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The Seven Husbands of Evelyn Hugo by Taylor Jenkins Reid is a captivating, multi-layered story about the
glamorous, secretive life of a Hollywood icon. Through a fascinating interview with ayoung journalist,
Evelyn reveal s the truths behind her seven marriages, exploring themes of love, ambition, and sacrifice. With
rich character development and an unexpected, heart-wrenching twist, this novel is perfect for fans of
complex, emotional stories and unforgettable female protagonists.
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Film legend and '60s It Girl Evelyn Hugo has just announced
that she will auction off 12 of her most memorable gowns
through Christie’ s to raise money for breast cancer research.
At the age of 79, Hugo has long been an icon of glamour

and elegance. Sheis known for a personal style both sensual
and restrained, and many of Hugo's most famous looks are
considered touchstones of the fashion and Hollywood
archives.

Those looking to own a piece of Hugo history will be
intrigued not only by the gowns themselves but also by the
context in which they were worn. Included in the sale will be
the emerald-green Miranda La Conda that Hugo wore to the
1959 Academy Awards, the violet soufflé and organdy scoop-
neck she donned at the premiere of Anna Kareninain 1962,
and the navy-blue silk Michael Maddax that she was wearing
in 1982 when she won her Oscar for All for Us.

Hugo has weathered her share of Hollywood scandal's, not
the least of which being her seven marriages, including her
decades-long relationship with film producer Harry
Cameron. The two Hollywood insiders shared a daughter,
Connor Cameron, who is no doubt the influence for the
auction. Ms. Cameron passed away last year from breast
cancer soon after turning 41.

Born Evelyn ElenaHerrerain 1938, the daughter of

Cuban immigrants, Hugo grew up in the Hell’ s Kitchen



neighborhood of New Y ork City. By 1955, she had made her
way to Hollywood, gone blond, and been rechristened Evelyn
Hugo. Almost overnight, Hugo became a member of the
Hollywood elite. She remained in the spotlight for more than
three decades before retiring in the late * 80s and marrying
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C AN YOU COME INTO MY office?’

| look around at the desks beside me and then back at Frankie,

trying to confirm to whom, exactly, she'stalking. | point to myself. “Do
you mean me?’

Frankie has very little patience. “Y es, Monique, you. That’swhy |
said, ‘Monique, can you come into my office? ”

“Sorry, | just heard the last part.”

Frankie turns. | grab my notepad and follow her.

There is something very striking about Frankie. I’ m not sure that
you' d say she was conventionally attractive—her features are severe,
her eyes very wide apart—Dbut she is neverthel ess someone you can't
help but look at and admire. With her thin, six-foot-tall frame, her
short-cropped Afro, and her affinity for bright colors and big jewelry,
when Frankie walks into aroom, everyone takes notice.

She was part of the reason | took thisjob. | have looked up to her
since | wasin journalism school, reading her piecesin the very pages
of the magazine she now runs and | now work for. And if I’'m being
honest, there is something very inspiring about having a black woman
running things. As abiracial woman myself—light brown skin and
dark brown eyes courtesy of my black father, an abundance of face
freckles courtesy of my white mother—Frankie makes me feel more
sure that | can one day run things, too.

“Take aseat,” Frankie says as she sits down and gestures toward an
orange chair on the opposite side of her Lucite desk.

| calmly sit and cross my legs. | let Frankie talk first.

“S0, puzzling turn of events,” she says, looking at her computer.
“Evelyn Hugo' s people are inquiring about afeature. An exclusive
interview.”

My gut instinct isto say Holy shit but also Why are you telling me
this?“About what in particular?’ | ask.

“My guessisit’'srelated to the gown auction she’sdoing,” Frankie
says. “My understanding isthat it’s very important to her to raise as
much money for the American Breast Cancer Foundation as possible.”
“But they won’t confirm that?’

Frankie shakes her head. “All they will confirm is that Evelyn has
something to say.”



Evelyn Hugo is one of the biggest movie stars of all time. She

doesn’t even have to have something to say for peopleto listen.

“This could be abig cover for us, right? | mean, she'saliving

legend. Wasn't she married eight times or something?’

“Seven,” Frankie says. “And yes. This has huge potential. Which is
why | hope you' I bear with me through the next part of this.”

“What do you mean?’

Frankie takes a big breath and gets alook on her face that makes

me think 1’ m about to get fired. But then she says, “Evelyn specifically
requested you.”

“Me?" Thisisthe second time in the span of five minutesthat | have
been shocked that someone was interested in speaking with me. |

need to work on my confidence. Suffice it to say, it' s taken a beating
recently. Although why pretend it was ever really soaring?

“To be honest, that was my reaction, too,” Frankie says.

Now I'll be honest, I'm alittle offended. Although, obviously, | can
see where she’ s coming from. I’ ve been at Vivant for less than ayear,
mostly doing puff pieces. Before that, | was blogging for the Discourse,
acurrent events and culture site that callsitself anewsmagazine but is,
effectively, a blog with punchy headlines. | wrote mainly for the
Modern Life section, covering trending topics and opinion pieces.
After years of freelancing, the Discourse gig was a lifesaver. But
when Vivant offered me ajob, | couldn’t help myself. | jumped at the
chance to join an ingtitution, to work among legends.

On my first day of work, | walked past walls decorated with iconic,
culture-shifting covers—the one of women’s activist Debbie Palmer,
naked and carefully posed, standing on top of a skyscraper overlooking
Manhattan in 1984, the one of artist Robert Turner in the act of
painting a canvas while the text declared that he had AIDS, back in
1991. It felt surreal to be a part of the Vivant world. | have always
wanted to see my name on its glossy pages.

But unfortunately, for the past twelve issues, I’ ve done nothing but
ask old-guard questions of people with old money, while my colleagues
back at the Discourse are attempting to change the world while going
viral. So, smply put, I’'m not exactly impressed with myself.

“Look, it's not that we don’'t love you, we do,” Frankie says. “We
think you'’ re destined for big things at Vivant, but | was hoping to put
one of our more experienced, top hitters on this. And so | want to be
up front with you when | say that we did not submit you as an ideato
Evelyn’steam. We sent five big names, and they came back with this.”
Frankie turns her computer screen toward me and shows me an e-

mail from someone named Thomas Welch, who | can only assumeis
Evelyn Hugo’s publicist.

From: Thomas Welch

To: Troupe, Frankie

Cc: Stamey, Jason; Powers, Ryan

It's Monique Grant or Evelyn’s out.

| look back up at Frankie, stunned. And to be honest, alittle bit
starstruck that Evelyn Hugo wants anything to do with me.

“Do you know Evelyn Hugo? Is that what’ s going on here?’ Frankie
asks me as she turns the computer back toward her side of the desk.
“No,” | say, surprised even to be asked the question. “I’ve seen afew
of her movies, but she’s alittle before my time.”



“Y ou have no personal connection to her?’

| shake my head. “ Definitely not.”

“Aren’t you from Los Angeles?’

“Y eah, but the only way I’ d have any connection to Evelyn Hugo, |
supposg, isif my dad worked on one of her films back in the day. He
was a still photographer for movie sets. | can ask my mom.”

“Great. Thank you.” Frankie looks at me expectantly.

“Did you want me to ask now?’

“Could you?’

| pull my phone out of my pocket and text my mother: Did Dad ever
work on any Evelyn Hugo movies?

| see three dots start to appear, and | look up, only to find that
Frankieistrying to get aglimpse of my phone. She seemsto
recognize the invasion and leans back.

My phone dings.

My mother texts: Maybe? There were so many it’s hard to keep track.
Why?

Long story, | reply, but I’'m trying to figure out if | have any connection
to Evelyn Hugo. Think Dad would have known her?

Mom answers. Hal No. Y our father never hung out with anybody
famous on set. No matter how hard | tried to get him to make us some
celebrity friends.

I laugh. “It looks like no. No connection to Evelyn Hugo.”

Frankie nods. “OK, well, then, the other theory is that her people
chose someone with less clout so that they could try to control you
and, thus, the narrative.”

| feel my phone vibrate again. That reminds me that | wanted to send
you abox of your dad’s old work. Some gorgeous stuff. | love having it
here, but | think you'd love it more. I'll send it this week.

“You think they’ re preying on the weak,” | say to Frankie.

Frankie smiles softly. “ Sort of.”

“So Evelyn’s people look up the masthead, find my name as a lower-
level writer, and think they can bully me around. That’ s the idea?’
“That'swhat | fear.”

“And you'retelling me thisbecause.. . .”

Frankie considers her words. “Because | don’t think you can be
bullied around. | think they are underestimating you. And | want this
cover. | want it to make headlines.”

“What are you saying?’ | ask, shifting slightly in my chair.

Frankie claps her handsin front of her and rests them on the desk,
leaning toward me. “1’m asking you if you have the guts to go toe-to-toe
with Evelyn Hugo.”

Of dl the things | thought someone was going to ask me today, this
would probably be somewhere around number nine million. Do | have
the guts to go toe-to-toe with Evelyn Hugo? | have no idea.

“Yes” | say finaly.

“That's all? Just yes?’

| want this opportunity. | want to write this story. I’'m sick of being
the lowest one on the totem pole. And | need awin, goddammit. “Fuck
yes?’

Frankie nods, considering. “Better, but I’'m still not convinced.”

I’m thirty-five years old. I’ ve been awriter for more than a decade. |
want a book deal one day. | want to pick my stories. | want to



eventually be the name people scramble to get when someone like
Evelyn Hugo calls. And I’'m being underused here at Vivant. If I'm
going to get where | want to go, something has to let up. Someone has
to get out of my way. And it needs to happen quickly, because this
goddamn career isall | have anymore. If | want things to change, |
have to change how | do things. And probably drastically.

“Evelyn wantsme,” | say. “Y ou want Evelyn. It doesn’'t sound like |
need to convince you, Frankie. It sounds like you need to convince
me.”

Frankie is dead quiet, staring right at me over her steepled fingers.

| was aiming for formidable. | might have overshot.

| feel the sameway | did when | tried weight training and started

with the forty-pound weights. Too much too soon makes it obvious you
don’t know what you'’ re doing.

It takes everything | have not to take it back, not to apologize
profusely. My mother raised meto be polite, to be demure. | have long
operated under the idea that civility is subservience. But it hasn’t
gotten me very far, that type of kindness. The world respects people
who think they should be running it. I’ ve never understood that, but
I’m done fighting it. I'm here to be Frankie one day, maybe bigger than
Frankie. To do big, important work that | am proud of. To leave a
mark. And I’'m nowhere near doing that yet.

The silenceisso long that | think | might crack, the tension

building with every second that goes by. But Frankie cracksfirst.
“OK,” she says, and puts out her hand as she stands up.

Shock and searing pride run through me as| extend my own. |

make sure my handshake is strong; Frankie'sisavise.

“Acethis, Monique. For us and for yourself, please.”

“I will.”

We break away from each other as | walk toward her door. “ She
might have read your physician-assisted suicide piece for the
Discourse,” Frankie saysjust before | leave the room.

“What?’

“1t was stunning. Maybe that’ s why she wants you. It’s how we

found you. It'sagreat story. Not just because of the hitsit got but
because of you, because it’s beautiful work.”

It was one of the first truly meaningful stories| wrote of my own
volition. | pitched it after | was assigned a piece on therisein
popularity of microgreens, especially on the Brooklyn restaurant
scene. | had gone to the Park Slope market to interview alocal farmer,
but when | confessed that | didn’t get the appeal of mustard greens, he
told me that | sounded like his sister. She had been highly carnivorous
until the past year, when she switched to a vegan, all-organic diet as
she battled brain cancer.

As we spoke more, he told me about a physician-assisted suicide
support group he and his sister had joined, for those at the end of their
lives and their loved ones. So many in the group were fighting for the
right to die with dignity. Healthy eating wasn’t going to save hissister’s
life, and neither of them wanted her to suffer any longer than she had
to.

I knew then that | wanted, very deeply, to give avoice to the people
of that support group.

I went back to the Discourse office and pitched the story. | thought



I’d be turned down, given my recent slate of articles about hipster
trends and cel ebrity think pieces. But to my surprise, | was greeted
with agreen light.

| worked tirelessly on it, attending meetings in church basements,
interviewing the members, writing and rewriting, until | felt confident
that the piece represented the full complexity—both the mercy and
the moral code—of helping to end the lives of suffering people.

It isthe story | am proudest of. | have, more than once, gone home
from aday’ swork here and read that piece again, reminding myself of

Chapter 62

After decades of atumultuous and glamorous life, Evelyn Hugo finds solace in a stable but passionless
marriage with Robert. Following Celia's tragic passing and the end of her dynamic years, Evelyn'slife
transitions into a serene routine, centered around philanthropy and her affection for her daughter, Connor.
The narrative navigates through Evelyn's shift from the limelight to a more subdued existence in Manhattan,
alongside Raobert, focusing on charitable endeavors, particularly in support of LGBTQ+ causes and lung
disease research.

Asthe story unfolds, Connor's professional journey is highlighted—her initial successin finance, her
subsequent disillusionment, and her daring career switch to teaching at Wharton. This pivot is supported
quietly by Robert, showcasing a deep familial bond unmarred by expectations or conditional pride. Robert's
eventual passing brings Connor and her boyfriend, Greg, closer to Evelyn, underscoring familial support and
the complexities of independence and care.

Evelyn's narrative takes a poignant turn with Connor's devastating cancer diagnosis, unveiling the raw,
inconsolable grief of a parent. Evelyn'sreflections on her life's purpose and the profound bond with Connor
are deeply touching. The chapter delvesinto the personal trial of watching a beloved child grapple with
illness, embodying the themes of 1oss, love, and remembrance. Through her caring and advocacy, Evelyn
finds a secluded peace in giving, lives redefined by charity and art collection, savoring the enriching
moments with Connor.

Evelyn'slife, marked by grandeur, controversies, and an unwavering alure, transitions to a quietude filled
with love, reflection, and eventual heartbreak over Connor'sillness. This chapter encapsul ates the essence of
life' s unpredictable journey—nhighlighting the transition from a public figure enveloped in scandalsto alife
of meaningful simplicity, underscored by the enduring love for her daughter. It's a poignant reflection on
legacy, familial bonds, and finding solace and meaning in life's latter stages, even as Evelyn faces her
greatest |oss.
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THERE ISA CER TAIN FREEDOM in marrying a man when you aren’t
hiding anything.



Celiawas gone. | wasn't redlly at aplacein my life where | could fall
in love with anyone, and Rex wasn’t the type of man who seemed
capable of falinginloveat al. Maybe, if we'd met at different timesin
our lives, we might have hit it off. But with things as they were, Rex
and | had arelationship built entirely on box office.
It was tacky and fake and manipulative.
But it was the beginning of my millions.
It was al'so how | got Celiato come back to me.
And it was one of the most honest deals I’ ve ever made with
anybody.
I think I will always love Rex North alittle bit because of all that.

* k% *
“SO YOU’'RE NEVER going to sleep with me?’ Rex said.
He was sitting in my living room with one leg casually crossed over
the other, drinking a manhattan. He was wearing a black suit with a
thin tie. His blond hair was dlicked back. It made his blue eyes ook
even brighter, with nothing in their way.
Rex was the kind of guy who was so beautiful it was nearly boring.
And then he smiled, and you watched every girl in the room faint.
Perfect teeth, two shallow dimples, adlight arch of the eyebrow, and
everybody was done for.
Like me, he' d been made by the studios. Born Karl Olvirssonin
Iceland, he hightailed it to Hollywood, changed his name, perfected
his accent, and slept with everybody he needed to sleep with to get
what he wanted. He was a matinee idol with a chip on his shoulder
about proving he could act. But he actually could act. He felt
underestimated because he was underestimated. Anna Kareninawas
his chance to be taken seriously. He needed it to be a big hit just as
much as | did. Which was why he was willing to do exactly what | was
willing to do. A marriage stunt.
Rex was pragmatic and never precious. He saw ten steps ahead but
never let on what he was thinking. We were kindred spiritsin that
regard.
| sat down next to him on my living room sofa, my arm resting
behind him. “I can’t say for surel’d never sleep with you,” | said. It was
the truth. *Y ou’ re handsome. | could see myself falling for your shtick
once or twice.”
Rex laughed. He always had a detached sense about him, like you
could do whatever you wanted and you wouldn’t get under his skin. He
was untouchable in that way.
“I mean, can you say for certain that you' d never fall in love with
me?’ | asked. “What if you end up wanting to make this areal
marriage? That would be uncomfortable for everyone.”
“You know, if any woman could do it, it would make sense that it
was Evelyn Hugo. | suppose there' s always a chance.”
“That's how | feel about sleeping with you,” | said. “ There’'s aways a
chance.” | grabbed my gibson off the coffee table and drank a sip.
Rex laughed. “Tell me, then, where will we live?’
“Good question.”
“My houseisin the Bird Streets, with floor-to-ceiling windows. It'sa
pain in the ass to get out of the driveway. But you can see the whole
canyon from my pool.”
“That'sfine,” | said. “I don’t mind moving to your place for alittle



while. I’m shooting another movie in a month or so over at Columbia,
so your place will be closer anyway. The only thing | insist onisthat |
can bring Luisa.”

After Celialeft, | could hire help again. After al, there was no longer
anyone hiding in my bedroom. Luisawas from El Salvador, just afew
years younger than | was. Thefirst day she came to work for me, she
was talking to her mother on the phone during her lunch break. She
was speaking in Spanish, right in front of me. “La sefiora es tan bonita,
pero loca.” (“Thislady is beautiful but crazy.”)

| turned and looked at her, and | said, “Disculpe? Y o te puedo
entender.” (“Excuse me? | can understand you.”)

Luisa’s eyes went wide, and she hung up the phone on her mother

and said to me, “Lo siento. No sabia que usted hablaba Espafiol.” (“I’m
sorry. | didn’t know you spoke Spanish.”)

| switched to English, not wanting to speak Spanish anymore, not
liking how strange it sounded coming out of my own mouth. “I’m
Cuban,” | said to her. “I’ve spoken Spanish my entire life.” That wasn’t
true, though. | hadn’t spoken it in years.

Shelooked at me asif | were a painting she was interpreting, and

then she said, apologetically, “You do not look Cuban.”

“Pues, lo soy,” | said haughtily. (“Well, | am.”)

L uisa nodded and packed up her lunch, moving on to change the

bed linens. | sat at that table for at least a half hour, reeling. | kept
thinking, How dare she try to take my own identity away from me?
But as | looked around my house, seeing no pictures of my family,

not a single Latin-American book, stray blond hairsin my hairbrush,
not even ajar of cumin in my spice rack, | realized Luisa hadn’t done
that to me. | had done it to me. I’d made the choice to be different
from my true self.

Fidel Castro had control of Cuba. Eisenhower had already put the
economic embargo in place by that point. The Bay of Pigs had been a
disaster. Being a Cuban-American was complicated. And instead of
trying to make my way in the world as a Cuban woman, | simply
forsook where I came from. In some ways, this helped me release any
remaining ties connecting me to my father. But it also pulled me
further away from my mother. My mother, whom this had all been for
at some point.

That was al me. All the results of my own choices. None of that was
Luisa' sfault. So | realized | had no right to sit at my own kitchen table
blaming her.

When she left that night, | could tell she still felt uncomfortable
around me. So | made sure to smile sincerely and tell her | was excited
to see her the next day.

From that day forward, | never spoke Spanish to her. | wastoo
embarrassed, too insecure of my disloyalty. But she spoke it from time
to time, and | smiled when she made jokes to her mother within
earshot. | let her know | understood her. And | quickly grew to care for
her very much. | envied how secure she was in her own skin. How
unafraid she was to be her true self. She was proud to be Luisa
Jimenez.

She was the first employee | ever had whom | cherished. | was not
going to move house without her.

“I"'m sure she' s great,” Rex said. “Bring her. Now, practically



speaking, do we sleep in the same bed?”’

“1 doubt it’s necessary. Luisawill be discreet. I’ ve learned that

lesson before. And we'll just throw parties afew times a year and make
it look like we live in the same room.”

“And | can still . . . dowhat | do?’

“You can still sleep with every woman on the planet, yes.”

“Every woman except my wife,” Rex said, smiling and taking
another sip of hisdrink.

“You just can’'t get caught.”

Rex waved me off, asif my worry wasn’t a concern.

“I’m serious, Rex. Cheating on meisabig story. | can’t have that.”
“You don't have to worry,” Rex said. He was more sincere about

that than anything else I’ d asked of him, maybe more than any scene
in AnnaKarenina. “I would never do anything to make you look
foolish. We're in this together.”

“Thank you,” | said. “That means alot. That goes for me, too. What

| dowon't be your problem. | promise you.”

Rex put out his hand, and | shook it.

“Wéll, | should be going,” he said, checking hiswatch. “I have a
date with a particularly eager young lady, and I’ d hate to keep her
waiting.” He buttoned his coat as | stood up. “When should we tie the
knot?’ he asked.

“1 think we should probably be seen around town afew timesthis
coming week. And keep it going for alittle while. Maybe put aring on
my finger around November. Harry suggested the big day could be
about two weeks before the film hits theaters.”

Chapter 16

In adramatic chapter set in Hollywood's golden era, the protagonist finds himself embroiled in a scandal
triggered by a negative magazine article. The scene unfolds in Harry's office, where the protagonist, along
with Harry and Celia, discusses the implications of the damaging piece published by Sub Rosa, a magazine
that has veered away from the truth in favor of sensationalism. The conversation reveals the magazine's
preference for lucrative scandal over accuracy, negatively impacting Sunset Studios' reputation and finances.

Celiaand the protagonist had recently celebrated finishing the shooting of "Little Women" and were
optimistic about receiving award nominations, underlining the stark contrast between their professional highs
and the personal lows caused by the public scandal. The narrative dives into the dualities of Hollywood—a
place oscillating between the old studio system and the emerging New Hollywood, characterized by Method
actors and antiheroes.

Asthey strategize to mitigate the article's damage, the protagonist fixates on the betrayal by their maid,
assumed to be the source of the magazine's information. Deciding to fire the maid, the protagonist also
concocts a plan to feign amiscarriage to gain public sympathy and protect both their and their husband Don's
reputations. Despite the moral and ethical implications, the plan is set into motion, highlighting the lengths to
which individualsin Hollywood go to preserve their public image and careers.

This chapter perfectly encapsulates the challenges of life in the spotlight, where public perception can make
or break careers. It delvesinto the complexities of personal relationships within the industry and the constant
battle between truth and fiction. Through the interactions among the characters, the narrative skillfully
portrays the dichotomy of Hollywood's glamour and the often-ugly reality behind the scenes, emphasizing
the industry's changing dynamics and the sacrifices made in the name of success.



Chapter 21

In Celia's apartment, the narrator finds refuge from the turmoil outside, spending days reading while Celia
works on anew movie. Their relationship isamix of physical closeness and emotional distance, with nights
spent together yet apart, hinting at deeper feelings that remain unexplored due to societal norms and the
narrator's reluctance to accept their sexuality. Despite this, moments of intimacy and longing hint at a bond
that transcends friendship.

The narrative takes a significant turn when Harry visits, delivering divorce papers from the narrator's
husband, a powerful figure in Hollywood. The terms of the divorce include a generous settlement on the
condition of the narrator's silence about their marriage—a move meant to protect the husband's reputation
while stifling the narrator's ability to speak openly about their experiences.

Harry reveals the harsh realities of Hollywood poalitics: the narrator isto be loaned out to other studios, likely
to be placed in failing projects as aform of punishment and control by the husband, aiming to undermine the
narrator's career and credibility. The conversation underscores the power dynamics at play in Hollywood,
where personal lives and careers are manipulated for profit and public image.

Despite the emotional and professional setbacks, the narrator resolves to rebuild their life, acknowledging the
support and friendship of Harry. With the prospect of freedom from a manipulative marriage, the narrator
faces their true desires and the opportunity to pursue arelationship with Celia, suggesting a turning point
towards self-acceptance and the possibility of happiness beyond societal expectations and the constraints of
their previouslife.

Chapter 19

have the equation, you certainly can’'t have the answer.”

Evelyn'sadmission illustrates a pivotal moment, reflecting her realization and confession about being
bisexual and her profound love for Celia St. James. This chapter delves into a deeply personal revelation,
shared between Evelyn and the interviewer, Monique. The conversation begins with a casual interaction
about dinner orders, quickly transitioning into a more profound discussion about Evelyn's past relationships
and sexual orientation.

As Monique probes about Celia's sexuality, Evelyn remains composed, hinting at a significant disclosure.
Evelyn’s hesitance and eventual confession paint avivid picture of her internal struggle and the societal
challenges of her time. Her declaration, "Celia St. James," followed by an acknowledgment of lifelong love,
marks a turning point in the narrative, emphasizing the depth of her feelings and the complexity of her
identity.

The dialogue between Evelyn and Monique underscores themes of identity, societal judgment, and the
importance of self-recognition. Evelyn's frustration with Monique's assumption about her being gay, instead
of bisexual, highlights the broader issue of people'sinclination to place others in predefined boxes without
understanding their true selves. This mirrors Evelyn's own desire for her story to be told with precision,
reflecting her multidimensional identity without simplification.

Evelyn’sjourney of self-discovery and her struggle with societal norms are extensively explored. Her
jealousy over Celia’'s and Don’ s actions reveals her emotional turmoil and eventual realization of her
bisexuality. Her reflection on the difficulties of accepting her love for another woman amidst societal
constraints provides a glimpse into the internal conflict and societal pressures faced by LGBTQ+ individuals,
particularly in past decades.



Monique's mistake and subsequent apology to Evelyn bring to light the importance of listening and allowing
individuals to define their identities on their own terms. This chapter not only advances the plot but also
delvesinto significant themes of love, identity, and the pursuit of understanding oneself fully, even in the
face of societal opposition and personal doubt.
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chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

Now This

July 1, 1988

EVELYN HUGO AND MAX GIRARD DIVORCE
TURNSUGLY AMID REPORTS OF HUGO

CHEATING

Evelyn Hugo is headed to divorce court one more time. She
filed papers citing “irreconcilable differences’ this week. And
while she’s an old hand at this, it looks like this one’ s gonna
be adoozy.

Sources say Max Girard is seeking spousal support, and
reports have surfaced claming that Girard is bad-mouthing
Hugo all over town.

“He' s so angry he' s saying just about anything he can to

get back at her,” an insider close to the former couple says.
“You nameit, he's said it. She’'s a cheater, she'salesbian, she
owes him her Oscar. It’s clear he’ s very heartbroken.”

Hugo was recently seen out with a much younger man last
week. Jack Easton, a Democratic congressman from
Vermont, is only twenty-nine years old. That’s more than two
decades younger than Evelyn. And if the photos of their
evening together out to dinner in Los Angeles are any
indication, it looks like a blossoming romance.

Hugo doesn’t have agreat track record, but in this case, it
seems like one thing is clear: Girard’s comments certainly

Chapter 3

Y ou are being provided with abook chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not trandate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

I will provide the chapter now.

| WAKE UP A HALF hour before my alarm. | check my e-mails,
including one from Frankie with the subject line “KEEP ME



UPDATED,” yelling at mein al caps. | make myself asmall breakfast.
| put on black slacks and awhite T-shirt with my favorite

herringbone blazer. | gather my long, tight curlsinto abun at the top
of my head. | forgo my contacts and choose my thickest black-framed
glasses.

Asl look inthe mirror, | notice that | have lost weight in my face
since David left. While | have always had a slim frame, my butt and
face seem to be the first to pick up any extraweight. And being with
David—during the two years we dated and the eleven months since we
married—meant | put on afew. David likes to eat. And while he would
get up in the early mornings to run it off, | slept in.

Looking at myself now, pulled together and slimmer, | feel arush of
confidence. | look good. | feel good.

Before | make my way out the door, | grab the camel cashmere

scarf that my mother gave me for Christmas this past year. And then |
put one foot in front of the other, down to the subway, into Manhattan,
and uptown.

Evelyn'splaceisjust off Fifth Avenue overlooking Central Park. I've
done enough Internet stalking to know she' s got this place and a
beachfront villajust outside of Mélaga, Spain. She's had this apartment
since the late ' 60s, when she bought it with Harry Cameron. She
inherited the villawhen Robert Jamison died almost five years ago. In
my next life, please remind me to come back as amovie star with
points on the back end.

Evelyn’ s building, at least from the outside—Ilimestone, prewar,

beaux arts style—is extraordinary. | am greeted, before even walking
in, by an older, handsome doorman with soft eyes and a kind smile.
“How may | help you?' he says.

| find myself embarrassed even to say it. “I’m here to see Evelyn
Hugo. My name's Monique Grant.”

He smiles and opens the door for me. It’s clear he was expecting

me. He walks me to the elevator and presses the button for the top
floor.

“Have anice day, Ms. Grant,” he says, and then disappears as the
elevators close.

| ring the doorbell of Evelyn's apartment at eleven A.M. on the dot.

A woman in jeans and a navy blouse answers. She looks to be about
fifty, maybe afew years older. Sheis Asian-American, with straight jet-
black hair pulled into a ponytail. She’s holding a stack of half-opened
mail.

She smiles and extends her hand. “Y ou must be Monique,” she says
as | hold out my own. She seems like the sort of person who genuinely
delights in meeting other people, and | already like her, despite my
strict promise to myself to remain neutral to everything | encounter
today.

“I"'m Grace.”

“Hi, Grace,” | say. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise. Comeonin.”

Grace steps out of the way and beckonsto invite mein. | put my bag
on the ground and take off my coat.

“You can put it right in here,” she says, opening acloset just inside
the foyer and handing me a wooden hanger.

This coat closet isthe size of the one bathroom in my apartment.



It's no secret that Evelyn has more money than God. But | need to
work at not letting that intimidate me. She’s beautiful, and she'srich,
and she's powerful and sexual and charming. And I’m anormal human
being. Somehow | have to convince myself that she and | are on equal
footing, or thisis never going to work.

“Great,” | say, smiling. “Thank you.” | put my coat on the hanger,
dip it over therod, and let Grace shut the closet door.

“Evelyn is upstairs getting ready. Can | get you anything? Water,
coffee, tea?’

“Coffee would be great,” | say.

Grace brings me into a sitting room. It is bright and airy, with floor-
to-ceiling white bookcases and two overstuffed cream-colored chairs.
“Have aseat,” she says. “How do you like it?’

“My coffee?’ | ask, unsure of myself. “With cream? | mean, milk is
fine, too. But cream is great. Or whatever you have.” | get hold of
myself. “What I’m trying to say isthat I’d like a splash of cream if you
haveit. Can you tell I’'m nervous?’

Grace smiles. “A little. But you don’t have anything to worry about.
Evelyn’savery kind person. She's particular and private, which can
take some getting used to. But I’ ve worked for alot of people, and you
can trust me when | say Evelyn'’s better than the rest.”

“Did she pay you to say that?’ | ask. | am trying to make a joke, but
it sounds more pointed and accusatory than | intended.

Luckily, Grace laughs. “ She did send my husband and me to

London and Paris last year as my Christmas bonus. So in an indirect
way, yeah, | suppose she did.”

Jesus. “WEell, that settles it. When you quit, | want your job.”

Grace laughs. “It'sadea. And you' ve got coffee with a splash of
cream coming right up.”

| sit down and check my cell phone. | have atext from my mom
wishing me luck. I tap to respond, and | am lost in my attempts to
properly type the word early without auto-correct changing it to
earthquake when | hear footsteps on the stairs. | turn around to see the
seventy-nine-year-old Evelyn Hugo walking toward me.

Sheis as breathtaking as any of her pictures.

She has the posture of a ballerina. She’ s wearing slim black stretch
pants and along gray-and-navy striped sweater. She's just asthin as
she ever was, and the only way | know she's had work done on her
face is because no one her age can look like that without a doctor.
Her skin is glowing and just the littlest bit red, asif it's been rubbed
clean. She’' swearing false eyelashes, or perhaps she gets eyelash
extensions. Where her cheeks were once angular, they are now abit
sunken. But they have just atint of soft rosiness to them, and her lips
are adark nude.

Her hair is past her shoulders—a beautiful array of white, gray, and
blond—uwith the lightest colors framing her face. I'm sure her hair is
triple-processed, but the effect is that of a gracefully aging woman who
sat out in the sun.

Her eyebrows, however—those dark, thick, straight lines that were
her signature—have thinned over the years. And they are now the
same color as her hair.

By the time she reaches me, | notice that she is not wearing any
shoes but, instead, big, chunky knit socks.



“Monique, hello,” Evelyn says.

| am momentarily surprised at the casual ness and confidence with
which she says my name, as if she has known me for years. “Hello,” |
say.

“I"'m Evelyn.” She reaches out and takes my hand, shaking it. It
strikes me as a unique form of power to say your own name when you
know that everyone in the room, everyone in the world, already knows
it.

Grace comes in with awhite mug of coffee on awhite saucer.

“There you go. With just abit of cream.”

“Thank you so much,” | say, taking it from her.

“That'sjust theway | likeit aswell,” Evelyn says, and I'm
embarrassed to admit it thrillsme. | feel asif I’ ve pleased her.

“Can | get either of you anything else?’ Grace asks.

| shake my head, and Evelyn doesn’t answer. Grace |eaves.

“Come,” Evelyn says. “Let’ s go to the living room and get
comfortable.”

As| grab my bag, Evelyn takes the coffee out of my hand, carrying

it for me. | once read that charismais “charm that inspires devotion.”
And | can't help but think of that now, when she’'s holding my coffee
for me. The combination of such a powerful woman and such a small
and humble gesture is enchanting, to be sure.

We step into alarge, bright room with floor-to-ceiling windows.
There are oyster-gray chairs opposite a soft slate-blue sofa. The carpet
under our feet isthick, bright ivory, and as my eyesfollow its path, |
am struck by the black grand piano, open under the light of the
windows. On the walls are two blown-up black-and-white images.
The one above the sofais of Harry Cameron on the set of amovie.
The one above the fireplace is the poster for Evelyn’s 1959 version

of Little Women. Evelyn, Celia St. James, and two other actresses’ faces
make up the image. All four of these women may have been household
names back in the’50s, but it is Evelyn and Celiawho stood the test of
time. Looking at it now, Evelyn and Celia seem to shine brighter than
the others. But I’ m pretty sure that’s ssmply hindsight bias. I’m seeing
what | want to see, based on how | know it all turns out.

Evelyn puts my cup and saucer down on the black-lacquer coffee
table. “Sit,” she says as she takes a seat herself in one of the plush
chairs. She pulls her feet up underneath her. “ Anywhere you want.”

I nod and put my bag down. As| sit on the couch, | grab my

notepad.

“S0 you' re putting your gowns up for auction,” | say as| settle
myself. | click my pen, ready to listen.

Which iswhen Evelyn says, “Actualy, I’ ve called you here under
false pretenses.”

| look directly at her, sure |’ ve misheard. “ Excuse me?’

Evelyn rearranges herself in the chair and looks a me. “ There' s not
much to tell about me handing a bunch of dresses over to Christie’s.”
“Well, then—"

“1 called you here to discuss something else.”

“What isthat?’

“My life story.”

“Your life story?’ | say, stunned and trying hard to catch up to her.
“A tell-al.”



An Evelyn Hugo tell-all would be.. . . | don’t know. Something close
to the story of the year. “Y ou want to do atell-all with Vivant?’
“No,” she says.

“You don’t want to do atell-all?’

“1 don’t want to do one with Vivant.”

“Then why am | here?’ I'm even more lost than | was just a moment
ago.

“You'rethe one I’ m giving the story to.”

| look at her, trying to decipher what exactly she's saying.

“You' re going to go on record about your life, and you' re going to do
it with me but not with Vivant?’

Evelyn nods. “Now you're getting it.”

“What exactly are you proposing?’ Thereisno way that | have just
walked into a situation in which one of the most intriguing people aive
is offering me the story of her life for no reason. | must be missing
something.

“1 will tell you my life story in away that will be beneficial to both of
us. Although, to be honest, mainly you.”

“Just how in-depth are we talking about here?’ Maybe she wants
some airy retrospective? Some lightweight story published
somewhere of her choosing?

“The whole nine yards. The good, the bad, and the ugly. Whatever
cliché you want to use that means ‘I'll tell you the truth about
absolutely everything I’ ve ever done.” ”

Whoa

| feel so silly for coming in here expecting her to answer questions
about dresses. | put the notebook on the table in front of me and gently
put the pen down on top of it. | want to handle this perfectly. It'sasif a
gorgeous, delicate bird has just flown to me and sat directly on my
shoulder, and if | don’t make the exact right move, it might fly away.
“OK, if | understand you correctly, what you' re saying is that you'd
like to confess your various sins—"

Evelyn’s posture, which until this point has shown her to be very
relaxed and fairly detached, changes. She is now leaning toward me. “|
never said anything about confessing sins. | said nothing about sins at
al.”

| back away dlightly. I'veruined it. “| apologize,” | say. “ That was a
poor choice of words.”

Evelyn doesn’t say anything.

“I"'m sorry, Ms. Hugo. Thisisall abit surreal for me.”

“You can call me Evelyn,” she says.

“OK, Evelyn, what’ s the next step here? What, precisely, are we
going to do together?’ | take the coffee cup and put it up to my lips,
sipping just the littlest bit.

“We're not doing aVivant cover story,” she says.

“OK, that much | got,” | say, putting the cup down.

“We're writing a book.”

“We are?’

Evelyn nods. “You and |,” she says. “I’ ve read your work. | like the
way you communicate clearly and succinctly. Y our writing has a no-
nonsense quality to it that | admire and that | think my book could
use.”

“You’ re asking me to ghostwrite your autobiography?’ Thisis



fantastic. Thisis absolutely, positively fantastic. Thisis a good reason
to stay in New York. A great reason. Things like thisdon’t happen in
San Francisco.

Evelyn shakes her head again. “1’m giving you my life story,
Monique. I’'m going to tell you the whole truth. And you are going to
write abook about it.”

“And we' |l package it with your name on it and tell everyone you
wroteit. That’s ghostwriting.” | pick up my cup again.

“My namewon’t beonit. I'll be dead.”

I choke on my coffee and in doing so stain the white carpet with
flecks of umber.

“Oh, my God,” | say, perhaps a bit too loudly, as | put down the cup.
“1 spilled coffee on your carpet.”

Evelyn waves this off, but Grace knocks on the door and opensiit
just a crack, poking her head in.

“Everything OK?’

“1 spilled, I’'m afraid,” | say.

Grace opens the door fully and comes in, taking a look.

“I'mredlly sorry. | just got a bit shocked isall.”

| catch Evelyn’s eye, and | don’t know her very well, but what | do
know isthat she' stelling me to be quiet.

“It'snot aproblem,” Grace says. “I'll take care of it.”

“Areyou hungry, Monique?’ Evelyn says, standing up.

“I"'m sorry?’

“1 know a place just down the street that makes really great salads.
My treat.”

It's barely noon, and when I’ m anxious, the first thing to go is my
appetite, but | say yes anyway, because | get the distinct impression
that it’s not really a question.

“Great,” Evelyn says. “Grace, will you call ahead to Trambino’s?’
Evelyn takes me by the shoulder, and less than ten minutes later,

we' re walking down the manicured sidewalks of the Upper East Side.
The sharp chill in the air surprises me, and | notice Evelyn grab her
coat tightly around her tiny waist.

Inthe sunlight, it's easier to see the signs of aging. The whites of

her eyes are cloudy, and the complexion of her handsisin the process
of becoming translucent. The clear blue tint to her veins reminds me
of my grandmother. | used to love the soft, papery tenderness of her
skin, the way it didn’t bounce back but stayed in place.

“Evelyn, what do you mean you'’ |l be dead?’

Evelyn laughs. “I mean that | want you to publish the book as an
authorized biography, with your name on it, when I’ m dead.”

“OK,” | say, asif thisis a perfectly normal thing to have someone
say to you. And then | realize, no, that’s crazy. “Not to be indelicate,
but are you telling me you're dying?’

“Everyone’ s dying, sweetheart. You're dying, I’'m dying, that guy is
dying.”

She points to a middle-aged man walking a fluffy black dog. He
hears her, sees her finger aimed at him, and realizeswho it isthat’s
speaking. The effect on hisface is something like atriple take.

We turn toward the restaurant, walking the two steps down to the
door. Evelyn sits at atable in the back. No host guided her here. She
just knows where to go and assumes everyone else will catch up. A



server in black pants, awhite shirt, and a black tie comes to our table
and puts down two glasses of water. Evelyn’shasno ice.

“Thank you, Troy,” Evelyn says.

“Chopped salad?’ he asks.

“Well, for me, of course, but I’m not sure about my friend,” Evelyn
says.

| take the napkin off the table and put it in my lap. “A chopped salad
sounds great, thank you.”

Troy smiles and leaves.

“You'll like the chopped salad,” Evelyn says, asif we are friends
having anormal conversation.

“OK,” | say, trying to redirect. “Tell me more about this book we're
writing.”

“I’vetold you all you need to know.”

“You'vetold methat I’'m writing it and you' re dying.”

“You need to pay better attention to word choice.”

I may feel alittle out of my league here—and | may not be exactly
where | want to be in life right now—but | know athing or two about
word choice.

“1 must have misunderstood you. | promise I’ m very thoughtful with
my words.”

Evelyn shrugs. This conversation is very low-stakes for her. “You're
young, and your entire generation is casua with words that bear great
meaning.”

“| see.”

“And | didn’'t say | was confessing any sins. To say that what | have
totell isasinismisleading and hurtful. | don't feel regret for the
things I’ ve done—at least, not the things you might expect—despite
how hard they may have been or how repugnant they may seem in the
cold light of day.”

“Je neregretterien,” | say, lifting my glass of water and sipping it.
“That’ s the spirit,” Evelyn says. “Although that song is more about
not regretting because you don't live in the past. What | mean is that
I’d still make alot of the same decisionstoday. To be clear, there are
things| regret. It'sjust . . . it'snot really the sordid things. | don’t
regret many of the lies| told or the people | hurt. I'm OK with the fact
that sometimes doing the right thing gets ugly. And aso, | have
compassion for myself. | trust myself. Take, for instance, when |
snapped at you earlier, back at the apartment, when you said what you
did about my confessing sins. It wasn’t anice thing to do, and I’ m not
sure you deserved it. But | don’t regret it. Because | know | had my
reasons, and | did the best | could with every thought and feeling that
leduptoit.”

“Y ou take umbrage with the word sin because it implies that you

fedl sorry.”

Our salads appear, and Troy wordlessly grates pepper onto Evelyn's
until she puts her hand up and smiles. | decline.

“You can be sorry about something and not regret it,” Evelyn says.
“Absolutely,” | say. “I seethat. | hope that you can give me the
benefit of the doubt, going forward, that we' re on the same page. Even
if there are multiple waysto interpret exactly what we' re talking
about.”

Evelyn picks up her fork but doesn’t do anything with it. “I find it



very important, with ajournalist who will hold my legacy in her hands,
to say exactly what | mean and to mean what | say,” Evelyn says. “If I'm
going to tell you about my life, if I'm going to tell you what really
happened, the truth behind all of my marriages, the movies| shot, the
people | loved, who | dlept with, who | hurt, how | compromised
myself, and where it al landed me, then | need to know that you
understand me. | need to know that you will listen to exactly what I’'m
trying to tell you and not place your own assumptions into my story.”

| waswrong. Thisis not low-stakes for Evelyn. Evelyn can speak
casually about things of great importance. But right now, in this
moment, when she is taking so much time to make such specific
points, I'm realizing thisisreal. Thisis happening. Shereally intends
to tell me her life story—a story that no doubt includes the gritty
truths behind her career and her marriages and her image. That’s an
incredibly vulnerable position she’s putting herself in. It'salot of
power she's giving me. | don’t know why she’s giving it to me. But that
doesn’t negate the fact that sheis giving it to me. And it’s my job, right
now, to show her that | am worthy of it and that | will treat it as sacred.
| put my fork down. “That makes perfect sense, and I’'m sorry if |

was being glib.”

Evelyn waves this off. “The whole cultureis glib now. That’s the

new thing.”

“Do you mind if | ask afew more questions? Once | have the lay of
the land, | promise to focus solely on what you' re saying and what you
mean, so that you feel understood at such alevel that you can think of
no one better suited to the task of gatekeeping your secrets than me.”
My sincerity disarms her ever so briefly. “Y ou may begin,” she says
as she takes a bite of her salad.

“1f I’m to publish this book after you have passed, what sort of
financial gain do you envision?’

“For me or for you?’

“Let’s start with you.”

“None for me. Remember, I'll be dead.”

“Y ou’ ve mentioned that.”

“Next question.”

I lean in conspiratorially. “1 hate to pose something so vulgar, but
what kind of timeline do you intend? Am | to hold on to this book for
yearsuntil you . ..”

“Die?

“Well .. .yes” | say.

“Next question.”

“What?’

“Next question, please.”

“You didn’t answer that one.”

Evelynissilent.

“All right, then, what kind of financial gain isthere for me?’

“A much more interesting question, and | have been wondering

why it took you so long to ask.”

“Well, I've asked it.”

“You and | will meet over the next however many daysit takes, and

I will tell you absolutely everything. And then our relationship will be
over, and you will be free—or perhaps | should say bound—to write it
into abook and sell it to the highest bidder. And | do mean highest. |



insist that you be ruthless in your negotiating, Monique. Make them
pay you what they would pay a white man. And then, once you’ ve done
that, every penny from it will be yours.”

“Mine?’ | say, stunned.

“Y ou should drink some water. Y ou look ready to faint.”

“Evelyn, an authorized biography about your life, in which you talk
about all seven of your marriages. . .”

“Yes?

“A book like that stands to make millions of dollars, even if | didn’t
negotiate.”

“But you will,” Evelyn says, taking asip of her water and looking
pleased.

The question has to be asked. We' ve been dancing around it for far
too long. “Why on earth would you do that for me?’

Evelyn nods. She has been expecting this question. “For now, think
of itasagift.”

“But why?’

“Next question.”

“Serioudly.”

“Serioudly, Monique, next question.”

| accidentally drop my fork onto the ivory tablecloth. The oil from
the dressing bleeds into the fabric, turning it darker and more
translucent. The chopped salad is delicious but heavy on the onions,
and | can fedl the heat of my breath permeating the space around me.
What the hell is going on?

“I’m not trying to be ungrateful, but | think | deserve to know why
one of the most famous actresses of all time would pluck me out of
obscurity to be her biographer and hand me the opportunity to make
millions of dollars off her story.”

“The Huffington Post is reporting that | could sell my autobiography
for as much as twelve million dollars.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“Inquiring minds want to know, | guess.”

The way Evelyn is having so much fun with this, the way she seems
to delight in shocking me, lets me know that thisis, at least alittle bit,
apower play. She likes to be cavalier about things that would change
other people slives. Isn't that the very definition of power? Watching
people kill themselves over something that means nothing to you?
“Twelve millionisalot, don’'t get mewrong . . .” she says, and she
doesn’t need to finish the sentence in order for it to be completed in
my head. But it’s not very much to me.

“But till, Evelyn, why? Why me?’

Evelyn looks up a me, her face stoic. “Next question.”

“With all due respect, you' re not being particularly fair.”

“1"m offering you the chance to make a fortune and skyrocket to the
top of your field. | don't have to be fair. Certainly not if that’s how
you're going to define it, anyway.”

On the one hand, thisfeels like a no-brainer. But at the same time,
Evelyn has given me absolutely nothing concrete. And | could lose my
job by stealing a story like thisfor myself. That job isall | have right
now. “Can | have some time to think about this?’

“Think about what?’

“About al of this.”



Evelyn’'s eyes narrow ever so slightly. “What on earth isthereto
think about?’

“I'm sorry if it offendsyou,” | say.

Evelyn cuts me off. “ Y ou haven't offended me.” Just the very
implication that | could get under her skin gets under her skin.
“There’salot to consider,” | say. | could get fired. She could back
out. | could fail spectacularly at writing this book.

Evelyn leans forward, trying to hear me out. “For instance?’

“For instance, how am | supposed to handle thiswith Vivant? They
think they have an exclusive with you. They’ re making callsto
photographers this very moment.”

“1 told Thomas Welch not to promise asingle thing. If they have
gone out and made wild assumptions about some cover, that’s on
them.”

“But it’s on me, too. Because now | know you have no intention of
moving forward with them.”

“ 7"

“So what do | do? Go back to my office and tell my boss that you're
not talking to Vivant, that instead you and | are selling abook? It's
going to look like | went behind their backs, on company time, mind
you, and stole their story for myself.”

“That’s not really my problem,” Evelyn says.

“But that’ swhy | have to think about it. Because it's my problem.”
Evelyn hears me. | can tell she'staking me seriously from the way
she puts her water glass down and looks directly at me, leaning with
her forearms on the table. “Y ou have a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity
here, Monique. Y ou can see that, right?’

