute,” Kris told Jenny
and Ruth. “That means I'll be able to continue my intern-
ship. Not at Hclly View, of course. Kettering madc that
clear. Besides—" His voice faltered, “I don’t think I could
take working there anymore. Too many memories. I've been
accepted at City of Hope. Later on I'll be able to go into
research as I'd hoped.”

“Oh, Kris, I'm so glad!” Relief poured through Jenny.

“I think Suzan would be too,” Kris added softly. “If
I'm a part of the fight against leukemia, it makes her death
seem a little less futile.”

Jenny’s eyes filled. She was so proud of Kris. Instead of
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Suzan and done an EKG, and that the findings were nega-
tive. Then, while he and Suzan talked, she washed the dishes.

Moments later Jenny heard the sound of weeping. Alarmed,
she rushed into the bedroom. Suzan lay across the bed,
sobs shaking her body.

“Honey, what’s wrong? Did you and Kris have a fight?”

“No.” The girl’s voice was muffled. “It’s just—oh, Jenny,
I love him so much that sometimes it scares me. I'm afraid
that maybe we won’t ever get married.”

Jenny sat down beside Suzan. “Two more years isn’t
forever. Then Kris will be through his internship and resi-
dency and be making enough money to get married in style.
Why, honey, youll have almost forever to be his wife.”

“Almost forever—” Suzan’s voice was strange sounding.
“But I wonder—how long is forever?”

Jenny shivered. It wasn’t like Suzan to be so morbid, to
cry. She was always the cheerful one, full of laughter and
kidding. Had her recent illness and the resulting fatigue,
along with today’s collapse, frightened her into thinking
that there was something seriously wrong? Thank goodness
Brad had ordered the blood tests for tomorrow. It was bet-
ter to know what the problem was than to wonder.

Because Suzan was off duty next morning, Jenny was
doubly busy. She and Milly, along with student nurse Paula
Packard, had the entire West Wing. Much to Paula’s de-
light Jenny let her take over in Mike Ryan’s room.

“I'm seeing that you have some new material to work on,
Mr. Ryan,” Jenny told him, smiling sweetly.

His voice was warm with feeling. “You won’t get rid of
me so easily, Angel Face.”

Jenny hurried out, more disturbed than she cared to
admit. Mike Ryan’s charm was having an effect on her.
Especially since Nancy’s confession had destroyed the re-
sentment she’d harbored.

Victor Wald was checking out at noon, so Jenny went
to help him pack. “How are you enjoying your duty with
Mike Ryan,” Victor asked, watching Jenny intently. “Ah—
never mind giving me a phoney answer. Your eyes give you
away, Miss Jenny Tyler. Even on his death bed our Lothario
has been practicing, eh?”
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Jenny darling. All the good and none of the bad. Is that so
wrong for a man to want?”

It wasn’t of course. Any woman in her right mind would
be grateful for the life of ease that Mike’s money could pro-
vide. Why didn’t she stop analyzing their relationship and
accept thankfully the life Mike offered?

It was Ruth who dared to tell her why. Jenny had re-
turned home from a premiere at Grauman’s Chinese and
fallen across her bed, too exhausted to take off her dress.

Ruth brought her a cup of hot chocolate, insisting she
drink it. “Jenny, it'’s no use. Stop trying to be something you
aren’t and don’t really want to be.”

Jenny opened her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“The way I see it, you don’t love Mike Ryan. Not with
the marrying kind of love, that is. If you did you wouldnt
weigh everything so carefully. You wouldn’t hesitate to take
a chance if he were the most important thing in your life.”

Jenny lay there letting the full impact of Ruth’s words
sink into the confusion of her mind. She was right. Jenny,
respecting truth the way she did, admitted it to herself. She
didn’t love Mike enough to marry him. She had been in-
fatuated by his exciting good looks, charmed by his dynamic
personality and flattered by his proposal. She had wanted to
fall in love, not because he was her heart’s desire, but because
she yearned for the joy of loving and being loved.

Jenny, you aren’t mad because I was so frank, are you?”
Ruth asked anxiously.