“Of course.”

“So do yourself afavor and learn how to grab life by the balls, dear.
Don't be so tied up trying to do the right thing when the smart thing is
so painfully clear.”

“You don't think that | should be forthright with my employers
about this? They’ll think | conspired to screw them over.”

Evelyn shakes her head. “When my team specifically requested

you, your company shot back with someone at a higher level. They
only agreed to send you out once | made it clear that it was you or it
was no one. Do you know why they did that?’

“Because they don't think —"

“Because they run abusiness. And so do you. And right now, your
business stands to go through the roof. Y ou have a choice to make.
Are we writing a book together or not? Y ou should know, if you won't
writeit, I’'m not going to giveit to anyone else. It will diewith mein
that case.”

“Why would you tell only me your life story? Y ou don’t even know
me. That doesn’t make sense.”

“1’m under absolutely no obligation to make sense to you.”

“What are you after, Evelyn?’

“You ask too many guestions.”

“I’m hereto interview you.”

“Still.” She takes asip of water, swallows, and then looks meright in
the eye. “By the time we are through, you won’'t have any questions,”
she says. “All of these things you' re so desperate to know, | promise I’ll
answer them before we're done. But I’ m not going to answer them one



minute before | want to. | call the shots. That’s how thisis going to
go.”

| listen to her and think about it, and | realize | would be an absolute
moron to walk away from this, no matter what her terms are. | didn’t
stay in New York and let David go to San Francisco because | like the
Statue of Liberty. | did it because | want to climb the ladder as high as |
possibly can. | did it because | want my name, the name my father
gave me, in big, bold letters one day. Thisis my chance.

“OK,” | say.

“OK, then. Glad to hear it.” Evelyn’s shoulders relax, she picks up

her water again, and she smiles. “Monique, | think | like you,” she

says.

Chapter 10

Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

W E HAD A BEAUTIFUL WEDDING. Three hundred guests, hosted by
Mary and Roger Adler. Ruby was my maid of honor. | wore ajewel-
necked taffeta gown, covered with rose-point lace, with sleeves down
to my wristsand afull lace skirt. It was designed by Vivian Worley, the
head costumer for Sunset. Gwendolyn did my hair, pulled back into a
simple but flawless bun, to which my tulle veil was attached. There
wasn’t much of the wedding that was planned by us; it was controlled
amost entirely by Mary and Roger and the rest by Sunset.

Don was expected to play the game exactly the way his parents

wanted it played. Even then | could tell he was eager to get out of their
shadow, to eclipse their stardom with his own. Don had been raised to
believe that fame was the only power worth pursuing, and what | loved
about him was that he was ready to become the most powerful person
in any room by becoming the most adored.

And while our wedding might have been at the whim of others, our
love and our commitment to each other felt sacred. When Don and |
looked into each other’s eyes and held hands aswe said “1 do” at the
Beverly HillsHotdl, it felt like it was just the two of us up there, despite
being surrounded by half of Hollywood.

Toward the end of the night, after the wedding bells and our
announcement as a married couple, Harry pulled me aside. He asked
me how | was doing.

“1"m the most famous bride in the world right now,” | said. “I’'m

great.”

Harry laughed. “Y ou’ll be happy?’ he asked. “With Don? He' s going
to take good care of you?”’

“I have no doubt about it.”

| believed in my heart that I’ d found someone who understood me,

or at least understood the me | was trying to be. At the age of



nineteen, | thought Don was my happy ending.

Harry put his arm around me and said, “1’m happy for you, kid.”

| grabbed his hand before he could pull it away. I’ d had two glasses
of champagne, and | was feeling fresh. “How come you never tried
anything?’ | asked him. “We' ve known each other afew years now. Not
even akiss on the cheek.”

“I’ll kiss you on the cheek if you want,” Harry said, smiling.

“Not what | mean, and you know it.”

“Did you want something to happen?’ he asked me.

| wasn't attracted to Harry Cameron. Despite the fact that he was a
categorically attractive man. “No,” | said. “I don’t think | did.”

“But you wanted me to want something to happen?’

| smiled. “And what if | did? Isthat so wrong? I’m an actress, Harry.
Don't you forget that.”

Harry laughed. “You have ‘actress’ written all over your face. |
remember it every single day.”

“Then why, Harry? What’ s the truth?”

Harry took asip of his scotch and took his arm off me. “It’s hard to
explain.”

“Try.”

“You'reyoung.”

| waved him off. “Most men don’t seem to have any problem with a
little thing like that. My own husband is seven years older than me.”

| looked over to see Don swaying with his mother on the dance

floor. Mary was still gorgeousin her fifties. She’'d come to fame during
the silent-film eraand did a few talkies before retiring. She wastall and
intimidating, with aface that was striking more than anything.

Harry took another swig of his scotch and put the glass down. He
looked thoughtful. “I1t’s along and complicated story. But sufficeit to
say, you’'ve just never been my type.”

Theway he said it, | knew he was trying to tell me something.

Harry wasn't interested in girlslike me. Harry wasn’t interested in
girlsat all.

Chapter 53

In 1988, Celiatakes on theiconic role of Lady Macbeth in a film adaptation, making a strategic decision to
submit herself for Best Supporting Actress rather than Best Actress, a move that showcases her intelligence
and understanding of the industry. When she wins, the narrator isin New Y ork, choosing family over the
glamorous but grueling Academy Awards environment, reflective of arealization about her aging statusin
Hollywood's unforgiving spotlight. The chapter delvesinto the narrator's struggle with the industry's
emphasis on youth and beauty, which sidelines her into lesser roles as she ages, a stark contrast to her peak
years.

Opting to spend the award night with her daughter and Harry, watching Celia win from a distance, the
narrator is moved by Celia's grace and mentions a past shared joke in her acceptance speech, prompting an
emotional response from the narrator. Following Harry's advice, the narrator reaches out to Celiawith a
letter, expressing admiration and congratulations, setting off a heartfelt exchange between the two. Their
letters unveil a complex past filled with love, conflict, and mutual recognition of faults, each acknowledging
their contributions to their estrangement. Celia's reply touches on the deep connection they still share, hinting
at unresolved feelings and the possibility of reconciliation. She apologizes for past grievances, highlighting a



pivotal film project that had once been a source of contention. Closing on a hopeful note, the narrator
guestions whether past lovers can transition to friends, hinting at a desire to mend their relationship and not
waste remaining yearsin silence, marking a poignant exploration of forgiveness, the passage of time, and the
enduring complexity of human relationships.

Chapter 29

Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.
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| will provide the chapter now.

F OR TWO MONTHS, | WASIiving in near bliss. Celiaand | never talked
about Mick, because we didn’t have to. Instead, we could go wherever
we wanted, do whatever we wanted.

Celiabought a second car, a boring brown sedan, and left it parked

in my driveway every night without anyone asking questions. We
would sleep cradling each other, turning off the light an hour before
we wanted to fall asleep so that we could talk in the darkness. | would
trace the lines of her palm with my fingertips in the mornings to wake
her up. On my birthday, she took me out to the Polo Lounge. We were
hiding in plain sight.

Fortunately, painting me as some woman who couldn’t keep a
husband sold more papers—for alonger period of time—than outing
me. I’m not saying the gossip columnists printed what they knew to be
alie. I'm simply saying they were all too happy to believetheliel was
selling them. And of course, that’ s the easiest lie to tell, one you know
the other person desperately wants to be true.

All' | had to do was make sure that my romantic scandals felt like a
story that would keep making headlines. And aslong as | did that, |
knew the gossip rags would never look too closely at Celia.

And it was all working so goddamn beautifully.

Until | found out | was pregnant.

“YOU ARE NOT,” Celiasaid to me. She was standing in my pool in a
lavender polka-dot bikini and sunglasses.

“Yes” | said. “l am.”

| had just brought her out a glass of iced tea from the kitchen. | was
standing right in front of her, looming over her, in ablue cover-up and
sandals. I’ d suspected | was pregnant for two weeks. I’d known for
sure since the day before, when | went to Burbank and saw a discreet
doctor Harry had recommended.

| told her then, when she was in the pool and | was holding aglass

of iced teawith a slice of lemon in it, because | couldn’'t hold it in
anymore.

| am and have always been a great liar. But Celiawas sacred to me.
And | never wanted to lie to her.

I was under no illusions about how much it had cost Celiaand meto
be together and that it was going to continue to cost us more. It was



like atax on being happy. The world was going to take fifty percent of
my happiness. But | could keep the other fifty percent.

And that was her. And this life we had.

But keeping something like this from her felt wrong. And | couldn’t
doit.

| put my feet into the pool next to her and tried to touch her, tried to
comfort her. | expected that the news would upset her, but | did not
expect her to hurl the iced teato the other side of the pool, breaking
the glass on the edge, scattering shards in the water.

| also did not expect her to plunge herself under the surface and
scream. Actresses are very dramatic.

When she popped back up, she was wet and disheveled, her hair in
her face, her mascara running. And she did not want to talk to me.

| grabbed her arm, and she pulled away. When | caught a glimpse of
her face and saw the hurt in her eyes, | realized that Celiaand | had
never really been on the same page about what | was going to do with
Mick Riva.

“You dlept with him?’ she said.

“1 thought that was implied,” | said.

“Well, it wasn’t.”

Celiaraised herself up out of the pool and didn’t even bother to dry
off. | watched as her wet footprints changed the color of the cement
around the pool, as they created puddles on the hardwood and then
started dampening the carpet on the stairs.

When | looked up at the back bedroom window, | saw that she was
walking back and forth. It looked like she was packing.

“Celial Stopit,” | said, running up the stairs. “ This doesn’t change
anything.”

By the time | got to my own bedroom door, it was locked.

| pounded on it. “Honey, please.”

“Leave me done.”
“Please,” | said. “Let’stalk about this.”
113 NO_”

“You can't do this, Celia. Let’stalk thisout.” | leaned against the
door, pushing my face into the slim gap of the doorframe, hoping it
would make my voice travel farther, make Celia understand faster.
“Thisisnot alife, Evelyn,” she said.

She opened the door and walked past me. | aimost fell, so much of
my weight had been resting on the very door she had just flung open.
But | caught myself and followed her down the stairs.

“Yes, itis,” | said. “Thisisour life. And we' ve sacrificed so much for
it, and you can’'t give up on it now.”

“Yes, | can,” shesaid. “I don’'t want to do this anymore. | don’t want
to live thisway. | don’t want to drive an awful brown car to your home
so no one knows I’m here. | don’t want to pretend | live by myself in
Hollywood when | truly live here with you in this house. And |
certainly don’t want to love a woman who would screw some singer
just so the world doesn’t suspect she loves me.”

“You are twisting the truth.”

“You areacoward, and | can’'t believe | ever thought any
differently.”

“1 did thisfor you!” | yelled.

We were at the foot of the stairs now. Celia had one hand on the



door, the other on her suitcase. She was still in her bathing suit. Her
hair was dripping.

“You didn’t do a goddamn thing for me,” she said, her chest turning
red in splotches, her cheeks burning. “You did it for you. You did it
because you can’t stand the idea of not being the most famous woman
on the planet. You did it to protect yourself and your precious fans,
who go to the theater over and over just to see if thistime they’ll catch
ahalf frame of your tits. That’swho you did it for.”

“It was for you, Celia. Do you think your family is going to stick by
you if they find out the truth?’

She bristled when | said it, and | saw her turn the doorknab.

“You will lose everything you have if people find out what you are,” |
said.

“What we are,” she said, turning toward me. “Don’'t go around

trying to pretend you' re different from me.”

“l am,” | said. “And you know that | am.”

“Bullshit.”

“1 can love aman, Celia. | can go marry any man | want and have
children and be happy. And we both know that wouldn’t come easily
for you.”

Celialooked at me, her eyes narrow, her lips pursed. “Y ou think

you' re better than me? Is that what’s going on? Y ou think I’'m sick, and
you think you' re just playing some kind of game?’

| grabbed her, immediately wanting to take back what I’d said. That
wasn't what | meant at all.

But she flung her arm away from me and said, “Don’'t you ever

touch me again.”

| let go of her. “If they find out about us, Celia, they’ll forgive me. I'll
marry another guy like Don, and they’ll forget | even knew you. | can
survive this. But I’'m not sure that you can. Because you' d have to
either fall in love with a man or marry one you didn’'t love. And | don’t
think you’ re capable of either option. I’m worried for you, Celia. More
than I’'m worried for me. I’m not sure your career would ever recover
—if your life would recover—if | didn’t do something. So | did the only
thing | knew. And it worked.”

“It didn’t work, Evelyn. Y ou're pregnant.”

“I will take care of it.”

Celialooked down at the floor and laughed at me. “Y ou certainly
know how to handle almost any situation, don’t you?’

“Yes,” | said, unsure why | was supposed to be insulted by that. “I
do.”

“And yet when it comes to being a human, you seem to have
absolutely no idea where to start.”

“Y ou don’t mean that.”

“You are awhore, Evelyn. You let men screw you for fame. And that
iswhy I’'m leaving you.”

She opened the door to leave, not even looking back at me. |

watched her walk out to my front stoop, down the stairs, and over to
her car. | followed her out and stood, frozen, in the driveway.

She threw her bag into the passenger’s side of her car. And then

she opened the door on the driver’ s side and stood there.

“1 loved you so much that | thought you were the meaning of my
life,” Celiasaid, crying. “I thought that people were put on earth to



find other people, and | was put here to find you. To find you and
touch your skin and smell your breath and hear al your thoughts. But

| don’t think that’s true anymore.” She wiped her eyes. “Because |
don’'t want to be meant for someone like you.”

The searing pain in my chest felt like water boiling. *Y ou know

what? Y ou'reright. You aren’t meant for someone like me,” | said
finally. “Because I’'m willing to do what it takes to make aworld for us,
and you’ re too chickenshit. Y ou won't make the hard decisions; you
aren’'t willing to do the ugly stuff. And I’ ve always known that. But |
thought you' d at least have the decency to admit you need someone
like me. Y ou need someone who will get her hands dirty to protect
you. You want to play like you're al high and mighty al the time. Well,
try doing that without someone in the trenches protecting you.”

Celia' sface was stoic, frozen. | wasn't sure she'd heard asingle

word I'd said. “l guesswe aren’t asright for each other as we thought,”
she said, and then she got into her car.

It wasn't until that moment, with her hand on the steering wheel,

that | realized this was really happening, that thiswasn’t just afight we
were having. That this was the fight that would end us. It had all been
going so well and had turned so quickly in the other direction, like a
hairpin turn off the freeway.

“1 guess not” was all | could say. It came out like a croak, the vowels
cracking.

Celia started the car and put it in reverse. “ Good-bye, Evelyn,” she
said at the very last minute. Then she backed out of my driveway and
disappeared down the road.

| walked into my house and started cleaning up the puddies of

water she'd left. | called a service to come and drain the pool and clean
the shards of glass from her iced tea.

Andthen | called Harry.

Three days later, he drove with me to Tijuana, where no one would

ask any questions. It was a set of momentsthat | tried not to be
mentally present for so that | would never have to work to forget them.
| was relieved, walking back to the car after the procedure, that | had
become so good at compartmentalization and disassociation. May it
make its way to the record books that | never regretted, not for one
minute, ending that pregnancy. It was the right decision. On that |
never wavered.

But still | cried the whole way home, while Harry drove us through
San Diego and along the California coastline. | cried because of
everything | had lost and all the decisions | had made. | cried because

| was supposed to start Anna Kareninaon Monday and | didn’t care
about acting or accolades. | wished I’d never needed areason to bein
Mexico in the first place. And | desperately wanted Celiato call me,
crying, telling me how wrong she' d been. | wanted her to show up on
my doorstep and beg to come home. | wanted . . . her. | just wanted her
back.

Aswe were coming off the San Diego Freeway, | asked Harry the
guestion that had been running through my mind for days.

“Do you think I’'m awhore?’

Harry pulled over to the side of the road and turned to me. “I think
you're brilliant. | think you’ re tough. And I think the word whoreis
something ignorant people throw around when they have nothing



else”

| listened to him and then turned my head to look out my window.
“lsn’t it awfully convenient,” Harry added, “that when men make

the rules, the one thing that’ s looked down on the most is the one
thing that would bear them the greatest threat? Imagine if every single
woman on the planet wanted something in exchange when she gave
up her body. You'd all be ruling the place. An armed populace. Only
men like me would stand a chance against you. And that’s the last
thing those assholes want, aworld run by people like you and me.”

Chapter 17
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| will provide the chapter now.

T HE NIGHT AFTER THE NEW article came out, Don was not
convinced that it had been the right move, and Harry was busy but
wouldn’t say with what, which | knew meant he was seeing someone.
And | wanted to celebrate.

So Celiacame over to the house, and we split a bottle of wine.
“You've got no maid,” Celia said as she was searching around the
kitchen for a corkscrew.

“No,” | said, sighing. “Not until the studio is done vetting all the
applicants.”

Celiafound the corkscrew, and | handed her a bottle of cabernet.

| never spent much time in the kitchen, and it was sort of surreal to
be there without someone looking over my shoulder, offering to make
me a sandwich or find whatever | was looking for. When you arerich,
parts of your house don’t really feel like they are yours. The kitchen
was one of them for me.

| looked through my own cabinets, trying to remember where the
wineglasses were. “Ah,” | said when | found them. “Here.”
Celialooked at what | was handing her. “Those are champagne
flutes.”

“Oh, right,” | said, putting them back where I’ d found them. We had
two other sizes. | showed one of each to Celia. “Which?’

“The rounder. Do you not know glassware?’

“Glassware, serving ware, | don’t know any of it. Remember, honey,
I’m new money.”

Celialaughed as she poured our drinks.

“1’ve either not been able to afford it or have been so rich someone
would do it for me. Never anywhere in between.”

“1 love that about you,” Celiasaid as she took afull glass and

handed it to me. She took the other for herself. “I’ ve had money my
whole life. My parents act as if there is a recognized nobility in
Georgia. And all of my brothers and sisters, with the exception of my
older brother, Robert, are just like my parents. My sister Rebecca



thinks my being in moviesis an embarrassment to the family. Not so
much because of the Hollywood aspect but because I’m ‘working.” She
saysit'sundignified. | love them, and | hate them. But that’s family, |
guess.”

“I don't know,” | said. “I . . . don’t have much family. Any, really.” My
father and the rest of the relatives | had back in Hell’ s Kitchen had not
succeeded in contacting me, if they had eventried at all. And | hadn’t
lost one night of sleep thinking about them.

Celialooked at me. She appeared to neither pity me nor feel
uncomfortable for all that she’'d had growing up that | didn’t have. “All
the more reason for me to admire you the way | do,” she said.
“Everything you have you went out and got for yourself.” Celialeaned
her glassinto mine and clinked. “To you,” she said. “For being
absolutely unstoppable.”

| laughed and then drank with her. “Come,” | said, leading her out

of the kitchen and into the living room. | put my drink down on the
hairpin-leg coffee table and walked over to the record player. | pulled
out Billie Holiday’s Lady in Satin from the bottom of the stack. Don
hated Billie Holiday. But Don wasn't there.

“Do you know her real name is Eleanora Fagan?’ | said to Celia.
“Billie Holiday isjust so much prettier.”

| sat down on one of our blue tufted sofas. Celia sat on the one
opposite me. She folded her legs underneath her, her spare hand on

her feet.

“What’ s yours?’ she asked. “Isit really Evelyn Hugo?’

| grabbed my wineglass and confessed the truth. “Herrera. Evelyn
Herrera”

Celiadidn’t react really. She didn’'t say, “So you are Latin.” Or “I
knew you were faking it,” as | feared she might be thinking. She didn’t
say that it explained why my skin was darker than hersor Don’s. In
fact, she said nothing at all until she said, “That’ s beautiful.”

“And yours?’ | asked. | stood up and moved over to the couch

where she was sitting, to close the gap between us. “Celia St.
James...”

“Jamison.”

“What?’

“Cecelia Jamison. That’s my real name.”

“That's agreat name. Why did they change it?’

“1 changed it.”

“Why?’

“Because it sounds like a girl who might live next door to you. And

I’ ve always wanted to be the kind of girl you feel lucky just to lay your
eyeson.” Shetilted her head back and finished her wine. “Like you.”
“Oh, stop.”

“You stop. You know damn well what you are. How you affect the
people around you. I’d kill for achest like that and full lips like yours.
Y ou make people think of undressing you just by showing up in aroom
fully clothed.”

| felt flushed hearing her talk about me like that. Having her talk

about the way men saw me. I’ d never heard awoman talk about me
that way before.

Celiatook my glass out of my hand. She threw the wine back into

her own throat. “We need more,” she said, waving the glassin the air.



| smiled and took both glasses into the kitchen. Celiafollowed me.
She leaned against my Formica counter as | poured.

“Thefirst time | saw Father and Daughter, do you know what |
thought?’ she said. Billie Holiday was now faintly playing in the
background.

“What?' | said, handing her her glass. Shetook it and put it down
for amoment, then hopped up onto the counter and picked it up. She
was wearing dark blue capri pants and a white sleevel ess turtleneck.
“1 thought you were the most gorgeous woman who had ever been
created and we should all stop trying.” She inhaled half the contents of
her glass.

“No, you did not,” | said.

“Yes, | did.”

| took asip of my wine. “It makes no sense,” | told her. “You
admiring me like you’ re any different. Y ou’re a knockout, plain and
simple. With your big blue eyes and your hourglassfigure.. . . | think
together we really give the guysawild sight.”

Celiasmiled. “Thank you.”

| finished my glass and put it down on the counter. Celiatook it asa
challenge to do the same with hers. She wiped her mouth with her
fingertips when she was done. | poured us more.

“How did you learn all the underhanded, sneaky stuff you know?’
Celia asked.

“1 have absolutely no ideawhat you're talking about,” | said coyly.
“You're smarter than you let on to just about anybody.”

“Me?’ | said.

Celiawas starting to get goose bumps, so | suggested we go back
into the living room, where it was warmer. The desert winds had
swooped in and turned this June night into a chilly one. When | started
to get cold, too, | asked her if she knew how to make afire.

“1’ve seen people doit,” she said, shrugging.

“Metoo. I’ve seen Don do it. But I’ ve never done it.”

“We can do it,” she said. “We can do anything.”

“All right!” | said. “Y ou go open another bottle of wine, and I'll start
trying to guess how to get it started.”

“Great ideal” Celiaflung the blanket off her shoulders and ran into
the kitchen.

I knelt down in front of the fireplace and started poking the ashes.
And then | took two logs and laid them perpendicular to each other.
“We need newspaper,” she said when she came back. “And I've
decided there' s no point in glasses anymore.”

| looked up to see her swigging the wine out of the bottle.

| laughed, grabbed the newspaper off the table, and threw it in.
“Even better!” | said, and | ran upstairs and grabbed the copy of Sub
Rosa that had called me a cold bitch. | raced back down to show her.
“We'll burn this!”

| threw the magazine into the fireplace and lit a match.

“Doit!” shesaid. “Burn those jerks.”

The flame curled the pages, held steady for amoment, and then
sputtered out. | lit another match and threw it in.

| somehow managed afew embers and then avery small flame as
some of the newspaper caught.

“All right,” | said. “I feel confident that thisis slowly coming along.”



Celia came over and handed me the bottle of wine. | took it and
sipped from it. “Y ou have alittle catching up to do,” she said as| tried
to giveit back to her.

| laughed and put the bottle back up to my lips.

It was expensive wine. | liked drinking it asif it was water, asif it
meant nothing to me. Poor girls from Hell’ s Kitchen can’t drink this kind
of wine and treat it like it’s nothing.

“All right, al right, give it back,” Celiasaid.

| teasingly held on to it, not letting it out of my grasp.

Her hand was on mine. She pulled with the same force |l did. And
then | said, “OK, it'sall yours.” But | said it too late, and | let go too
soon.

Wine went al over her white shirt.

“Oh, God,” | said. “I’m sorry.”

| took the bottle, put it down on the table, took her hand, and pulled
her up the stairs. “Y ou can borrow a shirt. | have just the perfect one
for you.”

| led her into my bedroom and straight into my closet. | watched as
Celialooked around, taking in the surroundings of the bedroom |
shared with Don.

“Can | ask you something?’ she said. Her voice had an airinessto it,
awistfulness. | thought she might ask meif | believed in ghosts or love
at first sight.

“Sure” | said.

“And you’'ll promiseto tell the truth?’ she asked as she took a seat

on the corner of the bed.

“Not particularly,” | said.

Celialaughed.

“But go ahead and ask the question,” | said. “And we'll see.”

“Do you love him?’ she asked.

“Don?’

“Who else?’

| thought about it. | had loved him once. I’d loved him very much.
But did | love him anymore?“1 don’t know,” | said.

“Isit al for publicity? Areyou just init to be an Adler?’

“No,” | said. “I don’t think so.”

“What, then?’

| walked over and sat down on the bed. “It’s hard to say | do or don’t
love him or to say that I’'m with him for one reason over another. | love
him, and alot of the time | hate him. And I’m with him because of his
name but also because we have fun. We used to have fun alot, and now
we still do sometimes. It’s hard to explain.”

“Doeshedoit for you?’ she said.

“Yes, very much. Sometimes | find myself aching to be with him so
much it embarrasses me. | don’t know if awoman is supposed to want
aman as much as | find myself wanting Don.”

Don may have taught me that | was capable of oving someone and
desiring him. But he aso taught me that you could desire someone
even when you don't like him, that you can desire someone especially
when you don’'t like him. | believe today they call it hate-fucking. But
it'sacrude name for something that is a very human, sensual
experience.

“Forget | asked,” Celiasaid, standing up from the bed. | could tell



she was bothered.

“Let me get the shirt,” | said, walking toward the dresser.

It was one of my favorite shirts, alilac button-down blouse with a
silvery sheentoit. But it didn’t fit me well. | could barely fasten it
around my chest.

Celiawas smaller than me, more delicate.

“Here,” | said, handing it to her.

She took it from me and looked at it. “The color is gorgeous.”

“1 know,” | said. “1 stoleit from the set of Father and Daughter. But
don’t tell anyone.”

“I hope you know by now that all of your secrets are safe with me,”
Celiasaid as she started unbuttoning it to put it on.

| think for her it was athrowaway line. But it meant alot to me. Not
because she said it, | suppose. But because when she said it, | realized
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| will provide the chapter now.

H ERE ISTHE THING ABOUT fury.

It startsin your chest.

It starts as fear.

Fear quickly movesto denia. No, that must be a mistake. No, that
can’'t be.

And then the truth hits. Yes, sheisright. Yes, it can be.

Because you redlize, Yes, it istrue.

And then you have a choice. Are you sad, or are you angry?

And ultimately, the thin line between the two comes down to the
answer to one question. Can you assign blame?

The loss of my father, when | was seven, was something for which |
only ever had one person to blame. My father. My father was driving
drunk. He' d never done anything like it before. It was entirely out of
character. But it happened. And | could either hate him for it, or |
could try to understand it. Y our father was driving under the influence
and lost control of the car.

But this. The knowledge that my father never willingly got behind
the wheel of a car drunk, that he was left dead on the side of the road
by this woman, framed for his own death, his legacy tarnished. The
fact that | grew up believing he’ d been the one to cause the accident.
There is so much blame hanging in the air, waiting for me to snatch it
and pin it on Evelyn’s chest.

And the way sheis sitting in front of me, remorseful but not exactly
sorry, makes it clear she’s ready to be pinned.

Thisblameislike aflint to my years of aching. And it eruptsinto
fury.

My body goes white-hot. My eyes tear. My hands ball into fists, and



| step away because | am afraid of what | might do.

And then, because stepping away from her feelstoo generous, |

edge back to where sheis, and | push her against the sofa, and | say,
“1’m glad you have no one left. I’'m glad there’ s no one alive to love
you.”

| let go of her, surprised at myself. She sits back up. She watches
me.

“You think that giving me your story makes up for any of it?’ | ask
her. “All thistime, you' ve been making me sit here, listening to your
life, so that you could confess, and you think that your biography
makes up for it?’

“No,” she says. “I think you know me well enough by now to know
I’m not nearly naive enough to believe in absolution.”

“What, then?’

Evelyn reaches out and shows me the paper in her hand.

“I found thisin Harry’s pants pocket. The night he died. My guess
isthat he'd read it and it was the reason he’ d been drinking so much to
begin with. It was from your father.”

13 &?1

“Sol . . .l found great peacein my daughter knowing the truth

about me. There was immense comfort in knowing the real her. |
wanted to . . . | think I’m the only person alive who can give that to you.

Can giveit to your dad. | want you to know who he truly was.”

“1 know who he wasto me,” | say, while realizing that that’ s not
exactly true.

“I thought you would want to know all of him. Take it, Monique.
Read the letter. If you don’'t want it, you don’t have to keep it. But |
always planned on sending it to you. | always thought you deserved to
know.”

| snatch it from her, not wanting even to extend the kindness of
taking it gently. | sit down. | open it. There are what can only be
bloodstains on the top of the page. | wonder briefly if it’smy father's
blood. Or Harry’s. | decide not to think about it.

Before | can read even oneline, | look up at her.

“Canyou leave?’ | say.

Evelyn nods and walks out of her own office. She shuts the door
behind her. | look down. There is so much to reframe in my mind.
My father did nothing wrong.

My father didn’t cause his own death.

I’ ve spent years of my life seeing him from that angle, making peace
with him through that lens.

And now, for the first timein nearly thirty years, | have new words,
fresh thoughts, from my father.

Dear Harry,

| loveyou. | loveyou in away that | never thought possible. |

have spent so much of my life thinking that this type of love

was amyth. And now hereitis, soreal | cantouch it, and |

finally understand what the Beatles were singing about all

those years.

| do not want you to move to Europe. But | also know that

what | may not want may very well be the best thing for you.

So despite my desires, | think you should go.

I cannot and will not be ableto give you the life you are



dreaming of herein Los Angeles.

| cannot marry Celia St. James—although | do agree with

you that sheis a stunningly beautiful woman, and if I’'m being
honest, | did nurse asmall crush on her in Royal Wedding.

But the fact remains that though | have never loved my
wifetheway | loveyou, | will never leave her. | love my family
too much to fracture us for even a moment of time. My
daughter, whom | desperately hope you can one day meset, is
my reason for living. And | know that she is happiest with me
and her mom. | know that she will live her best lifeonly if |
stay where | am.

Angelais perhaps not the love of my life. | know that now,

now that I've felt real passion. But | think, in many ways, she
means to me what Evelyn meansto you. She ismy best friend,
my confidante, my companion. | admire the forthrightness

with which you and Evelyn discuss your sexuality, your desires.
But it isnot how Angelaand | work, and I’'m not sure I’d

want to change that. We do not have a vibrant sex life, but |
love her the way one loves a partner. | would never forgive
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I will provide the chapter now.

| 'M SORR Y, EVELYN,” DON SAID when he sat down. | had aready
ordered an iced tea and eaten half of a sour pickle. | thought he was
apologizing for being late.

“It'sonly five past one,” | said. “It’sfine.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. He looked pale but also a bit

thinner than some of his recent photos. The years we had been apart
had not been good to Don. His face had bloated, and his waistline had
widened. But he was still heads and tails more handsome than anyone
elsein the place. Don was the sort of man who was aways going to be
handsome, no matter what happened to him. His good looks were just
that loyal.

“I'm sorry,” he said. The emphasis, the meaningfulness of it, hit me.
It caught me off guard. The waitress came by and asked for his

drink order. He didn’t order a martini or abeer. He ordered a Coca-
Cola. When she left, | found myself unsure what to say to him.

“1I"m sober,” he said. “Have been for two hundred and fifty-six days.”
“That many, huh?’ | said as| took a sip of my iced tea.

“1 was adrunk, Evelyn. | know that now.”

“You were also a cheater and apig,” | said.

Don nodded. “I know that, too. And I’m deeply sorry.”

| had flown al the way hereto seeif | could do amovie with him. |
had not come to be apologized to. The thought had never occurred to



me. | merely assumed | would use him this time the way | used him
back then; his name near mine would get people talking.

But this repentant man in front of me was surprising and
overwhelming.

“What am | supposed to do with that?’ | asked him. “That you're
sorry? What is that supposed to mean to me?”’

The waitress came and took our orders.

“A Reuben, please,” | said, handing her the menu. If | was going to
have areal conversation about this, | needed a hearty meal.

“I’ll have the same,” Don said.

She knew who we were; | could seeit in the way her lips kept trying
to hold back a smile.

When she left, Don leaned in. “1 know it doesn’t make up for what |
did to you,” he said.

“Good,” | said. “Becauseit really doesn’t.”

“But | hope it might make you feel alittle better,” he said, “to know
that | know | waswrong, | know you deserved better, and I’ m working
every day to be a better man.”

“Well, it'sawfully late now,” | said. “Y ou being a better man does
nothing for me.”

“1 won't hurt anyonelike | did then,” Don said. “ To you, to Ruby.”
My heart of ice melted briefly, and | admitted that did make me feel
better. “Still,” | said. “We al can’t go around treating people like dog
shit and then expecting that asimple I’ m sorry erasesit.”

Don shook his head humbly. “Of course not,” he said. “No, | know
that.”

“And if your movies hadn’t tanked and Ari Sullivan hadn’t dropped
you like you got him to drop me, you' d probably still be living high on
the hog, drunk as a skunk.”

Don nodded. “Probably. I’m sorry to say you are most likely right
about that.”

| wanted more. Did | want him to grovel? To cry? | wasn't sure. |

just knew | wasn't getting it.

“Let mejust say this,” Don said. “I loved you from the moment | saw
you. | loved you madly. And | ruined it because | turned into aman I’'m
not proud of. And because | ruined it the way | did, because | was awful
at treating you the way you deserved to be treated, | am sorry.
Sometimes | think about going back to our wedding day and wanting
to do it all over again, wanting to fix my mistakes so that you never
have to go through what | put you through. | know | can’t do that, but
what | can do islook you in the eye and tell you from the very bottom
of my heart that | know how incredible you are, | know how great we
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| will provide the chapter now.

SOMETIME AROUND ONE IN THE morning, after Harry had already
gone back to the hotel to check on Connor, Max and | were outsidein
the courtyard of a mansion owned by the head of Paramount. There
was acircular fountain, spraying water into the night sky. Max and |
sat, marveling at what we had accomplished together. His limo pulled
up.

“Can | giveyou aride back to your hotel?” he asked.

“Where' s your date?’

Max shrugged. “1 fear she was only interested in the ticket to the
show.”

| laughed. “Poor Max.”

“Not poor Max,” he said, shaking his head. “1 spent my evening
with the most beautiful woman in the world.”

| shook my head. “Y ou are too much.”

“You look hungry. Come get in the car. We will get hamburgers.”
“Hamburgers?’

“1’m sure even Evelyn Hugo eats a hamburger from time to time.”
Max opened the limo door and waited for meto get in. “Y our
chariot,” he said.

| wanted to go home and see Connor. | wanted to watch the way her
mouth hung open as she slept. But the idea of getting a hamburger
with Max Girard actually didn’t sound so bad.

Minutes |ater, the [imo driver was trying to navigate the drive-
through of a Jack in the Box, and Max and | decided it was easier to
get out of the car and go in.

The two of us stood in line, mein my navy-blue silk gown, himin
his tux, behind two teenage boys ordering french fries. And then,
when we got to the front of the line, the cashier screamed asif she'd
seen a mouse.

“Oh, my God!” she said. “You're Evelyn Hugo.”

| laughed. “1 have no ideawhat you' re talking about,” | said. After
twenty-five years, that line still worked every time.

“You're her. Evelyn Hugo.”

“Nonsense.”

“Thisisthe greatest day of my life,” she said, and then she called to
the back. “Norm, you have to come see this. Evelyn Hugo is here. Ina
gown.”

Max laughed as more and more people started to stare. | was
beginning to fedl like a caged animal. It’s not something you really
ever get used to, being stared at in small spaces. A few of the people in
the kitchen came forward to look at me.

“Any chance we could get two burgers?’ Max said. “Extra cheese
on mine, please.”

Everyone ignored him.

“Can | have your autograph?’ the woman behind the counter asked.
“Sure,” | said kindly.

| was hoping it would be over soon, that we could get the food and
go. | started signing paper menus and paper hats. | signed a couple of
receipts.

“Wereally should be going,” | said. “It’slate.” But no one stopped.
They all just kept pushing things at me.



“Y ou won an Oscar,” an older woman said. “Just afew hours ago. |
saw it. | saw it myself.”

“1 did, yes,” | said. | pointed at Max with the pen in my hand. “So did
he.”

Max waved.

| signed afew more things, shook afew more hands. “OK, | really
must be going,” | said.

But the mob of people crowded me more.

“OK,” Max said. “Let the lady breathe.” | looked in the direction of
his voice and saw him coming toward me, breaking up the crowd. He
handed me the burgers, picked me up, threw me over his shoulder,
and walked us right out of the restaurant and into the limo.
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| will provide the chapter now.

THAT WASTRULY IT? | say.

“She was done with me,” Evelyn says.

“What about the movie?’

“Areyou asking if it was worth it?’

“l guess s0.”

“The movie was a huge hit. Didn’t make it worth it.”

“Don Adler won an Oscar for it, didn’t he?’

Evelynrolls her eyes. “ That bastard won an Oscar, and | wasn't

even nominated.”

“Why not? I’ve seenit,” | say. “Parts of it, at least. You're great.
Really exceptional.”

“You think | don’t know that?’

“Well, then, why weren’t you nominated?’

“Because!” Evelyn says, frustrated. “Because | wasn't allowed to be
applauded for it. It had an X rating. It was responsible for letters to the
editor at nearly every paper in the country. It was too scandalous, too
explicit. It got people excited, and when they felt that way, they had to
blame someone, and they blamed me. What el se were they going to
do? Blame the French director? The French are like that. And they
weren't going to blame the newly redeemed Don Adler. They blamed
the sexpot they’ d created whom they could now call atramp. They
weren't going to give me an Oscar for that. They were going to watch
it dlonein adark theater and then chastise me in public.”

“But it didn’t hurt your career,” | say. “Y ou did two more movies the
next year.”

“1 made people money. No one turns away money. They were al too
happy to get mein their movies and then talk about me behind my
back.”

“Within afew years, you delivered what is considered one of the



most noble performances of the decade.”

“Yeah, but | shouldn’t have had to turn it around. | did nothing
wrong.”

“Well, we know that now. People were praising you, and the film, as
early asthe mid-’ 80s.”

“It' sal finein hindsight,” Evelyn says. “Except that | spent years
with ascarlet A on my chest, while women and men across the
country screwed each other’ s brains out thinking about what the
movie meant. People were shocked by the representation of awoman
wanting to get fucked. And while I’m aware of the crassness of my
language, it’ s really the only way to describe it. Patriciawas not a
woman who wanted to make love. She wanted to get fucked. And we
showed that. And people hated how much they loved it.”

She's still angry. | can seeit in the way her jaw tightens.

“Y ou won an Oscar shortly after that.”

“1 lost Celiafor that movie,” she says. “My life, which | loved so
much, was turned upside down over that movie. Of course, |
understand it was my own fault. I’'m the one who filmed an explicit sex
scene with my ex-husband without talking to her about it first. I’m not
trying to blame other people for the mistakes | made in my own
relationship. But still.” Evelyn is quiet, lost in her thoughts for a
moment.

“1 want to ask you something, because | think it’s important for you
to speak directly about it,” | say.

“OK ...

“Did being bisexual put astrain on your relationship?’ | want to
make sure to portray her sexuality with all of its nuance, in all its
complexity.

“What do you mean?’ she asks. Thereis adlight edge to her voice.
“You lost the woman you loved because of your sexual relationships
with men. | think that’s relevant to your larger identity.”

Evelyn listens to me and considers my words. Then she shakes her
head. “No, | lost the woman | loved because | cared about being
famous as much as | cared about her. It had nothing to do with my
sexuality.”

“But you were using your sexuality to get things from men that
Celiacouldn’t give you.”

Evelyn shakes her head even more emphatically. “There'sa
difference between sexuality and sex. | used sex to get what | wanted.
Sex isjust an act. Sexuality isasincere expression of desire and
pleasure. That | always kept for Celia.”

“1 hadn’t thought about it like that before,” | say.

“Being bisexual didn't make me disloyal,” Evelyn says. “One has
nothing to do with the other. Nor did it mean that Celia could only
fulfill half my needs.”

| find mysalf interrupting her. “I didn’t—"

“1 know you’ re not saying that,” Evelyn says. “But | want you to
haveit in my words. When Celia said she couldn’t have all of me, it was
because | was selfish and because | was scared of losing everything |
had. Not because | had two sides of me that one person could never
fulfill. | broke Celia s heart because | spent half my time loving her and
the other half hiding how much | loved her. Never once did | cheat on
Celia. If we're defining cheating by desiring another person and then



making love to that person. | never once did that. When | was with
Celia, | waswith Celia. The same way any woman married toaman is
with that man. Did | look at other people? Sure. Just like anyonein a
relationship does. But | loved Celia, and | shared my true self only with
Cedlia

“The problem was, | used my body to get other things | wanted.

And | didn’t stop doing that, even for her. That’s my tragedy. That |
used my body when it was al | had, and then | kept using it even when
| had other options. | kept using it even when | knew it would hurt the
woman | loved. And what’s more, | made her complicitinit. | put her
in a position to continually have to approve of my choices at her own
expense. Celiamay have left mein ahuff, but it was a death by a
thousand cuts. | hurt her with these tiny scratches, day after day. And
then | got surprised when it left awound too big to heal.

“1 dept with Mick because | wanted to protect our careers, mine

and hers. And that was more important to me than the sanctity of our
relationship. And | slept with Harry because | wanted a baby, and |
thought people would get suspicious if we adopted. Because | was
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I will provide the chapter now.

| KNEW THE ONLY WAY to get Harry to start living hislife again was
to surround him with Connor and work. The Connor part was easy.
She loved her father. She wanted his attention every second of the day.
She was growing up to look even more like him, with hisice-blue eyes
and his broad, tall frame. And when he was with her, he would stop
drinking. He cared about being a good father, and he knew he had a
responsibility to be sober for her.

But when he went back to his own home every night, afact still

secret from the outside world, | knew he was drinking himself to sleep.
On the days he was not with us, | knew he wasn’t getting out of bed.
So work was my only option. | had to find something he would love.

It had to be a script he would feel passionate about and one with a
great role for me. Not just because | wanted a great role but aso
because Harry wouldn’t do anything for himself. But he would do
anything if he believed | needed him to.

So | read scripts. Hundreds of scripts over the months. And then

Max Girard sent me one that he was having trouble getting made. It
was called All for Us.

It was about a single mother of three who movesto New Y ork City

to try to support her children and pursue her dreams. It was about
trying to make ends meet in the cold, hard city, but it was also about
hope and daring to believe you deserve more. Both of which | knew
would appeal to Harry. And the role of Renee, the mother, was honest,



righteous, and powerful.

| ran it over to Harry and begged him to read it. When he tried to
avoid it, I said, “I think it will finally get me my Oscar.” That’s what
made him pick it up.

| loved shooting All for Us. And it wasn't because | finally got that
goddamn statue for it or because | became even closer with Max
Girard on the set. | loved shooting All for Us because while it didn’t get
Harry to put down the bottle, it did get him out of bed.

FOUR MONTHS AFTER the movie came out, Harry and | went to the
Oscars together. Max Girard had attended with a model named
Bridget Manners, but he had joked, for weeks before the event, that all
he wanted was to attend with me, to have me on hisarm. He had even
taken to joking that given al the men I’d married, he was crushed that
I’d never married him. | had to admit that Max was quickly becoming
someone | truly felt close to. So while he did technically have a date, it
felt, aswe al sat in the first row together, that | was there with the two
men who meant the most to me.

Connor was back at the hotel, watching on TV with Luisa. Earlier

that day, she had given Harry and me each a picture she had drawn.
Mine was agold star. Harry’ s was a lightning bolt. She said they were
for luck. | tucked mine into my clutch. Harry put hisin his tuxedo
pocket.

When they called out the nominees for Best Actress, | realized that

| hadn’t really ever believed | could win. With the Oscar would come
certain things I’ d always wanted: credibility, gravitas. And if | truly
looked inward, | realized | didn’t think | had credibility or gravitas.
Harry squeezed my hand as Brick Thomas opened the envel ope.

And then, despite everything | had told myself, he said my name.

| stared straight ahead, my chest heaving, unable to process what

I’d heard. And then Harry looked at me and said, “You did it.”

| stood up and hugged him. | walked to the podium, | took the

Oscar that Brick was handing me, and | put my hand to my chest to try
to slow down my heartbeat.

When the clapping subsided, | leaned in to the microphone and

gave a speech that was both premeditated and extemporaneous. | tried
to remember what I’ d prepared to say all the other times | thought |
might win.
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W HEN HARR'Y READ THE NOTE Max had sent me, he was stunned
silent. At first, | thought | had hurt his feelings by showing it to him.
But then | realized he was thinking.



We had taken Connor to a playground in Coldwater Canyon in
Beverly Hills. Our flight back to New Y ork left in afew hours. Connor
was playing on the swings as Harry and | watched her.

“Nothing would change between us,” he said. “If we divorced.”

“But, Harry .. .”

“John is gone. Celiais gone. There is no need to hide behind double
dates. Nothing would change.”

“We would change,” | said, watching Connor pump her legs harder,
swing higher.

Harry was watching her through his sunglasses, smiling at her. He
waved to her. “Good job, honey,” he called out. “ Remember to keep
your hands tight on the chains if you' re gonna go that high.”

He had started to control his drinking a bit. He had learned to pick
and choose his moments of indulgence. And he never let anything get
in the way of hiswork or his daughter. But | still worried about what
he’'d do if left too much to his own devices.

He turned to me. “We wouldn’t change, Ev. | promise you that. |
would livein my house, just like now. You'd livein yours. I’d come by
every day. Connor would sleep at my place the nights she wanted. If
anything, appearances-wise, it might make more sense. Pretty soon
people are going to start asking why we own two different houses.”
“Harry—"

“You do what you want. If you don’t want to be with Max, don’t be.
I’m just saying that there are some fairly good reasons for us to get
divorced. And not many cons, except that | won’t call you my wife
anymore, which I’ ve always been so proud to do. But we will still be as
we' ve always been. A family. And. . . | think it would be good for you to
fall in love with someone. Y ou deserve to be loved that way.”

“So do you.”

Harry smiled sorrowfully. “1 had my love. And he' s gone. But for
you, | think it'stime. Maybe it will be Max, maybe it won’t. But maybe
it should be somebody.”

“1 don’t like the idea of divorcing you,” | said. “No matter how
meaningless it might actually be.”

“Dad, watch,” Connor said as she flung her legs into the air, swung
high, and then leaped, landing on her feet. She nearly gave me a heart
attack.

Harry laughed. “Outstanding!” he said to her, and then he turned to
me. “ Sorry. | might have taught her that.”

“1 figured.”

Connor got back onto the swing, and Harry leaned toward me and

put his arm around my shoulders. “I know you don’t like the idea of
divorcing me,” he said. “But | think you do like the idea of marrying
Max. Otherwise, | don’t think you would have bothered to show me
that note.”

“ARE YOU REALLY serious about this?’ | asked.

Max and | were back in New Y ork, at his apartment. It had been
three weeks since he had told me he loved me.

“l am very serious,” Max said. “What is the saying? As serious as
cancer?’

“A heart attack.”

“Fine. | am as serious as a heart attack.”



“We barely know each other,” | said.

“We have known each other since 1960, ma belle. Y ou simply do not
realize how much time has passed. That’s more than twenty years.”

| wasin my midforties. Max was afew years older. With a daughter
and afake husband, | thought falling in love again was out of the
question for me. | wasn't sure how it would ever happen.

And here was a man, a handsome man, aman | did rather like, a
man | shared a history with, who was saying he loved me.

“So you're suggesting | leave Harry? Just like that? Because of what
we think might be between us?’

Max frowned at me. “I am not as stupid as you think | am,” he said.
“1 don’t think you're stupid at all.”

“Harry isahomosexual,” he said.

| felt my body pull back, as far away from him as possible. “1 have
no ideawhat you' re talking about,” | said.

Max laughed. “That line didn’t work when we were getting burgers,
and it won’'t work now.”

“Do you enjoy spending time with me?’

“Of course | do.”

“And do you not agree that we understand each other, creatively
speaking?’

“Of course.”

“Have | not directed you in three of the most important films of

your career?’

“You have.”

“And do you think that is an accident?’

| thought about it. “No,” | said. “It’s not.”

“No, itisn't,” hesaid. “It's because | seeyou. It is because | ache for
you. It is because, from the very moment | set my eyes on you, my
body was full of desire for you. It is because | have been falling in love
with you for decades. The camera seesyou as | see you. And when
that happens, you soar.”

“You're atalented director.”

“Yes, of course, | am,” he said. “But only because you inspire me.

Y ou, my Evelyn Hugo, are the talent that powers every movie you are
in. You are my muse. And | am your conductor. | am the person who
brings out your greatest work.”

| breathed in deeply, considering what he was saying. “You're
right,” | said. “Y ou are absolutely right.”

“I can't think of anything more erotic than that,” he said. “Than
being each other’ singpiration.” He leaned in close to me. | could feel
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| will provide the chapter now.

| DON'T WANT TO DO this,” Celiasaid.

She was wearing atailored black dress with a deep-V neckline. It
was the kind of dress | could never wear out of the house or I'd be
picked up on a prostitution charge. She had on a diamond necklace
that Don had persuaded Sunset to loan to her.

Sunset wasn't in the business of helping freelance actresses, but
Celiawanted the diamonds, and | wanted Celiato have anything she
wanted. And Don wanted me to have anything | wanted, at least most
of thetime.

Don had just starred in his second Western, The Righteous, after he
had lobbied Ari Sullivan hard for one more crack at bat. Thistime,
however, the reviews were telling a different story. Don had “manned
up.” He was convincing everyone, on his sophomore try, that he was a
formidable action star.

Which tranglated into Don having the number one moviein the
country and Ari Sullivan giving Don anything he asked for.

That’ s how those diamonds made their way onto Celia s neck, the
large center ruby resting at the top of her breasts.

| wasin emerald green again. It was alook that was starting to
become my signature. Thistime, it was off the shoulder and made of
peau de soie, with a cinched waist, full skirt, and beading on the
neckline. My hair was down in a brushed-under bob.

| looked over at Celia, who was looking in the mirror at my vanity,
fiddling with her bouffant.

“You haveto do this,” | said.

“1 don’t want to. Doesn’t that count for anything?”’

| picked up my clutch, made to match my dress. “Not really,” | said.
“You’re not the boss of me, you know,” she said.

“Why are we friends?’ | asked her.

“Honestly? | don’t even remember,” she said.

“Because our wholeis greater than the sum of our parts.”

“And so what?’

“And so when it comes to what acting roles to take and how to play
them, who's in charge?’

“I am.”

“And now, when it’s the opening of our movie? Who'sin charge
then?’

“| suppose you are.”

“Y ou suppose right.”

“I really hate him, Evelyn,” Celia said. She was messing with her
makeup.

“Put the rouge down,” | said. “Gwen made you look gorgeous. Don’'t
mess with perfect.”

“Did you listen to me? | said | hate him.”

“Of course you hate him. He'saweasal.”

“There’sno one else?’

“Not at this hour.”

“And | can’'t go alone?’

“To your own premiere?’

“Why can’'t you and | just go together?”

“1’m going with Don. Y ou’ re going with Robert.”



Celiafrowned and turned back to the mirror. | saw her eyes narrow
and her lips purse, asif she was thinking of how mad she was.

| grabbed her bag and handed it to her. It was time to go.

“Celia, would you cut it out? If you' re not willing to do what it takes
to get your name in the paper, then why the hell are you here?’

She stood up, ripped the bag out my hand, and walked out the door.

| watched her go down my stairs, into my living room with agrand
smile, and then run into Robert’s arms as if she thought he was the
savior of al mankind.

| walked up to Don. He always cleaned up nicely in histux. There
was no denying that he was going to be the most handsome man
there. But | wastiring of him. What’ s that saying? Behind every
gorgeous woman, there’'s aman sick of screwing her? Well, it works
both ways. No one mentions that part.

“Shall we go?’ Celiasaid, asif she couldn’'t possibly wait to show up
to the movie on Robert’s arm. She was a great actress. No one has
ever denied that.

“1 don’t want to waste a minute more,” | said, looping my arm into
Don’s and holding on for dear life. He looked down at my arm and
then at me, asif pleasantly surprised by my warmth.

“Let’s seeour little women in Little Women, shall we?’ Don said. |
nearly smacked him across the face. He was owed a smack or two. Or
fifteen.

Our cars picked us up and drove us to Grauman’s Chinese Theatre.
Parts of Hollywood Boulevard had been blocked off for our arrival.
The driver pulled up just behind Celia and Robert outside the theater.
We werethelast in aline of four cars.

When you are one of an ensemble of female starsin amovie and the
studio wants to make a big show, they make sure you all show up at
the same time, in four separate cars, with four eligible bachelors for
dates—except, in my case, the eligible bachelor was my husband.
Our dates stepped out first, each standing by and offering a hand. |
waited as | watched Ruby step out, then Joy, then Celia. | waited just a
beat longer than the rest of them. And then | stepped out, leg first,
onto the red carpet.

“You're the most beautiful woman here,” Don said into my ear as|
stood next to him. But | already knew he thought | was the most
gorgeous woman there. | knew, very acutely, that if he did not believe
that, he would not have been with me.

Men were almost never with me for my personality.

I’m not suggesting that charming girls should take pity on the

pretty ones. I’'m just saying it’s not so great being loved for something
you didn’t do.

The photographers started calling our names as we all walked in.

My head was ajumble of words being thrown in my direction. “Ruby!
Joy! Celial Evelyn!” “Mr. and Mrs. Adler! Over herel”

| could barely hear myself think over the din of cameras snapping
and the crowd buzzing. But, as | had long ago trained myself to do, |
pretended as if | felt perfectly caminside, asif being treated like a
tiger at the zoo was my most comfortable situation.

Don and | held hands and smiled for every flashing bulb. At the end
of the red carpet stood a few men with microphones. Ruby was
speaking to one. Joy and Celia were speaking to another. The third put



his mic in my face.

He was a short guy with small eyes and a bulbous, gin-blossomed
nose. A face made for radio, as they say.

“Miss Hugo, are you excited for this picture to come out?’

| laughed as kindly as | could to disguise what a stupid question he
was asking. “I’ve waited my whole life to play Jo March. I'm incredibly
excited for tonight.”

“And you seem to have made a good friend during filming,” he said.
“What’ s that?’

“You and Celia St. James. Y ou seem like you' re great friends.”
“She’ swonderful. And wonderful in the film. Absolutely.”

“She and Robert L ogan seem to be getting hot and heavy.”

“Oh, you' d have to ask them about that. | don’t know.”

“But didn’t you set them up?’

Don stepped in. “I think that’s al for questions,” he said.

“Don, when are you and the Mrs. going to start afamily?’

“1 said it was enough, friend. And it’s enough. Thank you.”

Don pushed me forward.

We got to the doors, and | watched as Ruby and her date, followed
by Joy and hers, walked through.

Don opened the door in front of us, waiting for me. Robert held the
one on the other side for Celia.

And | got an idea.

| took Celia's hand and turned us around.

“Wave to the crowd,” | said, smiling. “Like we' re the goddamn
gueens of England.”

Celiasmiled brightly and did exactly as| did. We stood there, in
black and green, redhead and blonde, one of us all ass and the other
all tits, waving to the crowd as if we ruled them.

Ruby and Joy were nowhere to be seen. And the crowd roared for
us.

We turned around and headed into the theater. We made our way to
our seats.

“Big moment,” Don said.

“1 know.”

“Injust afew months, you'll win for this, and I’'ll win for The
Righteous. And then the sky’ s the limit.”

“Celiais going to be nominated, too,” | whispered into his ear.
“People are going to leave this movie talking about you,” he said. “I
have no doubt.”

| looked over to see Robert whispering into Celia’ s ear. She was
laughing asif he actually had anything funny to say. But it was me who
got her those diamonds, me who got her that gorgeous picture of the
two of usthat would make headlines the next day. Meanwhile, she was
acting asif he was about to charm her dress off. All | could think was
that he didn’t know about that line of freckles on her hip. | knew about
them, and he didn’t.

“She’sreally talented, Don.”

“Oh, get over her,” Don said. “I’'m sick of hearing her name all the
damn time. They shouldn’t be asking you about her. They should be
asking you about us.”

“Don, |—"

He waved me off, determining, before I’ d even said anything, that



whatever | had to say was uselessto him.
The lights dimmed. The crowd quieted. The credits started to roll.
And my face appeared on the screen.
The entire audience stared at me on-screen as | said, “ Christmas
won’t be Christmas without any presents!”
But by thetime Celiasaid, “We' ve got Father and Mother, and each
other,” | knew it was all over for me.
Everyone was going to walk out of this theater talking about Celia
St. James.
It should have made me afraid or jealous or insecure. | should have
been plotting to one-up her in some way by planting a story that she
was a prude or sleeping around. That is the fastest way to ruin a
woman'’ s reputation, after all—to imply that she has not adequately
threaded the needle that is being sexually satisfying without ever
appearing to desire sexual satisfaction.
But instead of spending the next hour and forty-five minutes
nursing my wounds, | spent the time holding back a smile.
Celiawas going to win an Oscar. It was as plain as the nose on her
face. And it didn’t make me jealous. It made me happy.
When Beth died, | cried. And then | reached over Robert’s and
Don’s laps and squeezed her hand.
Donrolled his eyes at me.
And | thought, He s going to find an excuse to hit me later. But it will
befor this.

* * %
| WAS STANDING in the middie of Ari Sullivan’s mansion at the top of
Benedict Canyon. Don and | had made it up the winding streets
without saying much of anything to each other.
| suspected he knew the same thing | did once he saw Celiain that
movie. That no one cared about anything else.
After our driver dropped us off and we made our way inside, Don
said, “1 need to find the john,” and disappeared.
| looked for Celiabut couldn’t find her.
Instead, | was surrounded by brown-nosing losers, hoping to rub
elbows with me while they drank their sugary cocktails and talked
about Eisenhower.
“Would you excuse me?’ | said to awoman in a hideous bubble cut.
She was waxing on about the Hope Diamond.
Women who collected rare jewels seemed exactly the same as men
who were desperate to have just one night with me. The world was
about objects to them; all they wanted to do was possess.
“Oh, there you are, Ev,” Ruby said when she found mein the
hallway. She had two green cocktailsin her hand. Her voice was
lukewarm, a bit hard to read.
“Having agood night?’ | asked.
She looked over her shoulder, put the stems of both glassesin one
hand, and then pulled me by the elbow, spilling as she did.
“Ow, Ruby,” | said, noticeably perturbed.
She nodded covertly to the laundry room to the right of us.
“What on earth . . .” | said.
“Would you just open the goddamn door, Evelyn?’
| turned the handle, and Ruby stepped in and dragged me with her.
She shut the door behind us.



“Here,” she said, handing me one of the cocktailsin the dark. “I was
getting it for Joy, but you have it. It matches your dress, anyway.”
Asmy eyes adjusted, | took the drink from her. “Y ou’re lucky it
matches my dress. Y ou nearly poured half the drink on it.”

With one of her hands now free, Ruby tugged on the pull chain of
the light above us. Thetiny room lit up and stung my eyes.

“Y ou have absolutely no decorum tonight, Ruby.”

“You think I’'m worried about what you think of me, Evelyn Hugo?
Now, listen, what' re we going to do?’

“What are we going to do about what?’

“ About what? About Celia St. James, that’s what.”

“What about her?’

Ruby hung her head in frustration. “Evelyn, | swear.”

“She gave a great performance. What can we do?’ | said.

“Thisis exactly what | told Harry would happen. And he said it
wouldn’t.”

“Well, what do you want me to do about it?’

“You'relosing out, too. Or do you not see that?’

“Of coursel seeit!” | cared, obviously. But | also knew | could till
win Best Actress. Celiaand Ruby would be competing for Best
Supporting. “I don’t know what to tell you, Ruby. We were al right
about Celia. She' s talented and gorgeous and charming, and when
you'’ ve been bested, sometimesit’s good to recognize it and move on.”
Ruby looked at me asif | had slapped her.

| had nothing else to say, and she was blocking my way out of the
room. So | put the drink to my mouth and downed it in two gulps.
“Thisis not the Evelyn | know and respect,” Ruby said.

“Oh, Ruby, put alid onit.”

She finished her drink. “People have been saying all sorts of things
about the two of you, and | didn’t believeit. But now . . . | don’t know.”
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| will provide the chapter now.

A WEEK INTO REHEARSALS, DON and | werelying in bed. He was
asking how it was going, and | admitted that Celiawas just as good as
I’d thought she'd be.

“Well, The People of Montgomery County is going to be number one
again thisweek. I’m at the top of my game again. And my contract is
up at the end of thisyear. Ari Sullivan iswilling to do whatever | want
to make me happy. So just say the word, baby, and poof, she's out of
there.”

“No,” | said to him, putting my hand on his chest and my head on

his shoulder. “1t's OK. I’'m the lead. She' s supporting. I’m not going to
worry too much. And anyway, there’ s something | like about her.”



“There' s something | like about you,” he said, pulling me on top of
him. And for amoment, all my worries completely disappeared.

The next day, when we broke for lunch, Joy and Ruby went off to

get turkey salads. Celia caught my eye. “ There’' s no chance you' d want
to cut out and grab amilk shake, isthere?’ she asked.

The nutritionist at Sunset would not have liked me getting a milk
shake. But what he didn’t know wouldn’t kill him.

Ten minutes later, we were in Celia s baby-pink 1956 Chevy, making
our way to Hollywood Boulevard. Celiawas aterrible driver. | gripped
the door handle as if it was capable of saving my life.

Celia stopped at the light at Sunset Boulevard and Cahuenga. “I'm
thinking Schwab’s,” she said with agrin.

Schwab’ s was the place everybody hung around during the day

back then. And everybody knew that Sidney Skolsky, from Photoplay,
worked out of Schwab'’s amost every day.

Celiawanted to be seen there. She wanted to be seen there with

me.

“What kind of game are you playing?’ | asked.

“1’m not playing any game,” she said, falsely insulted that I’ d
suggest such athing.

“Oh, Celia,” | said, dismissing her with awave of my hand. “I’ve
been at this afew more years than you. Y ou’re the one who just fell off
the turnip truck. Don’t confuse us.”

The light turned green, and Celia gunned it.

“I"'m from Georgia,” she said. “Just outside of Savannah.”

“ G’

“I'm just saying, | didn’t fall off aturnip truck. | was scouted by a
guy from Paramount back home.”

| found it somewhat intimidating—maybe even threatening—that
someone had flown out to woo her. | had made my way to town
through my own blood, swest, and tears, and Celia had Hollywood
running to her before she was even somebody.

“That may be so,” | said. “But | still know what game you're
running, honey. Nobody goesto Schwab’s for the milk shakes.”
“Listen,” she said, the tone of her voice changing slightly, becoming
more sincere. “1 could use astory or two. If I’'m going to star in my
own movie soon, | need some name recognition.”

“And this milk shake businessis al just aruse to be seen with me?’

| found it insulting. Both being used and being underestimated.
Celiashook her head. “No, not at all. | wanted to go get amilk

shake with you. And then, when we pulled out of the lot, | thought, We
should go to Schwab’'s.” ”

Celiastopped abruptly at the light at Sunset and Highland. |

realized at that point that was just how she drove. A lead foot on both
the gas and the brake.

“Takearight,” | said.

“What?’

“Takearight.”

“Why?’

“Celia, take the goddamn right before | open this car door and

throw myself out of it.”

She looked at me like | was nuts, which was fair. | had just
threatened to kill myself if she didn’t put on her blinker.



She turned right on Highland.

“Take al€ft at thelight,” | said.

She didn’'t ask questions. She just put on her blinker. And then she
spun onto Hollywood Boulevard. | instructed her to park the car on a
sideroad. We walked to CC Brown'’s.

“They have better ice cream,” | said aswe walked in.

| was putting her in her place. | wasn't going to be photographed
with her unless | wanted to be, unlessit was my idea. | certainly wasn't
going to be pushed around by somebody |ess famous than | was.
Celianodded, feeling the sting.

The two of us sat down, and the guy behind the counter came up to
us, momentarily speechless.

“Uh...” hesad. “Do you want menus?’

| shook my head. “I know what | want. Celia?’

She looked at him. “Chocolate malt, please.”

| watched the way his eyes fixed on her, the way she bent forward
dlightly with her arms together, emphasizing her chest. She seemed
unaware of what she was doing, and that mesmerized him even more.
“And I'll have a strawberry milk shake,” | said.

When he looked at me, | saw his eyes open wider, asif he wanted to
see as much of me as he could at one time.

“Areyou . .. Evelyn Hugo?’

“No,” | said, and then | smiled and looked him right in the eye. It
was ironic and teasing, with the same tone and inflection I’ d used
countless times when | was recognized around town.

He scattered away.

“Cheer up, buttercup,” | said as | looked at Celia. She was staring
down at the glossy counter. “Y ou’ re getting a better milk shake out of
the deal.”

“1 upset you,” she said. “With the Schwab’ s thing. I’m sorry.”

“Célig, if you're going to be as big as you clearly want to be, you
need to learn two things.”

“And what are they?’

“First, you have to push peopl€e' s boundaries and not feel bad about
it. No oneis going to give you anything if you don’t ask for it. You
tried. You weretold no. Get over it.”

“ And the second thing?’

“When you use people, be good at it.”

“1 wasn’t trying to use you—"

“Yes, Celia, you were. And I’'m fine with that. | wouldn’t have a
moment’ s hesitation in using you. And | wouldn’t expect you to have a
second thought about using me. Do you know the difference between
the two of us?’

“There are alot of differences between the two of us.”

“Do you know the one in particular I'm talking about?’ | said.
“What isit?’

“That | know | use people. I'm fine with the idea of using people.
And all of that energy that you spend trying to convince yourself that
you're not using people | spend getting better at it.”

“And you’re proud of that?’

“I’m proud of whereit’'s gotten me.”

“Areyou using me? Now?’

“If 1 was, you' d never know.”



“That’swhy I’m asking.”

The guy behind the counter came back with our milk shakes. He
appeared to have to give himself a pep talk just to give them to us.
“No,” | said to Celia, once he was gone.

“No what?’

“No, I’'m not using you.”

“Well, that’s arelief,” Celiasaid. It struck me as painfully naive, the
way she so easily, so readily believed me. | wastelling the truth, but
still.

“Do you know why I’'m not using you?’ | said.

“This should be good,” Celia said as she took a sip of her shake. |
laughed, surprised by both the world-weariness in her voice and the
speed with which she spoke.

Celiawould go on to win more Oscars than anybody else in our
circle back then. And it was always for intense, dramatic roles. But |
always thought she’ d be dynamite in a comedy. She was so quick.
“Thereason I’m not using you is that you have nothing to offer me.
Not yet, at least.”

Celiatook asip of her shake again, stung. And then | leaned
forward and took a sip of mine.

“1 don’t think that’ strue,” Celiasaid. “I’ll give you that you' re more
famous than me. Being married to Captain Hollywood can have that
effect on a person. But other than that, we're at the same place,
Evelyn. You've turned in a couple of good performances. So havel.
And now we're in amovie together, which both of us took on because
we want an Academy Award. And let’s be honest, | have aleg up on
you in that regard.”

“And why isthat?’

“Because I’ m a better actress.”

| stopped sipping the thick shake through the straw and turned
myself toward her.

“How do you figure that?’

Celia shrugged. “It’ s not something we can measure, | suppose. But
it'strue. I’ve seen One More Day. You'rereally good. But I’ m better.
And you know I’'m better. That’s why you and Don almost had me
kicked off the project.”

“No, we didn't.”

“Yes, you did. Ruby told me.”

I wasn't mad at Ruby for telling Celiawhat 1’ d told her, the same
way you're not mad at adog for barking at amailman. That’s just what
they do.

“Oh, fine. So you’ re a better actress than me. And sure, maybe Don
and | discussed getting you fired. So what? Big deal.”

“Well, that’ s just my point exactly. I’m more talented than you, and
you' re more powerful than me.”

“ G

“So you'reright, I’m not very good at using people. So I’ m trying
thisadifferent way. Let’s help each other out.”

| sipped my milk shake again, mildly intrigued. “How so?’ | said.
“After hours, I’ [l help you with your scenes. I’ [l teach you what |
know.”

“And | go with you to Schwab’s?’

“You help me do what you’ ve done. Become a star.”



“But thenwhat?’ | said. “We both end up famous and talented?
Competing for every job in town?”’

“1 suppose that is one option.”

“And the other?’

“1 really like you, Evelyn.”

| looked at her sideways.

She laughed at me. “I know that’ s probably not something most
actresses mean in this town, but | don’t want to be like most actresses.
| really likeyou. | like watching you on-screen. | like how the moment
you show up in ascene, | can’'t look at anything else. | like the way
your skin istoo dark for your blond hair, the way the two shouldn’t go
together and yet seem so natural on you. And to be honest, | like how
calculating and awful you kind of are.”

“I am not awful!”

Celialaughed. “Oh, you definitely are. Getting me fired because you
think 1’1l show you up? Awful. That’s just awful, Evelyn. And walking
around bragging about how you use people? Just terrible. But | really
like it when you talk about it. | like how honest you are, how
unashamed. So many women around here are full of crap with
everything they say and do. | like that you're full of crap only when it
gets you something.”

“Thislaundry list of compliments seemsto have alot of insultsin

it,” | said.

Celianodded, hearing me. “Y ou know what you want, and you go
after it. | don’t think there is anyone in this town doubting that Evelyn
Hugo is going to be the biggest star in Hollywood one of these days.
And that’ s not just because you’ re something to look at. It’s because
you decided you wanted to be huge, and now you’ re going to be. | want
to be friends with awoman like that. That’s what I’m saying. Real
friends. None of this Ruby Reilly, backstabbing, talking-about-each-
other-behind-our-backs crap. Friendship. Where each of us gets better,
lives better, because we know the other.”

| considered her. “Do we have to do each other’s hair and stuff like
that?’

“Sunset pays people to do that. So no.”

“Do | haveto listen to your man troubles?’
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| will provide the chapter now.

A MAN HITS Y OU ONCE and apologizes, and you think it will never
happen again.

But then you tell him you’re not sure you ever want afamily, and he
hits you once more. Y ou tell yourself it’s understandable, what he did.
Y ou were sort of rude, the way you said it. Y ou do want afamily



someday. Y ou truly do. You're just not sure how you're going to
manage it with your movies. But you should have been more clear.
The next morning, he apologizes and brings you flowers. He gets
down on his knees.

The third time, it’s a disagreement about whether to go out to
Romanoff’s or stay in. Which, you realize when he pushes you into the
wall behind you, is actually about the image of your marriage to the
public.

The fourth time, it’s after you both lose at the Oscars. You arein a
silk, emerald-green, one-shoulder dress. He'sin atux with tails. He has
too much to drink at the after-parties, trying to nurse his wounds.
You'rein the front seat of the car in your driveway, about to go inside.
He' s upset that he lost.

Youtel himit's OK.

He tells you that you don’t understand.

Y ou remind him that you lost, too.

He says, “Y eah, but your parents are trash from Long Island. No

one expects anything from you.”

Y ou know you shouldn’t, but you say, “1’m from Hell’ s Kitchen, you
asshole.”

He opens the parked car’ s door and pushes you out.

When he comes crawling to you in tears the next morning, you

don't actually believe him anymore. But now thisis just what you do.
The same way you fix the hole in your dress with a safety pin or

tape up the crack in awindow.

That’ s the part | was stuck in, the part where you accept the

apology because it’s easier than addressing the root of the problem,
when Harry Cameron came to my dressing room and told me the
good news. Little Women was getting the green light.

“It' syou as Jo, Ruby Rellly as Meg, Joy Nathan as Amy, and Celia St.
Jamesis playing Beth.”

“Celia St. James? From Olympian Studios?’

Harry nodded. “What’ s with the frown? | thought you'd be thrilled.”
“Oh,” | said, turning further toward him. “1 am. | absolutely am.”
“Youdon't like Celia St. James?’

| smiled at him. “That teenage bitch is gonna act me under the

table.”

Harry threw his head back and laughed.

Celia St. James had made headlines earlier in the year. At the age of
nineteen, she played a young widowed mother in a war-period piece.
Everyone said she was sure to be nominated next year. Exactly the
sort of person the studio would want playing Beth.

And exactly the sort of person Ruby and | would hate.

“You’re twenty-one years old, you' re married to the biggest movie
star there is right now, and you were just nominated for an Academy
Award, Evelyn.”

Harry had a point, but so did |. Celiawas going to be a problem.
“It'sOK. I’'m ready. I’m gonna give the best goddamn performance
of my life, and when people watch the movie, they are going to say,
‘Beth who? Oh, the middle sister who dies? What about her? ”

“1 have absolutely no doubt,” Harry said, putting his arm around

me. “Y ou're fabulous, Evelyn. The whole world knowsiit.”

| smiled. “You really think so?’



Thisis something that everyone should know about stars. We like
to be told we are adored, and we want you to repeat yourself. Later in
my life, people would always come up to me and say, “I’m sure you
don’'t want to hear me blabbering on about how great you are,” and |
aways say, asif I’'mjoking, “Oh, one more time won’t hurt.” But the
truth is, praiseisjust like an addiction. The more you get it, the more
of it you need just to stay even.

“Yes,” hesaid. “I really think so.”

| stood up from my chair to give Harry ahug, but as| did, the
lighting highlighted my upper cheekbone, the rounded spot just below
my eye.

| watched as Harry’ s gaze ran across my face.

He could see the light bruise | was hiding, could see the purple and
blue under the surface of my skin, bleeding through the pancake
makeup.

“Evelyn . . .” hesaid. He put his thumb up to my face, asif he
needed to feel it to know it wasreal.

“Harry, don't.”

“IIlkill him.”

“No, you won't.”

“We're best friends, Evelyn. Me and you.”

“I know,” | said. “I know that.”

“You said best friends tell each other everything.”

“And you knew it was bullshit when | said it.”

| stared at him as he stared at me.

“Let me help,” he said. “What can | do?’

“Y ou can make sure | ook better than Celia, better than all of "em,
inthe dailies.”

“That’s not what | mean.”

“Butit’sall you can do.”

“Evelyn...”

| kept my upper lip stiff. “ There’'s no move here, Harry.”

He understood what | meant. | couldn’t leave Don Adler.

“I could talk to Ari.”

“I love him,” | said, turning away and clipping my earrings on.

It was the truth. Don and | had problems, but so did alot of people.
And he was the only man who had ever ignited something in me.
Sometimes | hated myself for wanting him, for finding myself
brightening up when his attention was on me, for still needing his
approval. But | did. | loved him, and | wanted him in my bed. And |
wanted to stay in the spotlight.

Chapter 47
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JOHN DIED OF A HEART attack in 1980. He was just shy of fifty. It
didn’t make any sense. The most athletic and fit of us, the one who
didn’t smoke, the one who exercised every day, he shouldn’'t have
been the one whose heart stopped. But things don’t make sense. And
when he left us, he left agiant-sized holein our lives.

Connor wasfive. It was hard to explain to her where Uncle John
went. It was even harder to explain to her why her father was so
heartbroken. For weeks, Harry could barely get out of bed. When he
did, it wasto drink bourbon. He was rarely sober, always somber, and
often unkind.

Celiawas photographed in tears, her eyes bloodshot, walking into

her trailer on location in Arizona. | wanted to hold her. | wanted us al
to see one another through it. But | knew that wasn't in the cards.

But | could help Harry. So Connor and | stayed with him at his
apartment every day. She dept in her room there. | slept on the sofain
his bedroom. | made sure he ate. | made sure he bathed. | made sure
he played make-believe with his daughter.

One morning, | woke up to find Harry and Connor both in the
kitchen. Connor was pouring herself abowl of cereal while Harry
stood in his pgjama bottoms, looking out the window.

He had an empty glassin his hand. When he turned away from the
view and back toward Connor, | said, “Good morning.”

And Connor said, “Daddy, why do your eyes |ook wet?’

| wasn't sureif he'd been crying or if he was already afew drinks
into the day that early in the morning.

At the funeral, | wore a black vintage Halston. Harry wore a black
suit with a black shirt, black tie, black belt, and black socks. Grief
never left hisface.

Chapter 28
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| WORE A CREAM-COLORED COCKTAIL dresswith heavy gold beading
and a plunging neckline. | pulled my long blond hair into ahigh
ponytail. | wore diamond earrings.

| glowed.

THE FIRST THING you need to do to get a man to elope with you isto
challenge him to go to Las Vegas.

Y ou do this by being out at an L.A. club and having afew drinks
together. Y ou ignore the impulse to roll your eyes at how eager heisto
have his picture taken with you. Y ou recognize that everyone is

playing everyone else. It’s only fair that he's playing you at the same
time as you're playing him. Y ou reconcile these facts by realizing that
what you both want from each other is complementary.



Y ou want a scandal.

He wants the world to know he screwed you.

The two things are one and the same.

Y ou consider laying it out for him, explaining what you want,
explaining what you' re willing to give him. But you’ ve been famous
long enough to know that you never tell anyone anything more than
you haveto.

So instead of saying I’ d like us to make tomorrow’ s papers, you say,
“Mick, have you ever been to Vegas?’

When he scoffs, asif he can’'t believe you' re asking him if he's ever
been to Vegas, you know thiswill be easier than you thought.
“Sometimes | just get in the mood to roll dice, you know?’ you say.
Sexual implications are better when they are gradual, when they
snowball over time.

“You want to roll dice, baby?’ he says, and you nod.

“But it’ s probably too late,” you say. “And we're aready here. And
here’s OK, | suppose. I’'m having afine time.”

“My guys can call aplane and have us there like that.” He snaps his
fingers.

“No,” you say. “That’stoo much.”

“Not for you,” he says. “Nothing is too much for you.”

Y ou know what he really meansis Nothing is too much for me.
“You could really do that?’ you say.

An hour and a half later, you're on aplane.

Y ou have afew drinks, you sit in hislap, you let his hand wander,
and you slap it back. He has to ache for you and believe thereis only
one way to have you. If he doesn’t want you enough, if he believes he
can get you another way, it'sall over. You've lost.

When the plane lands and he asks if the two of you should book a
room at the Sands, you must demur. Y ou must be shocked. Y ou must
tell him, in avoice that makes it clear you assumed he already knew,
that you don’t have sex outside of marriage.

Y ou must seem both steadfast and heartbroken about this. He must
think, She wants me. And the only way we can make it happen isto get
married.

For amoment, you consider the idea that what you're doing is
unkind. But then you remember that this man is going to bed you and
then divorce you once he' s gotten what he wants. So no oneisasaint
here.

Y ou're going to give him what he' s asking for. So it’safair trade.

Y ou go to the craps table and play a couple of rounds. Y ou keep
losing at first, as does he, and you worry that thisis sobering both of
you. You know the key to impulsivity is believing you are invincible.
No one goes around throwing caution to the wind unlessthewind is
blowing their way.

Y ou drink champagne, because it makes everything seem
celebratory. It makes tonight seem like an event.

When peopl e recognize the two of you, you happily agree to get
your picture taken with them. Every time it happens, you hang on to
him. You aretelling him, in no small way, Thisiswhat it could be like if
| belonged to you.

Y ou hit awinning streak at the roulette table. Y ou cheer so
ebulliently that you jump up and down. Y ou do this because you know



where his eyes are going to go. Y ou let him catch you catching him.
You let him put his hand on your ass as the wheel spins again.

This time, when you win, you push your ass against him.

You let him lean into you and say, “Do you want to get out of here?’
Yousay, “I don't think it'sagood idea. | don’t trust myself with you.”
Y ou cannot bring up marriage first. Y ou already said the word

earlier. You have to wait for him to say it. He said it in the papers. He
will say it again. But you have to wait. Y ou cannot rush it.

He has one more drink.

The two of you win three more times.

Y ou let his hand graze your upper thigh, and then you push it away.
Itistwo A.M., and you are tired. Y ou missthe love of your life. You
want to go home. Y ou would rather be with her, in bed, hearing the
light buzz of her snoring, watching her sleep, than be here. Thereis
nothing about here that you love.

Except what being here will afford you.

Y ou imagine aworld where the two of you can go out to dinner
together on a Saturday night and no one thinks twice about it. It makes
you want to cry, the simplicity of it, the smallness of it. You have
worked so hard for alife so grand. And now all you want are the
smallest freedoms. The daily peace of loving plainly.

Tonight feels like both a small and a high priceto pay for that life.
“Baby, | can't takeit,” he says. “I have to be with you. | have to see
you. | haveto love you.”

Thisisyour chance. Y ou have afish on the line, and you have to
gently reel himin.

“Oh, Mick,” you say. “We can’'t. We can't.”

“1 think | love you, baby,” he says. There are tearsin his eyes, and
you realize he' s probably more complex than you have given him
credit for.

Y ou’ re more complex than he's given you credit for, too.

“Do you mean it?" you ask him, asif you desperately hopeit’strue.
“1 think | do, baby. | do. | love everything about you. We only just
met, but | feel like | can't live without you.” What he meansisthat he
thinks he can’t live without screwing you. And that, you believe.

“Oh, Mick,” you say, and then you say nothing more. Silence is your
best friend.

He nuzzles your neck. It's sloppy, and it feels akin to meeting a
Newfoundland. But you pretend you love it. You two are in the bright
lights of aVegas casino. People can see you. You have to pretend that
you do not notice them. That way, tomorrow, when they talk to the
papers, they will say that the two of you were carrying on like a couple
of teenagers.

Y ou hope that Celia doesn’t pick up asingle rag with your face on it.
Y ou think she’s smart enough not to. Y ou think she knows how to
protect herself. But you can’t be sure. The first thing you' re going to
do when you get home, when thisisall over, isto make sure she
knows how important sheis, how beautiful sheis, how much you feel
your life would be over if shewerenot init.

“Let’s get married, baby,” he saysinto your ear.

Thereitis.

For you to grab.

But you can’'t ook too eager.



“Mick, are you crazy?’

“You make methis crazy.”

“We can't get married!” you say, and when he doesn’t say anything
back for a second, you worry that you’ ve pushed dlightly too far. “Or
can we?’ you ask. “I mean, | suppose we could!”

“Of course we can,” he says. “We're on top of the world. We can do
anything we want.”

Y ou throw your arms around him, and you press against him, to let
him know how excited—how surprised—you are by thisidea and to
remind him what he's doing it for. Y ou know your valueto him. It
would be silly to waste an opportunity to remind him.

He picks you up and sweeps you away. Y ou whoop and holler so
everyone looks. Tomorrow they will tell the papers he carried you off.
It's memorable. They will remember it.

Forty minutes later, the two of you are drunk and standing in front
of each other at an altar.

He promises to love you forever.

Y ou promise to obey.

He carries you over the threshold of the nicest room at the
Tropicana. Y ou giggle with fake surprise when he throws you onto the
bed.

And now here comes the second-most-important part.

Y ou cannot be agood lay. Y ou must disappoint.

If helikesit, he’ll want to do it again. And you can’t do that. You
can’'t do this more than once. It will break your heart.

When he triesto rip your dress off, you have to say, “ Stop, Mick,
Christ. Get ahold of yourself.”

After you take the dress off slowly, you have to let him look at your
breasts for aslong as he wants to. He has to see every inch of them.
He's been waiting for so long to finally see the ending of that shot in
Boute-en-Train.

Y ou have to remove al mystery, all intrigue.

Y ou make him play with your breasts so long he gets bored.

And then you open your legs.

You lie there, stiff as aboard underneath him.

And here isthe one part of thisyou can’'t quite come to terms with
but you can’t quite avoid, either. He won't use a condom. And even
though women you know have gotten hold of birth control pills, you
don’'t have them, because you had no need for them until afew days
ago when you hatched this plan.

Y ou cross your fingers behind your back.

Y ou close your eyes.

Y ou feel his heavy body fall on top of you, and you know that heis
done.

Y ou want to cry, because you remember what sex used to mean to
you, before. Before you realized how good it could feel, before you
discovered what you liked. But you push it out of your mind. Y ou push
it all out of your mind.

Mick doesn’t say anything afterward.

And you don’t, either.

You fall asleep, having put on his undershirt in the dark because
you didn’t want to sleep naked.

In the morning, when the sun shines through the windows and



burns your eyes, you put your arm over your face.

Your head is pounding. Y our heart is hurting.

But you're almost at the finish line.

Y ou catch his eye. He smiles. He grabs you.

Y ou push him off and say, “I don’t like to have sex in the morning.”
“What does that mean?’ he says.

You shrug. “I’'m sorry.”

He says, “C’ 'mon, baby,” and lies on top of you. Y ou’re not sure he'd
listen if you said no one more time. And you’ re not sure you want to
find out the answer. Y ou’ re not sure you could bear it.

“OK, fine, if you haveto,” you say. And when he lifts himself off you
and looks you in the eye, you realize it has accomplished what you had
hoped. Y ou have taken all the fun out of it for him.

He shakes his head. He gets out of bed. He says, “Y ou know, you're
nothing like I imagined.”

It doesn’t matter how gorgeous awoman is, to aman like Mick

Riva, she's aways less attractive after he's had sex with her. Y ou know
this. You alow it to happen. Y ou do not fix your hair. You pick at the
mascara flakes on your face.

Y ou watch Mick step into the bathroom. Y ou hear him turn on the
shower.

When he comes out, he sits down next to you on the bed.

Heis clean. Y ou have not bathed.

He smells like soap. Y ou smell like booze.

Heisditting up. You are lying down.

This, too, isacalculation.

He hasto fedl like the power isal his.

“Honey, | had agreat time,” he says.

Y ou nod.

“But we were so drunk.” He speaks as if he' stalking to a child.

“Both of us. We had no idea what we were doing.”

“1 know,” you say. “It was a crazy thing to do.”

Chapter 66
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| DON'T KNOW HOW LONG | sit on the couch, staring at the ceiling. |
think of my memories of my dad, the way he would throw me up in the
air in the backyard, the way he would every once in awhile let me eat
banana splits for breakfast.

Those memories have aways been tinged by how he died. They

have aways had a bittersweetness to them because | believed it was

his mistakes that took him from me too soon.

And now | don’t know what to make of him. | don’t know how to

think of him. A defining trait is gone and is replaced by so much more



—for better or for worse.

At some point, after | start replaying the same images over and over

in my mind—memories of my father alive, imagined images of hisfinal
moments and his death—I redlize | can’t sit still anymore.

So | stand up, | walk into the hallway, and | start looking for Evelyn.

| find her in the kitchen with Grace.

“So thisiswhy I’'m here?’ | say, holding the letter in the air.

“Grace, would you mind giving us a moment?’

Grace gets up from her stool. “Sure.” She disappears down the hall.
When she’s gone, Evelyn looks at me. “It’ s not the only reason |
wanted to meet you. | tracked you down to give you the letter,
obviously. And | had been looking for away to introduce myself to you
that wasn't quite so out of the blue, quite so shocking.”

“Vivant helped you with that, clearly.”

“It gave me apretense, yes. | felt more comfortable having amaor
magazine send you than calling you up on the phone and trying to
explain how | knew who you were.”

“So you figured you' d just lure me here with the promise of a
bestseller.”

“No,” she says, shaking her head. “Once | started researching you,

| read most of your work. Specificaly, | read your right-to-die piece.”

| put the letter on the table. | consider taking a seat. “So?’

“1 thought it was beautifully written. It was informed, intelligent,
balanced, and compassionate. It had heart. | admired the way you
deftly handled an emotional and complicated topic.”

| don’t want to let her say anything nice to me, because | don’t want
to have to thank her for it. But my mother instilled in me a politeness
that kicksin when | least expect it. “ Thank you.”

“When | read it, | suspected that you would do a beautiful job with

my story.”

“Because of one small piece | wrote?’

“Because you' re talented, and if anyone could understand the
complexities of who | am and what I’ ve done, it was probably you. And
the more I’ ve gotten to know you, the more | know | was right.
Whatever book you write about me, it will not have easy answers. But
it will, I predict, be unflinching. | wanted to give you that letter, and |
wanted you to write my story, because | believe you to be the very best
person for the job.”

“So you put me through all this to assuage your guilt and make sure
you got the book about your life that you wanted?’

Evelyn shakes her head, ready to correct me, but I’ m not done.
“It'samazing, really. How self-interested you can be. That even now,
even when you appear to want to redeem yourself, it’s still about you.”
Evelyn puts up her hand. “Don’t act like you haven't benefited from
this. You’'ve been awilling participant here. Y ou wanted the story. You
took advantage—deftly and smartly, | might add—of the position | put
youin.”

“Evelyn, serioudly,” | say. “Cut the crap.”

“You don’t want the story?’ Evelyn asks, challenging me. “If you
don’t want it, don’t take it. Let my story die with me. That isjust fine.”
| am quiet, unsure how to respond, unsure how | want to respond.
Evelyn puts out her hand, expectantly. She's not going to let the
suggestion be hypothetical. It’s not rhetorical. It demands an answer.



“Go ahead,” she says. “Get your notes and the recordings. We can
burn them all right now.”

| don’t move, despite the fact that she gives me ample time to do so.

“1 didn’t think so,” she says.

“It'stheleast | deserve,” | tell her, defensive. “It’ s the fucking least
you can give me.”

“Nobody deserves anything,” Evelyn says. “It's simply a matter of
who’'swilling to go and take it for themselves. And you, Monique, are a
person who has proven to be willing to go out there and take what you
want. So be honest about that. No oneisjust avictim or avictor.
Everyone is somewhere in between. People who go around casting
themselves as one or the other are not only kidding themselves, but
they’re also painfully unoriginal.”

| get up from the table and walk to the sink. | wash my hands,
because | hate how clammy they feel. | dry them. | look at her. “I hate
you, you know.”

Evelyn nods. “Good for you. It’s such an uncomplicated feeling, isn’t
it? Hatred?’

“Yes” | say. “Itis.”

“Everything elsein life is more complex. Especially your father.
That’swhy | thought it was so important that you read that |etter. |
wanted you to know.”

“What, exactly? That he was innocent? Or that he loved a man?’
“That he loved you. Like that. He was willing to turn down romantic
love in order to stand by your side. Do you know what an amazing
father you had? Do you know how loved you were? Plenty of men say
they’ Il never leave their families, but your father was put to the test and
didn’t even blink. | wanted you to know that. If | had afather like that, |
would have wanted to know.”

No oneisall good or al bad. | know this, of course. | had to learn it
at ayoung age. But sometimesiit’s easy to forget just how trueitis.
That it applies to everyone.

Until you' re sitting in front of the woman who put your father’ s dead
body in the driver’s seat of a car to save the reputation of her best
friend—and you realize she held on to aletter for amost three decades
because she wanted you to know how much you were loved.

She could have given me the letter earlier. She also could have
thrown it away. There’'s Evelyn Hugo for you. Somewhere in the
middle.

| sit down and put my hands over my eyes, rubbing them, hoping

that if I rub hard enough, maybe | can make my way to a different
reality.

When | open them, I’'m still here. | have no choice but to resign
myself to it.

“When can | release the book?’

“1 won't be around much longer,” Evelyn says, sitting down on a
stool by theisland.

“Enough with the vagaries, Evelyn. When can | release the book?’
Evelyn absentmindedly starts folding an errant napkin that is sitting
haphazardly on the counter. Then she looks up at me. “It’s no secret
that the gene for breast cancer can be inherited,” she says. “Although
if there were any justice in the world, the mother would die of it well
before the daughter.”



I look at the finer points of Evelyn’sface. | look at the corners of her
lips, the edges of her eyes, the direction of her brows. Thereisvery
little emotion in any of them. Her face remains as stoic asif she were
reading me the paper.

“You have breast cancer?’ | ask.

She nods.

“How far dongisit?’

“Far enough for me to need to hurry up and get this done.”

| look away when she looks at me. I’'m not sure why. It’s not out of
anger, really. It's out of shame. | feel guilty that so much of me does
not feel bad for her. And stupid for the part of me that does.

“1 saw my daughter go through this,” Evelyn says. “I know what’s
ahead of me. It’simportant that | get my affairsin order. In addition to
finalizing the last copy of my will and making sure Grace is taken care
of, I handed over my most-prized gowns to Christie’s. And this. . . this
isthelast of it. That letter. And this book. Y ou.”

“I'm leaving,” | say. “I can’t take any more today.”

Evelyn startsto say something, and | stop her.

“No,” | say. “I don’t want to hear anything else from you. Don’t say
another goddamn word, OK?’

Chapter 33
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F OR THE NEXT TWO AND ahalf years, Rex and | stayed married,
living in a house in the hills, developing and shooting movies at
Paramount.

We were staffed up with an entire team of people by that point. A

pair of agents, a publicist, lawyers, and a business manager for each of
us, as well astwo on-set assistants and our staff at the house, including
Luisa

We woke up every day in our separate beds, got ready on opposite
sides of the house, and then got into the same car and drove to the set
together, holding hands the moment we drove onto the lot. We worked
all day and then drove home together. At which point, we' d split up
again for our own evening plans.

Mine were often with Harry or afew Paramount stars | had taken a
liking to. Or | went out on a date with someone | trusted to keep a
Secret.

During my marriage to Rex, | never met anyone | felt desperate to

see again. Sure, | had afew flings. Some with other stars, one with a
rock singer, afew with married men—the group most likely to keep
the fact that they’ d bedded a movie star a secret. But it was all
meaningless.

| assumed Rex was having meaningless dalliances, too. And for the



most part, he was. Until suddenly, he wasn't.

One Saturday, he came into the kitchen as Luisa was making me
sometoast. | was drinking a cup of coffee and having a cigarette,
waiting for Harry to come pick me up for around of tennis.

Rex went to the fridge and poured himself a glass of orange juice.
He sat down beside me at the table.

Luisa put the toast in front of me and then set the butter dish in the
center of the table.

“Anything for you, Mr. North?’ she asked.

Rex shook his head. “Thank you, Luisa.”

And then all three of us could sense it; she needed to excuse

herself. Something was about to happen.

“I’ll be starting the laundry,” she said, and slipped away.
“I'minlove” Rex said when we were finally alone.

It was perhaps the very last thing | ever thought he’'d say.

“Inlove?’ | asked.

He laughed at my shock. “It doesn’t make any sense. Trust me, |
know that.”

“With whom?’

“ Joy.”

“Joy Nathan?’

“Yes. We' ve seen each other on and off through the years. Y ou know
how itis.”

“1 know how it iswith you, sure. But last | heard, you broke her
heart.”

“Yes, well, it will come as no surprise to you that | have, in the past,
been alittle.. . . let’s say, heartless.”

“Sure, we can say that.”

Rex laughed. “But | started feeling like it might be nice to have a
woman in my bed when | woke up in the morning.”

“How novel.”

“And when | thought of what woman | might like that to be, |
thought of Joy. So we' ve been seeing each other. Quietly, mind you.
And, well, now | find that | can’t stop thinking about her. That | want to
be around her all the time.”

“Rex, that’swonderful,” | said.

“1 hoped you' d think so.”

“So what should we do?’ | asked.

“Well,” he said, breathing deeply, “Joy and | would like to marry.”
“OK,” | said, my brain already kicking into high gear, calculating the
perfect time to announce our divorce. We' d already had two movies
come out, one a modest hit, one a smash. The third, Carolina Sunset,
about a young couple who have lost a child and moveto afarmin
North Carolinato try to heal, ultimately having affairs with peoplein
their small town, was premiering in afew months.

Rex had phoned in his performance. But | knew the movie had the
potential to be big for me. “We'll say that the stress of filming Carolina
Sunset, of being on set and watching each other kiss other people,
ruined us. Everyone will feel bad for us but not too bad. People love
stories of hubris. We took what we had for granted, and now we're
paying the price. You'll wait alittle while. We'll plant a story that |
introduced you to Joy because | wanted you to be happy.”

“That's great, Evelyn, really,” Rex said. “Except that Joy’ s pregnant.



We're having a baby.”
| closed my eyes, frustrated. “OK,” | said. “OK. Let me think.”
“What if we just say that we haven’'t been happy for awhile? That
we' ve been living separate lives?’
“Then we' re saying that our chemistry has fizzled out. And who's
going to go see Carolina Sunset then?’
This was the moment, the one Harry had warned me about. Rex
didn’'t care about Carolina Sunset, certainly not asmuch as| did. He
knew he wasn’t anything specia init, and even if he was, he was all
wrapped up in his new love, his new baby.
He looked out the window and then back at me. “OK,” he said.
“You'reright. We went into this together, we'll leave it together. What
do you suggest? | told Joy we'd be married by the time the baby
comes.”
Rex North was always a more stand-up guy than anyone gave him
credit for.
“Obvioudly,” | said. “Of course.”
The doorbell rang, and a moment later, Harry walked into the
kitchen.
| had an idea.
It wasn't aflawless idea.
Almost no ideais.
“We're having affairs,” | said.
“What?" Rex asked.
“Good morning,” Harry said, realizing he’d missed alarge part of
the conversation.
“During the course of making a movie about both of us having
affairs, we both started having affairs. Y ou with Joy, me with Harry.”
“What?’ Harry said.
“People know we work together,” | said to Harry. “They’ ve seen us
together. Y ou’ ve been in the background of hundreds of photos of me.
They’ll believeit.” | turned to Rex. “We'll divorce immediately after the
stories are planted. And anyone who blames you for cheating on me
with Joy, which we can’'t deny for obvious reasons, will redizeit’'sa
victimless crime. Because | was doing it to you, too.”
“Thisactually isn’t aterribleidea,” Rex said.
“Well, it makes both of uslook bad,” | said.
“Sure,” Rex said.
“But it will sell tickets,” Harry said.
Rex smiled and then looked me right in the eye, put out his hand,
and shook mine.