“No. I'm grateful. I've really been mixed up. Thanks for
putting me straight.” She felt suddenly at peace. The deadly
fatigue lifted. Jenny knew who she really was and what she
wanted out of life. It wasn’t being the bored and pampered
wife of a movie star.

She slipped into the comforting warmth of flannel pajamas,
removed her make-up and brushed out the absurd bee-hive
hair-do that Mike liked. The illusion of sophisticated glamour
was gone and Jenny was relieved.

CHAPTER XV

JENNY caME to another decision the following day. She
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The girl had suddenly turmed deathly pale and was
breathing heavily. “I don’t know . . . All of a sudden I felt
so funny. Like I was going to faint,” Suzan gasped.

Jenny put her arms around Suzan, terrified. Could it be
her heart? The exhaustion, the weakness, they way she had
just gasped for breath. This was no flu bug or lack of
vitamins.

“You’re going to sit down while I get a doctor.” She led
the stumbling girl to a chair and went to the switchboard.
“Call Doctor Conners, please.”

Moments later Brad hurried to the desk. He was in a
business suit. She had caught him just in time. “It’s Suzan,
Brad!” Quickly she explained what had happened.

Over Suzan’s protests Brad had her put to bed. Jenny
stayed while he ran an electrocardiagram and took her blood
pressure,

“There is no evidence of heart impairment or abnormal
blood pressure,” Brad told Jenny. “However, 1 feel that we
should do a complete blood chemistry.”

“Could it be anemia?”’ Jenny asked.

“It’s quite possible. First thing tomorrow morning I want
her to report to the lab for tests. In the meantime, see that
she doesn’t over-do.”

Jenny went back to the room where Suzan lay resting.
Thank God it wasn’t her heart. She’d been so frightened at
the dreadful possibility.

Jenny drove Suzan’s car home, the girl sitting beside her,
half-asleep. She fixed a quick dinner of sausage and scram-
bled eggs and a fruit salad while Suzan put on her pajamas
and robe.

“I feel so silly pulling a stunt like this,” Suzan apologized.
“I'm just not the type to be sick.”

“You're getting old, that’s all,” Jenny answered with a
lightness she didn’t feel.

Tom called, wanting to come over, but Jenny told him
no. She was determined that Suzan go to bed early and get
some sleep. The phone rang again and it was Kris. He'd
heard about Suzan’s collapse. “Tell me the truth!” he de-
manded of Jenny. “Is there anything seriously wrong?”

She assured him that Doctor Conners had examined
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Springs in the winter, Las Vegas for a fun-filled weekend—
how does that sound?”

“Like one endless party, Mike,” Jenny answered hesitantly.

He squeezed her hand. “Why not? Life is meant to be
enjoyed, if you have the price of admission. And I do,
darling.”

Jenny tried to feel comfortable in Mike’s world. She did
her best to be gay and witty. She read Lil Tishman’s column
faithfully every morning to learn the latest about the people
she might be joining that evening. She read the fan maga-
zines during her lunch hour, much to Old Stone Face’s
delight, and the reviews on the latest movies. It made her
think of nurses’ training when everything she studied had
been so frighteningly new, so strange.

But liking something took more than being familiar with
it, she discovered. She couldn’t be Jenny Tyler, nurse—not
when she was with Mike’s friends, They simply weren’t
interested in her profession which they considered dull, or
its problems. So to be accepted she had to become Jenny
Tyler, actress. Play a part. Pretend that the synthetic world
of Hollywood was a fascinating place.

“It might be if I could close my eyes to reality,” Jenny
told Ruth “If my only purpose in life was having fun and
not counting the cost. But it’s like being on a merry-go-
round!”

“You just go round and round and never get anywhere,”
Ruth agreed. She had been at Holly View long enough to
understand what Jenny meant.

As time went on Jenny learned something else. Mike loved
her, but he didn’t truly need her. Not in the way she wanted
to be needed. Perhaps because there was so much they hadn’t
shared. The vital things that bound people together. The
sharing of a dream, the striving for success, the defeats that
made you turn to each other for help and comfort. Mike
had known these things without her. They were all behind
him. Sure and successful, he asked only that she share his
‘good fortune.