* k% *
“NO ONE’ S GOING to believeit,” Harry said as we drove to the tennis
club later that morning. “People in town, at least.”
“What do you mean?’
“You and me. There arealot of people who will dismissit right out
of hand.”
“Because. ..”
“Because they know what | am. | mean, I’ ve considered doing
something like this before, maybe one day even taking awife. God
knows it would make my mother happy. She' s still sitting there, in
Champaign, Illinois, desperately wondering when I’ll find anice girl
and have afamily. | would love to have afamily. But too many people



would see through it.” He looked at me briefly as he drove. “Just asI’'m
afraid too many people will see through this.”

| looked out my window at the palm trees swaying at their tops.

“So we make it undeniable,” | said.

Thething | liked about Harry was that he was never one step

behind me.

“Photos,” he said. “ Of the two of us.”

“Yeah. Candids, looking like we' ve been caught at something.”
“lsn’'t it easier for you just to pick someone else?’ he said.

“1 don’'t want to get to know someone else,” | said. “I’m sick of
trying to pretend I'm happy. At least with you, 1’1l be pretending to love
someone | redly do love.”

Harry was quiet for amoment. “I think you should know
something,” he said finally.

“OK

“Something I’ ve thought | should tell you for some time.”

“OK, tell me.”

“1’ve been seeing John Braverman.”

My heart started beating quickly. “ Celia s John Braverman?’

Harry nodded.

“For how long?’

“A few weeks.”

“When were you going to tell me?’

“I wasn't sureif | should.”

“So their marriageis. . .”

“Fake,” Harry said.

“She doesn’t love him?” | asked.

“They sleep in separate beds.”

“Have you seen her?’

Harry didn’'t answer at first. He looked asif he was trying to choose
his words carefully. But | had no patience for perfect words.

“Harry, have you seen her?’

“Yes.”

“How does she seem?’ | asked, and then thought of a better

guestion, one more pressing. “Did she ask about me?’

While | had not found living without Celiato be easy, | did find it
easier when | could pretend she was a part of another world. But this,
her existing in my orbit, made everything | had been repressing come
bubbling up.

“Shedidn’'t,” Harry said. “But | suspect it’s because she didn’t want
to ask, rather than not wanting to know.”

“But she doesn’t love him?’

Harry shook his head. “No, she doesn’t love him.”

| turned my head and looked back out the window. | imagined
telling Harry to drive me to her house. | imagined running to her door.
| imagined dropping to my knees and telling her the truth, that life
without her was lonely and empty and quickly losing al meaning.
Instead, | said, “When should we do the picture?’

“What?’

“The picture of you and me. Where we make it look like we' ve been
caught in an affair.”

“We can do it tomorrow night,” Harry said. “We can park the car.
Maybe up in the hills, so photogs can find us but the picture will ook



secluded. I’'ll call Rich Rice. He needs some money.”

| shook my head. “This can’t come from us. These gossips aren’t
playing ball anymore. They are out for themselves. We need someone
elseto cal it in. Someone the rags will believe wants me to get
caught.”

“Who?’

| shake my head the moment the idea comesto me. | already don’t
want to do it the moment | realize | have to.

| SAT DOWN at the phone in my study. | made sure the door was
closed. And | dialed her number.

“Ruby, it's Evelyn, and | need afavor,” | said as soon as she
answered.

“I’m open to it,” she said, not missing a beat.

“1 need you to tip off some photographers. Say you saw me necking
inacar up in the Trousdale Estates.”

“What?’ Ruby said, laughing. “Evelyn, what are you up to?’

“Don’'t worry about what I’ m up to. Y ou have enough on your plate.”
“Does this mean Rex is about to be single?’ she asked.

“Haven’t you had enough of my leftovers?’

“Honey, Don pursued me.”

“I’m sure he did.”

“The least you could have done was warn me,” she said.

“You knew what he was doing behind my back,” | said. “What made
you think he’' d be any different with you?’

“Not the cheating, Ev,” she said.

And that’swhen | realized he’ d hit her, too.

| was temporarily stunned silent.

“You're OK now?’ | asked after amoment. “Y ou got away?’

“Our divorceisfinal. I’'m moving to the beach, just bought aplacein
Santa Monica.”

“You don’t think he’s going to try to blackball you?’

“Hetried,” Ruby said. “But he won't succeed. His last three movies
barely broke even. He didn’t get nominated for The Night Hunter like
everybody thought. He's on a downward spiral. He' s about to be as
harmless as a declawed cat.”

| felt for him, in some small way, as | twirled the phone cord in my
hand. But | felt for her much more. “How bad was it, Ruby?’
“Nothing | couldn’t hide with pancake makeup and long sleeves.”
Theway she said it, the pridein her voice, asif admitting that it hurt
her was a vulnerability she wasn't willing to give in to, made my heart
break. It broke for her, and it broke for the me of all those years ago
who did the same thing.

“You'll come over for dinner one of these days,” | said to her.

“Oh, let’snot do that, Evelyn,” she said. “We' ve been through too
much to be so phony.”

| laughed. “Fair enough.”

“Anybody in particular you want me to call tomorrow? Or just
anybody with atip line?’

“Anybody powerful will do. Anybody eager to make money off my
demise.”

“Well, that’ s everybody,” Ruby said. “No offense.”

“None taken.”



“You're too successful,” she said. “Too many hits, too many
handsome husbands. We all want to shoot you down from the air now.”

Chapter 50
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| will provide the chapter now.

W E SHOULD STOP THERE,” EVELY N says.

She'sright. It is getting late, and | suspect | have a number of

missed calls and e-mailsto return, including what | know will be a
voice mail from David.

“OK,” | say, closing my notebook and pressing stop on the

recording.

Evelyn gathers some of the papers and stale coffee mugs that have
accumulated over the day.

I check my phone. Two missed calls from David. One from Frankie.
One from my mother.

| say good-bye to Evelyn and make my way onto the street.

The air iswarmer than | anticipated, so | take off my coat. | pull my
phone out of my pocket. | listen to my mother’ s voice mail first.
Because I'm not sure I'm ready to know what David hasto say. | don't
know what | want him to say, and thus, | don’t know what will
disappoint me when he doesn’t say it.

“Hi, honey,” my mom says. “I’m just calling to remind you that I'll

be there soon! My flight getsin Friday evening. And | know you're
going to insist on meeting me at the airport because of that time | got
lost on the subway, but don’t worry about it. Really. | can figure out
how to get to my daughter’ s apartment from JFK. Or LaGuardia. Oh,
God, you don’t think | accidentally booked the flight to Newark, do
you? No, | didn’'t. I wouldn’'t have. Anyway, I’m so excited to see you,
my little dumpling baby. | love you.”

I’m already laughing before the message is over. My mother has
gotten lost in New Y ork a number of times, not just once. And it's
always because she refuses to take a cab. Sheinsists that she can
navigate public transportation, even though she was born and raised in
Los Angeles and therefore has no real sense of how any two modes of
transportation intersect.

Also, | have always hated it when she called me her dumpling baby.
Mostly because we both know it’s areference to how fat | wasasa
child; | looked like an overstuffed dumpling.

By the time her message is over and I’ m done texting her back (So
excited to see you! Will meet you at the airport. Just tell me which one),
I’m at the subway station.

| could easily make the argument to myself that | should listen to
David' s voice mail when | get to Brooklyn. And | aimost do. | very
nearly do. But instead, | stand outside the stairwell and hit play.



“Hey,” he says, hisgravelly voice so familiar. “| texted you. But |
didn’'t hear back. | ... I"'min New York. I’'m home. | mean, I'm here at
the apartment. Our apartment. Or . . . your apartment. Whatever. I'm
here. Waiting for you. | know it’s short notice. But don’t you think we
should talk about things? Don’t you think there’s moreto say? I’ m just
rambling now, so I"'m going to go. But hopefully I'll see you soon.”
When the message is over, | run down the stairs, swipe my card,

and dlip onto the train just asit’s leaving. | pack myself into the
crowded car and try to calm down as we roar through each stop.

What the hell is he doing home?

| get off the train and make my way to the street. | put my coat on
when | hit the fresh air. Brooklyn feels colder than Manhattan tonight.
| try not to run to my apartment. | try to remain calm, to remain
composed. Thereisno need for you to rush, | tell myself. Besides, |
don’t want to show up out of breath, and | really don’t want to ruin my
hair.

| head through the front entrance and up the stairs to my

apartment.

| slip my key into my door.

And there heis.

David.

In my kitchen, cleaning dishes asif helives here.

“Hi,” | say, staring at him.

He looks exactly the same. Blue eyes, thick lashes, cropped hair. He
iswearing a maroon heathered T-shirt and dark gray jeans.

When | met him, aswe fell in love, | remember thinking that the

fact that he was white made things easier because | knew he would
never tell me | wasn't black enough. I think of Evelyn the first time she
heard her maid speaking Spanish.

I remember thinking that the fact that he wasn't that well read

meant he would never think | was abad writer. | think of Celiatelling
Evelyn she wasn’t a good actress.

I remember thinking that the fact that | was clearly the more

attractive one made me feel better, because | thought that meant he'd
never leave. | think of how Don treated Evelyn despite her being,
arguably, the most beautiful woman in the world.

Evelyn rose to those challenges.

But looking at David right now, | can see that | have hidden from
them.

Perhaps my entire life.

“Hi,” he says.

| can’t help but vomit the words out of my mouth. | do not have the
time or energy or restraint to curate them well or deliver them mildly.
“What are you doing here?’ | say.

David puts the bow! in his hand into the cupboard and then turns

back to me. “I came back to iron out afew things,” he says.

“And | am something to iron out?’ | ask.

| put my bag down in the corner. | kick off my shoes.

“You're something | need to set right,” he says. “| made a mistake. |
think we both did.”

Why, until this moment, did | not realize that the issueis my own
confidence? That the root of most of my problemsisthat | need to be
secure enough in who | am to tell anyone who doesn’t like it to go fuck



themselves? Why have | spent so long settling for less when | know
damn well the world expects more?

“1 didn’t make amistake,” | say. And it surprises me just as much as,
if not more than, it surprises him.

“Monigue, we were both acting rash. | was upset that you wouldn’t
move to San Francisco. Because | felt like | had earned the right to ask
you to sacrifice for me, for my career.”

| start formulating aresponse, but David keeps talking.

“And you were upset that | would ask that of you in the first place,
because | know how important your lifeishere. But . . .thereare
other ways to handle this. We can do long-distance for alittle while.
And eventually | can move back here, or you can move to San
Francisco down the line. We have options. That’s all I’'m saying. We
don’'t have to get adivorce. We don’'t have to give up on this.”

| sit down on the couch, fiddling with my hands as | think. Now that
he saysit, | realize what has made me so sad these past few weeks,
what has plagued me and made me feel so terrible about myself.
Itisn’t rgection.

Anditisn’t heartbreak.

Itisdefeat.

| wasn't heartbroken when Don left me. | smply felt like my marriage
had failed. And those are very different things.

Evelyn said that just last week.

And now | understand why it got under my skin.

| have been reeling because | failed. Because | picked the wrong

guy for me. Because | entered the wrong marriage. Because the truth
isthat at the age of thirty-five, | have yet to love someone enough to
sacrifice for them. I’ ve yet to open my heart enough to let someone in
that much.

Some marriages aren’t really that great. Some loves aren’'t al-
encompassing. Sometimes you separate because you weren’t that good
together to begin with.

Sometimes divorce isn’'t an earth-shattering loss. Sometimesit’sjust
two people waking up out of afog.

“l don't think . . . I think you should go home to San Francisco,” |
say to him finally.

David comes and joins me on the couch.

“And | think | should stay here,” | say. “And | don’t think along-
distance marriage istheright play. | think . . . I think divorceisthe
right play.”

“Monique. .."

“I"'m sorry,” | say as hetakesmy hand. “I wish | didn’t feel that way.
But | suspect, deep down, you think it, too. Because you didn’'t come
here and tell me how much you miss me. Or how hard it has been to
live without me. Y ou said you didn’t want to give up. And look, | don’t
want to give up, either. | don’'t want to fail at this. But that’ s not actually
agreat reason to stay together. We should have reasons why we don’t
want to give up. It shouldn’t just be that we don’t want to give up. And |
don't . . .1 don't haveany.” I’'m unsure how to say what | want to say
gently. So | just say it. “You have never felt like my other half.”

It isonly once David gets up off the sofathat | realize | assumed we
would be sitting here talking for along time. And it is only once he
puts on his jacket that | realize he probably assumed he would sleep



here tonight.

But once he has his hand on the doorknab, | realize that | have put

into motion the end of alackluster lifein the interest of eventually
finding agreat one.

“1 hope one day you find someone who feels like the other half of

you, | guess,” David says.

Like Celia

“Thank you,” | say. “I hope you find it, too.”

David smilesin away that is more of afrown. And then he leaves.
When you end a marriage, you’ re supposed to lose sleep over it,

aren’'t you?

But | don't. | sleep free.

| GET A call from Frankie the next morning just as I’ m sitting down at
Evelyn’s. | consider putting it through to voice mail, but there' s already
too much swirling around in my brain. To add Call back Frankie might
just put me over the edge. Better to handle it now. Have it behind me.
“Hi, Frankie,” | say.

“Hey,” she says. Her voice is light, amost cheerful. “ So we need to
schedul e the photographers. | assume Evelyn will want them to come
to her there at the apartment?’

“Oh, that’s agood question,” | say. “One second.” | mute my phone
and turn to Evelyn. “They are asking when and where you' Il want to do
the photo shoot.”

“Hereisfine,” Evelyn says. “Let’saim for Friday.”

Chapter 45
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| will provide the chapter now.

D ON AND | WERE IN the middle of shooting Three A.M. in New Y ork.
Luisa, Celia, and Harry were trading off watching Connor while | was
at work. The days were longer than we anticipated, and the shoot ran
long.

| played Patricia, awoman in love with a drug addict, Mark, played

by Don. And every day, | could see that he was not the old Don | knew,
showing up to set and saying some lines with charm. Thiswas

striking, superlative, raw acting. He was pulling from hislife, and he
was putting it on film.

On set, you really hope that it’s al coming together into something
magical in the cameralens. But there’' s never any way to know for
sure.

Even when Harry and | were producing work ourselves, when we

were watching the dailies so often that my eyesfelt dry and | was
losing track of reality versus film, we were never one hundred percent
sure that all the parts were coming together perfectly until we saw the



first cut.

But on the set of Three A.M., | just knew. | knew it was a movie that
would change how people saw me, how people saw Don. | thought it
might just be good enough to change lives, to get people clean. It
might just be good enough to change the way movies were made.

So | sacrificed.

When Max wanted more days, | gave up time with Connor to be
there. When Max wanted more nights, | gave up dinners and evenings
with Celia. | must have called Celiaamost every day from the set,
apologizing for something. Apologizing that | couldn’t meet her at the
restaurant in time. Apologizing that | needed her to stay home and
watch Connor for me.

| could tell that part of her regretted pushing me to do the movie. |
don’'t think she liked me working with my ex-husband every day. |
don’t think she liked me working with Max Girard every day. | don’t
think she liked my long hours. And | got the impression that while she
loved my baby girl, babysitting wasn’t exactly her idea of a good time.
But she kept it to herself and supported me. When | calledto say I'd
be late for the millionth time, she would say, “It's OK, honey. Don’t
worry. Just be great.” She was an excellent partner in that regard,
putting me first, putting my work first.

And then, toward the end of shooting, after along day of emotional
scene work, | was in my dressing room getting ready to go home when
Max knocked on my door.

“Hey,” | said. “What’s on your mind?’

He looked at me with consideration and then took a seat. |

remained standing, committed to leaving. “| think, Evelyn, we have
something to think about.”

“We do?

“The love sceneis next week.”

“I'm aware.”

“Thismovie, it is almost done.”

“Yes.”

“And | think it is missing something.”

“Like what?’

“1 think that the viewer needs to understand the raw magnetism of
Patriciaand Mark’ s attraction.”

“1 agree. That'swhy | agreed to really show my breasts. You're
getting what no other filmmaker, including yourself, has ever gotten
from me before. 1’d think you' d be thrilled.”

“Yes, of course, | am, but | think we need to show that Patriciaisa
woman who takes what she wants, who delights in the sins of the
flesh. Sheis, right now, such amartyr. Sheisasaint, helping Mark all
through the film, standing by him.”

“Right, because of how much she loves him.”

“Yes, but we also need to see why she loves him. What does he give
to her, what does she get from him?”’

“What are you getting at?’

“1 want us to shoot something almost no one does.”

“Which is?’

“1 want to show you screwing because you love it.” His eyes were
wide and excited. He was creatively enthralled. | always knew Max
was alittle lascivious, but this was different. This was arebellious act.



“Think about it. Sex scenes are about love. Or power.”

“Sure. And the purpose of the love scene next week isto show how
much Patricialoves Mark. How much she believes in him. How strong
their connectionis.”

Max shakes his head. “I want it to show the audience that part of

the reason Patricialoves Mark is because he makes her orgasm.”

| felt myself pulling back, trying to take it all in. It shouldn’t have felt
so scandalous, and yet it absolutely was. Women have sex for intimacy.
Men have sex for pleasure. That’s what culture tells us.

Theideathat I’ d be shown to enjoy my body, to desire the male

form just as strongly as | was desired, to show awoman putting her
own physical pleasure at the forefront . . . it felt daring.

What Max was talking about was a graphic portraya of female

desire. And my gut instinct wasthat | loved the idea. | mean, the
thought of filming a graphic sex scene with Don was about as arousing
to me asabowl of bran flakes. But | wanted to push the envelope. |
wanted to show awoman getting off. | liked the idea of showing a
woman having sex because she wanted to be pleased instead of being
desperate to please. So in amoment of excitement, | grabbed my coat,
put out my hand, and said, “I'min.”

Max laughed and hopped out of his chair, taking my hand and

shaking it. “ Fantastique, ma belle!”

What | should have done wastell him | had to think about it. What |
should have done wastell Celia about it the moment | got home. What
| should have done was give her asay.

| should have given her the opportunity to express any misgivings. |
should have respected that while she had no place to tell me what |
could and could not do with my body, | did have aresponsibility to
inquire about how my actions might affect her. | should have taken her
out to dinner and told her what | wanted to do and explained why |
wanted to do it. | should have made love to her that night, to show her
that the only body | was truly interested in deriving pleasure from was
hers.

These are simply things you do. These are kindnesses you extend

to the person you love when you know that your job will entail the
world seeing images of you having sex with another person.

| did none of that for Celia.

Instead, | avoided her.

I went home and checked on Connor. | went into the kitchen and

ate achicken salad Luisa had left in the fridge.

Celiacamein and hugged me. “How was shooting?’

“Good,” | said. “Completely fine.”

And because she didn’t say, How was your day? or Anything
interesting happen with Max? or even How’ s next week looking? | didn’t
bring it up.

I HAD TWO shots of bourbon before Max yelled “ Action!” The set was
closed. Just me, Don, Max, the cinematographer, and a couple of guys
working lighting and sound.

| closed my eyes and told myself to remember how good it felt to
want Don all those years ago. | thought of how sublime it wasto
awaken my own desire, to realize | liked sex, that it wasn't just about
what men wanted, that it was about me, too. | thought of how | wanted



to put that seed of athought into other women'’s brains. | thought of
how there might be other women out there scared of their own
pleasure, of their own power. | thought of what it would mean to have
just one woman go home to her husband and say, “ Give me what he
gave her.”

I put myself in that place of desperate wanting, the ache of needing
something only someone else can give you. | used to have that with
Don. | had it then with Celia. So | closed my eyes, | focused in on
myself, and | went there.

Later on, people would say that Don and | werereally having sex in
the movie. There were all sorts of rumors that the sex was
unsimulated. But those rumors were complete and utter bullshit.
People just thought they saw real sex because the energy was
searing, because | convinced myself in that moment that | was a
woman in urgent need of him, because Don was able to remember
how it felt to want me before he ever had me.

That day on set, | truly let go. | was present and wild and
unrestrained. More than | ever had been on film before, more than |
ever have been since. It was a moment of purely imagined reckless
euphoria.

When Max yelled “Cut!” | snapped out of it. | stood up and rushed
to my robe. | blushed. Me. Evelyn Hugo. Blushing.

Don asked if | was all right, and | turned away from him, not
wanting him to touch me.

“I'mfing,” | said, and then | went to my dressing room, closed the
door, and bawled my eyes out.

| wasn't ashamed of what I’ d done. | wasn’t nervous for audiencesto
seeit. Thetearsthat fell down my face were because | realized what |
had done to Celia.

| had been a person who believed she stuck by a certain code. It

may not have been a code that others subscribed to, but it was one that
made sense to me. And part of that code was being honest with Celia,
being good to her.

And this was not good to Celia.

Doing what | had just done, without her blessing, was not good for
the woman | loved.

When we wrapped for the day, | walked the fifty blocks home
instead of grabbing acar. | needed the time to myself.

| stopped on the way and bought flowers. | called Harry from a pay
phone and asked him to take Connor for the night.

Celiawasin the bedroom when | got home, drying her hair.

“1 got you these,” | said, handing her the bouquet of whitelilies. |
did not mention that the florist had said that white lilies mean My love
ispure.

“Oh, my God,” she said. “They are gorgeous. Thank you.”

She smelled them and then grabbed a water glass, filled it from the
tap, and put the flowersin it. “ Just for amoment,” she said. “Until |
have a chance to choose a vase.”

“1 wanted to ask you something,” | said.

“Oh, boy,” she said. “Are these flowersjust to butter me up?”’

| shook my head. “No,” | said. “ The flowers are because | love you.
Because | want you to know how often | think of you, how important
you areto me. | don't tell you that enough. | wanted to tell you this



way. With those.”

Guilt isafeding I’ ve never made much peace with. | find that when
it rearsits head, it brings an army. When | feel guilty for one thing, |
start to see al the other things | should feel guilty for.

| sat on the foot of our bed. “I just .. . . | wanted to let you know that
Max and | have discussed it, and | think the love scene in the movie
will be more graphic than you and | were thinking.”

“How graphic?’

“Something a bit more intense. Something that conveys Patricia's
desperate need to be pleasured.”

| was lying outright to hide alie of omission. | was crafting a new
narrative, in which Celiawould believe that | had asked for her
blessing before doing what | had already done.

“Her need to be pleasured?’

“We need to see what Patricia gets out of her relationship with

Mark. It'snot just love. It hasto be more than that.”

“That makes sense,” Celiasaid. “You're saying it answers the
guestion Why does she stay with him?”’

“Yeah,” | said, excited that maybe she would understand, maybe |
could fix thisretroactively. “ Exactly. So we are going to shoot an
explicit scene between Don and me. I'll be mostly nude. For the heart
of the movieto really sink in, we need to see the two main characters
truly vulnerable together, connecting . . . sexualy.”

Celialistened as | spoke, letting the words sink in. | could see her
grappling with what | was saying, trying to make it fit for her. “1 want
you to do the movie as you want to do it,” she said.

“Thank you.”

“ljust . . .” Shelooked down and started shaking her head. “I'm
feelingvery . . .1 don't know. I’m not sure | can do this. Knowing
you're with Don al day, with these long nights, and | never see you,
and . . .sex. Sexissacred between us. I'm not sure | can stand to
watch that.”

“Youwon't need to watch it.”

“But I'll know it happened. I’ [l know it’s out there. And everyone will
seeit. | want to be OK with this. | really do.”

“So be OK with it.”

“I’m going to try.”

“Thank you.”

“I'm redlly going to try.”

“Great.”

“But Evelyn, | don’t think | can. Just knowing that you were . . .
when you sept with Mick, | was sick for years afterward, thinking
about the two of you together.”

“I know.”

“And you dlept with Harry, God knows how many times,” she said.
“I know, honey. | know. But I'm not sleeping with Don.”

“But you have dept with him. Y ou have. When people watch the two
of you on-screen, they will be watching something the two of you have
already done.”

“It'snot real,” | said.

“1 know, but what you’ re saying to me is that you are prepared to
make it look real. You' re saying you' re going to make it look more real
than anything else any of us have done so far.”



“Yes” | said. “I guess| am saying that.”

She started crying. She put her head in her hands. “I feel like I'm
failing you,” shesaid. “But | can't doiit. | can’'t. | know myself, and |
know thisistoo much for me. I'll be too sick over it. I’ll make myself ill
thinking of you with him.” She shook her head, resolved. “I’m sorry. |
don’'t haveitin me. | can't handleit. | want to be stronger for you, | do.
| know that if the tables were turned, you could handleit. | feel likel’'m
disappointing you. And I’'m so sorry, Evelyn. | will work forever to
make it up to you. I'll help you get any part you want. For the rest of
our lives. And I'll work on getting there so that the next time this
happens, | can be stronger. But . . . please, Evelyn, | can’'t live through
you sleeping with another man. Even if thistimeit only looksreal. |
can't doit. Please,” she said. “Please don’t do this.”

My heart sank. | nearly vomited.

| looked down at the floor. | studied the way two planks of wood met
just under my feet, how the nailheads were just the littlest bit sunken
in.

And then | looked up at her and said, “| already did it.”

| sobbed.

And | pleaded.

And | groveled, desperately, on my knees, having long ago learned
the lesson that you have to throw yourself at the mercy of the things
you truly want.

But before | was done, Celiasaid, “All I’ ve ever wanted was for you
to be truly mine. But you’ ve never been mine. Not really. I’ ve always
had to settle for one piece of you. While the world gets the other half. |
don’'t blame you. It doesn’t make me stop loving you. But | can’'t do it. |
can't doit, Evelyn. | can’t live with my heart half-broken all the time.”
And she walked out the door and left me.

Within aweek, Celia had packed up all her things, at my apartment
and hers, and moved back to L.A.

She would not answer the phone when | called. | couldn’t get hold

of her.

Then, weeks after she left, she filed for divorce from John. When he
got the papers, | swear, it was asif she had served them to me directly.
It was clear, in no uncertain terms, that by divorcing him, she was
divorcing me.

| got John to make some calls to her agent, her manager. He

tracked her down at the Beverly Wilshire. | flew to Los Angeles, and |
pounded on her door.

| was wearing my favorite Diane von Furstenberg, because Celia

had once said | wasirresistible in it. There were a man and a woman
coming out of their hotel room, and as they walked down the hall, they
couldn’t stop looking at me. They knew who | was. But | refused to
hide. | just kept knocking on the door.

When Celiafinally opened it, | looked her in the eye and didn’t say a
word. She stared back at me, silent. And then, with tearsin my eyes, |
said, smply, “Please.”

She turned away from me.

Chapter 57



Six months following the tragic loss of Harry, the realization dawned that | needed to remove Connor from
our current environment. Her father's death, surrounded by a mixture of shock and grief, mirrored the loss |
faced when my mother died years earlier. With Connor's wellbeing my priority, | concluded that a change of
scenery might halt her destructive path. The allure of escaping the public eye, the drug dealers, and the
overall toxicity of our current life became my focus. | envisioned a place where supervision was easier, and
healing, more feasible.

In the throes of despair, my nightly conversations with Celia provided solace and a semblance of stability.
Celia, distanced yet ever-present through these calls, suggested a move to Aldiz, aquiet fishing village along
Spain's southern coast. The decision was bold—a leap towards anonymity, away from the prying eyes and
the pain intertwined with fame. But it also meant parting ways with Luisa, our long-term caretaker, who had
become an integral part of our lives through the years. Acknowledging her need for change, | prepared to
embrace the more mundane aspects of life, finding solace in the simplicity of domestic duties.

Unveiling the plan to Connor, | braced myself for her reaction. The disclosure encompassed not only our
relocation but also my retirement from acting, and my relationship with Celia, with whom | intended to forge
anew life. My approach was direct, treating Connor not as a child, but as someone deserving of honesty and
respect. My heart sank as she expressed indifference to the upheavals, yearning only for solitude.

The days leading to our departure were amix of logistical arrangements and silent apprehensions. Two days
before our move, | reassured Connor of the autonomy she would have in Aldiz, hoping to kindle a spark of
enthusiasm for our new beginning. Despite the challenges, the move represented a desperate yet hopeful
attempt to mend the fragmented pieces of our lives.
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| will provide the chapter now.

Y OU AND CELIA DIDN'T HAVE any contact at all?” | ask.
Evelyn shakes her head. She stands up and walks over to the
window and opensit a crack. The breeze that streamsin iswelcome.
When she sits back down, she looks at me, ready to move on to
something else. But I’'m too baffled.

“How long were the two of you together by that point?’

“Three years?’ Evelyn says. “Just about.”

“And shejust left? Without another word?’

Evelyn nods.
“Did you try to call her?’
She shakes her head. “I was . . .| didn’t yet know that itis OK to

grovel for something you really want. | thought that if she didn’t want
me, if she didn’t understand why | did what | did, then | didn’t need
her.”

“And you were OK?’

“No, | was miserable. | was hung up on her for years. | mean, sure, |
spent my time having fun. Don’t get me wrong. But Celia was howhere
in sight. In fact, | would read copies of Sub Rosa because Celia's



picture was in them, analyzing the other people with her in the photos,
wondering who they were to her, how she knew them. | know now that
she was just as heartbroken as | was. That somewhere in her head,

she was waiting for me to call her and apologize. But at thetime, | just
ached all alone.”

“Do you regret that you didn’t call her?’ | ask her. “That you lost

that time?’

Evelyn looks at me asif | am stupid. “ She’s gone now,” Evelyn says.
“Thelove of my lifeisgone, and | can’'t just call her and say I'm sorry
and have her come back. She’s gone forever. So yes, Monique, that is
something | do regret. | regret every second | didn’t spend with her. |
regret every stupid thing | did that caused her an ounce of pain. |
should have chased her down the street the day she left me. | should
have begged her to stay. | should have apologized and sent roses and
stood on top of the Hollywood sign and shouted, ‘1I’'min love with Celia
St. James!” and let them crucify mefor it. That’swhat | should have
done. And now that | don’t have her, and | have more money than |
could ever usein this lifetime, and my name is cemented in Hollywood
history, and | know how hollow it is, I am kicking myself for every
single second | chose it over loving her proudly. But that’s aluxury.

Y ou can do that when you' re rich and famous. Y ou can decide that
wealth and renown are worthless when you have them. Back then, |
till thought | had all the time | needed to do everything | wanted. That
if I just played my cardsright, | could haveit all.”

“Y ou thought she’ d come back to you,” | say.

“1 knew she'd come back to me,” Evelyn says. “And she knew it, too.
We both knew our time wasn't over.”

I hear the distinct sound of my phone. But it isn’t the familiar tone

of aregular text message. It isthe beep | set just for David, last year
when | got the phone, just after we were married, when it never
occurred to me that he’ d ever stop texting.

| look down briefly to see his name. And beneath it: | think we

should talk. Thisistoo huge, M. It’s happening too fast. We have to talk
about it. | put it out of my mind instantly.

“So you knew she was coming back to you, but you married Rex
North anyway?’ | ask, refocused.

Evelyn lowers her head for a moment, preparing to explain herself.

“ Anna Karenina was way over budget. We were weeks behind
schedule. Rex was Count Vronsky. By the time the director’s cut came
in, we knew the entire thing had to be reedited, and we needed to

bring someone elsein to saveit.”

“And you had a stake in the box office.”

“Both Harry and | did. It was hisfirst movie after leaving Sunset
Studios. If it flopped, he would have a hard time getting another
meeting in town.”

“And you? What would have happened to you if it flopped?’

Chapter 39
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| will provide the chapter now.

I N 1974, ON MY THIR TY-SIXTH birthday, Harry, Celia, John, and | all
went out to the Palace. It was supposedly the most expensive

restaurant in the world during that time. And | was the sort of person
who liked being extravagant and absurd.

I look back on it now, and | wonder where | got off, throwing money
around so casually, asif the fact that it came easily to me meant | had
no responsibility to valueit. | find it mildly mortifying now. The caviar,
the private planes, the staff big enough to populate a baseball team.

But the Palace it was.

We posed for pictures, knowing they would end up in some tabloid

or another. Celia bought us a bottle of Dom Perignon. Harry put back
four manhattans himself. And when the dessert came with alit candle
in the middle, the three of them sang for me as people |looked on.

Harry was the only one who had a piece of the cake. Celiaand |

were watching our figures, and John was on a strict regimen that had
him mostly eating protein.

“At least have abite, Ev,” John said good-naturedly as he took the
plate away from Harry and pushed it toward me. “I1t’ s your birthday,
for crying out loud.”

| raised an eyebrow and grabbed afork, using it to scrape a forkful

of the chocolate fudge icing. “When you'reright, you'reright,” | said to
him.

“He just doesn’'t think | should have it,” Harry said.

John laughed. “ Two birds with one stone.”

Celialightly tapped her fork against her glass. “OK, OK,” she said.
“Small speech time.”

She was due to shoot afilm in Montana the following week. She'd
postponed the start date so she could be with me that night.

“To Evelyn,” she said, lifting her glassin the air. “Who haslit up

every goddamn room she ever walked into. And who, day after day,
makes us feel likewe' reliving in adream.”

LATER THAT NIGHT, as Celiaand John went out to hail a cab, Harry
gently helped me put my jacket on. “Do you redlize that I’ m the longest
marriage you' ve had?’ he asked.

By that point, Harry and | had been married for almost seven years.
“And also the best,” | said. “Bar none.”

“l wasthinking . ..”

| already knew what he was thinking. Or at least, | suspected what

he was thinking. Because I’ d been thinking it, too.

| was thirty-six. If we were going to have ababy, I’d put it off for as
long as| could.

Sure, there were women having babies later than that, but it wasn’t
very common, and | had spent the last few years staring at babiesin
strollers, unable to focus my eyes on anything else when they were



around.

I would pick up friends' babies and hold them tightly until the very
moment their mothers demanded them back. | thought of what my
own child might be like. | thought of how it would feel to bring alife
into the world, to give the four of us another being to focus on.

But if | was going to do it, | had to get moving.

And our decision to have a baby wasn't redlly just a two-person
conversation. It was a four-person conversation.

“Goon,” | said as we made our way to the front of the restaurant.
“Say it.”

“A baby,” Harry said. “You and me.”

“Have you discussed it with John?’ | asked.

“Not specifically,” he said. “Have you discussed it with Celia?’
“No.”

“But are you ready?’ he said.

My career was going to take a hit. There was no avoiding it. I’d go
from being a woman to being a mother—and somehow those things
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| will provide the chapter now.

W HEN | GET HOME, | instinctively throw my bag onto the couch. |
amtired, and | am angry, and my eyesfeel dry and stiff, asif they have
been wrung out like wet laundry.

| sit down, not bothering to take off my coat or my shoes. | respond
to the e-mail my mother has sent containing her flight information for
tomorrow. And then | lift my legs and rest my feet on the coffee table.
As| do, they hit an envelope resting on the surface.

Itisonly thenthat | realize | even have a coffee tablein the first
place.

David brought it back. And on it rests an envelope addressed to me.
M—

| should never have taken the table. | don’t need it. It’s silly for

it to sit in the storage unit. | was being petty when | left.

Enclosed is my key to the apartment and the business card

of my lawyer.

| suppose there is not much else to say except that | thank

you for doing what | could not.

—D

| put the letter down on the table. | put my feet back up. | wrestle
myself out of my coat. | kick off my shoes. | lay my head back. |
breathe.

I don't think 1 would have ended my marriage without Evelyn Hugo.

| don’t think | would have stood up to Frankie without Evelyn Hugo.
| don’t think | would have had the chance to write a surefire



bestseller without Evelyn Hugo.
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| will provide the chapter now.

F ATHER AND DAUGHTER WAS A huge hit. And as a show of just how
excited Sunset was about my new persona, they credited mein the
beginning of the movie as“Introducing Evelyn Hugo.” It was the first,
and only, time my name was under the marquee.

On opening night, | thought of my mother. | knew that if she could
have been there with me, she would have been beaming. | did it, |
wanted to tell her. We're both out of there.

When the movie did well, | thought Sunset would certainly green-

light Little Women. But Ari wanted Ed Baker and me in another movie
asfast as possible. We didn’t do sequels back then. Instead, we would
essentially just make the same movie again with a different name and a
dlightly different conceit.

So we commenced shooting on Next Door. Ed played my uncle, who
had taken me in after my parents died. The two of us quickly fell into
respective romantic entanglements with the widowed mother and son
who lived next to us.

Don was shooting athriller on the lot at the time, and he used to

come visit me every day when his set broke for lunch.

| was absolutely smitten, in love and lust for the very first time.

| found myself brightening up the moment | set eyes on him, always
finding reasons to touch him, reasons to bring him up in conversation
when he wasn't around.

Harry was sick of hearing about him.

“Ev, honey, I’m serious,” Harry said one afternoon in his office

when the two of us were sharing adrink. “I’ve had it up to my eyeballs
with this Don Adler talk.” | visited Harry about once a day back then,
just to check in, see how he was doing. | always made it seem like
business, but even then | knew he was the closest thing | had to a
friend.

Sure, I'd become friendly with alot of the other actresses at Sunset.
Ruby Reilly, in particular, was a favorite of mine. She was tall and lean,
with a dynamite laugh and an air of detachment to her. She never
minced words but she could charm the pants off almost anybody.
Sometimes Ruby and |, and some of the other girls on the lot, would
grab lunch and gossip about various goings-on, but, to be honest, |
would have thrown every single one of them in front of a moving train
to get apart. And | think they would have done the same to me.
Intimacy isimpossible without trust. And we would have been idiots
to trust one another.

But Harry was different.



Harry and | both wanted the same thing. We wanted Evelyn Hugo

to be a household name. Also, we just liked each other.

“We can talk about Don, or we can talk about when you’ re green-
lighting Little Women,” | said teasingly.

Harry laughed. “1t’ s not up to me. Y ou know that.”

“Well, why is Ari dragging his feet?’

“You don’t want to do Little Women right now,” Harry says. “It's
better if you give it afew months.”

“1 most certainly do want to do it right now.”

Harry shook his head and stood up, pouring himself another glass

of scotch. He didn’t offer me a second martini, and | knew it was
because he knew | shouldn’t have had the first one to begin with.
“You could really be big,” Harry said. “Everybody’ s saying so. If
Next Door does as well as Father and Daughter and you and Don keep
going on the way you have been, you could be abig deal.”

“1 know,” | said. “That’swhat I’'m banking on.”

“You want Little Women to come out just when people are thinking
you only know how to do one thing.”

“What do you mean?’

“You had a huge hit with Father and Daughter. People know you can
be funny. They know you' re adorable. They know they liked you in that
picture.”

“Sure.”

“Now you're gonnado it again. You' re going to show them that you
can re-create the magic. You're not just a one-trick pony.”

“All right . . .”

“Maybe you do a picture with Don. After all, they can’t print pictures
of the two of you dancing at Ciro’s or the Trocadero fast enough.”
“But—"

“Hear me out. Y ou and Don do a picture. A matinee romance,

maybe. Something where al the girls want to be you, and all the boys
want to be with you.”

“Fine.”

“And just when everyone is thinking they know you, that they ‘ get’
Evelyn Hugo, you play Jo. You knock everybody’ s socks off. Now the
audience is going to think to themselves, ‘1 knew she was something
specia.’”

“But why can’'t | just do Little Women now? And they’ Il think that
now?’

Harry shook his head. “Because you have to give them timeto

invest in you. Y ou have to give them time to get to know you.”
“You're saying | should be predictable.”

“1"m saying you should be predictable and then do something
unpredictable, and they’ll love you forever.”

| listened to him, thought about it. “You're just feeding me aline,” |
said.

Harry laughed. “Look, thisis Ari’s plan. Like it or not. He wants you
in afew more pictures before he’' s gonna give you Little Women. But he
isgonnagive you Little Women.”

“All right,” | said. What choice did | have, realy? My contract with
Sunset was for another three years. If | caused too much trouble, they
had an option to drop me at any time. They could loan me out, force
me to take projects, put me on leave without pay, you nameit. They



could do anything they wanted. Sunset owned me.

“Your job now,” Harry said, “isto seeif you can make areal go of it
with Don. It’sin both of your best interests.”

| laughed. “Oh, now you want to talk about Don.”

Harry smiled. “I don’t want to sit here and listen to you talk about
how dreamy heis. That’s boring. | want to know if the two of you
might be ready to make it official.”

Don and | had been seen around town, our photos taken at every

hot spot in Hollywood. Dinner at Dan Tana's, lunch at the Vine Street
Derby, tennis at the Beverly Hills Tennis Club. And we knew what we
were doing, parading around in public.

| needed Don’ s name mentioned in the same sentences as mine,

and Don needed to look like he was a part of the New Hollywood.
Photos of the two of us double-dating with other stars went along way
toward solidifying hisimage as a man-about-town.

But he and | never talked about any of that. Because we were
genuinely happy to be around each other. The fact that it was helping
our careersfelt like abonus.

The night of the premiere of his movie Big Trouble, Don picked me
up wearing a slick dark suit and holding a Tiffany box.

“What'sthis?’ | asked him. | was wearing a black-and-purple floral
Christian Dior.

“Open it,” Don said, smiling.

Inside was agiant platinum and diamond ring. It was braided on the
sides with a square-cut jewel in the middle.

| gasped. “Areyou. . ."

I knew it had been coming, if only because | knew Don wanted to
sleep with me so bad it was nearly killing him. I’d been resisting him
despite his very overt advances. But it was getting harder to do. The
more we kissed in dark places, the more we found ourselves alonein
the backs of limousines, the harder it was for me to push him away.
I’d never had that feeling before, physical yearning. I’d never felt
what it isto ache to be touched—until Don. | would find myself next to
him, desperate to feel his hands on my bare skin.

And | loved the idea of making love to someone. I’ d had sex before,
but it had never meant anything to me. | wanted to make love to Don. |
loved him. And | wanted usto do it right.

And here it was. A marriage proposal.

| put my hand out to touch the ring, to make sure it was all real.

Don shut the box before | could. “I’'m not asking you to marry me,” he
said.
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H OW DID YOU REMAIN SO confident? So steadfast in your resolve?’ |
ask Evelyn.
“When Don left me? Or when my career went down the tubes?’
“Both, | guess,” | say. “I mean, you had Celia, so it's alittle different,
but still.”
Evelyn cocks her head dlightly. “ Different from what?’
“Hm?’ | say, lost in my own thoughts.
“You said | had Celia, so it was alittle different,” Evelyn clarifies.
“Different from what?’
“Sorry,” | say. “l was . . .inmy own head.” | have momentarily let
my own relationship problems seep into what should be a one-way
conversation.
Evelyn shakes her head. “No need to be sorry. Just tell me different
from what.”
| look at her and readlize that I’ ve opened a door that can't really be
shut. “From my own impending divorce.”
Evelyn smiles, amost like the Cheshire Cat. “Now things are
getting interesting,” she says.
It bothers me, her cavalier attitude toward my own vulnerability. It's
my fault for bringing it up. | know that. But she could treat it with
more kindness. I’ ve exposed myself. I’ ve exposed a wound.
“Have you signed the papers?’ Evelyn asks. “ Perhaps with atiny
heart above the i in Monique? That’s what | would do.”
“1 guess| don’t take divorce as lightly asyou,” | say. It comes out
flatly. | consider softening, but . . . | don't.
“No, of course not,” Evelyn says kindly. “If you did, at your age,
you'd beacynic.”
“But at your age?’ | ask.
“With my experience? A realist.”
“That, in and of itself, isawfully cynical, don’'t you think? Divorceis
loss.”
Evelyn shakes her head. “Heartbreak isloss. Divorceis a piece of
paper.”
| look down to seethat | have been doodling a cube over and over
with my blue pen. It is starting to tear through the page. | neither pick
up my pen nor push harder. | merely keep running the ink over the
lines of the cube.
“1f you are heartbroken right now, then | feel for you deeply,”
Evelyn says. “That | have the utmost respect for. That’s the sort of
thing that can split a person in two. But | wasn’t heartbroken when
Don left me. | simply felt like my marriage had failed. And those are
very different things.”
When Evelyn says this, | stop my penin place. | look up at her. And
| wonder why | needed Evelyn to tell me that.
| wonder why that sort of distinction has never crossed my mind
before.

* * %
ON MY WALK to the subway this evening, | seethat Frankie has called
me for the second time today.
| wait until 1’ve ridden all the way to Brooklyn and I’m heading
down the street toward my apartment to respond. It's almost nine
o’ clock, so | decide to text her: Just getting out of Evelyn’s now. Sorry it’s
so late. Want to talk tomorrow?



| have my key in my front door when | get Frankie's response:
Tonight isfine. Call as soon as you can.

| roll my eyes. | should never bluff Frankie.

| put my bag down. | pace around the apartment. What am | going
totell her? Theway | seeit, | have two choices.

| can lie and tell her everything' s going fine, that we're on track for
the June issue and that I’ m getting Evelyn to talk about more concrete
things.

Or | can tell the truth and potentially get fired.

At this point, I’m starting to see that getting fired might not be so
bad. I'll have a book to publish in the future, one for which I’d most
likely make millions of dollars. That could, in turn, get me other
celebrity biography opportunities. And then, eventually, | could start
finding my own topics, writing about anything | want with the
confidence that any publisher would buy it.

But | don’t know when this book will be sold. And if my real goal is
to set myself up to be able to grab whatever story | want, then
credibility matters. Getting fired from Vivant because | stole their
major headline would not bode well for my reputation.

Before | can decide what, exactly, my planis, my phoneisringingin
my hand.

Frankie Troupe.

“Hello?’

“Monique,” Frankie says, her voice somehow both solicitous and
irritated. “What' s going on with Evelyn? Tell me everything.”

| keep searching for ways in which Frankie, Evelyn, and | al leave
this situation getting what we want. But | realize suddenly that the only
thing I can control isthat | get what | want.

And why shouldn’t I?

Redlly.

Why shouldn’t it be me who comes out on top?

“Frankie, hi, I’'m sorry | haven’t been more available.”

“That'sfine, that’sfine,” Frankie says. “Aslong as you're getting
good material.”

“1 am, but unfortunately, Evelyn is no longer interested in sharing
the piece with Vivant.”

The silence on Franki€'s end of the phone is deafening. And then it
is punctuated with aflat, dead “What?’

“1’ve been trying to convince her for days. That’swhy I’ ve been
unable to get back to you. I’ ve been explaining to her that she hasto
do this piece for Vivant.”

“1f she wasn’t interested, why did she call us?’

“She wanted me,” | say. | do not follow this up with any sort of
qualification. I do not say She wanted me and here iswhy or She wanted
me and I’ m so sorry about al this.

“She used usto get to you?’ Frankie says, asif it’s the most
insulting thing she can think of. But the thing is, Frankie used meto
getto Evelyn, so.. . .

“Yes,” | say. “l think she did. She’sinterested in afull biography.
Written by me. I’ ve gone along with it in the hopes of changing her
mind.”

“A biography? Y ou' re taking our story and turning it into a book
instead?’



“1t' swhat Evelyn wants. I’ ve been trying to convince her

otherwise.”

“And have you?’ Frankie asks. “Convinced her?’

“No,” | say. “Not yet. But | think | might be able to.”

“OK,” Frankie says. “Then do that.”

Thisis my moment.

“1 think | can deliver you a massive, headline-making Evelyn Hugo
story,” | say. “But if | do, | want to be promoted.”

| can hear skepticism enter Frankie' s voice. “What kind of
promotion?’

“Editor at large. | come and go as | please. | choose the stories|

want to tell.”

“No.”

“Then | have no incentive to get Evelyn to allow the pieceto be in
Vivant.”

| can practically hear Frankie weighing her options. Sheis quiet,

but thereisno tension. It isasif she does not expect me to speak until
she has decided what she will say. “If you get us a cover story,” she
saysfinally, “and she agreesto sit for a photo shoot, I’ll make you a
writer at large.”

| consider the offer, and Frankie jJumpsin as|’m thinking. “We only
have one editor at large. Bumping Gayle out of the spot she has earned
doesn’'t feel right to me. I’ d think you could understand that. Writer at
large iswhat | haveto give. | won’'t exert too much control over what
you can write about. And if you prove yourself quickly there, you'll
move up as everyone else does. It’ s fair, Monique.”

| think about it for amoment further. Writer at large seems
reasonable. Writer at large sounds great. “OK,” | say. And then | push
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I will provide the chapter now.

THENIGHT OF THE ACADEMY Awards, Rex and | sat next to each
other, holding hands, alowing everyone a glimpse of the romantic
marriage we were peddling around town.

We both smiled politely when we lost, clapping for the winners. |

was disappointed but not surprised. It seemed alittle too good to be
true, the idea of Oscars for people like Rex and me, beautiful movie
starstrying to prove they had substance. | got the distinct impression
that alot of people wanted us to stay in our lane. So we took it in stride
and then partied the night away, the two of us drinking and dancing
until the wee hours.

Celiawasn't at the awards that year, and despite the fact that |

searched for her at every party Rex and | went to, | didn’t lay eyes on
her. Instead, Rex and | painted the town red.



At the William Morris party, | found Harry and dragged him into a
quiet corner, where the two of us sipped champagne and talked about
how wealthy we were going to be.

Y ou should know this about the rich: they always want to get richer.
It is never boring, getting your hands on more money.

When | was a child, trying to find something to eat for dinner

besides the old rice and dry beansin the kitchen, | would tell myself
that if | could just have a good meal every night, I’d be happy.

When | was at Sunset Studios, | told myself all | wanted was a
mansion.

When | got the mansion, | told myself all | wanted was two houses
and ateam of help.

Here | was, just turned twenty-five, already realizing that no amount
would ever really be enough.

Rex and | went home at around five in the morning, the two of us
downright drunk. As our car drove away, | searched my purse for keys
to the house, and Rex stood beside me breathing his sour gin breath
down my neck.

“My wife can’'t find the keys!” Rex said, stumbling ever so slightly.
“She’strying very hard, but she can’t seem to find them.”

“Would you be quiet?’ | said. “Do you want to wake the neighbors?’
“What are they going to do?’ Rex said, even louder than before.
“Kick usout of town? Isthat what they will do, my precious Evelyn?
Will they tell uswe can’t live on Blue Jay Way anymore? Will they
make us move to Robin Drive? Or Oriole Lane?’

| found the keys, put them in the door, and turned the knob. The

two of usfell inside. | said good night to Rex and went to my room.

| took off my dress alone, without anyone there to unzip the back of
it. The loneliness of my marriage hit harder in that moment than it
ever had.

| caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and could see, in no
uncertain terms, that | was beautiful. But it didn’t mean anyone loved
me.

| stood in my dlip and looked at my brassy blond hair and my dark
brown eyes and my straight, thick eyebrows. And | missed the woman
who should have been my wife. | missed Celia.

My mind reeled with the thought that she might be with John
Braverman that very moment. | knew better than to believe any of it.
But | also feared that | didn’t know her the way | thought | did. Did she
love him? Had she forgotten me? Tears welled in my eyes as | thought
about her red hair that used to fan across my pillows.

“There, there,” Rex said from behind me. | turned around to see

him standing in the doorway.

He had taken off histux jacket and undone his cuff links. His shirt
was half buttoned, his bow tie undone, hanging on either side of his
neck. It was the very sight that millions of women across the nation
would havekilled for.

“1 thought you went to bed,” | said. “If I’d known you were up, I'd’'ve
had you help me get my dress off.”

“1 would have liked that.”

| waved him off. “What are you doing? Can't sleep?’

“Haven't tried.”

He walked farther into the room, closer to me.



“Well, try, then. It'slate. At thisrate, the two of uswill be asleep
until evening.”

“Think about it, Evelyn,” he said. The lights streaming in through
the windows it his blond hair. His dimples glowed.

“Think about what?’

“Think about what it would be like.”

He moved closer to me and put his hand on my waist. He stood
behind me, his breath once again on my neck. It felt good to be
touched by him.

Movie stars are movie stars are movie stars. Sure, we all fade after a
while. We are human, full of flaws like anyone else. But we are the
chosen ones because we are extraordinary.

And there is nothing an extraordinary person likes more than
someone el se extraordinary.

“Rex.”

“Evelyn,” he said, whispering into my ear. “Just once. Shouldn’'t
we?’

“No,” | said, “we shouldn’t.” But | was not wholly convinced of my
answer, and thus, neither was Rex. “Y ou should go back to your room
before we both do something we'll regret tomorrow.”

“Areyou sure?’ he said. “Your wish ismy command, but I'd like it
very much if you changed your wish.”

“l won't change it,” | said.

“Think of it, though,” he said. He raised his hands higher up my
torso, the silk of my dlip the only thing between us. “Think of the way
I’d feel on top of you.”

| laughed. “I will not think about that. If | think about that, we' Il both
be sunk.”

“Think of the way we' d move together. The way we'd be slow at first
and then lose control.”

“Does this work with other women?’

“I’ve never had to work this hard with other women,” he said,
kissing my neck.

| could have walked away from him. | could have slapped him right
across the face, and he would have taken it with a stiff upper lip and
left me alone. But | wasn't ready for this part to be over. | liked being
tempted. | liked knowing I might make the wrong decision.

And it would absolutely have been the wrong decision. Because as
soon as | got out of that bed, Rex would forget how badly he'd worked
to get me. He' d remember only that he’ d had me.

And thiswasn’t atypical marriage. There was too much money on
theline.

| let him flick one side of my dlip off. | let him run his hand
underneath the neckline of it.

“Oh, what it would be to lose myself inyou,” hesaid. “To lie
underneath you and watch you writhe on top of me.”

| almost did it. | almost ripped my own dlip off and threw him onto
the bed.

But then he said, “ C’mon, baby, you know you want to.”

And it became perfectly clear just how many times Rex had tried
this before with countless other women.

Never let anyone make you feel ordinary.

“Get out of here,” | said, though not unkindly.



“But—"

“No buts. Go on to bed.”

“Evelyn—"

“Rex, you're drunk, and you' re confusing me for one of your many
girls, but I'm your wife,” | said, with all obviousirony.

“Not even once?’ he said. He seemed to sober up quickly, asif his
hooded eyes had been part of the act. | was never really sure with him.
Y ou never knew exactly where you stood with Rex North.

“Don’t try it again, Rex. It's not going to happen.”

He rolled his eyes and then kissed me on the cheek. “ G’ night,
Evelyn,” he said, and then he slipped out my door just as smoothly as
he'd comein.

THE NEXT DAY, | woke up to aringing phone, deeply hungover and
mildly confused about where | was.

“Hello?’

“Rise and shine, little bird.”

“Harry, what on earth?” The sun in my eyesfelt like a burn.

“ After you left the Fox party last night, | had a very interesting
conversation with Sam Pool.”

“What was a Paramount exec doing at a Fox party?’

“Trying to find you and me,” Harry said. “Well, and Rex.”

“To do what?’

“To suggest that Paramount sign you and Rex to a three-picture

deal.”

“What?’

“They want three movies, produced by us, starring you and Rex.

Sam said to name a price.”

“Name aprice?” Whenever | had too much to drink, | always woke
up the next morning feeling asif | were underwater. Everything
looked muted, sounded blurry. | needed to make sure | was following.
“What do you mean, name a price?’

“Do you want amillion bucks for a picture? | heard that’ s what
Don’s getting for The Time Before. We could get that for you, too.”
Did | want to make as much money as Don? Of course | did. |

wanted to get the paycheck and mail a copy of it to him with a photo of
my middle finger. But mostly | wanted the freedom to do whatever |
wanted.

“No,” | said. “Nope. I’'m not signing some contract where they tell
me what moviesto bein. You and | decide what movies| do. That'sit.”
“You aren't listening.”

“I'm listening just fine,” | said, shifting my weight onto my shoulder
and changing the arm that was holding the phone. | thought to myself,
I’m going to go for aswim today. | should tell Luisato heat the pool.
“We choose the movies,” Harry said. “It’sablind deal. Whatever
films you and Rex like Paramount wants to buy. Whatever salary we
want.”

“All because of Anna Karenina?’

“We' ve proven your name brings people into the theater. And if I'm
being entirely clear-eyed about this, | think Sam Pool wants to screw
over Ari Sullivan. | think he wants to take what Ari Sullivan threw away
and make gold out of it.”

“So I’'m apawn.”



“Everyone’s apawn. Don’t go around taking things personally now
when you never have before.”

“Any movies we want?’

“ Anything we want.”

“Have you told Rex?’

“Do you honestly think I would run a single thing by that cad before
running it by you?”’

“Oh, heisnot acad.”

“1f you had been there to talk to Joy Nathan after he broke her

heart, you' d disagree.”

“Harry, he's my husband.”

“Evelyn, no, he's not.”

“Can’'t you find something to like about him?’

“Oh, there' s plenty to like about him. | love how much money he's
made us, how much he will make us.”

“Well, he's always done good by me.” | told him no, and he walked
out my door. Not every man would do that. Not every man had.
“That’ s because you both want the same thing. Y ou, of all people,
should know that you can't tell a single thing about a person’s true
character if you both want the same thing. That’ s like a dog and a cat
getting along because they both want to kill the mouse.”

“Well, I like him. And | want you to like him. Especially because if
we sign thisdeal, Rex and | will have to stay married quite abit longer
than we originally thought. Which makes him my family. And you're
my family. So you’ re both family.”

“Plenty of peopledon’t like their families.”

“Oh, shut up,” | said.

“Let’s get Rex on board and sign this thing, OK? Get your agents
together to hammer out the deal. Let’s ask for the moon.”

“OK,” | said.

“Evelyn?’ Harry said, before getting off the phone.
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C ONNOR CAME BACK TO LIFE on therocky beaches of Aldiz. It was

slow but steady, like a seed sprouting.

Sheliked playing Scrabble with Celia. As she’d promised, she ate
dinner with me every night, sometimes even coming down to the
kitchen early to help me make tortillas from scratch or my mother’s
caldo gallego.

But it was Robert she gravitated toward.

Tall and broad, with a gentle beer belly and silver hair, Robert had
no idea what to do with ateenage girl at first. | think he was
intimidated by her. He was unsure what to say. So he gave her space,



maybe even more of awide berth.

It was Connor who reached out, who asked him to teach her how to
play poker, asked him to tell her about finance, asked him if he wanted
to go fishing.

He never replaced Harry. No one could. But he did ease the pain, a
little bit. She asked his opinion about boys. She took the time to find
him the perfect sweater on his birthday.

He painted her bedroom for her. He made her favorite barbecue

ribs on the weekends.

And slowly, Connor began to trust that the world was a reasonably
safe place to open your heart to. | knew the wounds of losing her
father would never truly heal, that scar tissue was forming all through
her high school years. But | saw her stop partying. | saw her start
getting As and Bs. And then, when she got into Stanford, | looked at
her and realized | had a daughter with two feet placed firmly on the
ground and her head squarely on her shoulders.

Celia, Robert, and | took Connor out for dinner the night before she
and | left to take her to school. We were at atiny restaurant on the
water. Robert had bought her a present and wrapped it. It was a poker
set. He said, “Take everybody’ s money, like you' ve been taking mine
with all those flushes.”

“And then you can help meinvest it,” she said with devilish glee.
“Attagirl,” he said.

Robert always claimed that he married me because he would do
anything for Celia. But | think he did it, in at least some small part,
because it gave him a chance to have afamily. He was never going to
settle down with one woman. And Spanish women proved to be just as
enchanted by him as American ones had been. But this system, this
family, was one he could be a part of, and | think he knew that when he
signed up.

Or maybe Robert merely stumbled into something that worked for
him, unsure what he wanted until he had it. Some people are lucky like
that. Me, I’ ve always gone after what | wanted with everything in me.
Othersfall into happiness. Sometimes | wish | waslike them. I’'m sure
sometimes they wish they were like me.

With Connor back in the United States, coming home only during
school breaks, Celiaand | had more time with each other than we ever
had before. We did not have film shoots or gossip columnsto worry
about. We were almost never recognized—and if people did recognize
one of us, they mostly steered clear and kept it to themselves.

Therein Spain, | had thelife | truly wanted. | felt at peace, again
waking up every day seeing Celia's hair fanned on my pillow. |
cherished every moment we had to ourselves, every second | spent
with my arms around her.

Our bedroom had an oversized balcony that looked out onto the
ocean. Often the breeze from the water would rush into our room at
night. We would sit out there on lazy mornings, reading the newspaper
together, our fingers gray from the ink.

| even started speaking Spanish again. At first, | did it because it

was necessary. There were so many people we needed to converse
with, and | was the only one truly prepared to do it. But | think the
necessity of it was good for me. Because | couldn’t worry too much
about feeling insecure; | ssimply had to get through the transaction.



And then, over time, | found myself proud of how easily it came to me.
The dialect was different—the Cuban Spanish of my youth was not a
perfect match for the Castilian of Spain—but years without the words
had not erased many of them from my mind.

| would often speak Spanish even at home, making Celia and Robert
piece together what | was saying from their own limited knowledge. |
loved sharing it with them. | loved being able to show a part of myself
that | had long buried. | was happy to find that when | dug it up, that
part was still there, waiting for me.

But of course, no matter how perfect the days seemed, there was

one ache looming over us night after night.

Celiawas not well. Her health was deteriorating. She did not have
much time.

“1 know | shouldn’t,” Celia said to me one night as we lay together

in the dark, neither of usyet deeping. “But sometimes | get so mad at
usfor al the yearswe lost. For al the time we wasted.”

| grabbed her hand. “1 know,” | said. “Metoo.”

“If you love someone enough, you should be able to overcome
anything,” she said. “ And we have always loved each other so much,
more than | ever thought | could be loved, more than | ever thought |
could love. So why . . . why couldn’t we overcome it?’

“Wedid,” | said, turning toward her. “We're here.”

She shook her head. “But the years,” she said.

“We're stubborn,” | said. “And we weren't exactly given the toolsto
succeed. We're both used to being the one who calls the shots. We
both have a tendency to think the world revolves around us.. . .”

“And we' ve had to hide that we're gay,” she said. “Or, rather, I'm
gay. You're bisexual.”

| smiled in the dark and squeezed her hand.

“The world hasn’t made that easy,” she said.

“I think both of us wanted more than was redlistic. I'm sure we

could have made it work, the two of us, in asmall town. You could have
been ateacher. | could have been a nurse. We could have made it
easier on ourselves that way.”

| could feel Celia shaking her head next to me. “But that’s not who
we are, that’s not who we have ever been or could ever be.”

| nodded. “I think being yourself—your true, entire self—is always
going to feel like you' re swimming upstream.”

“Yeah,” shesaid. “But if the last few years with you have been any
indication, | think it also feels like taking your bra off at the end of the
day.”

| laughed. “I loveyou,” | said. “Don’'t ever leave me.”

But when she said, “I love you, too. | never will,” we both knew she
was making a promise she couldn’t keep.

| couldn’t stand the thought of losing her again, losing her in a
deeper way than I'd ever lost her before. | couldn’t bear the idea that |
would be forever without her, with no tie to her.

“Will you marry me?’ | said.

She laughed, and | stopped her.

“I"'m not kidding! | want to marry you. For once and for al. Don't |
deserve that? Seven marriagesin, shouldn't | finaly get to marry the
love of my life?’

“1 don’t think it works that way, sweetheart,” she said. “And need |



remind you, I’ d be stealing my brother’ s wife.”

“I’m serious, Celia.”

“So am |, Evelyn. There' s no way for usto marry.”

“All amarriageisisapromise.”

“If you say s0,” she said. “Y ou're the expert.”

“Let’s get married right here and now. Me and you. In this bed. You
don’'t even have to put on awhite nightgown.”

“What are you talking about?’

“1’m talking about a spiritual promise, between the two of us, for the
rest of our lives.”

When Celiadidn’t say anything, | knew that she was thinking about
it. She was thinking about whether it could mean anything, the two of
us therein that bed.

“Here swhat we will do,” | said, trying to convince her. “We will
look each other in the eye, and we will hold hands, and we will say
what’s in our hearts, and we will promise to be there for each other.
We don’t need any government documents or witnesses or religious
approval. It doesn’'t matter that I'm already legally married, because we
both know that when | was marrying Robert, | was doing it to be with
you. We don’t need anybody else’ srules. We just need each other.”
She was quiet. She sighed. And then she said, “OK. I’'min.”
“Really?’ | was surprised at just how meaningful this moment was
becoming.

“Yeah,” shesaid. “| want to marry you. I’ ve aways wanted to marry

you. | just . . .it never occurred to me that we could. That we didn’t
need anyone’ s approval.”

“Wedon't,” | said.

“Then| do.”

| laughed and sat up in our bed. | turned on the light on my

nightstand. Celia sat up, too. We faced each other and held hands.

“1 think you should probably perform the ceremony,” she said.

“1 suppose | have been in more weddings,” | joked.

Shelaughed, and | laughed with her. We were in our midfifties,

giddy at the idea of finally doing what we should have done years ago.
“OK,” | said. “No more laughing. We're gonnado it.”

“OK,” shesaid, smiling. “I’m ready.”

| breathed in. | looked at her. She had crow’ s-feet around her eyes.
She had laugh lines around her mouth. Her hair was mussed from the
pillow. She was wearing an old New Y ork Giants T-shirt with aholein
the shoulder. Convention be damned, she never looked more beautiful.
“Dearly beloved,” | said. “I suppose that’sjust us.”

“OK,” Celiasaid. “I follow.”

“We are gathered here today to celebrate the union of . . . us.”

“Great.”

“Two people who come together to spend the rest of their lives with
each other.”

“Agreed.”

“Do you, Celia, take me, Evelyn, to be your wedded wife? In

sickness and in health, for richer and for poorer, till death do us part,
aslong as we both shall live?’

She smiled at me. “I do.”

“And do I, Evelyn, take you, Celia, to be my wedded wife? In
sickness and in health and all the other stuff?1 do.” | realized there



was a dight hiccup. “Wait, we don’t have rings.”

Chapter 7

In the opening of this chapter, we meet Evelyn, who is preparing for a dinner with Ronnie Beelman and
suggests picking up their current activity tomorrow. The narrator, who isin the process of gathering their
things, engages in abrief exchange with Evelyn about the progress of their work together, with Evelyn
showing confidence in the narrator's abilities.

The scene shifts to a phone conversation between the narrator and their mom, who immediately inquires
about the narrator's life post-David, indicating a history of disapproval or concern regarding the narrator's
relationship with David. The mother's early caution and her questioning the depth of the narrator and David's
connection are revealed, along with the narrator's defiance and the lingering doubts about her decision to get
engaged to David — doubts that seem to have been validated by the current state of the narrator'slife.

The conversation with the mother takes alighter turn as she mentions a plan to visit, which prompts a mix of
apprehensive and comforting thoughts in the narrator, weighing the pros and cons of her mother's visit.
Despite theinitial reluctance, the narrator agrees to the visit, acknowledging it might be good despite not
necessarily being fun.

The discussion moves to the package sent by the mother that has not been received yet and then transitions
into the mother's eager curiosity about how things are going with Evelyn Hugo. The narrator reveals Evelyn's
intention for the narrator to write a book instead of a piece for Vivant, indicating Evelyn might have been
strategic in her approach to get what she wants. The narrator expresses a sense of intrigue and suspicion
towards Evelyn's motives, suggesting a complicated relationship between what is being presented and the
underlying intentions.

This chapter sets up acomplex narrative involving personal struggles, intricate relationships, and the
intriguing professional opportunity with afigure as compelling and enigmatic as Evelyn Hugo, hinting at
potential conflicts and revelations to come.
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| will provide the chapter now.

L ET'SPICK UP HERE TOMORROW,” Evelyn says. The sun set long
ago. As| look around, | notice the remains of breakfast, lunch, and
dinner scattered across the room.

“OK,” | say.

“By theway,” she adds as | start to pack up. “My publicist got an e-
mail today from your editor. Inquiring about a photo shoot for the June
cover.”

“Oh,” | say. Frankie has checked in on me afew times now. | know |
need to call her back, update her on this situation. I'mjust . . . not sure
of my next move.

“1 take it you haven't told them the plan,” Evelyn says.



| place my computer in my bag. “Not yet.” | hate the slight tint of
sheepishness that comes out when | say it.

“That'sfine,” Evelyn says. “I’m not judging you, if that’s what you're
worried about. God knows I’ m no defender of the truth.”

| laugh.

“You'll do what you need to do,” she says.
“I will,” 1 say.

| just don’t know what, exactly, that is yet.

WHEN I GET home, the package from my mother is sitting just inside
my building’ s door. | pick it up, only to realize that it’sincredibly heavy.
| end up pushing it across the tile floor with my foot. | pull it, one step
at atime, up the stairs. And then | drag it into my apartment.

When | open the box, it’ s filled with some of my father’ s photo
albums.

The front of each is embossed with “James Grant” in the bottom
right-hand corner.

Nothing can stop me from sitting down, right on the floor where |

am, and looking through the photos one by one.

On-set still photos of directors, famous actors, bored extras, ADs—
you nameit, they are all in here. My dad loved his job. He loved taking
pictures of people who weren't paying attention to him.

I remember once, about a year before he died, he took a two-month
job in Vancouver. My mom and | went to visit him twice while he was
up there, but it was so much colder than L.A., and he was gone for
what felt like so long. | asked him why. Why couldn’t he just work at
home? Why did he have to take thisjob?

He told me he wanted to do work that invigorated him. He said,

“You have to do that, too, Monique. When you're older. Y ou have to
find a job that makes your heart feel big instead of one that makes it
feel small. OK? Y ou promise me that?’ He put out his hand, and |
shook it, like we were making abusiness deal. | was six. By thetimell
was eight, we'd lost him.

| always kept what he said in my heart. | spent my teenage years

with a burning pressure to find a passion, one that would expand my
soul in some way. It was no small task. In high school, long after we
had said good-bye to my father, | tried theater and orchestra. | tried
joining the chorus. | tried soccer and debate. In a moment of what felt
like an epiphany, | tried photography, hoping that the thing that
expanded my father’ s heart might expand my own.

But it wasn't until | was assigned to write a profile piece on one of

my classmates in my composition class freshman year at USC that |
felt anything close to aswelling in my chest. | liked writing about real
people. | liked finding evocative ways of interpreting the real world. |
liked the idea of connecting people by sharing their stories.

Following that part of my heart led me to Jschool at NYU. Which

led to my internship at WNY C. | followed that passion to alife of
freelancing for embarrassing blogs, living check to check and hand to
mouth, and then, eventually, to the Discourse, where | met David when
he was working on the site’ s redesign, and then to Vivant and now to
Evelyn.

One small thing my dad said to me on a cold day in Vancouver has
essentially been the basis of my entire life’ strgjectory.



For abrief moment, | wonder if | would have listened to him if he
hadn’t died. Would | have clung to his every word so tightly if his
advice had felt unlimited?

At the end of the last photo album, | come across candids that don’t
appear to be from amovie set. They were taken at a barbecue. |
recognize my mom in the background of some of them. And then, at
the very end, is one of me with my parents.

| can’t be more than four years old. | am eating a piece of cake with
my hand, looking directly into the camera, as my mother holds me and
my father has his arm around us. Most people still called me by my
first name, Elizabeth, back then. Elizabeth Monique Grant.

My mom assumed I’d grow up to be aLiz or aLizzy. But my father
had aways loved the name Monique and couldn’t help but call me by
it. I would often remind him that my name was Elizabeth and he would
tell me that my name was whatever | wanted it to be. When he passed
away, it became clear to both my mother and me that | should be
Monique. It eased our pain ever so dightly to honor every last thing
about him. So my pet name became my real name. And my mother
often reminds me that my name was a gift from my father.

Looking at this picture, | am struck by how beautiful my parents
were together. James and Angela. | know what it cost them to build a
life, to have me. A white woman and a black man in the early " 80s,
neither of their families being particularly thrilled with the
arrangement. We moved around a lot before my father died, trying to
find a neighborhood where my parents felt at ease, at home. My
mother didn’t feel welcome in Baldwin Hills. My father didn’t feel
comfortable in Brentwood.

| was in school before | met another person who looked like me.

Her name was Y ael. Her father was Dominican, and her mother was
from Israel. She liked to play soccer. | liked to play dress-up. We could
rarely agree on anything. But | liked that when someone asked her if
she was Jewish, she said, “I’'m half Jewish.” No one else | knew was
half something.

For so long, | felt like two halves.

Chapter 42
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| will provide the chapter now.

W HY DID YOU AGREE TO do it?’ | ask her. “Why not say you wanted
him cut from the film?’

“Wéll, first of al, you don’t go throwing your weight around unless
you're sureyou'll win,” Evelyn says. “And | was only about eighty
percent sure that if | pitched afit, Max would fire him. And second of

al, it seemed mildly cruel, to be honest. Don was not doing well. He
hadn’t had a hit in years, and most younger moviegoers didn’t know



who he was. He was divorced from Ruby, hadn’t remarried, and the
rumor was that his drinking had gotten out of control.”

“So you felt bad for him?Y our abuser?’

“Relationships are complex,” Evelyn says. “ People are messy, and

love can be ugly. I’'m inclined to always err on the side of compassion.”
“Y ou’re saying you had compassion for what he was going

through?’

“1’m saying you should have alittle compassion for how complicated
it must have been for me.”

Cut down to size, | find myself staring at the floor, unable to look at
her. “I'm sorry,” | say. “I haven't been in that situation before, and |
was. . . | don't know what | was thinking making any sort of judgment.
| apologize.”

Evelyn smiles gently, accepting my apology. “1 can’t speak for all
people who have been hit by someone they love, but what | can tell
you isthat forgivenessis different from absolution. Don was no longer
athreat to me. | was not scared of him. | felt powerful and free. So |
told Max I’d meet with him. Celiawas supportive but also hesitant
once she learned Don had been cast. Harry, while cautious, trusted

my ability to handle the situation. So my representatives called Don’s
people, and we set atime and place for the next time |l wasin L.A. | had

Chapter 68

Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

W HEN | GET TO EVELYN'’S apartment in the morning, I’ m unsure
when | even made the actual decision to come.

I simply woke up and found myself on my way. When | rounded the
corner, walking here from the subway, | realized | could never have
not come.

| cannot and will not do anything to compromise my standing at
Vivant. | did not fight for writer at large to bunt at the last minute.

I’m right on time but somehow the last to arrive. Grace opens the
door for me and already looks as if a hurricane hit her. Her hair is
falling out of her ponytail, and she' strying harder than usual to keep a
smile on her face.

“They showed up almost forty-five minutes early,” Grace saysto me
in awhisper. “Evelyn had a makeup person in at the crack of dawn to
get her ready before the magazine’ s makeup person. She had a
lighting consultant come in at eight thirty this morning to guide her on
the most flattering light in the house. Turns out it’s the terrace, which

I have not been as diligent about cleaning because it’s still cold out
every day. Anyway, I’ ve been scrubbing the terrace from top to bottom
for the past two hours.” Grace jokingly rests her head on my shoulder.
“Thank God I’m going on vacation.”



“Monique!” Frankie says when she sees me in the hallway. “What
took you so long?’

| look at my watch. “It’s eleven-oh-six.” | remember the first day |
met Evelyn Hugo. | remember how nervous | was. | remember how
larger-than-life she seemed. Sheis painfully human to me now. But this
isall new to Frankie. She hasn't seen the real Evelyn. She still thinks
we' re photographing an icon more than a person.

| step out onto the terrace and see Evelyn in the midst of lights,
reflectors, wires, and cameras. There are people circled around her.
Sheisditting on astool. Her gray blond hair is being blown in the air
by awind machine. She iswearing her signature emerald green, this
timein along-sleeved silk gown. Billie Holiday is playing on a speaker
somewhere. The sun is shining behind Evelyn. She looks like the very
center of the universe.

Sheisright at home.

She smiles for the camera, her brown eyes sparkling in a different
way from anything I’ ve ever seen in person. She seems at peace
somehow, in full display, and | wonder if the real Evelynisn’t the
woman |’ ve been talking to for the past two weeks but, instead, the one
| see before me right now. Even at almost eighty, she commands a
room in away I’ve never seen before. A star is always and forever a
Star.

Evelyn was born to be famous. | think her body helped her. | think
her face helped her. But for the first time, watching her in action,
moving in front of the camera, | get the sense that she has sold herself
short in one way: she could have been born with considerably less
physical gifts and probably still made it. She simply hasit. That
undefinable quality that makes everyone stop and pay attention.

She spots me as | stand behind one of the lighting guys, and she
stops what she’' s doing. She waves me over to her.

“Everyone, everyone,” she says. “We need afew photos of Monique
and me. Please.”

“Oh, Evelyn,” | say. “1 don’t want to do that.” | don’t want to even be
closeto her.

“Please,” she says. “To remember me by.”

A couple of people laugh, asif Evelyn is making a joke. Because, of
course, no one could forget Evelyn Hugo. But | know she’ s serious.
And so, in my jeans and blazer, | step up next to her. | take off my
glasses. | can fedl the heat of the lights, the way they glare in my eyes,
the way the wind feels on my face.

“Evelyn, | know thisisn’t newsto you,” the photographer says, “but
boy, does the cameralove you.”

“Oh,” Evelyn says, shrugging. “It never hurts to hear it one more
time.”

Her dressislow-cut, revealing her still-ample cleavage, and it

occurs to me that it is the very thing that made her that will be the
thing to finally take her down.

Evelyn catches my eye and smiles. It isa sincere smile, akind

smile. There is something amost nurturing about it, asif sheis
looking at me to see how I’'m doing, asif she cares.

And then, in an instant, | realize that she does.

Evelyn Hugo wants to know that I’'m OK, that with everything that
has happened, | will still be all right.



In amoment of vulnerability, | find myself putting my arm around
her. A second after | do, | realize that | want to pull it back, that I’m not
ready to be this close.

“1 loveit!” the photographer says. “Just like that.”

I cannot pull my arm away now. And so | pretend. | pretend, for one
picture, that | am not a bundle of nerves. | pretend that | am not
furious and confused and heartbroken and torn up and disappointed
and shocked and uncomfortable.

| pretend that | am simply captivated by Evelyn Hugo.

Because, despite everything, | still am.

AFTER THE PHOTOGRAPHER leaves, after everyone has cleaned up,
after Frankie has |eft the apartment, so happy that she could have
sprouted wings and flown herself back to the office, | am preparing to
leave.

Evelyn is upstairs changing her clothes.

“Grace,” | say as| spot her gathering disposable cups and paper
platesin the kitchen. | wanted to take a moment to say good-bye,
since Evelyn and | are done.”

“Done?’ Grace asks.

I nod. “We finished up the story yesterday. Photo shoot today. Now |
get to writing,” | say, even though | haven’t the foggiest ideahow I'm
going to approach any of this or what, exactly, my next step is.

“Oh,” Grace says, shrugging. “I must have misunderstood. |

thought you were going to be here with Evelyn through my vacation.
But honestly, al | could focus on was that | had two tickets to Costa
Ricain my hands.”

“That's exciting. When do you leave?’

“Onthered-eye later,” Grace says. “Evelyn gave them to me last
night. For me and my husband. All expenses paid. A week. We're
staying near Monteverde. All | heard was * zip-lining in the cloud
forest,” and | was sold.”

“You deserveit,” Evelyn says as she appears at the top of the stairs
and walks down to meet us. Sheisin jeans and a T-shirt but has kept
her hair and makeup. She looks gorgeous but also plain. Two things
that only Evelyn Hugo can be at once.

“Are you sure you don’t need me here? | thought Monique would be
around to keep you company,” Grace says.

Evelyn shakes her head. “No, you go. Y ou’ ve done so much for me
lately. Y ou need some time on your own. If something comes up, | can
always call downstairs.”

“I don’t need to—"

Evelyn cuts her off. “Yes, you do. It’s important that you know how
much | appreciate al that you’ ve done around here. So let me say
thank you thisway.”

Grace smiles demurely. “OK,” she says. “If you insist.”

“1 do. In fact, go home now. Y ou’ve been cleaning all day, and I’'m
sure you need more time to pack. So go on, get out of here.”
Surprisingly, Grace doesn’t fight her. She merely says thank you

and gathers her things. Everything seems to be happening seamlessly
until Evelyn stops her on her way out and gives her a hug.

Grace seems dlightly surprised though pleased.

“You know | could never have spent these past few years without



you, don’t you?' Evelyn says as she pulls away from her.
Grace blushes. “Thank you.”

“Havefunin CostaRica,” Evelyn says. “ The time of your life.”
And once Grace is out the door, | suspect | understand what is
going on.

Chapter 6
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| will provide the chapter now.

MY MOTHER HAD BEEN A chorus girl off Broadway. She'd
emigrated from Cuba with my father when she was seventeen. When |
got older, | found out that chorus girl was aso a euphemism for a
prostitute. | don’t know if she was or not. I’d like to think she wasn’t—
not because there’ s any shamein it but because | know alittle bit
about what it is to give your body to someone when you don’'t want to,
and | hope she didn’t have to do that.

| was eleven when she died of pneumonia. Obvioudly, | don’'t have a
lot of memories of her, but | do remember that she smelled like cheap
vanilla, and she made the most amazing caldo gallego. She never called
me Evelyn, only mija, which made me feel really special, like | was
hers and she was mine. Above al else, my mother wanted to be a
movie star. She really thought she could get us out of there and away
from my father by getting into the movies.

| wanted to bejust like her.

I’ ve often wished that on her deathbed she’ d said something

moving, something | could take with me always. But we didn’t know
how sick she was until it was over. The last thing she said to me was
Dile atu padre que estaré en lacama. “ Tell your father I'll bein bed.”
After shedied, | would cry only in the shower, where no one could
see me or hear me, where | couldn’t tell what were my tears and what
was the water. | don’t know why | did that. | just know that after afew
months, | was able to take a shower without crying.

And then, the summer after she died, | began to develop.

My chest started growing, and it wouldn’t stop. | had to rifle

through my mom’ s old things when | was twelve years old, looking to
seeif there was a bra that would fit. The only one | found was too
small, but | put it on anyway.

By the time | was thirteen, | was five foot eight, with dark, shiny
brown hair, long legs, light bronze skin, and a chest that pulled at the
buttons of my dresses. Grown men were watching me wak down the
street, and some of the girlsin my building didn’t want to hang out
with me anymore. It was alonely business. Motherless, with an
abusive father, no friends, and a sexuality in my body that my mind
wasn't ready for.

The cashier at the five-and-dime on the corner was this boy named



Billy. He was the sixteen-year-old brother of the girl who sat next to me
in school. One October day, | went down to the five-and-dime to buy a
piece of candy, and he kissed me.

| didn’t want him to kiss me. | pushed him away. But he held on to

my arm.

“Oh, comeon,” he said.

The store was empty. His arms were strong. He grasped me tighter.
And in that moment, | knew he was going to get what he wanted from
me whether | let him or not.

So | had two choices. | could do it for free. Or | could do it for free
candy.

For the next three months, | took anything | wanted from that five-
and-dime. And in exchange, | saw him every Saturday night and let
him take my shirt off. | never felt | had much choice in the matter.
Being wanted meant having to satisfy. At least, that was my view of it
back then.

| remember him saying, in the dark, cramped stockroom with my

back against awooden crate, “Y ou have this power over me.”

He'd convinced himself that his wanting me was my fault.

And | believed him.

Look what | do to these poor boys, | thought. And yet also, Here is my
value, my power.

So when he dumped me—because he was bored with me, because

he' d found someone el se more exciting—I felt both a deep relief and a
very real sense of failure.

There was one other boy like that, whom | took my shirt off for
because | thought | had to, before | started realizing that | could be the
one doing the choosing.

| didn’t want anyone; that was the problem. To be perfectly blunt,

I’d started to figure my body out quickly. | didn’t need boysin order to
feel good. And that realization gave me great power. So | wasn't
interested in anyone sexually. But | did want something.

| wanted to get far away from Hell’ s Kitchen.

| wanted out of my apartment, away from my father’s stale tequila
breath and heavy hand. | wanted someone to take care of me. | wanted
anice house and money. | wanted to run, far away from my life. |
wanted to go where my mom had promised me we'd end up someday.
Here' s the thing about Hollywood. It’ s both a place and afeeling. If
you run there, you can run toward Southern California, where the sun
always shines and the grimy buildings and dirty sidewalks are
replaced by palm trees and orange groves. But you also run toward the
way lifeis portrayed in the movies.

Y ou run toward aworld that is moral and just, where the good guys
win and the bad guys lose, where the pain you faceisonly in an effort
to make you stronger, so that you can win that much bigger in the end.
It would take me years to figure out that life doesn’t get easier

simply because it gets more glamorous. But you couldn’t have told me
that when | was fourteen.

So | put on my favorite green dress, the one | had just about grown

out of. And | knocked on the door of the guy | heard was headed to
Hollywood.

| could tell just by the look on his face that Ernie Diaz was glad to

See me.



And that’swhat | traded my virginity for. A ride to Hollywood.

Ernie and | got married on February 14, 1953. | became Evelyn

Diaz. | wasjust fifteen by that point, but my father signed the papers. |
have to think Ernie suspected | wasn’t of age. But | lied right to his
face about it, and that seemed good enough for him. He wasn’t a bad-
looking guy, but he also wasn't particularly book-smart or charming.
He wasn’'t going to get many chances to marry a beautiful girl. | think
he knew that. | think he knew enough to grab the chance when it
swung hisway.

A few months later, Ernie and | got into his’49 Plymouth and drove
west. We stayed with some friends of his as he started hisjob asagrip.
Pretty soon we had saved enough to get our own apartment. We were
on Detroit Street and De Longpre. | had some new clothes and enough
money to make us aroast on the weekends.

| was supposed to be finishing high school. But Ernie certainly

wasn’t going to be checking my report cards, and | knew school was a
waste of time. | had come to Hollywood to do one thing, and | was
going to do it.

Instead of going to class, | would walk down to the Formosa Cafe

for lunch every day and stayed through happy hour. | had recognized
the place from the gossip rags. | knew famous people hung out there.
It was right next to a movie studio.

The red building with cursive writing and a black awning became

my daily spot. | knew it was alame move, but it was the only one | had.
If | wanted to be an actress, | would have to be discovered. And |
wasn’t sure how you went about that, except by hanging around the
spots where movie people might be.

So | went there every day and nursed a glass of Coke.

| did it so often and for so long that eventually the bartender got

sick of pretending he didn’t know what gamble | was running.
“Look,” he said to me about three weeks in, “if you want to sit

around here hoping Humphrey Bogart shows up, that’s fine. But you
need to make yourself useful. I’m not giving up a paying seat for you to
sip asoda.”

He was older, maybe fifty, but his hair was thick and dark. The lines
on hisforehead reminded me of my father’s.

“What do you want meto do?’ | asked him.

| was slightly worried that he’d want something from me that | had
already given to Ernie, but he threw awaiter’s pad at me and told me
to try my hand at taking orders.

I had no clue how to be awaitress, but | certainly wasn't going to

tell him that. “All right,” | said. “Where should | start?’

He pointed at the tables in the place, the booths in atight row.

“That’ s table one. Y ou can figure out the rest of the numbers by
counting.”

“OK,” | said. “I got it.”

| stood up off the bar stool and started walking over to table two,
where three men in suits were seated, talking, their menus closed.
“Hey, kid?’ the bartender said.

“Yes?

“You're aknockout. Five bucks saysit happens for you.”

| took ten orders, mixed up three peopl€e' s sandwiches, and made

four dollars.



Four months later, Harry Cameron, then ayoung producer at

Sunset Studios, came in to meet with an exec from the ot next door.
They each ordered a steak. When | brought the check, Harry looked
up at me and said, “ Jesus.”

Two weeks later, | had adeal at Sunset Studios.

| WENT HOME and told Ernie that | was shocked that anyone at Sunset
Studios would be interested in little old me. | said that being an actress
would just be afun lark, athing to do to pass the time until my real job
of being a mother began. Grade-A bullshit.

| was amost seventeen by that point, although Ernie still thought |
was older. It was late 1954. And | would get up every morning and
head to Sunset Studios.

| didn’t know how to act my way out of a paper bag, but | was
learning. | was an extrain a couple of romantic comedies. | had one
linein awar picture.

“And why shouldn’t he?” That wastheline.

| played a nurse taking care of a wounded soldier. The doctor in the
scene playfully accused the soldier of flirting with me, and | said, “And
why shouldn’t he?’ | said it like a child in afifth-grade play, with a
slight New Y ork accent. Back then, so many of my words were
accented. English spoken like a New Y orker. Spanish spoken like an
American.

When the movie came out, Ernie and | went to seeit. Ernie thought
it was funny, hislittle wife with alittle linein amovie.

I had never made much money before, and now | was making as
much as Ernie after he was promoted to key grip. So | asked himif |
could pay for acting classes. I'd made him arroz con pollo that night,
and | specifically didn’'t take my apron off when | brought it up. |
wanted him to see me as harmless and domestic. | thought I’ d get
further if | didn’t threaten him. It grated on my nerves to have to ask
him how | could spend my own money. But | didn’t see another choice.
“Sure,” hesaid. “I think it’s asmart thing to do. You'll get better,
and who knows, you might even star in a picture one day.”

| would star.

| wanted to punch hislights out.

But I’ ve since come to understand that it wasn't Ernie’ s fault. None
of it was Ernie’ sfault. I’d told him | was someone else. And then |
started getting angry that he couldn’t see who | really was.

Six months later, | could deliver aline with sincerity. | wasn't great
by any means, but | was good enough.

I’d been in three more movies, all day-player roles. I’d heard there
was a part open to play Stu Cooper’ s teenage daughter in aromantic
comedy. And | decided | wanted it.

So | did something that not many other actresses at my level would
have had the guts to do. | knocked on Harry Cameron’s door.
“Evelyn,” he said, surprised to see me. “To what do | owe the
pleasure?’

“1 want the Caroline part,” | said. “In Love lsn't All.”

Harry motioned for me to sit down. He was handsome, for an
executive. Most producers around the lot were rotund, alot of them
losing their hair. But Harry wastall and slim. He was young. |
suspected he didn’'t even have a decade on me. He wore suits that fit



him nicely and always complemented hisice-blue eyes. There was
something vaguely midwestern about him, not so much in how he
looked but in the way he approached people, with kindness first, then
strength.

Harry was one of the only men on the lot who didn’t stare directly at
my chest. It actually bothered me, asif I’d been doing something
wrong to not get his attention. It just goes to show that if you tell a
woman her only skill isto be desirable, she will believe you. | was
believing it before | was even eighteen.

“I"m not going to bullshit you, Evelyn. Ari Sullivan is never going to
approve you for that part.”

“Why not?’

“You're not the right type.”

“What’ s that supposed to mean?”’

“No one would believe you were Stu Cooper’ s daughter.”

“1 certainly could be.”

“Y ou could not.”

“Why?’

“Why?’

“Yes, | want to know why.”

“Your name is Evelyn Diaz.”

e

“l can’t put you in amovie and try to pretend you're not Mexican.”
“I’m Cuban.”

“For our purposes, same difference.”

It was not the same difference, but | saw absolutely no merit in
trying to explain that to him. “OK,” | said. “Then how about the movie
with Gary DuPont?’

“You can't play aromantic lead with Gary Dupont.”

“Why not?’

Harry looked at me asif to ask if | wasreally going to make him say
it.

“Because I'm Mexican?’ | asked.

“Because the movie with Gary DuPont needs a nice blond girl.”

“1 could be anice blond girl.”

Harry looked at me.

| tried harder. “1 want it, Harry. And you know | can do it. I’m one of
the most interesting girls you guys have right now.”

Harry laughed. “Y ou're bold. I'll give you that.”

Harry’ s secretary knocked on the door. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but
Mr. Cameron, you need to be in Burbank at one.”

Harry looked at his watch.

| made one last play. “ Think about it, Harry. I'm good, and | can be
even better. But you’' re wasting me in these small roles.”

“We know what we're doing,” he said, standing up.

| stood up with him. “Where do you see my career ayear from now,
Harry? Playing ateacher with three lines?’

Harry walked past me and opened his door, ushering me out. “We'll
see,” he said.

Having lost the battle, | resolved to win the war. So the next time
saw Ari Sullivan at the studio dining hall, | dropped my purse in front
of him and “accidentally” gave him an eyeful as| bent down to pick it
up. He made eye contact with me, and then | walked away, asif |



wanted nothing from him, asif | had no ideawho he was.

A week later, | pretended | was lost in the executive offices, and |

ran into him in the hallway. He was a portly guy, but it was aweight
that suited him. He had eyes that were so dark brown it was hard to
make out the irises and the kind of five o’ clock shadow that was
permanent. But he had a pretty smile. And that was what | focused on.
“Mrs. Diaz,” he said. | was both surprised and not surprised to find
that he had learned my name.

“Mr. Sullivan,” | said.

“Please, call me Ari.”

“Wéll, hello, Ari,” | said, grazing my hand on hisarm.

| was seventeen. He was forty-eight.

That night, after his secretary |eft for the day, | waslaid across his
desk, with my skirt around my hips and Ari’ s face between my legs. It
turned out Ari had afetish for orally pleasing underage girls. After
about seven minutes of it, | pretended to erupt in reckless pleasure. |
couldn’t tell you whether it was any good. But | was happy to be there,
because | knew it was going to get me what | wanted.

If the definition of enjoying sex meansthat it is pleasurable, then

I’ve had alot of sex that | didn’t enjoy. But if we're defining it as being
happy to have made the trade, then, well, | haven't had much | hated.
When | |€eft, | saw the row of Oscarsthat Ari had sitting in his office.

| told myself that one day I’ d get one, too.

Lovelsn't All and the Gary DuPont movie I’ d wanted came out
within aweek of each other. Love Isn't All tanked. And Penelope Quills,
the woman who'’ d gotten the part I’ d wanted opposite Gary, got
terrible reviews.

| cut out areview of Penelope and sent it by interoffice mail to

Harry and Ari, with anote that said, “| would have knocked it out of
the park.”

The next morning, | had a note from Harry in my trailer: “OK, you
win.”

Harry called meinto his office and told me that he had discussed it
with Ari, and they had two potential roles for me.

| could play an Italian heiress as the fourth lead in awar romance.

Or | could play Jo in Little Women.

| knew what it would mean, playing Jo. | knew Jo was awhite
woman. And still, | wanted it. | hadn’t gotten on my back just to take a
baby step.

“Jo,” | said. “Give me Jo.”

And in so doing, | set the star machine in motion.

Harry introduced me to studio stylist Gwendolyn Peters. Gwen
bleached my hair and cut it into a shoulder-length bob. She shaped my
eyebrows. She plucked my widow’s peak. | met with a nutritionist, who
made me lose six pounds exactly, mostly by taking up smoking and
replacing some meals with cabbage soup. | met with an el ocutionist,
who got rid of the New Y ork in my English, who banished Spanish
entirely.

And then, of course, there was the three-page questionnaire | had to
fill out about my life until then. What did my father do for aliving?
What did | like to do in my spare time? Did | have any pets?

When | turned in my honest answers, the researcher read it in one
sitting and said, “Oh, no, no, no. Thiswon't do at all. From now on,



your mother died in an accident, leaving your father to raise you. He
worked as a builder in Manhattan, and on weekends during the
summer, he' d take you to Coney Island. If anyone asks, you love tennis
and swimming, and you have a Saint Bernard named Roger.”

| sat for at least a hundred publicity photos. Me with my new blond
hair, my trimmer figure, my whiter teeth. Y ou wouldn’t believe the
things they made me model. Smiling at the beach, playing golf,
running down the street being tugged by a Saint Bernard that
someone borrowed from a set decorator. There were photos of me
salting a grapefruit, shooting abow and arrow, getting on afake
airplane. Don't even get me started on the holiday photos. It would be
a sweltering-hot September day, and I’ d be sitting there in ared velvet
dress, next to afully lit Christmas tree, pretending to open a box that
contained a brand-new baby kitten.

The wardrobe people were consistent and militant about how | was
dressed, per Harry Cameron’s orders, and that look always included a
tight sweater, buttoned up just right.

I wasn't blessed with an hourglass figure. My ass might as well

have been aflat wall. Y ou could hang a picture on it. It was my chest
that kept men’sinterest. And women admired my face.

To be honest, I'm not sure when | figured out the exact angle we
were al going for. But it was sometime during those weeks of photo
shootsthat it hit me.

| was being designed to be two opposing things, a complicated

image that was hard to dissect but easy to grab on to. | was supposed
to be both naive and erotic. It was asif | was too wholesome to
understand the unwhol esome thoughts you were having about me.

It was bullshit, of course. But it was an easy act to put on.

Sometimes | think the difference between an actress and a star is that
the star feels comfortable being the very thing the world wants her to
be. And | felt comfortable appearing both innocent and suggestive.
When the pictures got developed, Harry Cameron pulled me into

his office. | knew what he wanted to talk about. | knew there was one
remaining piece that needed to be put into place.

“What about Amelia Dawn? That hasanicering to it, doesn’t it?’ he
said. The two of us were sitting in his office, him at his desk, mein the
chair.

| thought about it. “How about something with the initialsEH?" |
asked. | wanted to get something as close to the name my mother gave
me, Evelyn Herrera, as| could.