She tried to explain it to Mike one Saturday while they
were having lunch at the studio commissary, but he couldn’t
understand her viewpoint. - “I want to give you everything,
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and death,” she told Tom, trying to explain her lack of
gaiety.

“My poor darling.” His hand squeezed hers sympathe-
ﬁca]‘;y. “Why don’t you marry me and let me take care of
you?r”

“Tom, please. You promised that you would give me time.”

“And so I will, Jenny. I just wanted you to know that being
a working girl can end anytime you say. Your own home
instead of a hospital, darling.”

Tom didn’t understand what being a nurse meant to her,
Jenny realized. He thought of it as a sacrifice and hard
work. Something he could rescue her from. But it wasn’t like
that at all. It was loving people and wanting to help them.
It was giving the best of yourself and a little bit more. It
was being needed. It was a world all its own, filled with
never-ending challenge. Only someone who shared it could
truly understand.

Someone like Brad. The memory of the mght on the
hilltop when he had said, “It’s a great feeling to be needed,
Jenny,” came back to her. But there could be other needs to
be answered, Jenny argued with herself. Tom’s need of
her as a wife. The role of homemaker and mother. Mrs.
Thomas Russell-she tried to picture herself married to him.
It was an indistinct picture that seemed out of focus.

“Jenny?”

“Yes, Tom?” she answered a little guiltily.

“You’re so quiet, darling. Is everything all right?”

She didn’t answer. How could she hurt him with the
doubts and confusions that filled her mind. She could only
hope that he would be patient until the hopeless feeling
she had for Brad Conners died and gave her heart a chance
to return the offered love.

The news that Michael Ryan still lived greeted Jenny as
she entered Holly View the following morning. Gloria Ashton,
checking in just ahead of Suzan and Jenny told them. “Doc-
tor Kettering has done a marvelous job. Mr. Ryan certainly
owes his life to that skill.”

“I understand that Doctor Conners was on the case too,”
Suzan reminded Gloria sweetly, knowing how bitterly she
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CHAPTER V

MicHAEL RyaN, as it turned out, was far sicker than Jenny
had thought. His post-operation condition was poor and
complicated by internal hemorrhaging shortly after she took
over Milly’s duty. Additional emergency surgery was re-
quired to save his fast-ebbing life, and two quarts of whole
blood pumped into his veins. Doctor Kettering and Doctor
Conners took turns at his bedside, their faces betraying the
gravity of Michael’s condition.

Looking down at the death-like stillness of him, Jenny
felt a stab of remose for the unkind thoughts she had har-
bored. Whatever his deeds, Michael Ryan was paying a
high price.

Four o’clock came and it was time to go off duty. “Do
you think he’ll make it?” Jenny asked Brad, who was taking
a blood-pressure reading.

“I doubt it. His pressure is falling, the pulse is weak and
inconsistent, We're fighting shock in its worst form.”

“If you need me I'll be glad to stay,” Jenny offered.

Brad shook his head. “Thanks, but it won’t be necessary.
We have Ruth Davis scheduled for the 4:30 to midnight
shift.”

Jenny took a last look at the unconscious man whose face
was partially hidden by the oxygen mask. She remembered
the pressure of his fingers and the sound of his voice. Im-
pulsively she reached out and touched his hand. “Keep
fighting, Mike.” Then she hurried out.

Suzan and Jenny drove home to the apartment to shower
and change. Suzan had her usual Friday night with Kiis,
which meant dinner at Luigi’s Pizza Parlor and a show later.
Jenny and Tom were dining at the expensive Perrion’s and
going to the Ice Capades at Pan Pacific Auditorium after-
wards. Tom always made a special occasion out of their
weekly date.

A dozen times during the evening Jenny’s thoughts turned
to Holly View and Michael Ryan. Was it all over for him,
or did he still cling to life? “You never get used to suffering
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