“Ellen Hennessey?’ He shook his head. “No, too stuffy.”

| looked at him and sold him the line I’d come up with the night
before, asif I'd just thought of it. “What about Evelyn Hugo?’

Harry smiled. “ Sounds French,” he said. “I likeit.”

| stood up and shook his hand, my blond hair, which | was still

getting used to, framing my sight.

| turned the knob to his door, but Harry stopped me.

“There’ s one more thing,” he said.

“OK "

“1 read your answers to the interview questions.” He looked at me
directly. “Ari isvery happy with the changes you’ ve made. He thinks
you have alot of potential. The studio thinks it would be agood idea if
you went on afew dates, if you were seen around town with some guys



like Pete Greer and Brick Thomas. Maybe even Don Adler.”

Don Adler was the hottest actor at Sunset. His parents, Mary and
Roger Adler, were two of the biggest stars of the 1930s. He was
Hollywood royalty.

“Isthat going to be a problem?’ Harry asked.

He wasn’'t going to mention Ernie directly, because he knew he

didn’t have to.

“Not aproblem,” | said. “Not at al.”

Harry nodded. He handed me a business card.

“Call Benny Morris. He's alawyer over in the bungalows. Handled
Ruby Reilly’s annulment from Mac Riggs. He'll help you straighten it
out.”

I went home and told Ernie | was leaving him.

He cried for six hours straight, and then, in the wee hours of the

night, as| lay beside him in our bed, he said, “Bien. If that’s what you
want.”

The studio gave him a payout, and | left him a heartfelt |etter telling
him how much it hurt me to leave him. It wasn't true, but | felt | owed
it to him to finish out the marriage as I’ d started it, pretending to love
him.

I’m not proud of what | did to him; it didn’t feel casual to me, the
way | hurt him. It didn’t then, and it doesn’t now.

But | also know how badly I' d needed to leave Hell’ s Kitchen. |

know what it feels like to not want your father to look at you too
closely, lest he decides he hates you and hits you or decides he loves
you alittle too much. And I know what it feels like to see your future
ahead of you—the husband who'’sreally just a new version of your
father, surrendering to him in bed when it’ s the last thing you want to
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JUST BEFORE SHOOTING WAS SET to commence, Harry turned forty-
five. He said he didn’t want a big night out or any sort of formal plans.
He just wanted a nice day with all of us.

So John, Celia, and | planned a picnic in the park. Luisa packed us
lunch. Celia made sangria. John went down to the sporting-goods store
and got us an extra-large umbrella to shade us from not only the sun
but also passersby. On the way home, he got the bright idea to buy us
wigs and sunglasses, too.

That afternoon, the three of ustold Harry we had a surprise for

him, and we led him into the park, Connor riding on his back. She
loved to be strapped to him. She would laugh as he bounced her while
he walked.

| took his hand and dragged him with us.



“Where are we going?’ he said. “Someone at |east give me ahint.”
“I'll giveyou asmall one,” Celiasaid as we were crossing Fifth
Avenue.

“No,” John said, shaking his head. “No hints. He' stoo good with
hints. It takes all the fun out of it.”

“Connor, where is everyone taking Daddy?’ Harry said. | watched
as Connor laughed at the sound of her name.

When Celia walked through the entrance to the park, not even a
block from our apartment, Harry spotted the blanket already set out
with the umbrella and the picnic baskets, and he smiled.

“A picnic?’ he said.

“Simple family picnic. Just the five of us,” | said.

Harry smiled. He closed his eyes for amoment. Asif he'd reached
heaven. “ Absolutely perfect,” he said.

“1 made the sangria,” Celiasaid. “Luisa made the food, obviously.”
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W HEN | WALK INTO EVELY N'’S office the next morning, I’ m so
nervous that my back is sweating and a shallow pool is forming along
my spine.

Grace puts down a charcuterie platter, and | can’t stop staring at the
cornichons as Evelyn and Grace are talking about Lisbon in the
summer.

The moment Grace is gone, | turn to Evelyn.

“We need to talk,” | say.

Shelaughs. “Honestly, | feel like that’s all we do.”

“About Vivant, | mean.”

“OK,” shesays. “Talk.”

“1 need to know some sort of timeline for when this book might be
released.” | wait for Evelyn to respond. | wait for her to give me
something, anything, resembling an answer.

“I'm listening,” she says.

“If you don't tell me when this book could redlistically be sold, then
I’m running the risk of losing my job for something that might be
years away. Decades, even.”

“You certainly have high hopes for my life span.”

“Evelyn,” | say, somewhat discouraged that she still isn’t taking this
seriously. “I either need to know when thisis coming out or | need to
promise Vivant an excerpt of it for the June issue.”

Evelyn thinks. Sheis sitting cross-legged on the sofa opposite me,

in slim black jersey pants, agray shell tank, and an oversized white
cardigan. “OK,” she says, nodding. “Y ou can give them a piece of it—
whatever piece you like—for the Juneissue. If, and only if, you shut up



about this timeline business.”

| don’'t let my joy show on my face. I’'m halfway there. | can’'t rest
until I’'m done. | have to push her. | have to ask and be willing to be
told no. | have to know my worth.

After dl, Evelyn wants something from me. She needs me. | don’t
know why or what for, but I know | wouldn’t be sitting here if that
weren't the case. | have value to her. | know that. And now | haveto
useit. Just as she would if she were me.

So here we go.

“You need to sit for a photo shoot. For the cover.”

“No.”

“I1t’s nonnegotiable.”

“Everything is negotiable. Haven't you gotten enough? I’ ve agreed
to the excerpt.”

“You and | both know how valuable new images of you would be.”
“l said no.”

OK. Herewe go. | can do this. | just have to do what Evelyn would
do. | haveto “Evelyn Hugo” Evelyn Hugo. “Y ou agree to the cover
photo, or I’m out.”

Evelyn sitsforward in her chair. “ Excuse me?’

“Y ou want me to write your life story. | want to write your life story.
But these are my terms. I’m not going to lose my job for you. And the
way | keep my job is| deliver an Evelyn Hugo feature with a cover. So
you either persuade me to lose my job over this—whichisonly
possibleif you tell me when this book is being sold—or you do this.
Those are your options.”

Evelyn looks at me, and | get the impression that | am more than
she bargained for. And | feel good about that. There's a smile forming
that is hard to keep in.

“You're having fun with this, aren’t you?’ she says.

“I’m trying to protect my interests.”

“Yes, but you're also good at it, and | think you're delighting init a
bit.”

| finally let the smile out. “I’m learning from the best.”

“Yes, you are,” Evelyn says. She scrunches her nose. “A cover?’

“A cover.”
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CELIA GOT ABSOLUTELY SMASHED DURING the wedding. She was

having a hard time not being jeal ous, even though she knew the whole
thing was fake. Her own husband was standing next to Harry, for
crying out loud. And we all knew what we were.

Two men sleeping together. Married to two women sleeping



together. We were four beards.

And what | thought as| said “I do” was It’s all beginning now. Real
life, our life. We're finally going to be afamily.

Harry and John werein love. Celiaand | were sky-high.

When we got back from Italy, | sold my mansion in Beverly Hills.
Harry sold his. We bought this place in Manhattan, on the Upper East
Side, just down the street from Celia and John.

Before | agreed to move, | had Harry ook into whether my father
was still alive. | wasn’t sure | could live in the same city helivedin,
wasn't sure | could handle the idea of running into him.

But when Harry’ s assistant searched for him, | learned that my

father had died in 1959 of a heart attack. What little he owned was
absorbed by the state when no one came forward to claimit.

My first thought when | heard he was gone was So that’s why he
never tried to come after me for money. And my second was How sad
that I'm certain that’s al he'd ever want.

| put it out of my head, signed the paperwork on the apartment, and
celebrated the purchase with Harry. | was free to go wherever |
wanted. And what | wanted was to move to the Upper East Side of
Manhattan. | persuaded Luisato join us.

This apartment might be within along walk’ s distance, but | was a
million miles away from Hell’ s Kitchen. And | was world-famous,
married, in love, and so rich it sometimes made me sick.

A month after we moved to town, Celiaand | took ataxi to Hell’s
Kitchen and walked around the neighborhood. It looked so different
from when | left. | brought her to the sidewalk just below my old
building and pointed at the window that used to be mine.

“Right there,” | said. “On the fifth floor.”

Celialooked at me, with compassion for all | had been through

when | lived there, for all | had done for myself since then. And then
she calmly, confidently took my hand.

| bristled, unsure if we should be touching in public, scared of what
people would do. But the rest of the people on the street just kept on
walking, kept on living their lives, almost entirely unaware of or
uninterested in the two famous women holding hands on the sidewalk.
Celiaand | spent our nights together in this apartment. Harry spent
his nights with John at their place. We went out to dinner in public, the
four of uslooking like two pairs of heterosexuals, without a
heterosexual in the bunch.

Thetabloids called us “ America s Favorite Double-Daters.” | even
heard rumors that the four of us were swingers, which wasn’t that
crazy for that period of time. It really makes you think, doesn’t it? That
people were so eager to believe we were swapping spouses but would
have been scandalized to know we were monogamous and queer?

I’ll never forget the morning after the Stonewall riots. Harry was at
rapt attention, watching the news. John was on the phone all day with
friends of hiswho lived downtown.

Celiawas pacing the living room floor, her heart racing. She

believed everything was going to change after that night. She believed
that because gay people had announced themselves, had been proud
enough to admit who they were and strong enough to stand up,
attitudes were going to change.

| remember sitting out on our rooftop patio, looking southward, and



realizing that Celia, Harry, John, and | weren't alone. It seems silly to
say now, but | wasso . . . sef-involved, so singularly focused, that |
rarely took time to think of the people out there like myself.

That isn’t to say that | wasn't aware of the way the country was
changing. Harry and | campaigned for Bobby Kennedy. Celia posed
with Vietnam protesters on the cover of Effect. John was a vocal
supporter of the civil rights movement, and | had been avery public
supporter of the work of Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. But thiswas
different.

Thiswas our people.

And here they were, revolting against the police, in the name of

their right to be themselves. While | was sitting in a golden prison of
my own making.

| was out on my terrace, directly in the sun, on the afternoon after
theinitial riots, wearing high-waisted jeans and a black sleeveless top,
drinking a gibson. And | started crying when | realized those men
were willing to fight for adream | had never even allowed myself to
envision. A world where we could be ourselves, without fear and
without shame. Those men were braver and more hopeful than | was.
There were simply no other wordsfor it.

“There saplan to riot again tonight,” John said as he joined me on
the patio. He had such an intimidating physical presence. More than
six feet tall, two hundred and twenty-five pounds, with atight crew cut.
He looked like a guy you didn’t want to mess with. But anyone who
knew him, and especially those of us who loved him, knew he was the
first guy you could mess with.

He may have been awarrior on the football field, but he was the
sweetheart of our foursome. He was the guy who asked how you slept
the night before, the guy who always remembered the smallest thing
you said three weeks ago. And he took it on as hisjob to protect Celia
and Harry and, by extension, me. John and | loved the same people,
and so we loved each other. And we also loved playing gin rummy. |
can't tell you how many nights | stayed up late finishing a hand of
cards with John, the two of us deadly competitive, trading off who was
the gloating winner and who was the sore loser.

“We should go down there,” Celia said, joining us. John took a seat
inachair in the corner. Celia sat on the arm of the chair | wasin. “We
should support them. We should be a part of this.”

| could hear Harry calling John’s name from the kitchen. “We're out
here!” | yelled to him, at the same moment as John said, “I’m on the
patio.”

Soon Harry appeared in the doorway.

“Harry, don’t you think we should go down there?’ Celiasaid. She

lit acigarette, took adrag, and handed it to me.

| was already shaking my head. John outright told her no.

“What do you mean, no?’ Celiasaid.

“You’re not going down there,” John said. “Y ou can’t. None of us
can.”

“Of course | can,” she said, looking to me to back her up.

“Sorry,” | said, giving her the cigarette back. “1’m with John on

this.”

“Harry?’ she said, hoping to make one final successful plea.

Harry shook his head. “We go down there, all we do is attract



attention away from the cause and toward us. The story becomes
about whether we' re homosexuals and not about the rights of
homosexuals.”

Celia put the cigarette to her lips and inhaled. She had a sour ook

on her face as she blew the smoke into the air. “So what do we do,
then? We can't sit here and do nothing. We can’t let them fight our
fight for us.”

“We give them what we have and they don’t,” Harry said.

“Money,” | said, following histrain of thought.

John nodded. “I’ll call Peter. He' |l know how we can fund them. He'll
know who needs resources.”

“We should have been doing that all along,” Harry said. “So let’s

just do it from now on. No matter what happens tonight. No matter
what course this fight takes. Let’ s just decide here and now that our
jobisto fund.”

“I'min,” | said.

“Yeah.” John nodded. “Of course.”

“OK,” Celiasaid. “If you're sure that’ s the way we can do the most
good.”

“Itis” Harry said. “I’m sure of it.”

We started filtering money privately that day, and I’ ve continued to
do so the rest of my life.

In the pursuit of agreat cause, | think people can be of serviceina
number of different ways. | always felt that my way was to make alot
of money and then channel it to the groups that needed it. It’s a bit self-
serving, that logic. | know that. But because of who | was, because of
the sacrifices | made to hide parts of myself, | was able to give more
money than most people ever seein their entire lifetime. | am proud of
that.

But it does not mean | wasn't conflicted. And of course, alot of the
time, that ambivalence was even more personal than it was political.

| knew it was imperative that | hide, and yet | did not believe

should have to. But accepting that something istrue isn’t the same as
thinking that it isjust.

Celiawon her second Oscar in 1970, for her role as awoman who
cross-dresses to serve asaWorld War | soldier in the film Our Men.

| could not bein Los Angeles with her that night, because | was
shooting Jade Diamond in Miami. | was playing a prostitute living in
the same apartment as adrunk. But Celiaand | both knew that even if
| had been freeasabird, | could not go to the Academy Awards on her
arm.

That evening, Celia called me after she was home from the

ceremony and all the parties.

| screamed into the phone. | was so happy for her. “Y ou’ ve doneit,”

| said. “Twice now you’'ve doneit!”

“Can you believe it?’ she said. “Two of them.”

“Y ou deserve them. The whole world should be giving you an Oscar
every day, asfar as|’m concerned.”

“1 wish you were here,” she said petulantly. | could tell she’d been
drinking. | would have been drinking, too, if I'd been in her position.
But | wasirritated that she had to make things so difficult. | wanted to
be there. Didn’t she know that? Didn’t she know that | couldn’t be
there? And that it killed me? Why did it always have to be about what



all of thisfelt like for her?

“l wish | was, too,” | told her. “But it’s better thisway. Y ou know
that.”

“Ah, yes. So that people won’t know you're alesbian.”

| hated being called aleshian. Not because | thought there was
anything wrong with loving a woman, mind you. No, I’d come to terms
with that along time ago. But Celia only saw thingsin black and white.

Chapter 27

Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

| "M GOING OUT ON A date with Mick Riva.”

“Like hell you are.”

When Celiawas angry, her chest and her cheeks flushed. Thistime,
they’d grown red faster than I’ d ever seen.

We were in the outdoor kitchen of her weekend home in Palm
Springs. She was grilling us burgers for dinner.

Ever since the article came out, I'd refused to be seen with her in
Los Angeles. Theragsdidn’t yet know about her place in Palm
Springs. So we would spend weekends there together and our weeks
inL.A. apart.

Celiawent aong with the plan like a put-upon spouse, agreeing to
whatever | wanted because it was easier than fighting with me. But
now, with the suggestion of going on adate, I’d gone too far.

| knew I'd gone too far. That was the point, sort of.

“You need to listen to me,” | said.

“You need to listen to me.” She slammed the lid of the grill shut and

gestured to me with a pair of silver tongs. “1’ll go along with any of
your little tricks that you want. But I’ m not getting on board with either
of usdating.”

“We don’'t have a choice.”

“We have plenty of choices.”

“Not if you want to keep your job. Not if you want to keep this
house. Not if you want to keep any of our friends. Not to mention that
the police could come after us.”

“You are being paranoid.”

“I"'m not, Celia. And that’s what’s scary. But I’ m telling you, they
know.”

“One article in one tiny paper thinks they know. That’s not the same
thing.”

“You'reright. Thisis still early enough that we can stop it.”

“Or it will go away onitsown.”

“Celia, you have two movies coming out next year, and my movieis
al anyone istalking about around town.”

“Exactly. Like Harry always says, that means we can do whatever



we want.”

“No, that means we have alot to lose.”

Celig, angry, picked up my pack of cigarettes and lit one. “So that’'s
what you want to do? Y ou want to spend every second of our lives
trying to hide what we really do? Who we redlly are?’

“1t' swhat everyonein town is doing every day.”

“Well, | don’t want to.”

“Well, then you shouldn’t have become famous.”

Celia stared at me as she puffed away at her cigarette. The pink of
her lipstick stained the filter. “You're a pessimist, Evelyn. To your very
core.”

“What would you like to do, Celia? Maybe | should call over to Sub
Rosa myself? Call the FBI directly? | can give them aquote. ‘Yep, Celia
St. Jamesand | are deviants!” ”

“We aren't deviants.”

“1 know that, Celia. And you know that. But no one else knows that.”
“But maybe they would. If they tried.”

“They aren’t going to try. Do you get that? No one wants to
understand people like us.”

“But they should.”

“There are lots of things we all should do, sweetheart. But it doesn’t
work that way.”

“1 hate this conversation. Y ou’ re making me feel awful.”

“1 know, and I’'m sorry. But the fact that it's awful doesn’t meanit’s
not true. If you want to keep your job, you cannot alow people to
believe that you and | are more than friends.”

“And if | don’t want to keep my job?’

“Y ou do want to.”

“No, you want to. And you’re pinning it on me.”

“Of course | want to.”

“I’d giveit al up, you know. All of it. The money and the jobs and
thefame. I’d giveit all up just to be with you, just to be normal with
you.”

“You have no ideawhat you're saying, Celia. I’'m sorry, but you
don't.”

“What’ s really going on here is that you' re not willing to give it up
for me.”

“No, what’ s going on here is that you' re a dilettante who thinks if
this acting thing doesn’t work out, you can go back to Savannah and
live off your parents.”

“Who are you to talk to me about money? Y ou’ ve got bags of it.”
“Yeah, | do. Because | worked my ass off and was married to an
asshole who knocked me around. And | did that so | could be famous.
So | could livethe lifewe' reliving. And if you think I’m not going to
protect that, you’' ve lost your mind.”

“At least you' re admitting thisis about you.”

I shook my head and pinched the bridge of my nose. “Cdlia, listen
to me. Do you love that Oscar? The very thing you keep on your
nightstand and touch before you go to sleep?’

“Don’'t—"

“People are saying, given how early you won it, you’ re the kind of
actress who could win multiple times. | want that for you. Don’t you
want that?’



“Of course | do.”

“And you' re gonna let them take that away just because you met

me?’

“Well, no, but—"

“Listen to me, Celia. | loveyou. And | can’'t let you throw away
everything you have built—and all your incredible talent—by taking a
stand when no one will stand with us.”

“Butif wedon'ttry ...

“No one is going to back us, Celia. | know how it feels to be shut out
of thistown. I’'m just finally making my way back in. | know you're
probably picturing some world where we go up against Goliath and
win. But that’s not gonna happen. We' d tell the truth about our lives,
and they’ d bury us. We could end up in prison or in a mental hospital.
Do you get that? We could be committed. It s not that far-fetched. It
happens. Certainly, you can count on the fact that no one would return
our calls. Not even Harry.”

“Of course Harry would. Harry’s. . . one of us.”

“Which is precisely why he could never be caught talking to us

again. Don't you get it? The danger is even higher for him. There are
actually men out there who would want to kill him if they knew. That’s
the world we live in. Anyone who touched us would be examined.
Harry wouldn’t be able to withstand it. | could never put him in that
position. To lose everything he' sworked for? To quite literally risk his
life? No. No, we'd be alone. Two pariahs.”

“But we' d have each other. And that’ s enough for me.”

She was crying now, the tears streaking down her face and carrying
her mascara with them. | put my arms around her and wiped her

cheek with my thumb. “1 love you so much, sweetheart. So, so much.
And it’sin part because of thingslike that. You're an idealist and a
romantic, and you have a beautiful soul. And | wish the world was
ready to be the way you seeit. | wish that the rest of the people on
earth with us were capable of living up to your expectations. But they
aren’'t. Theworld is ugly, and no one wants to give anyone the benefit
of the doubt about anything. When we lose our work and our
reputations, when we lose our friends and, eventually, what money we
have, we will be destitute. I’ ve lived that life before. And | cannot let it
happen to you. | will do whatever | can to prevent you from living that
way. Do you hear me? | love you too much to let you live only for me.”
She heaved into my body, her tears growing inside her. For a

moment, | thought she might flood the backyard.

“1 loveyou,” she said.

“1 loveyou, too,” | whispered into her ear. “I love you more than
anything else in the entire world.”

“It'snot wrong,” Celiasaid. “It shouldn’t be wrong, to love you. How
can it be wrong?’

“It’' s not wrong, sweetheart. It'snot,” | said. “They’re wrong.”

She nodded into my shoulder and held me tighter. | rubbed her

back. | smelled her hair.

“It’sjust that there’ s not much we can do about it,” | said.

When she calmed down, she pulled away from me and opened the
grill again. She did not look at me as she flipped the burgers. “ So what
isyour plan?’ she said.

“I’m going to get Mick Rivato elope with me.”



Her eyes, which already looked sore from crying, started to bloom
again. She wiped atear away, keeping her eyes on the grill. “What
does that mean for us?’ she said.

| stood behind her and put my arms around her. “It doesn’t mean

what you think it means. I’m going to seeif | can get him to elope with
me, and then I’'m going to have it annulled.”

“And you think that means they’ |l stop watching you?’

“No, I know it means they will only watch me more. But they will be
looking for other things. They will call me atart or afool. They will say
| haveterrible taste in men. They will say I’'m a bad wife, | am too
impulsive. But if they want to do any of that, they’ll have to stop saying
I’m with you. It won't fit their story anymore.”

“1 get it,” she said, grabbing a plate and taking the burgers off the

grill.

“OK, good,” | said.

“You'll do whatever you have to do. But thisisthe last | want to hear
about it. And | want it to be over and done with as soon as possible.”
“OK.”

“And when it’s over, | want usto move in together.”

“Celia, we can’t do that.”

“Y ou said this would be so effective that no one would ever mention
us.”

Thethingis, | wanted usto move in together, too. | wanted it very
much. “OK,” | said. “When it’s over, we'll talk about moving in
together.”

“OK,” she said. “Then we have adeal.”

| put my hand out to shake hers, but she waved it away. She didn’t
want to shake on something that sad, that vulgar.

“And if it doesn’t work with Mick Riva?’ she asked.
“It'sgonnawork.”
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D ID YOU EVER CALL HER onit?’ | ask Evelyn.

| hear the muffled sound of my phone ringing in my bag, and |

know from the ringtone that it’s David. | did not return his text over
the weekend because | wasn't sure what | wanted to say. And then,
once | got here again thismorning, | put it out of my mind.

| reach over and turn the ringer off.

“There was no point in fighting with Celia once she got mean,”
Evelyn says. “If things got too tense, | tended to back off before they
cameto ahead. | would tell her | loved her and | couldn’t live without
her, and then I’ d take my top off, and that usually ended the
conversation. For al her posturing, Celia had one thing in common



with almost every straight man in America: she wanted nothing more
than to get her hands on my chest.”

“Did it stick with you, though?’ | ask. “Those words?’

“Of courseit did. Look, I’d be the first person to say back when |

was young that all | waswas anice pair of tits. The only currency | had
was my sexuality, and | used it like money. | wasn't well educated when
| got to Hollywood, | wasn't book-smart, | wasn’t powerful, | wasn't a
trained actress. What did | have to be good at other than being
beautiful ? And taking pride in your beauty is a damning act. Because
you allow yourself to believe that the only thing notable about yourself
is something with avery short shelf life.”

She goes on. “When Celia said that to me, | had crossed into my
thirties. | wasn't sure | had many more good years left, to be honest. |
thought, you know, sure, Celiawould keep getting work because
people were hiring her for her talent. | wasn't so sure they would
continue hiring me once the wrinkles set in, once my metabolism
slowed down. So yeah, it hurt, alot.”
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| will provide the chapter now.

A S1 WALK INTO THE subway tunnel and through the turnstiles, |
keep wondering if | should turn back.

Should I knock on her door?

Should | call 9117

Should | stop her?

I can walk right back up the subway steps. | can put one foot in front
of the other and make my way back to Evelyn’s and say “Don’t do
this.”

| am capable of that.

| just haveto decideif | want to doit. If | should do it. If it’sthe right
thing to do.

She didn’t pick me just because she felt she owed me. She picked
me because of my right-to-die piece.

She picked me because | showed a unique understanding of the
need for dignity in death.

She picked me because she believes | can see the need for mercy,
even when what constitutes mercy is hard to swallow.

She picked me because she trusts me.

And | get the feeling she trusts me now.

My train comes thundering into the station. | need to get on it and
meet my mother at the airport.

The doors open. The crowds flow out. The crowds flow in. A
teenage boy with a backpack shoulders me out of the way. | do not set
foot in the subway car.



Thetrain dings. The doors close. The station empties.

And | stand there. Frozen.

If you think someone is going to take her own life, don’t you try to
stop her?

Don’t you call the cops? Don’'t you break down walls to find her?
The station starts to fill again, slowly. A mother with her toddler. A
man with groceries. Three hipstersin flannel with beards. The crowd
starts gathering faster than | can clock them now.

| need to get on the next train to see my mother and leave Evelyn
behind me.

| need to turn around and go save Evelyn from herself.

| see the two soft lights on the track that signal the train

approaching. | hear the roar.

My mom can get to my place on her own.

Evelyn has never needed saving from anyone.

Thetrain rollsinto the station. The doors open. The crowds flow

out. And it is only once the doors close that | realize | have stepped
inside the train.

Evelyn trusts me with her story.

Evelyn trusts me with her death.

And in my heart, | believe it would be a betrayal to stop her.

No matter how | may feel about Evelyn, | know sheisin her right
mind. | know sheis OK. | know she hastheright to die as she lived,
entirely on her own terms, leaving nothing to fate or to chance but
instead holding the power of it al in her own hands.

| grab the cold metal polein front of me. | sway with the speed of
the car. | change trains. | get onto the AirTrain. It isonly oncel am
standing at the arrivals gate and see my mother waving at me that |
realize | have been nearly catatonic for an hour.

Thereis simply too much.

My father, David, the book, Evelyn.

And the moment my mother is close enough to touch, | put my

arms around her and sink into her shoulders. | cry.

The tears that come out of mefeel asif they were decadesin the
making. It feelsasif some old version of meisleaking out, letting go,
saying good-bye in the effort of making room for a new me. One that is
stronger and somehow both more cynical about people and also more
optimistic about my place in the world.

“Oh, honey,” my mom says, dropping her bag off her shoulder,
letting it fall wherever it falls, paying no attention to the people who
need to get around us. She holds me tightly, with both arms rubbing
my back.

| feel no pressure to stop crying. | feel no need to explain myself.

Y ou don’'t have to make yourself OK for a good mother; a good mother
makes herself OK for you. And my mother has always been a good
mother, a great mother.

When | am done, | pull away. | wipe my eyes. There are people
passing us on the left and the right, businesswomen with briefcases,
families with backpacks. Some of them stare. But I’m used to people
staring at my mother and me. Even in the melting pot that is New Y ork
City, there are still many people who don’t expect a mother and
daughter to look as we look.

“What isit, honey?’ my mom asks.



“1 don’t even know where to start,” | say.

She grabs my hand. “How about | forgo trying to proveto you that |
understand the subway system and we hail a cab?’

| laugh and nod, drying the edges of my eyes.

By the time we are in the backseat of a stale taxi, clips of the

morning news cycle repeating over and over on the console, | have
gathered myself enough to breathe easily.

“So tell me,” she says. “What’'s on your mind?’

Dol tell her what | know?

Do | tell her that the heartbreaking thing we' ve always believed—

that my father died driving drunk—isn’t true? Am | going to exchange
that transgression for another? That he was having an affair with a
man when hislife ended?

“David and | are officially getting divorced,” | say.

“I’m so sorry, sweetheart,” she says. “1 know that had to be hard.”

| can’t burden her with what | suspect about Evelyn. | just can't.

“And | missDad,” | say. “Do you miss Dad?’

“Oh, God,” she says. “Every day.”

“Was he a good husband?’

She seems caught off guard. “He was a great husband, yes,” she

says. “Why do you ask?’

“1 don’t know. | guess| just realized | don’t know very much about
your relationship. What was he like? With you?’

She starts smiling, asif she’ strying to stop herself but smply can’t.
“Oh, he was very romantic. He used to buy me chocolates every single
year on the third of May.”

“1 thought your anniversary was in September.”

“It was,” she says, laughing. “He just always spoiled me on the third
of May for some reason. He said there weren’t enough official holidays
to celebrate me. He said he needed to make one up just for me.”
“That'sreally cute,” | say.

Our driver pulls out onto the highway.

“And he used to write the most beautiful love letters,” she says.
“Really lovely. With poemsin them about how pretty he thought | was,
which was silly, because | was never pretty.”

“Of courseyou were,” | say.

“No,” she says, her voice matter-of-fact. “1 wasn’t really. But boy, did
he make me feel like | was Miss America.”

I laugh. “It sounds like a pretty passionate marriage,” | say.

My mom is quiet. Then she says, “No,” patting my hand. “I don’t
know if | would say passionate. We just really liked each other. It was
amost asif when | met him, | met this other side of myself. Someone
who understood me and made me feel safe. It wasn't passionate, realy.
It was never about ripping each other’s clothes off. We just knew we
could be happy together. We knew we could raise achild. We also
knew it wouldn’t be easy and that our parentswouldn’t likeit. Butin a
lot of ways, that just brought us closer. Us against the world, sort of.

“1 know it’s not popular to say. | know everybody’ s looking for some
sexy marriage nowadays. But | was really happy with your father. |
really loved having someone look out for me, having someone to look
out for. Having someone to share my days with. | aways found him so
fascinating. All of his opinions, histalent. We could have a
conversation about almost anything. For hours on end. We used to stay



up late, even when you were atoddler, just talking. He was my best
friend.”

“Isthat why you never remarried?’

My mom considers the question. “Y ou know, it’s funny. Talking
about passion. Since we lost your dad, I’ ve found passion with men,
from timeto time. But I’d giveit all back for just afew more days with
him. For just one more late-night talk. Passion never mattered very
much to me. But that type of intimacy that we had? That was what |
cherished.”

Maybe one day | will tell her what | know.

Maybe | never will.

Maybe I'll put it in Evelyn’s biography, or perhaps 1’1l tell Evelyn’s
side of it without ever revealing who was sitting in the passenger’ s seat
of that car.

Maybe I'll leave that part out completely. | think I'd be willing to lie
about Evelyn’slife to protect my mother. | think I'd be willing to omit
the truth from public knowledge in the interest of the happiness and
sanity of aperson | love dearly.

I don’t know what I’m going to do. | just know that | will be guided
by what | believe to be best for my mother. And if it comes at the
expense of honesty, if it takes a small chunk out of my integrity, I'm
OK with that. Perfectly, stunningly OK.

“1 think | wasjust very fortunate to find a companion like your
father,” my mom says. “To find that kind of soul mate.”

When you dig just the tiniest bit beneath the surface, everyone’'s

love lifeis origina and interesting and nuanced and defies any easy
definition.

And maybe one day I'll find someone | love the way Evelyn loved
Celia. Or maybe | might just find someone | love the way my parents
loved each other. Knowing to look for it, knowing there are all
different types of great loves out there, is enough for me for now.
There’ s till much | don’t know about my father. Maybe he was gay.
Maybe he saw himself as straight but in love with one man. Maybe he
was bisexual. Or a host of other words. But it really doesn’t matter,
that’ s the thing.

Heloved me.

And he loved my mom.

And nothing | could learn about him now changes that. Any of it.
The driver drops us off in front of my stoop, and | grab my mother’s
bag. The two of us head inside.

My mom offers to make me her famous corn chowder for dinner

but, seeing that | have amost nothing in the refrigerator, agrees that
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| will provide the chapter now.

| PUT ON A RISQUE dress that showed just alittle too much cleavage,
and | drove up Hillcrest Road with Harry.

He pulled over to the side, and | moved toward him. I’ d stuck with
nude lipstick, because | knew red would be pushing it. | was careful to
control the elements enough but not too much, because | didn’t want it
to look perfect. | wanted to be sure the photo wouldn’t look staged. |
needn’t have been worried. Pictures speak very loudly. In general, we
can almost never shake what we see with our eyes.

“So how do you want to do this?’ Harry said.

“Areyou nervous?’ | asked him. “Have you kissed a woman

before?’

Harry looked at me asif | wasanidiot. “Of course | have.”

“Have you ever made love to one?’

“Once.”

“Didyou likeit?’

Harry thought. “ That on€e’ s harder to answer.”

“Pretend I’'m aman, then,” | said. “Pretend you have to have me.”

“1 can kiss you unprompted, Evelyn. | don’'t need you to direct me.”
“We have to be doing it long enough that when they come by, it

looks like we' ve been here for awhile.”

Harry messed up his hair and pulled at his collar. | laughed and
messed mine up, too. | pushed one shoulder off my dress.

“Ooh,” Harry said. “It’ s getting very racy in here.”

| pushed him away, laughing. We heard a car coming up behind us,
the headlights shining ahead.

Panicked, Harry grabbed me by both arms and kissed me. He

pressed his lips hard against mine, and just as the car passed us, he
ran one hand through my hair.

“1 think it was just a neighbor,” | said, watching the car’ srear lights
asit made its way farther up the canyon.

Harry grabbed my hand. “We could do it, you know.”

“What?’

“We could get married. | mean, aslong as we' re gonna pretend to
doit, we could really doit. It'snot so crazy. After dl, | love you. Maybe
not the way a husband is supposed to love awife but enough, | think.”
“Harry.”

“And. . .what | told you yesterday about wanting awife. I’ ve been
thinking, and if thisworks, if people buy it . . . maybe we could raise a
family together. Don’t you want to have afamily?’

“Yes” | said. “Eventualy, | think | do.”

“We could be great for each other. And we won't just give up when
the bloom falls off the rose, because we already know each other
better than that.”

“Harry, | can't tell if you're serious.”

“I"m dead serious. At least, | think | am.”

“Y ou want to marry me?’

“1 want to be with someone | love. | want to have a companion. I'd
like to bring someone home to my family. | don’t want to live alone
anymore. And | want a son or a daughter. We could have that together.
| can’'t give you everything. | know that. But | want to raise afamily,
and I'd love to raise one with you.”



“Harry, I’'m cynical and I’m bossy, and most people would consider
me vaguely immoral.”

“You're strong and resilient and talented. Y ou’ re exceptional inside
and out.”

He had really thought about this.

“And you? And your . . . proclivities? How does that work?’

“The same as it has with you and Rex. | do what | do. Discreetly, of
course. You do what you do.”

“But | don’t want to continue to have affairs my entire life. | want to
be with someone I’'m in love with. Someone who’s in love with me.”
“Well, that | can’t help you with,” Harry said. “For that one, you
have to call her.”

| looked down at my lap, stared at my fingernails.
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I will provide the chapter now.

L ITTLEWOMEN TURNED OUT TO be acarrot dangled in front of me.
Because as soon as | became “Evelyn Hugo, Young Blonde,” Sunset
had all sorts of movies they wanted me to do. Dumb sentimental
comedy stuff.

I was OK with it for two reasons. One, | had no choice but to be all
right with it because | didn’t hold the cards. And two, my star was
rising. Fast.

Thefirst movie they gave meto star in was Father and Daughter. We
shot it in 1956. Ed Baker played my widowed father, and the two of us
were falling in love with people at the same time. Him with his
secretary, me with his apprentice.

During that time, Harry was really pushing for me to go out on a

few dates with Brick Thomas.

Brick was aformer child star and a matinee idol who honest-to-God
thought he might be the messiah. Just standing next to him, | thought

I might drown in the self-adoration cascading off him.

One Friday night, Brick and | met, with Harry and Gwendolyn

Peters, afew blocks from Chasen’s. Gwen put me in adress, hose, and
heels. She put my hair in an updo. Brick showed up in dungarees and
aT-shirt, and Gwen put him in anice suit. We drove Harry’s brand-
new crimson Cadillac Biarritz the half mile to the front door.

People were taking pictures of Brick and me before we even got out

of the car. We were escorted to a circular booth, where the two of us
packed ourselves in tight together. | ordered a Shirley Temple.

“How old are you, sweetheart?’ Brick asked me.

“Eighteen,” | said.

“So | bet you had my picture up on your wall, huh?’

It took everything | had not to grab my drink and throw it right in



hisface. Instead, | smiled as politely as possible and said, “How’d you
know?’

Photographers snapped shots as we sat together. We pretended not

to see them, making it look asif we were laughing together, arm in
arm.

An hour later, we were back with Harry and Gwendolyn, changing
into our normal clothes.

Just before Brick and | said good-bye, he turned to me and smiled.
“Gonna be alot of rumors about you and me tomorrow,” he said.
“Sure are.”

“Let me know if you want to make’em true.”

| should have kept quiet. | should have just smiled nicely. But
instead, | said, “Don’t hold your breath.”

Brick looked at me and laughed and then waved good-bye, asif |
hadn’t just insulted him.

“Can you believe that guy?’ | said. Harry had already opened my
door and was waiting for me to get into the car.

“That guy makes us alot of money,” he said as | sat down.

Harry got in on the other side and turned the key in the ignition but
didn’t start driving. Instead, he looked at me. “I’m not saying you
should be dallying around too much with these actors you don't like,”
he said. “But it would do you some good, if you liked one, if things
progressed past a photo op or two. The studio would like it. The fans
would likeit.”

Naively, | had thought | was done pretending to like the attention of
every man | came across. “OK,” | said, rather petulantly. “I’ll try.”
And while | knew it was the best thing to do for my career, | grinned
through my teeth on dates with Pete Greer and Bobby Donovan.

But then Harry set me up on a date with Don Adler, and | forgot

why | would ever have resented the ideain the first place.

DON ADLER INVITED me out to Mocambo, without a doubt the hottest
club in town, and he picked me up at my apartment.

| opened the door to see him in anice suit, with a bouquet of lilies.
Hewas just afew inches taler than me in my heels. Light brown hair,
hazel eyes, square jaw, the kind of smile that, the moment you saw it,
made you smile. It was the smile his mother had been famous for, now
on a handsomer face.

“For you,” he said, just abit shyly.

“Wow,” | said, taking them from him. “They’re gorgeous. Comeiin.
Comein. I'll put them in some water.”

| was wearing a boatneck sapphire-blue cocktail dress, my hair up in
achignon. | grabbed a vase from underneath the sink and turned the
water on.

“You didn’t haveto do al this,” | said as Don stood in my kitchen,
waiting for me.

“Well,” he said, “I wanted to. I’ ve been hounding Harry to meet you
for awhile. So it wasthe least | could do to make you feel special.”

| put the flowers on the counter. “ Shall we?’

Don nodded and took my hand.

“| saw Father and Daughter,” he said when we werein his
convertible and headed over to the Sunset Strip.

“Oh yeah?’



“Yeah, Ari showed me an early cut. He says he thinksit’s going to
be abig hit. Says he thinks you' re going to be a big hit.”

“And what did you think?’

We were stopped at ared light on Highland. Don looked at me. “|
think you’ re the most gorgeous woman I’ ve ever seenin my life.”
“Oh, stop,” | said. | found myself laughing, blushing even.

“Truly. And areal talent, too. When the movie ended, | looked right
at Ari and said, ‘ That’ sthe girl for me.” ”

“Youdid not,” | said.

Don put up his hand. “ Scout’ s honor.”

There' s absolutely no reason aman like Don Adler should have a
different effect on me from the rest of the men in the world. He was no
more handsome than Brick Thomas, no more earnest than Ernie Diaz,
and he could offer me stardom whether | loved him or not. But these
things defy reason. | blame pheromones, ultimately.

That and the fact that, at least at first, Don Adler treated melike a
person. There are people who see a beautiful flower and rush over to
pick it. They want to hold it in their hands, they want to own it. They
want the flower’ s beauty to be theirs, to be within their possession,
their control. Don wasn't like that. At least, not at first. Don was happy
to be near the flower, to look at the flower, to appreciate the flower
simply being.

Here' s the thing about marrying a guy like that—a guy like Don
Adler, back then. You're saying to him, “ This beautiful thing you've
been happy to simply appreciate, well, now it’s yours to own.”

Don and | partied the night away at the Mocambo. It was areal
scene. Crowds outside, packed tight as sardines trying to get in.
Inside, a celebrity playground. Tables upon tables filled with famous
people, high ceilings, incredible stage acts, and birds everywhere.
Actual live birdsin glass aviaries.

Don introduced meto afew actors from MGM and Warner

Brothers. | met Bonnie Lakeland, who had just gone freelance and
made it big with Money, Honey. | heard, more than once, someone
refer to Don as the prince of Hollywood, and | found it charming when
he turned to me after the third time someone said it and whispered,
“They are underestimating me. I'll be king one of these days.”

Don and | stayed at Mocambo well past midnight, dancing together
until our feet hurt. Every time a song ended, we said we were going to
sit down, but once a new one started, we refused to leave the floor.
He drove me home, the streets quiet at the late hour, the lights dim
all over town. When we got to my apartment, he walked me to my
door. He didn't ask to comein. He just said, “When can | seeyou
again?’

“Call Harry and make adate,” | said.

Don put his hand on the door. “No,” he said. “Really. Me and you.”
“And the cameras?’ | said.

“1f you want them there, fine,” he said. “If you don’t, neither do 1.”
He smiled, a sweet, teasing smile.

| laughed. “OK,” | said. “How about next Friday?’

Don thought about it a second. “Can | tell you the truth about
something?’
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| will provide the chapter now.

| WASIN LOVE WITH Connor from the moment she looked at me.
With her full head of hair and her round blue eyes, | thought, for a
moment, she looked just like Celia.

Connor was always hungry and hated being alone. She wanted
nothing more than to lie on me, quietly sleeping. She absolutely
adored Harry.

During those first few months, Celia shot two movies back-to-back,
both out of town. One of them, The Buyer, was amovie | knew she was
passionate about. But the second, a mob movie, was exactly the sort of
work she hated. On top of the violence and darkness, it shot for eight
weeks, four in Los Angeles and four in Sicily. When the offer camein, |
was expecting her to turn it down. Instead, she took the part, and John
decided to go with her.

During the time they were gone, Harry and | lived almost exactly

like atraditional married couple. Harry made me bacon and eggs for
breakfast and ran my baths. | fed the baby and changed her nearly
hourly.

We had help, of course. Luisawas taking care of the house. She was
changing the sheets, doing the laundry, cleaning up after all of us. On
her days off, it was Harry who stepped in.

It was Harry who told me | looked beautiful, even though we both
knew |’ d seen better days. It was Harry who read script after script,
looking for the perfect project for me to take on once Connor was old
enough. It was Harry who slept next to me every night, who held my
hand as we fell asleep, who held me when | was convinced | was a
terrible mother after | scratched Connor’ s cheek giving her a bath.
Harry and | had always been close, had long been family, but during
that time, | truly felt like awife. | felt like | had a husband. And | grew
to love him even more. Connor, and that time with her, bonded Harry
and meinways| could never imagine. He was there to celebrate the
good and support me during the bad.

It was around that time that | started to believe that friendships

could be written in the stars. “If there are al different types of soul
mates,” | told Harry one afternoon, when the two of us were sitting out
on the patio with Connor, “then you are one of mine.”

Harry was wearing a pair of shorts and no shirt. Connor was lying

on his chest. He hadn’t shaved that morning, and his stubble was
coming in. It had just the slightest gray patch under his chin. Looking
at him with her, | realized how much they looked alike. Same long
lashes, same pert lips.

Harry held Connor to his chest with one hand and grabbed my free
hand with the other. “I am absolutely positive that | need you more
than I’ ve ever needed another living soul,” he said. “The only



exception being—"
“Connor,” | said. We both smiled.
For the rest of our lives, we would say that. The only exception to
absolutely everything was Connor.

* k% %
WHEN CELIA AND John came home, things went back to normal. Celia
lived with me. Harry lived with John. Connor stayed at my place, with
the assumption that Harry would come by days and nights to be with
us, to carefor us.
But that first morning, just around the time Harry was due for
breakfast, Celia put on her robe and headed to the kitchen. She started
making oatmeal.
| had just come down, still in my pajamas. | was sitting at the island
nursing Connor when Harry walked in.
“Oh,” he said, looking at Celia, noticing the pan. Luisa was washing
dishesin the sink. “1 was coming in to make bacon and eggs.”
“I’vegot it,” Celiasaid. “A nice warm bowl of oatmeal for everybody.
There' s enough for you, too, if you're hungry.”
Harry looked at me, unsure what to do. | looked at him, equally
uncertain.
Celiajust kept stirring. And then she grabbed three bowls and set
them down. She put the pot in the sink for Luisato wash.
It occurred to me then how odd this system was. Harry and | paid
Luisa’ s saary, but Harry didn’'t even live here. Celiaand John paid the
mortgage on the home Harry lived in.
Harry sat down and grabbed the spoon in front of him. Heand |
dug into our oatmeal at the same time. When Celia’ s back was to us,
we looked at each other and grimaced. Harry mouthed something to
me, and even though | could barely read hislips, | knew what he was
saying, because it was exactly what | was thinking.
So bland.
Celiaturned back to us and offered us some raisins. We both took
her up on it. And then the three of us sat in the kitchen, eating our
oatmeal quietly, all aware that Celia had staked her claim. | was hers.
She would make my breakfast. Harry was a visitor.
Connor started crying, so Harry took her and changed her. Luisa
went downstairs to grab the laundry. And when we were alone, Celia
said, “Max Girard isdoing amovie called Three A.M. for Paramount.
It's supposed to be areal art-house piece, and | think you should do it.”
I had kept in touch with Max, on and off, since he directed mein
Boute-en-Train. | never forgot that it was with him that | was able to
catapult my name to the top again. But | knew Celia couldn’t stand
him. He was too overt in hisinterest in me, too salacious about it. Celia
used to jokingly call him Pepé Le Pew. “Y ou think | should do amovie
with Max?’
Celianodded. “They offered it to me, but it makes more sense for
you. Regardless of the fact that | think he’s a Neanderthal, | can
recognize that the man makes good movies. And thisrole is exactly
your thing.”
“What do you mean?’
Celiagot up and took my bowl with hers. She rinsed them both in
the sink and then turned back to me, leaning against it. “It’s a sexy
part. They need areal bombshell.”



| shook my head. “I’m someone’ s mother now. The whole world
knowsit.”

Celia shook her head. “That’s exactly why you haveto doit.”

“Why?’

“Because you're a sexua woman, Evelyn. You're sensual, and you're
beautiful, and you're desirable. Don’t |et them take that away from you.
Don't let them desexualize you. Don't let your career be on their
terms. What do you want to do? Y ou want to play amom in every role
you take from now on? Y ou want to play only nuns and teachers?’
“No,” | said. “Of course not. | want to play everything.”

“So play everything,” she said. “Be bold. Do what no one expects
you to do.”

“People will say it's unbecoming.”

“The Evelyn | love doesn’t care about that.”

| closed my eyes and listened to her, nodding. She wanted me to do

it for me. | really believe that. She knew | wouldn’t be happy being
limited, being relegated. She knew | wanted to continue to make
people talk, to tantalize, to surprise. But the part she wasn't
mentioning, the part I’m not even sure she truly understood, was that
she also wanted me to do it because she didn’t want me to change.
She wanted to be with a bombshell.

It's always been fascinating to me how things can be simultaneously
true and false, how people can be good and bad all in one, how
someone can love you in away that is beautifully selfless while serving
themselves ruthlesdly.

Itiswhy | loved Celia. She was a very complicated woman who
always kept me guessing. And here she had surprised me one more
time.

She had said, Go, have a baby. But she had meant to add, Just don’t
act like amother.

Fortunately and unfortunately for her, | had absolutely no intention

of being told what to do or of being manipulated into a single thing.
So | read the script, and | took afew days and thought about it. |
asked Harry what he thought. And then | woke up one morning and
thought, 1 want the part. | want it because | want to show I'm still my
own woman.
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| will provide the chapter now.

HARRY WASN'T ON BOARD.

He was the one piece of the plan that wasn’t up to me, the one

person | wasn't willing to manipulate into doing what | wanted him to
do. And he didn’t want to leave everything behind and fly off to
Europe.



“You're suggesting | retire,” Harry said. “And I’ m not even sixty yet.
My God, Evelyn. What on earth am | going to do all day? Play cards on
the beach?’

“That doesn’t sound nice?’

“1t sounds nice for about an hour and a half,” he said. He was
drinking what looked like orange juice but | suspected was a
screwdriver. “And then I’ d be stuck trying to occupy myself for the
rest of my life.”

We were sitting in my dressing room on the set of Theresa's

Wisdom. Harry had found the script and sold it to Fox with me
attached to play Theresa, awoman who is leaving her husband while
desperately trying to keep her children together.

It was the third day of shooting, and | was in costume, awhite

Chanel pantsuit and pearls, about to go on set to shoot the scene
where Theresa and her husband announce that they are divorcing

over Christmas dinner. Harry looked as handsome as ever in khaki
slacks and an oxford shirt. He had gone amost entirely gray by then,
and | actively resented him for growing more attractive as he aged,
while | had to watch my value disappear by the day like a molding
lemon.

“Harry, don’'t you want to stop living thislie?’

“What lie?’ he asked. “I understand it's alie for you. Because you
want to make it work with Celia. And you know that | support that, |
do. But thislifeisn’t aliefor me.”

“There aremen,” | said, my voice losing patience, asif Harry was
trying to pull one over on me. “Don’t pretend there aren’t men.”
“Sure, but there is not a single man anyone could draw any sort of
meaningful connection to,” Harry said. “Because | have only loved
John. And he's gone. I’'m only famous because you' re famous, Ev. They
don’t care about me or what I’ m doing unless it somehow relates to
you. Any men in my life, | see them for afew weeks, and then they are
gone. I’'m not living alie. I'mjust living my life.”

| took a deep breath, trying not to get too worked up before having

to go on set and pretend to be arepressed WASP. “Don’t you care that
| have to hide?’

“1 do,” he said. “You know | do.”

“Well, then—"

“But why does your relationship with Celia mean that we should
uproot Connor’s life? And mine?’

“She’sthe love of my life,” | said. “You know that. | want to be with
her. It' stime for us all to be together again.”

“We can’t be together again,” he said, putting his hand down on the
table. “Not all of us.” And he walked away.

HARR'Y AND | were flying home every weekend to be with Connor, and
during the weeks we shot, | waswith Celia, and hewas . . . well, |
didn’t know where he was. But he seemed happy, so | didn’t question
it. | suspected in the back of my mind that he might have met someone
who was capable of keeping hisinterest for more than afew days.

So when Theresa' s Wisdom went three weeks over our shooting
schedule because my costar Ben Madley was hospitalized for
exhaustion, | wastorn.

On the one hand, | wanted to go back to being with my daughter



every night.

On the other hand, Connor was growing more and more annoyed

by me every day. She found her mother to be the very epitome of
embarrassment. The fact that | was aworld-renowned film star seemed
to have absolutely no effect on just how big of an idiot Connor saw me
to be. So | was often happier in L.A., with Celia, than | wasin New

Y ork, constantly rejected by my own flesh and blood. But | would have
dropped it al in a heartbeat if | thought Connor might want even an
evening of my time.

The day after filming wrapped, | was packing up some of my things
and talking to Connor on the phone, making plans for the next day.
“Your father and | are getting on the red-eye tonight, so I'll be there
when you wake up in the morning,” | told her.

“OK,” she said. “Cool.”

“1 thought we could go to breakfast at Channing’'s.”

“Mom, no one goes to Channing’s anymore.”

“1 hate to break it to you, but if | go to Channing’s, Channing’s will
still be considered cool.”

“Thisis exactly what I’'m talking about when | say you're

impossible.”

“All I’'m trying to do is take you to eat French toast, Connie. There

are worse things.”

There was a knock on the door of the Hollywood Hills bungalow I'd
rented. | opened it to see Harry.

“1 gottago, Mom,” Connor said. “Karen iscoming over. Luisa's
making us barbecue meat |oaf,” she said.

“Wait one second,” | said. “Y our father is here. He wants to say hi to
you. Good-bye, honey. I’ [l see you tomorrow.”

| handed Harry the phone. “Hi, little bug . . . Well, she has a point. If
your mother shows up somewhere, that does sort of mean that, by
definition, it will be considered ahot spot . . . That'sfine. .. That’sfine.
Tomorrow morning, the three of uswill go out for breakfast, and we
can go to whatever the cool new placeis. . . It's called what? Wiffles?
What kind of anameisthat?. .. OK, OK. We'll go to Wiffles. All right,
honey, good night. | love you. I’ [l see you tomorrow.”

Harry sat down on my bed and looked at me. “ Apparently, we are
going to Wiffles.”

“You'relike putty in her hands, Harry,” | said.

He shrugged. “I feel no shameinit.” He stood up and poured

himself a glass of water while | continued packing. “Listen, | have an
idea,” he said. As he moved closer to me, | realized he smelled vaguely
of liquor.

“ About what?’

“ About Europe.”

“OK ...” | said. | had resigned to letting it go until Harry and | were
settled back in New Y ork. | assumed that then he and | would have the
time, and the patience, to discussit in more depth.

| thought the idea was good for Connor. New Y ork, as much as |

loved it, had become a somewhat dangerous place to live. Crime rates
were skyrocketing, and drugs were everywhere. We were fairly
protected from it on the Upper East Side, but | was still uncomfortable
with the idea that Connor was growing up so close to so much chaos.
And even more to the point, | was no longer sure that alife where her



parents were practically bicoastal and she was being cared for by Luisa
when we were gone was the best thing for her.

Y es, we' d be uprooting her. And | knew she’' d hate me for making
her say good-bye to her friends. But | also knew she would benefit
from living in asmall town. She' d be better off with a mother who
could be around more. And to be frank, she was getting old enough to
read gossip columns and watch entertainment news. Was turning on
the television and seeing her mother’ s sixth divorce really the best
thing for achild?

“1 think 1 know what to do,” Harry said. | sat down on the bed, and
he sat next to me. “We move here. We move back to Los Angeles.”
“Harry ...” | said.

“And Celiamarries afriend of mine.”

“A friend of yours?’

Harry shifts toward me. “I’ ve met someone.”

“What?’

“We met on the lot. He' s working on another production. | thought

it was just acasua thing. | think he did, too. But | think I'm ... Thisis
aman | could see myself with.”

| was so happy for him in that moment. “I thought you couldn’t see
yourself with anyone,” | said, surprised but pleased.

“I couldn’t,” he said.

“ And what happened?’

“Now | can.”

“I"'m thrilled to hear that, Harry. Y ou have no idea. I’'m just not sure
thisisagood idea,” | said. “I don’t even know this guy.”

“You don't need to,” Harry said. “l mean, it's not like | chose Celia.
Youdid. And I’'m. .. I think I'd like to choose him.”

“1 don’t want to act anymore, Harry,” | said.

All through shooting this last movie, | found myself burning out. |
wanted to roll my eyes when asked to do a scene more than once.
Hitting my marks felt like running a marathon I’d already run a
thousand times before. So easy, so unchallenging, so uninspiring, that
you resent even being asked to lace up your shoes.

Maybe if | was getting roles that excited me, maybe if | till felt |

had something to prove, | don’'t know, maybe | would have reacted
differently.

There are so many women who continue to do incredible work well
into their eighties or nineties. Celiawas like that. She could have
turned in riveting performance after riveting performance forever,
because she was always consumed by the work.

But my heart wasn’t in it. My heart was never in the craft of acting,
only in the proving. Proving my power, proving my worth, proving my
talent.

I’d proved it all.

“That’sfine,” Harry said. “You don’t have to act anymore.”

“But if I’'m not acting, why would | livein Los Angeles? | want to live
somewhere | can be free, where no one will pay attention to me. Do
you remember when you were little, and whether it was on your block
or afew blocks down, there was inevitably a pair of older ladies who
lived together as roommates, and no one asked any questions because
nobody cared? | want to be one of those ladies. | can’t do that here.”
“You can't do that anywhere,” Harry said. “ That’ s the price you pay



for who you are.”

“1 don’t accept that. | think it’s very possible for meto do that.”

“Well, | don’t want to do that. So what I’m proposing is that you and

| remarry. And Celiamarries my friend.”

“We can talk about it later,” | said, standing up and taking my

toiletry bag to the bathroom.

“Evelyn, you don’t get to decide what this family does unilaterally.”
“Who said anything about unilaterally? All I'm saying is that | want
to talk about it later. There are a number of options here. We can go to
Europe, we can move here, we can stay in New York.”

Harry shook his head. “He can’t move to New Y ork.”

| sighed, losing my patience. “All the more reason for us to discuss
thislater.”

Harry stood up, as if he was about to give me a piece of his mind.

But then he camed down. “You'reright,” he said. “We can discuss it
later.”

He came over to me as | was packing my soap and makeup. He took
my arm and kissed my temple.

“You'll pick me up tonight?’ he said. “ At my place? We'll have the
whole trip to the airport and the flight to discuss it more. We can throw
back a couple of Bloody Marys on the plane.”

“Wewill figure thisout,” | told him. “Y ou know that, right? I’m never
going to do anything without you. Y ou’'re my best friend. My family.”
“1 know,” he said. “And you're mine. | never thought | could love
someone after John. But thisguy . . . Evelyn, I'mfalling in love with
him. And to know that | could love, that | can . ..”

“1 know,” | said, grabbing his hand and squeezing it. “1 know. |
promise I'll do whatever | can. | promise you we will figure this out.”
“OK,” Harry said, and then he squeezed my hand back and walked
out the door. “We will figure this out.”

MY DRIVER, WHO introduced himself as Nick as | got into the back of
the car, picked me up at around nine in the evening.

“Totheairport?’ Nick said.

“Actualy, we're going to make a stop on the Westside first,” | said,
giving him the address of the home where Harry was staying.

Aswe made our way across town, through the seedy parts of
Hollywood, over the Sunset Strip, | found myself depressed about how
unseemly Los Angeles had gotten since I’ d | eft. It was similar to
Manhattan in that regard. The decades had not been good to it. Harry
was talking about raising Connor here, but | couldn’t shake the feeling
that we needed to leave both big cities for good.

Aswe were stopped at ared light close to Harry’ s rented home,

Nick turned around briefly and smiled at me. He had a square jaw and
acrew cut. | could tell he had probably bedded a number of women
based on his smile alone.

“I’m an actor,” he said. “Just like you.”

| smiled politely. “Nice work if you can get it.”

He nodded. “ Got an agent thisweek,” he said as we started moving
again. “I fed likeI’mreally on my way. But, you know, if we get to the
airport with time to spare, I'd be interested in any tips you have for
somebody starting out.”

“Uh-huh,” | said, looking out the window. | decided, as we drove up



the dark, winding streets of Harry’ s neighborhood, that if Nick asked
me again, after we got to the airport, | was going to tell him that it's
mostly luck.

And that you have to be willing to deny your heritage, to commodify
your body, to lie to good people, to sacrifice who you love in the name
of what people will think, and to choose the false version of yourself
time and time again, until you forget who you started out as or why
you started doing it to begin with.

But just as we pulled around the corner onto Harry’ s narrow private
road, every thought I’ d ever had before that moment was erased from
my mind.

Instead, | was leaning forward, shocked still.

In front of uswas acar. Bent around afallen tree.

The sedan looked as if it had run head-on into the trunk, knocking
the tree down on top of it.

“Uh, Ms. Hugo . . .” Nick said.

“l seeit,” | told him, not wanting him to confirm that it was realy in
front of us, that it wasn’t merely an optical illusion.

He pulled over to the side of the road. | heard the scrape of

branches on the driver’s side of the car as we parked. | froze with my
hand on the door handle. Nick jumped out and ran over.

| opened my door and put my feet on the ground. Nick stood to the
side, trying to see if he could get one of the doors of the crashed car
open. But | walked right to the front, by the tree. | looked in through
the windshield.

And | saw what | had both feared and yet not truly believed

possible.

Harry was slumped over the steering whesl.

| looked over and saw ayounger man in the passenger’s seat.
Everyone sort of assumes that when faced with life-and-death
situations, you will panic. But almost everyone who's actually
experienced something like that will tell you that panic isaluxury you
cannot afford.

In the moment, you act without thinking, doing al you can with the
information you have.

It'swhen it’s over that you scream. And cry. And wonder how you
got through it. Because most likely, in the case of real trauma, your
brainisn’t great at making memories. It'salmost asif the cameraison
but no one’ s recording. So afterward, you go to review the tape, and
it'sall but blank.

Hereiswhat | remember.

I remember Nick breaking open Harry’s car door.

| remember helping to pull Harry out.

I remember thinking that we shouldn’t move Harry because we
could paralyze him.

But | also remember thinking that I couldn’t possibly stand by and
allow Harry to stay there, sumped on the wheel like that.

| remember holding Harry in my arms as he bled.

I remember the deep gash in his eyebrow, the way the blood coated
half hisface in thick rust red.

| remember seeing the cut from where the seat belt had sliced the
lower side of his neck.

I remember two of his teeth being in hislap.



I remember rocking him back and forth.

| remember saying, “ Stay with me, Harry. Stay with me. Stay true
blue.”

| remember the other man on the road next to me. | remember

Nick telling me he was dead. | remember thinking that no one who
looked like that could be aive.

| remember Harry’ sright eye opening. | remember the way it
inflated me with hope, the way the white of his eye looked so bright
against the deep red of the blood. I remember how his breath and
even his skin smelled like bourbon.

| remember how startling the realization was—once | knew Harry
might live, | knew what had to be done.

It wasn't his car.

No one knew he was here.

| had to get him to the hospital, and | had to make sure no one
found out he'd been driving. | couldn’t let him go to jail. What if they
tried him for vehicular manslaughter?

| couldn’t let my daughter find out her father had been driving
drunk and killed someone. Had killed his lover. Had killed the man
who he said was showing him he could love again.

| enlisted Nick to help me get Harry into our car. | made him help
me put the other man back into the totaled sedan, thistimein the
driver’s seat.

And then | quickly grabbed a scarf from my bag and wiped the
steering wheel clean, wiped the blood, wiped the seat belt. | erased all
traces of Harry.

And then we took Harry to the hospital.

There, bloodstained and crying, | called the police from a pay phone
and reported the accident.

When | hung up the phone, | turned and saw Nick, sitting in the
waiting room, blood on his chest, his arms, even some on his neck.

| walked over to him. He stood up.

“You should go home,” | said.

He nodded, still in shock.

“Can you get yourself home? Do you want me to call you aride?’

“l don't know,” he said.

“I’ll call you acab, then.” | grabbed my purse. | pulled out two
twenties from my wallet. “This should be enough to get you there.”
“OK,” hesaid.

“You're going to go home, and you'’ re going to forget everything
that happened. Everything you saw.”

“What did we do?’ he said. “How did we. . . How could we. . .”
“You'regoing to call me,” | said. “I'll get aroom at the Beverly Hills
Hotel. Call me there tomorrow. First thing in the morning. Y ou’ re not
going to talk to anyone el se between now and then. Do you hear me?’
“Yes.”

“Not your mother or your friends or even the cabdriver. Do you
have a girlfriend?’

He shook his head.

“A roommate?”’

He nodded.

“You tell them that you found a man on the street and you brought
him to the hospital, OK? That’s all you tell them, and you only tell



them if they ask.”

“OK "

He nodded. | called him a cab and waited with him until it arrived. |
put him in the backseat.

“What are you going to do first thing tomorrow?’ | asked him
through the rolled-down window.

“1’m going to call you.”

“Good,” | said. “If you can't sleep, think. Think about what you

need. What you need from me as a thank-you for what you did.”

He nodded, and the cab zoomed off.

People were staring at me. Evelyn Hugo in a pantsuit covered in
blood. | was afraid paparazzi would be there any minute.

I went inside. | talked my way into borrowing some scrubs and

being given a private room to wait in. | threw my clothes away.

When aman from the hospital staff asked me for a statement about
what happened to Harry, | said, “How much will it take for you to leave
me alone?’ | was relieved when the dollar figure he came up with was
less than what | had in my purse.

Just after midnight, a doctor came into the room and told me that
Harry’sfemoral artery had been severed. He had lost too much blood.
For abrief moment, | wondered if | should go get my old clothes, if

| could give some of his blood back to him, if it worked like that.

But | was distracted by the next words out of the doctor’s mouth.

“He will not makeit.”

| started gasping for air as| realized that Harry, my Harry, was

going to die.

“Would you like to say good-bye?’

He was unconscious in the bed when | walked into the room. He
looked paler than normal, but they had cleaned him up a bit. There
was no longer blood everywhere. | could see his handsome face.

“He doesn’t have long,” the doctor said. “But we can giveyou a
moment.”

| did not have the luxury of panic.

So | got into the bed with him. | held his hand even though it felt
limp. Maybe | should have been mad at him for getting behind the
wheel of a car when he'd been drinking. But | couldn’t ever get very
mad at Harry. | knew he was always doing the very best he could with
the pain he felt at any given moment. And this, however tragic, had
been the best he could do.

| put my forehead to hisand said, “1 want you to stay, Harry. We
need you. Me and Connor.” | grabbed his hand tighter. “But if you
have to go, then go. Go if it hurts. Go if it’stime. Just go knowing you
were loved, that | will never forget you, that you will live in everything
Connor and | do. Go knowing | love you purely, Harry, that you were
an amazing father. Go knowing | told you all my secrets. Because you
were my best friend.”

Harry died an hour |ater.

After he was gone, | had the devastating luxury of panic.

IN THE MORNING, afew hours after I’d checked into the hotel, | woke
up to aphone call.

My eyes were swollen from crying, and my throat hurt. The pillow
was still stained with tears. | was pretty sure 1’d only slept for an hour,



maybe |ess.

“Hello?’ | said.

“It'sNick.”

“Nick?’

“Your driver.”

“Oh,” | said. “Yes. Hi.”

“I know what | want,” he said.

His voice was confident. Its strength scared me. | felt so weak right
then. But | knew it had been my ideafor this call to happen. | had set
up the nature of it. Tell me what you want to keep you quiet was what |
had said without saying it.

“1 want you to make me famous,” he said, and when he did, the very
last shred of affection | had for stardom drained out of me.

“Do you realize the full extent of what you're asking?’ | said. “If
you're a celebrity, last night will be dangerous for you, too.”

“That’s not a problem,” he said.

| sighed, disappointed. “OK,” | said, resigned. “| can get you parts.
Therest isup to you.”

“That'sfine. That'sall | need.”

| asked him his agent’s name, and | got off the phone. | made two
phone calls. One was to my own agent, telling him to poach Nick from
his guy. The second was to a man with the highest-grossing action
movie in the country. It was about a police chief in hislate fifties who
defeats Russian spies on the day he’ s supposed to retire.

“Don?’ | said when he answered the phone.

“Evelyn! What can | do for you?’

“1 need you to hire afriend of mine in your next movie. The biggest
part you can get him.”

“OK,” hesaid. “You got it.” He did not ask me why. He did not ask
meif | was OK. We had been through enough together for him to
know better. | simply gave him Nick’s name, and | got off the phone.
After | set the phone back in the cradle, | bawled and | howled. |
gripped the sheets. | missed the only man I’ d ever loved with any
lasting meaning.

My heart ached in my chest when | thought about telling Connor,
when | thought about trying to live aday without him, when | thought
of aworld without Harry Cameron.

It was Harry who created me, who powered me, who loved me
unconditionally, who gave me afamily and a daughter.

So | bellowed in my hotel room. | opened the windows, and |
screamed out into the open air. | let my tears soak everything in sight.
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Chapter 54

In an emotionally charged conversation, Evelyn reveals her unwavering love to Celia, a sentiment still
burning despite the passage of years and Evelyn's marriage to Max. Evelyn's declaration triggers a mix of
hope and hesitation, reflecting the complexity of their past relationship and the societal pressures they face.
The dialogue captures Evelyn's desperation to rekindle what was once lost and Celia's fear of diving back
into potential turmoil, both overshadowed by the reality of their public images and personal obligations.

Evelyn's preparation for her trip to Los Angeles, in hopes of reuniting with Celia, is meticulously described,
illustrating her internal conflict and longing. Through the packing of Celias letters—tokens of their undying
connection—readers glimpse the depth of Evelyn's feelings. Her interactions with her daughter Connor and

her note to Max convey afacade of normalcy amidst her tumultuous emotional state.

The narrative takes a dramatic turn upon Evelyn's discovery of Max in their bedroom, her cherished letters
torn and scattered, exposing her secret relationship with Celia. Max's confrontation and insensitivity bring to
light his superficial love for Evelyn, contrasting sharply with the profound bond she shares with Celia. Their
exchange lays bare the harsh judgment and misunderstanding surrounding their situation, with Max using
derogative language and Evelyn defending her identity and love for Celia courageously.

Evelyn's courage to embrace her truth and declare her intention to leave Max for Celia marks a pivotal
moment, symbolizing her readiness to confront societal norms and her pursuit of authentic happiness. The
chapter eloguently captures the tension between personal desire and societal expectation, the pain of
concealed love, and the power of truth, setting the stage for Evelyn's journey towards self-realization and
love reclaimed.

Chapter 52

Evelyn Hugo and Max's wedding in Joshua Tree was a departure from the traditional, with close friends and
Max's brother Luc astheir only guests. Rgjecting the conventional white dress, Evelyn chose an ocean-blue
maxi dress, signaling her break from past pretenses. Their intimate ceremony contrasted with their global
lifestyle, suggesting a more grounded experience despite their public personas. The simplistic joy of their
night, surrounded by the desert's vastness, encapsulated a moment of pure, unaffected love. Yet, the
complexities of reality and identity began to surface the next day. Max's discomfort with their simplistic
surroundings and Evelyn's reflection on the public's perception highlighted the tension between their public
images and private selves. This juxtaposition underlined the transient nature of their connection, rooted in the
ideal rather than the real. Their departure from Joshua Tree symbolized not just a physical return to their city
lives but a metaphoric return to the complexities and expectations tethered to their public identities. The
magazine article and Max's reaction to it further exasperated Evelyn's fears of being loved not for who sheis
but for the icon she represents. This chapter, set against the backdrop of the desert and Hollywood's glare,
delvesinto themes of identity, love, and the dichotomy between the authentic self and public persona,
encapsulating the transient bliss of their union and the inevitable confrontation with reality.

Chapter 55
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W HEN | GOT TO SPAGO, Celiawas already seated. She was wearing
black slacks and a gauzy cream-colored sleeveless blouse. The
temperature outside was a warm seventy-eight degrees, but the
restaurant’ s air-conditioning was on high, and she looked just alittle
bit cold. Her arms were covered in goose bumps.

Her red hair was still stunning but now clearly dyed. The golden
undertones that had been there before, the result of nature and
sunlight, were now dlightly saturated, coppery. Her blue eyes were just
as enticing as they always had been, but now the skin around them
was softer.

I’d been to a plastic surgeon afew timesin the past several years. |
suspected she had, too. | was wearing a deep-V-necked black dress,
belted at the waist. My blond hair, a bit lighter now from the gray that
had been creeping in and cut shorter, was framing my face.

She stood when she saw me. “Evelyn,” she said.

| hugged her. “Cedlia”

“You look great,” she said. “Y ou always do.”

“You look just like you did the last time | saw you,” | said.

“We never did tell each other lies,” she said, smiling. “Let’ s nhot start
now.”

“You're gorgeous,” | said.

“Ditto.”

| ordered a glass of white wine. She ordered a club soda with lime.

“1 don’t drink anymore,” Celiasaid. “It’ s not sitting with me the way
it once did.”

“That’sfine. If you want, | can toss my wine right out the window
the moment it gets to the table.”

“No,” she said, laughing. “Why should my low tolerance be your
problem?’

“1 want everything about you to be my problem,” | said.

“Do you realize what you' re saying?’ she whispered to me as she
leaned across the table. The neck of her blouse opened and dipped
into the bread basket. | was worried it would graze the butter, but
somehow it didn’t.

“Of course| realize what I’'m saying.”

“You destroyed me,” she said. “Twice now in our lives. | have spent
years getting over you.”

“Did you succeed? Either time?’

“Not completely.”

“1 think that means something.”

“Why now?’ she asked. “Why didn’t you call years ago?’

“1 called you amillion times after you left me. | practically knocked
down your door,” | reminded her. “I thought you hated me.”

“1 did,” she said. She pulled back a bit. “I still hate you, | think. At
least alittle bit.”

“You think | don’t hate you, too?’ | tried to keep my voice down,
tried to pretend it was a chat between two old friends. “ Just alittle bit?
Celiasmiled. “No, | suppose it would make sense that you do.”



“But I’'m not going to let that stop me,” | said.

She sighed and looked at her menu.

| leaned in, conspiratorialy. “1 didn’t think | had a shot before,” |

told her. “ After you left me, | thought the door was closed. And now it's
open acrack, and | want to swing it wide open and walk in.”

“What makes you think the door is open?’ she asked, looking at the
left side of the menu.

“We are having dinner, aren’t we?’

“Asfriends,” she said.

“You and | have never been friends.”

She closed her menu and put it down on the table. “| need reading
glasses,” she said. “Can you believe that? Reading glasses.”

“Join the club.”

“| can be mean sometimes when I’m hurt,” she reminded me.

“You're not exactly telling me something | don’t know.”

“I made you feel like you weren't talented,” she said. “| tried to

make you think you needed me because | made you legitimate.”

“1 know that.”

“But you' ve always been legitimate.”

“1 know that now, too,” | told her.

“I thought you would call me after you won the Oscar. | thought
maybe you would want to show me, you’ d want to shoveit in my face.”
“Did you listen to my speech?”’

“Of coursel did,” she said.

“1 reached out to you,” | said. | picked up a piece of bread and
buttered it. But | put it down immediately, not taking a single bite.

“l wasn’t sure,” Celiasaid. “1 mean, | wasn't sureif you meant me.”

“1 al but said your name.”

“Yousaid ‘she.” ”

“Precisdly.”

“1 thought maybe you had another she.”

| had looked at other women besides Celia. | had pictured myself

with other women besides her. But everyone, for what had felt like my
whole life, had always been divided into “ Celia’ and “not Celia.” Every
other woman | considered striking up a conversation with might as
well have had “not Celia’ stamped on her forehead. If | was going to
risk my career and everything | loved for awoman, it was going to be
her.

“Thereisno she but you,” | told her.

Celialistened and closed her eyes. And then she spoke. It was as if
she had tried to stop herself and ssmply couldn’t. “But there were hes.”
“Thisold song and dance,” | said, trying to stop myself from rolling
my eyes. “1 was with Max. Y ou were clearly with Joan. Did Joan hold a
candle to me?’

“No,” Celiasaid.

“And Max didn’t hold a candle to you.”

“But you're still married to him.”

“I"m filing papers. HE smoving out. It's over.”

“That’ s abrupt.”

“It'snot, actually. It's overdue. And anyway, he found your letters,” |
said.

“And he'sleaving you?”’

“No, he' s threatening to out me if | don’t stay with him.”



“What?’

“I'm leaving him,” | said. “And I’'m letting him do whatever the hell

he wants. Because I’ m fifty years old, and | don’t have the energy to be
controlling every single thing anyone says about me until | die of old
age. The parts I’m being offered are shit. | have the Oscar on my
mantel. | have a spectacular daughter. | have Harry. I’'m a household
name. They will write about my movies for years to come. What more
do I want? A gold statue in my honor?”’

Celialaughed. “ That’swhat an Oscar is,” she said.

| laughed, too. “Exactly! Excellent point. | already have that, then.
There' s nothing else, Celia. There are no more mountains to climb. |
spent my life hiding so no one would knock me off the mountain. Well,
you know what? I’ m done hiding. Let them come and get me. They can
throw me down awell asfar as1’m concerned. I’m signed on to do one
last movie over at Fox later this year, and then I’m done.”

“Y ou don’t mean that.”

“1 do. Any other line of thinking . . . it'show | lost you. | don’t want

to lose anymore.”

“It'snot just our careers,” she said. “ The ramifications are
unpredictable. What if they take Connor away?’
“Because I’m in love with awoman?’

“Because they think both her parents are ‘ queers.
| sipped my wine. “I can’'t win with you,” | said finally. “If | want to
hide, you call me acoward. If I'm tired of hiding, you tell me they’ll
take my daughter.”

“I’'m sorry,” Celiasaid. She did not seem sorry for what she had

said so much as sorry that we lived in the world we lived in. “Do you
mean it?’ she asked. “Would you redlly give it up?’

“Yes” | said. “Yes, | would.”

“Are you absolutely sure?’ she asked just as the waiter put her

steak down in front of her and my salad in front of me. “I mean
absolutely sure?’

“Yes.”

Celiawas quiet for amoment. She stared down at her plate. She
seemed to be considering everything about this moment, and the
longer she took to speak, the farther | found myself bending forward,
trying to get closer to her.

“1 have chronic obstructive pulmonary disease,” she said finaly. “I
probably won’'t make it much past sixty.”

| stared at her. “You'relying,” | said.

“I"m not.”

“Yes, you are. That can’t be true.”

“Itistrue.”

“No, it'snot,” | said.

“Itis,” she said. She picked up her fork. She sipped the water in

front of her.

My mind was reeling, thoughts bouncing around my brain, my

heart spinning in my chest.

And then Celia spoke again, and the only reason | was able to focus
on her words was that | knew they were important. | knew they
mattered. “| think you should do your movie,” she said. “Finish strong.
Andthen. .. and then, after that, | think we should move to the coast
of Spain.”



“What?’

“1 have always liked the idea of spending the last years of my life on
abeautiful beach. With the love of agood woman,” she said.
“You're...you'redying?

“1 can look into some locations in Spain while you' re shooting. I’ll
find a place where Connor can get a great education. I'll sell my home
here. 1’1l get a compound somewhere, with enough space for Harry,
too. And Robert.”

“Y our brother Robert?’

Celianodded. “He moved out here for business afew years ago.

We' ve become close. He.. . . he knowswho | am. He supports me.”
“What is chronic obstructive—?’

“Emphysema, more or less,” she said. “From smoking. Do you still
smoke? Y ou should stop. Right now.”

| shook my head, having long ago given it up.

“They have treatments to slow down the process. | can live anormal
life for the most part, for awhile.”

“And then what?’

“And then, eventualy, it will become difficult to be active, hard to
breathe. When that happens, | won’t have much time. All told, we're
looking at ten years, give or take, if I'm lucky.”

“Ten years? You're only forty-nine.”

“1 know.”

| started crying. | couldn’t help it.

“You're making a scene,” she said. “Y ou have to stop.”

“l can't,” | said.

“OK,” shesaid. “OK.”

She picked up her purse and threw down a hundred-dollar bill. She
pulled me out of my chair, and we walked to the valet. She gave him
her ticket. She put mein the front seat of the car. She drove me to her
house. She sat me on the sofa.

“Can you handle this?’ she said.

“What do you mean?’ | asked her. “Of course | can't handleit.”

“1f you can handle this,” she said, “then we can do this. We can be
together. | think we can . . . we can spend the rest of our lives together,
Evelyn. If you can handle this. But | can’t, in good conscience, do this
to you if you don’t think you'll surviveit.”

“Survive what, exactly?’

“Losing me again. | don’t want to let you love meif you don’t think
you can lose me again. One last time.”

“1 can't. Of course | can't. But | want to anyway. I’m going to anyway.
Yes,” | said finally. “I can surviveit. I'd rather survive it than never feel
it.”

“Areyou sure?’ she said.

“Yes” | said. “Yes, I'm sure. I’ve never been more sure about
anything. I love you, Celia. I’ ve always loved you. And we should spend
the rest of the time we have together.”

She grabbed my face. She kissed me. And | wept.

She started crying with me, and soon | couldn’t tell whether the

tears | was tasting were hers or mine. All | knew was that | was once
again in the arms of the woman | was always meant to love.
Eventually, Celia s blouse was on the floor and my dress was hiked
up around my thighs. | could feel her lips on my chest, her hands on



my stomach. | stepped out of my dress. Her sheets were stark white
and perfectly soft. She no longer smelled like cigarettes and alcohol
but like citrus.

In the morning, | woke up with her hair in my face, fanned across
the pillow. | rolled to my side and curved my body against the back of
hers.

“Hereiswhat we're going to do,” Celiasaid. “You're going to leave
Max. I'm going to call afriend of minein Congress. He'sa
representative from Vermont. He needs some press. Y ou’'re going to be
seen around with him. We're going to spread a rumor that you're
stepping out on Max with a younger man.”

“How old ishe?’

“Twenty-nine.”

“Jesus, Celia. He'sachild,” | said.

“That’' s exactly what people will say. They’ll be shocked that you're
dating him.”

“And when Max tries to slander me?’

“1t won't matter what he' strying to claim about you. It will look like
he'sjust bitter.”

“And then?’ | asked.

“And then, down the line, you marry my brother.”

“Why am | going to marry Robert?’

“So that when | die, everything | own will be yours. My estate will
be under your control. And you can keep my legacy.”

“Y ou could appoint that to me.”

“ And have someone try to take it away because you were my lover?
No. Thisis better. Thisis smarter.”

“But marrying your brother? Are you crazy?’

“He'll doit,” she said. “For me. And because he's arake who likesto
bed amost every woman he sees. Y ou'd be good for his reputation. It’s
awin-win.”

“All thisinstead of just telling the truth?”

| could feel Celia s rib cage expand and contract underneath me.
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C ELIA WAS SHOOTING A MOVIE on location in Big Bear for three
weeks. | knew that going with her wasn’t an option, nor was visiting
her on the set. She insisted she would come home every weekend, but

it felt too risky.

Shewas asingle girl, after all. | was afraid the prevailing wisdom

erred too close to the question What do single girls have to go home to?
So | decided it was the right time to go to France.

Harry had some connections to filmmakersin Paris. He made a few



calsonthe sly for me.

Some of the producers and directors | met with knew who | was.
Some of them were clearly seeing me just as afavor to Harry. And
then there was Max Girard, an up-and-coming New Wave director, who
had never heard of me before.

“Y ou are une bombe,” he said.

We were sitting in aquiet bar in the Saint-Germain-de-Prés
neighborhood of Paris. We huddled in a booth in the back. It was just
after dinnertime, and | hadn’t had a chance to eat. Max was drinking a
white Bordeaux. | had a glass of claret.

“That sounds like a compliment,” | said, taking a sip.

“I don’'t know if | have before met awoman so attractive,” he said,
staring at me. His accent was so thick that | found myself leaning in to
hear him.

“Thank you.”

“You can act?’ he said.

“Better than | look.”

“That cannot be so.”

“Itis”

| saw Max’ s wheels start turning. “Are you willing to test for a
part?’

| was willing to scrub atoilet for apart. “If the part is great,” | said.
Max smiled. “This part is spectacular. This part isamovie-star

part.”

| nodded slowly. Y ou have to restrain every part of your body when
you are working hard not to look eager.

“Send me the pages, and we'll talk,” | said, and then | drank the last
of my wine and stood up. “I’'m so sorry, Max, but | should go. Have a
wonderful evening. Let’s be in touch.”

There was absolutely no way | was going to sit at a bar with aman
who hadn’'t heard of me and let him think | had all the timein the
world.

| could feel his eyes on me as| walked away, but | walked out the
door with all the confidence | had—which, despite my current
predicament, was quite alot. And then | went back to my hotel room,
put on my pajamas, ordered room service, and turned onthe TV.
Before | went to bed, | wrote Celia aletter.

My Dearest CeCe,

Please never forget that the sun rises and sets with your

smile. At least to meit does. Y ou’re the only thing on this

planet worth worshipping.

All my love,

Edward

| folded it in half and tucked it into an envelope addressed to her.
Then | turned out my light and closed my eyes.

Three hours later, | was awakened by the jarring sound of a phone
ringing on the table next to me.

| picked it up, irritated and half asleep.

“Bonjour?’ | said.

“We can speak your language, Evelyn.” Max’s accented English
reverberated through the phone. “1 am calling to see if you would be
freeto bein amovie | am shooting. The week after next.”

“Two weeks from now?’



“Not even, quite. We are shooting six hours from Paris. Y ou will do
it?’

“What is the part? How long is the shoot?’

“Themovieis called Boute-en-Train. At least, that’swhat it is called
for now. We shoot for two weeksin Lac d Annecy. The rest of the shoot
you do not need to be there.”

“What does Boute-en-Train mean?’ | tried to say it the way he said

it, but it came out overprocessed, and | vowed not to try again. Don’'t
do things you’re not good at.

“It means the life of the party. That isyou.”

“A party girl?’

“Like someone who isthe heart of life.”

“And my character?’

“Sheisthe kind of woman every man fallsin love with. It was
originaly written for a French woman, but | have just decided tonight
that if you will doit, I will fire her.”

“That’s not nice.”

“She’s not you.”

| smiled, surprised at both his charm and his eagerness.

“It is about two men who are petty thieves, and they are on the run

to Switzerland when they are distracted by an incredible woman they
meet on the way. The three of them go for an adventure in the
mountains. | have been sitting here with my pages, trying to decide if
this woman can be American. And | think she can. | think it's more
interesting that way. It isastroke of luck. To meet you at thistime. So
you will do it?’

“Let medeeponit,” | said. | knew | was going to take the part. It
was the only part | could get. But you never get anywhere good by
seeming amenable.

“Yes,” Max said. “Of course. Y ou have done nudity before, yes?’
“No,” | said.

“1 think you should be topless. In the film.”

If I was going to be asked to show my breasts, wouldn't it be for a
French film? And if the French were going to ask anyone, shouldn’t it
be me? | knew what got me famous the first time. | knew what it could
do a second time.

“Why don’t we discuss it tomorrow?’ | said.

“Let’stalk tomorrow morning,” he said. “Because this other actress

I have, she will show her breasts, Evelyn.”

“It'slate, Max. I'll ring you in the morning.” And | hung up the
phone.

| closed my eyes and breathed in deeply, considering both how
beneath me this opportunity was and how lucky | wasto be givenit.
It's a hard business, reconciling what the truth used to be with what
the truth isnow. Luckily, | didn’'t have to do it for very long.

TWO WEEKS LATER, | was back on afilm set. And thistime, | was free
of all the buttoned-up, innocent-girl stuff that Sunset had pinned on
me. Thistime, | was able to do whatever | wanted.

It was clear for the entire shoot that Max wanted nothing more than

to possess me himself. | could tell by the way he looked at mein stolen
glances that part of my allure to Max the director was my allureto him
as aman.



When Max came to my dressing room on the second-to-last day of
filming, he said, “Mabelle, aujourd’ hui tu seras seinsnus.” | had picked
up enough French by then to know he was saying he wanted to shoot
my scene coming out of the lake. When you' re an American movie star
with huge boobs in a French movie, you quickly learn that when
French men are saying seins nus, they are talking about you being
topless.

I was fully willing to take my top off and show my assetsif that was
what it took to get my name back out there. But by that point, | had
fallen madly in love with awoman. | had grown to desire her with
every fiber of myself. | knew the pleasure of finding delight in a
woman’s naked body.

So | told Max I'd shoot it however he wanted but that | had a
suggestion that might make the movie even more of a sensation.
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R UBY LEFT ME THERE, NEXT to the dryer, with an empty cocktall
glassin my hand.

| needed to go back to the party. But | stood there, frozen, thinking,
Get out of here. | just couldn’t turn the doorknob. And then the door
opened on itsown. Celia. The raucous, bright-lit party behind her.
“Evelyn, what are you doing?’

“How did you find me?’

“1 ran into Ruby, and she said | could find you drinking in the
laundry room. | thought it was a euphemism.”

“It wasn't.”

“1 can seethat.”

“Do you sleep with women?’ | asked.

Celia, shocked, shut the door behind her. “What are you talking
about?’

“Ruby saysyou're alesbian.”

Celialooked over my shoulder. “Who cares what Ruby says?’
“Areyou?’

“Are you going to stop being friends with me now? Is that what this
is about?’

“No,” | said, shaking my head. “Of course not. | would . . . never do
that. | would never.”

“What, then?’

“1 just want to know isall.”

“Why?’

“Don’t you think | have the right to know?’

“Depends.”

“Soyou are?’ | asked.



Celia put her hand on the doorknob and prepared to leave.
Instinctively, | leaned forward and grabbed her wrist.

“What are you doing?’ she said.

| liked the feel of her wrist in my hand. | liked the way her perfume
permeated the whole tiny room. | leaned forward and kissed her.

| did not know what | was doing. And by that | mean that | was not
fully in control of my movement and that | was physically unaware of
how to kiss her. Should it be the way | kissed men, or should it be
different somehow? | also did not understand the emotional scope of
my actions. | did not truly understand their significance or risk.

| was afamous woman kissing a famous woman in the house of the
biggest studio head in Hollywood, surrounded by producers and stars
and probably a good dozen people who ratted to Sub Rosa magazine.
But all | cared about in that moment was that her lips were soft. Her
skin was without any roughness whatsoever. All | cared about was that
she kissed me back, that she took her hand off the doorknob and,
instead, put it on my waist.

She smelled floral, like lilac powder, and her lips felt humid. Her
breath was sweet, spiked with the taste of cigarettes and creme de
menthe.

When she pushed herself against me, when our chests touched and
her pelvis grazed mine, al | could think was that it wasn't so different
and yet it was different entirely. She swelled in all the places Don went
flat. She wasflat in the places Don swelled.

And yet that sense that you can feel your heart in your chest, that
your body tells you it wants more, that you lose yourself in the scent,
taste, and feel of another person—it was al the same.

Celiabroke away first. “We can’t stay in here,” she said. She wiped
her lips on the back of her hand. She took her thumb and rubbed it
against the bottom of mine.

“Wait, Celia,” | said, trying to stop her.

But she left the room, shutting the door behind her.

| closed my eyes, unsure how to get a handle on myself, how to
quiet my brain.

| breathed in. | opened the door and walked right up the steps,

taking them two at atime.

| opened every single door on the second floor until 1 found who |
was looking for.

Don was getting dressed, shoving the tail of his shirt into his suit
pants, as awoman in a beaded gold dress put her shoes on.

| ran out. And Don followed me.

“Let’stalk about this at home,” he said, grabbing my elbow.

| yanked it away, searching for Celia. There was no sign of her.
Harry came in through the front door, fresh-faced and looking

sober. | ran up to him, leaving Don on the staircase, cornered by a
tipsy producer wanting to talk to him about a melodrama.

“Where have you been all night?’ | asked Harry.

He smiled. “I’'m going to keep that to myself.”

“Can you take me home?”’

Harry looked at me and then at Don still on the stairs. “Y ou’ re not
going home with your husband?’

| shook my head.

“Does he know that?’



“If he doesn’'t, he' samoron.”

“OK,” Harry said, nodding with confidence and submission.
Whatever | wanted was what he would do.

| got into the front seat of Harry’s Chevy, and he started backing

out just as Don came out of the house. He ran to my side of the car. |
did not roll down the window.

“Evelyn!” heyelled.

I liked how the glass between us took the edge off hisvoice, how it
muffled it enough to make him sound far away. | liked the control of
being able to decide whether | listened to him at full volume.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “It isn’t what you think.”

| stared straight ahead. “Let’sgo.”

| was putting Harry in atough spot, making him take sides. But to
Harry’s credit, he didn’t bat an eyelash.

“Cameron, don’t you dare take my wife away from me!”

“Don, let’sdiscussit in the morning,” Harry called through the
window, and then he plowed out, into the roads of the canyon.
When we got to Sunset Boulevard and my pulse had slowed, |
turned to Harry and started talking. When | told him that Don had
been upstairs with awoman, he nodded as if he' d expected no less.
“Why don’'t you seem surprised?’ | asked as we sped through the
intersection of Doheny and Sunset, the very spot where the beauty of
Beverly Hills started to show. The streets widened and became lined
with trees, and the lawns were immaculately manicured, the sidewalks
clean.

“Don has aways had a penchant for women he' s just met,” Harry
says. “l wasn't sure if you knew. Or if you cared.”

“I didn’t know. And | do care.”

“Wéll, then, I’'m sorry,” he said, looking at me briefly before putting
his eyes back on the road. “In that case, | should have told you.”

“| suppose there are lots of things we don't tell each other,” | said,
looking out the window. There was a man walking his dog down the
street.

| needed someone.

Right then, | needed a friend. Someone to tell my truthsto,
someone to accept me, someone to say that | was going to be OK.
“What if weredly didit?’ | said.

“Told each other the truth?’

“Told each other everything.”

Harry looked at me. “1’d say that’s a burden | don’t want to put on
you.”

“It might be aburden for you, too,” | said. “1 have skeletons.”
“You're Cuban, and you' re a power-hungry, calculating bitch,”
Harry said, smiling at me. “ Those secrets aren’'t so bad.”

| threw my head back and laughed.

“And you know what | am,” he said.

“I do.”

“But right now, you have plausible deniability. Y ou don’t have to
hear about it or seeit.”

Harry turned left, into the flats instead of the hills. He was taking
me to his house instead of my own. He was scared of what Don would
do to me. | sort of was, too.

“Maybe I’m ready for that. To be areal friend. True blue,” | said.



“1’m not sure that’s a secret | want you to have to keep, love. It'sa
sticky one.”

“I think that secret’s much more common than either of usis
pretending,” | said. “1 think maybe all of us have at least alittle bit of
that secret within us. | think | just might have that secret in me, too.”
Harry took aright and pulled into his driveway. He put the car in
park and turned to me. “You’re not like me, Evelyn.”

“I might be alittle,” | said. “I might be, and Celia might be, too.”
Harry turned back to the wheel, thinking. “Yes,” he said finaly.
“Celiamight be, too.”

“You knew?’

“1 suspected,” he said. “And | suspected she might have. . . feelings
for you.”

| felt like | was the last person on earth to know what was right in
front of me.

“I’'m leaving Don,” | said.

Harry nodded, unsurprised. “I’m happy to hear it,” he said. “But |
hope you know the full extent of what it means.”

“1 know what 1I’'m doing, Harry.” | waswrong. | didn’t know what |
was doing.

“Don’s not going to take it sitting down,” Harry said. “That's al |
mean.”

“So | should continue this charade? Allow him to sleep around and
hit me when hefeelslikeit?’

“Absolutely not. Y ou know | would never say that.”

“Then what?’

“1 want you to be prepared for what you' re going to do.”

“1 don’'t want to talk about this anymore,” | said.

“That'sfine,” Harry said. He opened his car door and got out. He
came around to my side and opened my door.

“Come, Ev,” he said kindly. He put his hand out. “It’s been along
night. Y ou need some rest.”

| suddenly felt very tired, asif once he pointed it out, | realized it
had been there all aong. | followed Harry to his front door.

His living room was sparse but handsome, furnished with wood and
leather. The acoves and doorways were al arched, the walls stark
white. Only asingle piece of art hung on the wall, ared and blue
Rothko above the sofa. It occurred to me then that Harry wasn’t a
Hollywood producer for the paycheck. Sure, his house was nice. But
there wasn’t anything ostentatious about it, nothing performative. It
was merely a place to sleep for him.

Harry was like me. Harry was in it for the glory. Hewasin it
because it kept him busy, kept him important, kept him sharp.
Harry, like me, had gotten into it for the ego.

And we were both fortunate that we' d found our humanity init,
even though it appeared to be somewhat by accident.

The two of us walked up the curved stairs, and Harry set me up in
his guest room. The bed had a thin mattress with a heavy wool
blanket. | used a bar of soap to wash my makeup off, and Harry gently
unzipped the back of my dress for me and gave me a pair of his
pajamas to wear.

“I’ll be just next door if you need anything,” he said.

“Thank you. For everything.”



Harry nodded. He turned away and then turned back to me as| was
folding down the blanket. “Our interests aren’t aligned, Evelyn,” he
said. “Yours and mine. You see that, right?’

| looked at him, trying to determineif | did seeit.

“My job isto make the studio money. And if you are doing what the
studio wants, then my job isto make you happy. But more than
anything, Ari wantsto—"

“Make Don happy.”

Harry looked me in the eye. | got the point.

“OK,” | said. “I seeit.”

Harry smiled shyly and closed the door behind him.

You'd think I’d have tossed and turned all night, worried about the
future, worried about what it meant that | had kissed awoman,
worried about whether | should really leave Don.

But that’ s what denial isfor.

The next morning, Harry drove me back to my house. | was
bracing myself for afight. But when | got there, Don was nowhere to
be seen.

I knew that very moment that our marriage was over and that the
decision—the one | thought was mine to make—had been made for
me.
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Evelyn and Me
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BY MONIQUE GRANT

When Evelyn Hugo, legendary actress, producer, and
philanthropist, died earlier this year, she and | werein the
process of writing her memoirs.

To say that spending the last couple of weeks of Evelyn’s
life with her was an honor would be both an understatement
and, to be frank, somewhat misleading.

Evelyn was a very complex woman, and my time with her
was just as complicated as her image, her life, and her
legend. To thisday, | wrestle with who Evelyn was and the
impact she had on me. Some days | find myself convinced
that | admire her more than anyone I’ ve ever met, and others
days| think of her asaliar and a cheat.

| think Evelyn would be rather content with that, actually.
She was no longer interested in pure adoration or salacious
scandal. Her primary focus was on the truth.

Having gone over our transcripts hundreds of times,



having replayed every moment of our days together in my
head, | think it’sfair to say that | might just know Evelyn
even better than | know myself. And | know that what Evelyn
would want to reveal in these pages, along with the stunning
photos taken just hours before her death, is one very
surprising but beautifully true thing.

And that isthis. Evelyn Hugo was bisexual and spent the
majority of her life madly in love with fellow actress Celia St.
James.

She wanted you to know this because she loved Celiain a
way that was in turns breathtaking and heartbreaking.

She wanted you to know this because loving Celia St.

James was perhaps her greatest political act.
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W OULD THE BABY BE RAISED by the both of you?’ Celia asked. We
were lying in bed, naked. My back was lined with sweat, my hairline
damp. | rolled over onto my stomach and put my hand on Celia’s chest.
The movie she was doing next was making her a brunette. | found
myself transfixed by the golden red of her hair, desperate to know that
they would dye it back properly, that she would return to me looking
exactly like herself.

“Yes,” | said. “Of course. It would be ours. We' d raise it together.”
“And where would | fit into all of this? Where would John?’
“Wherever you want to.”

“I don’t know what that means.”

“It means that we would figure it out as we go.”

Celia considered my words and stared at the ceiling. “Thisis
something you want?’ Celia asked finally.

“Yes,” | told her. “Very badly.”

“Isit aproblem for you that | have never . . . wanted that?’ she
asked.

“That you don’t want children?’

“Yes.”

“No, | suppose not.”

“Isit aproblem for you that | cannot . . . that | cannot give you that?’
Her voice was starting to crack, and her lips were starting to quiver.
When Celia was on-screen and needed to cry, she would squint her
eyes and cover her face. But they were fake tears, generated out of
nothing, for nothing. When shereally cried, her face remained
painfully still except for the corners of her lips and the water brimming
in her eyesthat stuck to her lashes.

“Honey,” | said, pulling her toward me. “Of course not.”



“l just. ..l want to give you everything you' ve ever wanted, and you
want that, and | can’'t giveit to you.”

“Celig, no,” | said. “It'snot like that at all.”

“It'snot?’

“Y ou have given me more than | ever thought | could have in one
life.”

“You'resure.”

“I’m positive.”

She smiled. “You love me?’ she said.

“Oh, my God, what an understatement,” | told her.

“Y ou love me so much you can’t see straight?’

“1 love you so much that when | sometimes get alook at al the

crazy fan mail you get, | think, Well, sure, that makes sense. | want to
collect her eyelashes, t0o.”

Celialaughed and ran her hand across my upper arm as she stared

at the ceiling. “I want you to be happy,” she said when she finally
looked at me.

“Y ou should know that Harry and | will haveto. . .”

“There s no other way?’ she asked. “I thought women were getting
pregnant by men just using their sperm now.”

| nodded. “I think there are other ways,” | said. “But I’ m not
confident in the security of the situation. Or, rather, | don’t know how
to ensure that no one finds out that’s how we did it.”

“You're saying you' re going to have to make love to Harry,” Celia
said.

“You are the person I’'min love with. Y ou are the person | make love
to. Harry and | are merely making a baby.”

Celialooked at me, reading my face. “Y ou’re sure about that?’
“Absolutely positive.”

She looked back up at the ceiling. She didn’'t talk for awhile. |
watched her eyes as they moved back and forth. | watched her
breathing as it slowed. And then she turned to face me. “If it's what
you want . . . if you want a baby, then . . . have ababy. | will . .. we will
figureit out. | will make it work. | can be an aunt. Aunt Celia. And I'll
find away to be OK with it all.”

“And I'll help you,” | said.
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| WAS NOMINATED FOR BEST Actress for Carolina Sunset.
The only problem was that Celia was nominated that year, too.

I showed up on the red carpet with Harry. We were engaged. He' d
given me adiamond and emerald ring. It stood out against the black
beaded dress | wore that night. Two dlits on either side of the skirt



went up to my mid-thigh. | loved that dress.

And so did everyone else. I’ ve noticed that when people do
retrospectives of my career, photos of mein that dress always make it
in somehow. | made sure it would be included in the auction. | think it
could raise alot of money.

It makes me happy that people love that dress as much as| do. | lost
an Oscar, but it ended up being one of the greatest nights of my life.
Celiaarrived just before the show began. She was wearing apae
blue strapless gown with a sweetheart neckline. The color of her hair
against the dress was striking. When my eyes set on her, for the first
timein nearly five years, | found myself breathless.

I’d gone to see every single one of Celia’'s movies, even though |

was loath to admit it. So | had seen her.

But no medium can capture what it is to be in someone’s presence,
certainly not someone like her. Someone who makes you feel
important simply because she's choosing to look at you.

There was something stately about her, at the age of twenty-eight.
She was mature and dignified. She looked like the kind of person who
knew exactly who she was.

She stepped forward and took John Braverman’s arm. In atux that
seemed to strain at his broad shoulders, John looked as all-American
asahusk of corn. They were a gorgeous couple. No matter how falseit
all was.

“Ev, you're staring,” Harry said as he pushed me into the theater.
“Sorry,” | said. “Thank you.”

Aswetook our seats, we smiled and waved to everyone seated
around us. Joy and Rex were afew rows behind us, and | waved
politely, knowing people were watching, knowing that if | ran up and
hugged them, people might be confused.

When we sat down, Harry said, “1f you win, will you talk to her?’

| laughed. “And gloat?’

“No, but you' d have the upper hand that you seem to so desperately
want.”

“She left me.”

“Y ou slept with someone.”

“For her.”

Harry frowned at me as if | was missing the point.

“Fine, if | win, I'll talk to her.”

“Thank you.”

“Why are you thanking me?’

“Because | want you to be happy, and it appears | have to reward

you for doing things in your own favor.”

“Wéll, if shewins, I'm not saying asingle word to her.”

“If shewins,” Harry said delicately, “whichisabig if, and she
comes and talks to you, | will hold you down and force you to listen
and speak back.”

| couldn’t look directly at him. | was feeling defensive.

“1t'samoot point anyway,” | said. “ Everyone knows they’ re going to
giveit to Ruby, because they feel bad she didn’t get it last year for The
Dangerous Flight.”

“They might not,” Harry said.

“Yeah, yeah,” | told him. “And I’ ve got a bridge in Brooklyn to sell
you.”



But when the lights dimmed and the host came out, | was not
thinking that my chances were slim. | was just delusional enough to
think the Academy might finally give me a goddamn Oscar.

When they called out the nominees for Best Actress, | scanned the
audience for Celia. | spotted her the very same moment she spotted
me. We locked eyes. And then the presenter didn’'t say “Evelyn” or
“Celia” Hesaid “Ruby.”

When my heart sank into my chest, aching and heavy, | was mad at
myself for believing | had a chance. And then | wondered if Celiawas
OK.

Harry held my hand and squeezed it. | hoped John was sgqueezing
Celia's. | excused myself to the bathroom.

Bonnie Lakeland was washing her hands as| came in. She gave me
asmile, and then she left. And | was alone. | sat in astall and closed
the door. | let myself cry.

“Evelyn?’

Y ou don’t spend years pining away for one voice not to notice it
when it finally appears.

“Celia?’ | said. My back was to the stall door. | wiped my eyes.

“l saw you comein here,” she said. “I thought it might be a sign that
you weren't . . . that you were upset.”

“1’m trying to be happy for Ruby,” | said, laughing just alittle bit as|
used a piece of toilet paper to carefully dry my eyes. “But it’s not
exactly my style.”

“Mine either,” she said.

| opened the door. And there she was. Blue dress, red hair, small
stature with a presence that filled the whole room. And when her eyes
set on me, | knew she still loved me. | could seeit in the way her pupils
widened and softened.

“You are as gorgeous as ever,” she said as she leaned against the

sink, her arms holding her weight behind her. There was aways
something intoxicating about the way Celialooked at me. | felt like a
rare steak in front of atiger.

“You're not so bad yourself,” | said.

“We probably shouldn’t be caught in here together,” Celiasaid.

“Why not?’ | asked.

“Because | suspect more than afew people seated in there know

what we once got up to,” she said. “I know you’ d hate for them to think
wewereup toit again.”

Thiswas atest.

| knew it. She knew it.

If | said the right thing, if | told her | didn’t care what they thought,

if I told her I’d make love to her in the middle of the stage in front of all
of them, | just might be able to have her back.

| let myself think about it for amoment. | let myself think about
waking up tomorrow to her cigarette-and-coffee breath.

But | wanted her to admit it wasn't all me. That she had played a

part in our demise. “Or maybe you just don’t want to be seen with a. . .
what was the word you used, | believe it was whore?’

Celialaughed and looked down at the floor and then back up at me.
“What do you want me to say? That | waswrong? | was. | wanted to
hurt you like you hurt me.”

“But | never meant to hurt you,” | said. “Never once would | have



done a single thing to hurt you on purpose.”

“Y ou were ashamed to love me.”

“Absolutely not,” | said. “That is absolutely untrue.”

“Well, you certainly went to great lengths to hideit.”

“1 did what had to be done to protect both of us.”

“Debatable.”

“So debate it with me,” | said. “Instead of running away again.”

“l didn’'t run far, Evelyn. Y ou could have caught up with me, if you
wanted to.”

“l don't like being played, Celia. | told you that the first time we
went out for milk shakes.”

She shrugged. “ Y ou play everyone else.”

“1 have never claimed that | wasn’t a hypocrite.”

“How do you do that?’ Celia said.

“Do what?’

“Act so cavalier about things that are sacred to other people?’
“Because other people have got nothing to do with me.”
Celiascoffed, somewhat gently, and looked down at her hands.
“Except you,” | said.

| was rewarded with the sight of her looking up at me.

“1 care about you,” | said.

“Y ou cared about me.”

| shook my head. “No, | didn’t misspeak.”

“You certainly moved on fast enough with Rex North.”

| frowned at her. “Celia, you know better than that.”

“So it wasfake.”

“Every moment.”

“Have you been with anyone else? Any men?’ she asked. She was
always jealous of the men, worried she couldn’t compete. | was jealous
of the women, worried | wouldn’t compare.

“I’ve had agood time,” | said. “As|’m sure you've had.”
“Johnisn't—"

“1’m not talking about John. But I’m sure you haven't kept chaste.” |
was fishing for information that might break my heart, aflaw of the
human condition.

“No,” shesaid. “You're right about that.”

“Men?’ | asked, hoping the answer was yes. If it was men, | knew it
didn’t mean anything to her.

She shook her head, and my heart broke just alittle bit more, like a
tear that deepens from strain.

“Anyone | know?’

“None of them were famous,” she said. “None of them meant
anything to me. | touched them and thought of what it felt like to touch
you.”

My heart both ached and swelled to hear it.

“Y ou shouldn’t have left me, Celia.”

“Y ou shouldn’t have let me leave.”

And with that, I had no more fight in me. My heart cried out the
truth through my throat. “1 know. | know that. | know.”

Sometimes things happen so quickly you aren’t sure when you even
realized they were about to begin. One minute she was leaning against
the sink, the next her hands were on my face, her body pressed
against me, her lips between mine. She tasted like the musky



creaminess of thick lipstick and the sharp, spiced sting of rum.

| waslost in her. In the feel of her on me once again, the sheer joy of
her attention, the glory of knowing she loved me.

And then the door was flung open, and the wives of two producers
walked in. We broke apart. Celia pretended she had been washing her
hands, and | moved to one of the mirrors and fixed my makeup. The
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EVELYN AND | ARE BACK in her foyer. “I’ll meet you in my officeina
half hour.”

“OK,” | say as Evelyn heads down the corridor and out of sight. |
take off my coat and put it in the closet.

| should use this time to check in with Frankie. If | don’t reach out

to update her soon, she'll track me down.

| just have to decide how I’'m going to handleit. How do | make sure
she doesn’t try to wrestle this away from me?

I think my only option isto pretend everything is going according

to plan. My only planistolie.

| breathe.

One of my earliest memories from when | was a child was of my
parents bringing me to Zuma Beach in Malibu. It was still springtime, |
think. The water hadn’t yet warmed enough for comfort.

My mom stayed on the sand, setting down our blanket and

umbrella, while my dad scooped me up and ran with me down to the
shoreline. | remember feeling weightlessin his arms. And then he put
my feet in the water, and | cried, telling him it was too cold.

He agreed with me. It was cold. But then he said, “Just breathein

and out five times. And when you're done, | bet it won't feel so cold.”
| watched as he put hisfeet in. | watched him breathe. And then |

put my feet back in and breathed with him. He was right, of course. It
wasn’'t so cold.

After that, my dad would breathe with me anytime | was on the
verge of tears. When | skinned my elbow, when my cousin called me
an Oreo, when my mom said we couldn’t get a puppy, my father would
sit and breathe with me. It still hurts, all these years later, to think
about those moments.

But for now, | keep breathing, right there in Evelyn’ s foyer,

centering myself as he taught me.

And then, when | feel calm, | pick up my phone and dial Frankie.
“Monigue.” She answers on the second ring. “Tell me. How’siit
going?’

“It'sgoing well,” | say. I'm surprised at how even and flat my voice
is. “Evelyn is pretty much everything you' d expect from an icon. Still



gorgeous. Charismatic as ever.”

“And?’

“And . .. things are progressing.”

“1s she committing to talk about any other topics than the gowns?’
What can | say now to start covering my own ass? “Y ou know, she's
pretty reticent about anything other than getting some press for the
auction. I’'m trying to play nice at the moment, get her to trust me a bit
more before | start pushing.”

“Will she sit for acover?’

“It'stoo early to tell. Trust me, Frankie,” | say, and | hate how

sincere it sounds coming out of my mouth, “I know how important this
is. But right now, the best thing for me to do is make sure Evelyn likes
me so that | can try to garner some influence and advocate for what we
want.”

“OK,” Frankie says. “Obvioudly, | want more than afew sound bites
about dresses, but that’ s still more than any other magazine has gotten

from her in decades, so . . .” Frankie keepstalking, but I’ ve stopped
listening. I'm far too focused on the fact that Frankie’s not even going
to get sound bites.

And I’m going to get far, far more.

“1 should go,” | say, excusing myself. “She and | aretalking again in
afew minutes.”

I hang up the phone and breathe out. I’ ve got this shit.

As| make my way through the apartment, | can hear Grace in the
kitchen. | open the swinging door and spot her cutting flower stems.
“Sorry to bother you. Evelyn said to meet her in her office, but I'm
not sure where that is.”

“Oh,” Grace says, putting down the scissors and wiping her hands

on atowel. “I’ll show you.”

| follow her up a set of stairs and into Evelyn’s study area. The walls
are astriking flat charcoal gray, the arearug agolden beige. The large
windows are flanked by dark blue curtains, and on the opposite side of
the room are built-in bookcases. A gray-blue couch sitsfacing an
oversized glass desk.

Grace smiles and leaves me to wait for Evelyn. | drop my bag on the
sofa and check my phone.

“You take the desk,” Evelyn says as she comesin. She hands me a
glass of water. “1 can only assume the way thisworksisthat | talk and
you write.”

“1 suppose,” | say, sitting in the desk chair. “I’ve never attempted to
write a biography before. After all, I’'m not a biographer.”

Evelyn looks at me pointedly. She sits opposite me, on the sofa. “Let
me explain something to you. When | was fourteen years old, my
mother had already died, and | was living with my father. The older |
got, the more | realized that it was only a matter of time until my father
tried to marry me off to afriend of his or his boss, someone who could
help his situation. And if I’'m being honest, the more | developed, the
less secure | wasin the ideathat my father might not try to take
something of me for himself.

“We were so broke that we were stealing the electricity from the
apartment above us. There was one outlet in our place that was on
their circuit, so we plugged anything we needed to use into that one
socket. If | needed to do homework after dark, | plugged inalampin



that outlet and sat undernesath it with my book.

“My mother was asaint. | really mean it. Stunningly beautiful, an
incredible singer, with a heart of gold. For years before she died, she
would always tell me that we were gonna get out of Hell’ s Kitchen and
go straight to Hollywood. She said she was going to be the most
famous woman in the world and get us a mansion on the beach. | had
this fantasy of the two of ustogether in a house, throwing parties,
drinking champagne. And then she died, and it was like waking up
from adream. Suddenly, | was in aworld where none of that was ever
going to happen. And | was going to be stuck in Hell’ s Kitchen forever.
“| was gorgeous, even at fourteen. Oh, | know the whole world

prefers awoman who doesn’t know her power, but I’'m sick of all that. |
turned heads. Now, | take no pridein this. | didn’t make my own face. |
didn’t give myself this body. But I’m also not going to sit here and say,
‘Aw, shucks. People really thought | was pretty? like some kind of
prig.

“My friend Beverly knew a guy in her building named Ernie Diaz

who was an electrician. And Ernie knew aguy over at MGM. At least,
that was the rumor going around. And one day, Beverly told me she
heard that Ernie was up for some job rigging lightsin Hollywood. So
that weekend, | made up areason to go over to Beverly’s, and |
‘accidentally’ knocked on Ernie’ sdoor. | knew exactly where Beverly
was. But | knocked on Erni€’s door and said, ‘ Have you seen Beverly
Gustafson?

“Ernie was twenty-two. He wasn’t handsome by any means, but he
wasfineto look at. He said he hadn’t seen her, but | watched as he
continued to stare at me. | watched as his eyes started at mine and
grazed their way down, scanning every inch of mein my favorite green
dress.

“And then Ernie said, * Sweetheart, are you sixteen? | was fourteen,
remember. But do you know what | did? | said, ‘Why, | just turned.” ”
Evelyn looks at me with purpose. “Do you understand what I'm

telling you? When you' re given an opportunity to change your life, be
ready to do whatever it takes to make it happen. The world doesn’t give
things, you take things. If you learn one thing from me, it should
probably be that.”

Wow. “OK,” | say.

“You've never been a biographer before, but you are one starting
now.”

| nod my head. “I got it.”

“Good,” Evelyn says, relaxing into the sofa. “So where do you want

to begin?’

| grab my notebook and look at the scribbled words I’ ve covered the
last few pages with. There are dates and film titles, references to
classic images of her, rumors with question marks after them. And
then, in big letters that | went over and over with my pen, darkening
each letter until | changed the texture of the page, I’ ve written, “Who
was the love of Evelyn'slife???’

That’ s the big question. That’ s the hook of this book.

Seven husbands.

Which one did she love the best? Which one was the real one?

As both ajournalist and a consumer, that’s what | want to know. It
won't be where the book begins, but maybe that is where she and |



should begin. | want to know, going into these marriages, which isthe
one that matters the most.

I look up at Evelyn to see her sitting up, ready for me.

“Who was the love of your life? Was it Harry Cameron?’

Evelyn thinks and then answers slowly. “Not in the way you mean,
no.”

“In what way, then?’

“Harry was my greatest friend. He invented me. He was the person
who loved me the most unconditionally. The person | loved the most
purely, | think. Other than my daughter. But no, he was not the love of
my life.”

“Why not?’

“Because that was someone else.”

“OK, who was the love of your life, then?’

Evelyn nods, asif thisis the question she has been expecting, asif
the situation is unfolding exactly as she knew it would. But then she
shakes her head again. “Y ou know what?’ she says, standing up. “It's
getting late, isn't it?”’

| look at my watch. It’s midafternoon. “Isit?’

“I think itis,” she says, and she walks toward me, toward the door.
“All right,” | say, standing up to meet her.

Evelyn puts her arm around me and leads me out into the hallway.
“Let’s pick up again on Monday. Would that be OK?’

“Uh...sure. Evelyn, did | say something to offend you?’

Evelyn leads me down the stairs. “Not at all,” she says, waving my
fearsaside. “Not at all.”

Thereisatension that | can’t quite put my finger on. Evelyn walks
with me until we hit the foyer. She opensthe closet. | reach in and grab
my coat.

“Back here?’ Evelyn says. “Monday morning? What do you say we
start around ten?’
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| "VE SPENT THE PAST FEW days researching everything | can about
Evelyn Hugo. | was never abig film buff, let alone interested in any old
Hollywood stars. But Evelyn’'slife—at |east the version on record as of
now—is enough for ten soap operas.

There' sthe early marriage that ended in divorce when she was
eighteen. Then the studio-setup courtship and tumultuous marriage to
Hollywood royalty Don Adler. The rumors that she left him because he
beat her. Her comeback in a French New Wave film. The quickie

V egas elopement with singer Mick Riva. Her glamorous marriage to
the dapper Rex North, which ended in both of them having affairs.



The beautiful love story of her life with Harry Cameron and the birth
of their daughter, Connor. Their heartbreaking divorce and her very
quick marriage to her old director Max Girard. Her supposed affair
with the much younger Congressman Jack Easton, which ended her
relationship with Girard. And finally, her marriage to financier Robert
Jamison, rumored to have at least been inspired by Evelyn's desire to
spite former costar—and Robert’ s sister—Celia St. James. All of her
husbands have passed away, |eaving Evelyn as the only one with
insight into those rel ationships.

Sufficeit to say, | have my work cut out for meif | want to get her to
talk about any of it.

After staying late at the office this evening, | finally make my way
home alittle before nine. My apartment is small. | believe the most
appropriate term is teeny-tiny sardine box. But it’s amazing how vast a
small place can feel when half of your things are gone.

David moved out five weeks ago, and | still haven’t managed to
replace the dishes he took with him or the coffee table his mother
gave us last year as awedding present. Jesus. We didn’'t even make it
to our first anniversary.

As| walk in my front door and put my bag on the sofa, it strikes me
again just how needlessly petty it was of him to take the coffee table.
His new San Francisco studio came fully furnished courtesy of the
generous rel ocation package offered with his promotion. | suspect he
put the table in storage, along with the one nightstand he insisted was
rightfully hisand all of our cookbooks. | don’t miss the cookbooks. |
don’t cook. But when things are inscribed to “Monique and David, for
all your many years of happiness,” you think of them as half yours.

| hang up my coat and wonder, not for the first time, which question
gets closer to the truth: Did David take the new job and move to San
Francisco without me? Or did | refuse to leave New Y ork for him? As|
take off my shoes, | resolve once again that the answer is somewhere
in the middle. But then | come back to the same thought that always
stings afresh: He actually left.

| order myself pad thai and then get in the shower. | turn the water

to nearly scalding hot. | love water so hot it almost burns. | love the
smell of shampoo. My happiest place might just be under a
showerhead. It is here in the steam, covered in suds, that | do not feel
like Monique Grant, woman left behind. Or even Monique Grant,
stalled writer. | am just Monique Grant, owner of luxury bath products.
Well after I’ve pruned, | dry myself off, put on my sweatpants, and
pull my hair away from my face, just in time for the deliveryman to
make his way to my door.

| sit with the plastic container, trying to watch TV. | attempt to zone
out. | want to make my brain do something, anything, other than think
about work or David. But once my food isgone, | redizeit’sfutile. |
might as well work.

Thisisall very intimidating—the idea of interviewing Evelyn Hugo,
the task of controlling her narrative, of trying to make sure she doesn’t
control mine. I’m often inclined to overprepare. But more to the point,
I’ve always been a bit like an ostrich, willing to bury my head in the
sand to avoid what | don’t want to face.

So, for the next three days, | do nothing but research Evelyn Hugo.

I spend my days pulling up old articles about her marriages and her



scandals. | spend my evenings watching her old movies.

| watch clips of her in Carolina Sunset, Anna Karenina, Jade
Diamond, and All for Us. | watch the GIF of her coming out of the
water in Boute-en-Train so many times that when | fall asleep, it plays
over and over in my dreams.

And | start to fall in love with her, just the littlest bit, as | watch her
films. Between the hours of eleven P.M. and two A.M., while the rest of
the world is sleeping, my laptop flickers with the sight of her, and the
sound of her voice fills my living room.

Thereisno denying that sheis a stunningly beautiful woman.

Peopl e often talk about her straight, thick eyebrows and her blond
hair, but | can’t take my eyes off her bone structure. Her jawlineis
strong, her cheekbones are high, and al of it comesto a point at her
ever-so-swollen lips. Her eyes are huge but not so much round as an
oversized almond shape. Her tanned skin next to her light hair looks
beachy but also elegant. | know it’s not natural—hair that blond with
skin that bronze—and yet | can’t shake the feeling that it should be,
that humans should be born looking like this.

| have no doubt that’s part of the reason film historian Charles
Redding once said that Evelyn’ s face felt “inevitable. So exquisite, so
nearly perfect, that when looking at her, you get the sense that her
features, in that combination, in that ratio, were bound to happen
sooner or later.”

| pinimages of Evelyn in the ' 50s wearing tight sweaters and bullet
bras, press photos of her and Don Adler on the Sunset Studios lot
shortly after they were married, shots of her from the early ' 60s with
long, straight hair and soft, thick bangs and wearing short-shorts.
There is aphoto of her in awhite one-piece, sitting on the shoreline

of apristine beach, with alarge, floppy black hat covering most of her
face, her white-blond hair and the right side of her face illuminated by
the sun.

One of my personal favoritesis a black-and-white shot from the
Golden Globesin 1967. Sheis seated on the aisle, her hair pulled into a
loose updo. She is wearing alight-colored lace gown with a deep scoop
neckline, her cleavage controlled but on full display and her right leg
escaping through the high dlit of the skirt.

Acknowledgments

Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

It is atestament to the grace, faith, and aplomb of my editor, Sarah
Cantin, that when | told her | wanted to do something completely
different that hinged on the reader believing a woman had been
married seven times, she said, “Go for it.” Within the safety of that



trust, | felt free to create Evelyn Hugo. Sarah, it is with my most
sincere thanks that | acknowledge how lucky | am to have you as my
editor.

Big, big thanks must also go to Carly Watters for al that she has
done for my career. | feel fortunate to continue working with you on so
many books together.

To my incomparable rep team: Y ou all are so good at your jobs and
seem to do them with such passion that | feel asif I'm armed at all
sides. Theresa Park, thank you for coming aboard and hitting the
ground running with a strength and elegance that is truly unmatched.
With you at the helm, | feel incredibly confident | can reach new
heights. Brad Mendel sohn, thank you for running the show with such
astrong belief in me and for dealing with the intricate details of my
neurosis with such warmth. Sylvie Rabineau and Jill Gillett, your
intelligence and skill are perhaps only outshone by your compassion.
To Ashley Kruythoff, Krista Shipp, Abigail Koons, Andrea Mai,
Emily Sweet, Alex Greene, Blair Wilson, Vanessa Martinez, and
everyone else at WME, Circle of Confusion, and Park Literary &
Media, | am honestly overwhelmed at how seamlessly you all
consistently deliver excellence. Specia thanks for Vanessa para e
espanol. Me salvaste la vida.

To Judith, Peter, Tory, Hillary, Albert, and everyone else at Atria
who works to help my books make their way in the world, | thank you
deeply.

To Crystal, Janay, Robert, and the rest of the BookSparks team, you
are unstoppable, brilliant publicity machines and wonderful humans.
One thousand prayer hands emojis to you and all that you do.

To all the friends who have shown up time and time again, to hear

me read, to buy my books, to recommend my work to other people,
and to surreptitiously put my books at the front of the store, | am
forever grateful. To Kate, Courtney, Julia, and Monique, thank you for
hel ping me write about people different from myself. It isatall order
that | take on humbly and it helps so much to have you by my side.
To the book bloggers who write and tweet and snap photos all in the
effort of telling people about my work, you are the reason | can
continue to do what | do. And | have to give it up to Natasha Minoso
and Vilma Gonzalez for just straight killin’ it.

To the Reid and Hanes families, thank you for supporting me, for
cheering the loudest, and for always being there when | need you.

To my mother, Mindy, thank you for being proud of this book and
always so eager to read anything | write.

To my brother, Jake, thank you for seeing me the way | want to be
seen, for understanding what I’ m trying to do at such a deep level, and
for keeping me sane.

To the one and only Alex Jenkins Reid: Thank you for

understanding why this book was so important to me and for being so
into it. But more important, thank you for being the kind of man who
encourages me to shout louder, dream bigger, and take |ess shit.
Thank you for never making me feel asif | should make myself smaller
to make anyone else feel better. It brings me an absolutely
unparalleled amount of pride and joy to know that our daughter is
growing up with afather who will stick by her side no matter who she
is, who will show her how she should expect to be treated by modeling



it for her. Evelyn did not have that. | did not have that. But she will.
Because of you.

And lastly, to my baby girl. Y ou were teeny teeny tiny—I believe the
size of half the period on the end of this sentence—when | started
writing this book. And when | finished it, you were mere days away
from making your entrance. Y ou were with me every step of the way. |

Chapter 13

Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

T HE MORNING WE STAR TED REHEARSAL Sfor Little Women, Don
woke me up with breakfast in bed. Half a grapefruit and alit cigarette.
| found this highly romantic, because it was exactly what | wanted.
“Good luck today, sweetheart,” he said as he got dressed and

headed out the door. “I know you’ll show Celia St. James what it really
means to be an actress.”

| smiled and wished him agood day. | ate the grapefruit and left the
tray in bed as| got into the shower.

When | got out, our maid, Paula, was in the bedroom cleaning up

after me. She was picking the butt of my cigarette off the duvet. I'd | eft
it on the tray, but it must have fallen.

| didn’t keep a neat house.

My clothes from last night were on the floor. My dlippers were on

top of the dresser. My towel wasin the sink.

Paula had her work cut out for her, and she didn’t find me

particularly charming. That much was clear.

“Can you do that later?’ | said to her. “I’m terribly sorry, but I’'mina
rush to get to set.”

She smiled politely and |eft.

| wasn'tin arush, realy. | just wanted to get dressed, and | wasn't
going to do that in front of Paula. | didn’t want her to see that there
was a bruise, dark purple and yellowing, on my ribs.

Don had pushed me down the stairs nine days before. Even as| say

it all these years later, | feel the need to defend him. To say that it
wasn't as bad as it sounds. That we were toward the bottom of the
stairs, and he gave me a shove that bumped me down about four steps
and onto the floor.

Unfortunately, the table by the door, where we kept the keys and

the mail, iswhat caught my fall. | landed on it on my left side, the
handle on the top drawer getting me right in the rib cage.

When | said that | thought | might have broken arib, Don said,

“Oh, no, honey. Areyou al right?’ asif he wasn’t the one who pushed
me.

Likeanidiot, | said, “I think I'm fine.”

The bruise wasn't going away quickly.



Paula burst back in through the door a moment | ater.

“Sorry, Mrs. Adler, | forgot the—"

| panicked. “ For heaven’s sake, Paulal | asked you to leave!”

She turned around and walked out. And what pissed me off more

than anything was that if she was going to sell astory, why wasn't it
that one? Why didn’t she tell the world that Don Adler was beating his
wife? Why, instead, did she come after me?

TWO HOURS LATER, | was on the set of Little Women. The soundstage
had been turned into a New England cabin, complete with snow on the
windows.

Ruby and | were united in our fight against Celia St. James stealing
the movie from us, despite the fact that anyone who plays Beth leaves
the audience reaching for the hankies.

You can't tell an actressthat arising tide lifts all boats. It doesn’t
work that way for us.

But on the first day of rehearsals, as Ruby and | hung out by craft
services and drank coffee, it became clear that Celia St. James had
absolutely no idea how much we all hated her.

“Oh, God,” she said, coming up to Ruby and me. “I’ m so scared.”

She was wearing gray trousers and a pale pink short-sleeved

sweater. She had a childlike, girl-next-door kind of face. Big, round,
pale blue eyes, long lashes, Cupid’ s bow lips, long strawberry-red hair.
She was ssimplicity perfected.

| was the sort of beautiful that women knew they could never truly
emulate. Men knew they would never even get close to awoman like
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A RI DROPPED ME FROM ANY productions within Sunset and started
offering to loan me out to Columbia. After being forced to do two
forgettable romantic comedies—both of them so bad that it was a
foregone conclusion they would fail spectacularly—the other studios
didn’t want much of me, either.

Don was on the cover of Life, gracefully coming out of the ocean

onto the shore, smiling asif it was the best day of hislife.

When the 1960 Academy Awards came around, | was officially
persona non grata.

“You know that | would take you,” Harry said when he called that
afternoon to check in on me. “You just say theword, and I’ll come pick
you up. I’m sure you have a stunning dress you can slip on, and I'll be
the envy of everybody with you on my arm.”

| was at Celia s apartment, getting ready to leave before her hair

and makeup people came over. She was in the kitchen, drinking lemon



water, avoiding eating anything so she could fit into her dress.
“1 know you would,” | said into the phone. “But you and | both know
it would only hurt your reputation to be aligned with me right now.”
“1 do mean it, though,” Harry said.
“1 know you do,” | said. “But you also know |I’'m too smart to take
you up on it.”
Harry laughed.
“Do my eyeslook puffy?’ Celia asked when | got off the phone with
Harry. She opened them bigger and stared at me, as if thiswould help
me answer the question.
| saw barely anything out of the ordinary. “They look gorgeous. And
anyway, you know Gwen will make you look fabulous. What are you
worried about?’
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Evelyn,” Celiasaid, teasing me. “I think we
all know what I’m worried about.”
| took her by the waist. She was wearing athin satin slip, edged in
lace. | was wearing a short-sleeved sweater and shorts. Her hair was
wet. When Celia’ s hair was wet, she didn’t smell like shampoo. She
smelled like clay.
“You'regoing towin,” | said, pulling her toward me. “Itisn't even a
contest.”
“1 might not. They might giveit to Joy or to Ellen Mattson.”
“They would no sooner give it to Ellen Mattson than throw it in the
L.A. River. And Joy, bless her heart, isno you.”
Celiablushed, put her head in her hands briefly, and then looked
back at me. “Am | intolerable?’ she said. “Obsessing over this? Making
you talk to me about it? Whenyou're. . .”
“On the skids?’
“1 was going to say blackballed.”
“If you are intolerable, let me be the one to tolerate you,” | said, and
then | kissed her and tasted the lemon juice on her lips.
I checked my watch, knowing that hair and makeup would be there
any moment, and grabbed my keys.
She and | had been taking great pains not to be seen together. It
was one thing when we really were just friends, but now that we had
something to hide, we had to start hiding it.
“I loveyou,” | said. “I believein you. Break aleg.”
When my hand turned the doorknob, she called to me. “1f | don’t
win,” she said, her wet hair dripping onto the spaghetti straps of her
dip, “will you still love me?’
| thought she was joking until | looked directly into her eyes.
“You could be anobody living in a cardboard box, and I'd still love
you,” | said. I’d never said that before. I’d never meant it before.
Celiasmiled wide. “Me too. The cardboard box and all of it.”

* * %
HOURS LATER, BACK at the home | used to share with Don but now
could say was entirely my own, | made myself a Cape Codder, sat on
the couch, and tuned the TV to NBC, watching all my friends and the
woman | loved walk the red carpet at the Pantages Theatre.
It all seems much more glamorous on-screen. | hate to break it to
you, but in person, the theater is smaller, the people are paler, and the
stage is lessimposing.
It'sall curated to make the audience at home feel like outsiders, to



make you feel like afly on thewall of aclub you aren’t good enough to
get into. And | was surprised by how effective it was on me, how easy
it wasto fall for, even for a person who had just recently been at the
very center of it.

| was two cocktailsin and drowning in self-pity by the time they
announced Best Supporting Actress. But the minute the camera
panned to Celia, | swear | sobered up and clasped my hands together
astightly as possible for her, asif the harder | pressed them together,
the higher her chances of winning.

“And the award goesto . . . Celia St. Jamesfor Little Women.”

| jumped up out of my seat and shouted for her. And then my eyes
got teary as she walked up to the stage.

As she stood there, behind the microphone, holding the statuette, |
was mesmerized by her. By her fabulous boatneck dress, her sparkling
diamond and sapphire earrings, and that absolutely flawless face of
hers.

“Thank you to Ari Sullivan and Harry Cameron. Thank you to my
agent, Roger Colton. To my family. And to the amazing cast of women
that | felt so lucky to be a part of, to Joy and Ruby. And to Evelyn
Hugo. Thank you.”

When she said my name, | swelled with pride and joy and love. |

was so goddamn happy for her. And then | did something mortifyingly
inane. | kissed the television set.

| kissed her right on her grayscale face.

The clink | heard registered before the pain. And as Celiawaved to
the crowd and then stepped away from the podium, | realized I’d
chipped my tooth.

But | didn’t care. | wastoo happy. Too excited to congratulate her

and tell her how proud | was.

I made another cocktail and forced myself to watch the rest of the
spectacle. They announced Best Picture, and as the creditsrolled, |
turned off the TV.

I knew that Harry and Celiawould be out all night. So | shut off the
lights and went upstairsto bed. | took off my makeup. | put on cold
cream. | turned down the covers. | was lonely, living all alone.
Celiaand | had discussed it and come to the conclusion that we

could not move in together. She was less convinced of thisthan | was,
but | was steadfast in my resolve. Even though my career wasin the
gutter, herswas thriving. | couldn’t let her risk it. Not for me.

My head was on the pillow, but my eyes were wide open when |

heard someone pull into the driveway. | looked out the window to see
Celiadipping out of a car and waving good night to her driver. She had
an Oscar in her hand.

“You look comfortable,” Celiasaid, once she’'d made her way to me
in the bedroom.

“Come here,” | said to her.

She'd had aglass or three. | loved her drunk. She was herself but
happier, so bubbly | sometimes worried she'd float away.

She took a running start and hopped into the bed. | kissed her.

“1"m so proud of you, darling.”

“I missed you all night,” she said. The Oscar was still in her hand,

and | could tell it was heavy; she kept alowing it to tip over onto the
mattress. The space for her name was blank.



“1 don’t know if | was supposed to take this one,” she said, smiling.
“But | didn’t want to give it back.”

“Why aren’t you out celebrating? Y ou should be at the Sunset
party.”

“1 only wanted to celebrate with you.”

| pulled her closer to me. She kicked off her shoes.

“Nothing means anything without you,” she said. “ Everything that
isn't you isapile of dog shit.”

| tossed my head back and laughed.

“What happened to your tooth?’ Celia asked.

“Isit that noticeable?’

Chapter 35
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| TISTHREE IN THE morning by the time | get home. Evelyn had
downed four cups of coffee and apparently felt wired enough to keep
talking.

| could have bowed out at any point, but on some level, | think |
welcomed the excuse not to go back to my own lifefor alittle while.
Being wrapped up in digesting Evelyn’ s story means | don’t have to
exist in my own.

And anyway, it's not my place to go making the rules. | picked my
battle. | won. Therest isup to her.

So when | get home, | crawl into bed and will myself to fall asleep
quickly. My last thought as | go to sleep isthat | am relieved | have a
valid excuse for why | haven't responded to David' s text yet.

I’m woken up by my cell phoneringing, and | look at thetime. It's
amost nine. It's Saturday. | was hoping to sleep in.

My phone shows my mother’ s face smiling at me. It s not quite six
her time. “Mom? |s everything OK?’

“Of courseitis,” shesays, asif she'scaling at noon. “I just wanted
to try to catch you and say hi before you headed out for the day.”
“It'snot even six A.M. whereyou are,” | say. “And it’s the weekend.
I’m mostly planning on sleeping in and transcribing some of my hours
of Evelyn recordings.”

“We had a small earthquake about a half hour ago, and now | can’'t
go back to sleep. How isit going with Evelyn? | feel weird calling her
Evelyn. Like | know her or something.”

| tell her about getting Frankie to agree to a promotion. | tell her

that | got Evelyn to agree to a cover story.

“You're telling me you went up against the editor in chief of Vivant
and Evelyn Hugo both within twenty-four hours? And you came out

Reading Group Guide



Y ou are being provided with a book chapter by chapter. | will request you to read the book for me after each
chapter. After reading the chapter, 1. shorten the chapter to no less than 300 words and no more than 400
words. 2. Do not change the name, address, or any important nouns in the chapter. 3. Do not translate the
original language. 4. Keep the same style as the original chapter, keep it consistent throughout the chapter.

Y our reply must comply with all four requirements, or it’sinvalid.

| will provide the chapter now.

Readers Club Guide

The Seven Husbands of Evelyn

Hugo

This reading group guide for The Seven Husbands of Evelyn Hugo
includes an introduction, discussion questions, and ideas for enhancing
your book club. The suggested questions are intended to help your reading
group find new and interesting angles and topics for your discussion. We
hope that these ideas will enrich your conversation and increase your
enjoyment of the book.

Introduction

Aging and reclusive Hollywood movie icon Evelyn Hugo isfinally
ready to tell the truth about her glamorous and scandalous life. But
when she chooses unknown magazine reporter Monique Grant for the
job, no one in the journalism community is more astounded than
Monique herself. Why her? Why now?

Monique is not exactly on top of the world. Her husband, David, has
left her, and her career has stagnated. Regardless of why Evelyn has
chosen her to write her biography, Monique is determined to use this
opportunity to jump-start her career.

Summoned to Evelyn’s Upper East Side apartment, Monique listens as
Evelyn unfurls her story: from making her way to Los Angelesin the
1950s to her decision to leave show businessin the late ' 80s, and, of
course, the seven husbands along the way. As Evelyn’slife unfolds—
revealing a ruthless ambition, an unexpected friendship, and a great
forbidden love—Monique beginsto feel avery area connection to the
actress. But as Evelyn’ s story catches up with the present, it becomes
clear that her life intersects with Monique' s own in tragic and
irreversible ways.

Topics & Questions for Discussion

1. Each husband’ s section opens with an illustrative moniker (for
example, “Poor Ernie Diaz,” “Goddamn Don Adler,” “Agreeable
Robert Jamison”). Discuss the meaning and significance of some of
these descriptions. How do they set the tone for the section that
follows? Did you read these characterizations as coming from Evelyn,
Monique, an omniscient narrator, or someone else?

2. Of the seven husbands, who was your favorite, and why? Who
surprised you the most?

3. Monique notes that hearing Evelyn Hugo' s life story has inspired
her to carry herself differently than she would have before. In what
ways does Monique grow over the course of the novel? Discuss
whether Evelyn also changes by the end of her time with Monique,
and if so, what spurs this evolution.

4. On page 147, Monique says, "l have to 'Evelyn Hugo' Evelyn Hugo."
What does it mean to "Evelyn Hugo"? Can you think of atime when
you might be tempted to "Evelyn Hugo"?



5. Did you trust Evelyn to be areliable narrator as you were reading?
Why, or why not? Did your opinion on this change at al by the
conclusion, and if so, why?

6. What role do the news, tabloid, and blog articles interspersed
throughout the book serve in the narrative? What, if anything, do we
learn about Evelyn’ s relationship to the outside world from them?

7. At severa pointsin the novel, such as pages 8283 and 175-82,
Evelyn tells her story through the second person, “you.” How does
thiskind of narration affect the reading experience? Why do you think
she chooses these memories to recount in this way?

8. How do you think Evelyn’s understanding and awareness of
sexuality were shaped by her relationship with Billy—the boy who
works at the five-and-dime store? How does her sensibility evolve from
thisinitial encounter? As she grows older, to what extent is Evelyn’s
attitude toward sex isinfluenced by those around her?

9. On page 54, Evelyn uses the saying “al’swell that ends well” as part
of her explanation for not regretting her actions. Do you think Evelyn
truly believes this? Using examples from later in her life, discuss why
or why not. How do you think thisidearelates to the similar but more
negatively associated phrase “the ends justify the means’?

10. Evelyn offers some firm words of wisdom throughout her
recounting of her life, such as“Be wary of men with something to
prove’ (p. 77), “Never let anyone make you feel ordinary” (p. 208), and
“Itis OK to grovel for something you really want” (p.192). What is
your favorite piece of advice from Evelyn? Were there any assertions
you strongly disagreed with?

11. Several times, Evelyn mentions having cosmetic surgery. What was
your reaction to this? How do these decisions jibe with the value
system and ethical code that she seemsto live by? Why do you think
Evelyn continues to dye her hair at the end of her life?

12. Review the scenes on pages 199 and 348, in which Evelyn relays
memories of conversing in Spanish after years without speaking it.
Discuss the role language plays in her understanding of who sheis. In
what ways does her relationship to her Cuban identity parallel her
experiences with her sexuality, and in what ways does it differ?

13. If you could meet and interview one celebrity at the end of their
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| WAS SENT AN INVITATION to see Mick Riva perform at the
Hollywood Bowl that fall. | decided to go, not because | cared about
seeing Mick Riva but because an evening outside sounded fun. And |
wasn’'t above courting the tabloids.

Celia, Harry, and | decided to go together. | would never have gone



with just Celia, not with that many eyes on us. But Harry was a perfect
buffer.

That night, the air in L.A. was cooler than | had anticipated. | was
wearing capri pants and a short-sleeved sweater. | had just gotten
bangs and had started sweeping them to the side. Celia had on a blue
shift dress and flats. Harry, dapper as ever, was wearing slacks and a
short-sleeved oxford shirt. He held a camel-colored knit cardigan with
oversized buttonsin his hand, ready for any of us who were too cold.
We sat in the second row with a couple of Harry’s producer friends
from Paramount. Acrossthe aisle, | saw Ed Baker with a young woman
who appeared as if she could be his daughter, but | knew better. |
decided not to say hi, not only because he was still a part of the Sunset
machine but also because | never liked him.

Mick Rivatook the stage, and the women in the crowd started
cheering so loudly that Celia actually put her hands over her ears. He
was wearing a dark suit with aloosetie. Hisjet-black hair was combed
back but just slightly disheveled. If | had to guess, I’d say he’d had a
drink or two backstage. But it didn’t seem to slow him down in the
slightest.

“l don't get it,” Celia said to me as she leaned in to my ear. “What do
they seein this guy?’

| shrugged. “That he's handsome, | suppose.”

Mick walked up to the microphone, the spotlight following him. He
grabbed the mic stand with both passion and softness, asiif it were one
of the many girls yelling his name.

“And he knows what he’ sdoing,” | said.

Celia shrugged. “1’d take Brick Thomas over him any day.”

| shook my head, cringing. “No, Brick Thomasisaheel. Trust me.

If you met him, within five seconds, you’ d be gagging.”
Celialaughed. “I think he's cute.”

“No, youdon't,” | said.

“Wéll, | think he's cuter than Mick Riva,” she said. “Harry?
Thoughts?’

Harry leaned in from the other side. He whispered so softly |

amost didn’t hear him. “I’m embarrassed to admit | have something in
common with these shrieking girls,” he said. “I would not kick Mick
out of bed for eating crackers.”

Celialaughed.

“You aretoo much,” | said as| watched Mick walk from one end of
the stage to the other, crooning and smoldering. “Where are we eating
after this?’ | asked them both. “That’sthe real question.”

“Don’t we have to go backstage?’ Celia asked. “Isn’'t that the polite
thing to do?’

Mick’sfirst song ended, and everyone started clapping and

cheering. Harry leaned over me as he clapped so Celia could hear

him.

“Y ou won an Oscar, Celia,” he said. “Y ou can do whatever the hell
you want.”

She threw her head back and laughed as she clapped. “Well, then |
want to go get a steak.”

“Steak itis,” | said.

| don’t know whether it was the laughing or the cheering or the
clapping. There was so much noise around me, so much chaos from



the crowd. But for one fleeting moment, | forgot myself. | forgot where
| was. | forgot who | was. | forgot who | was with.

And | grabbed Celia’ s hand and held it.

She looked down, surprised. | could feel Harry’ s gaze on our hands,
too.
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I AM ONCE AGAIN IN Evelyn’'s study. The sun is shining directly into
the windows, lighting Evelyn’s face with so much warmth that it
obscures her right side from view.

We're really doing this. Evelyn and me. Subject and biographer. It
begins now.

Sheiswearing black leggings and a man’s navy-blue button-down
shirt with abelt. I’'m wearing my usual jeans, T-shirt, and blazer. |
dressed with the intention of staying here all day and all night, if need
be. If she keeps talking, | will be here, listening.

“So,” | say.

“S0,” Evelyn says, her voice daring me to go for it.

Sitting at her desk while she is on the couch feels adversarial

somehow. | want her to feel asif we are on the same team. Because we
are, aren’t we? Although | get the impression you never know with
Evelyn.

Can shereally tell the truth? I's she capable of it?

| take a seat in the chair next to the sofa. | lean forward, with my
notepad in my lap and a pen in my hand. | take out my phone, open the
voice memo app, and hit record.

“You sureyou'reready?’ | ask her.

Evelyn nods. “Everyone | loved is dead now. There' s no one left to
protect. No one |eft to lie for but me. People have so closely followed
the most intricate details of the fake story of my life. Butit'snot. . . |
don't.. .| want them to know the real story. The rea me.”

“All right,” | say. “Show metherea you, then. And I’ ll make sure

the world understands.”

Evelyn looks at me and briefly smiles. | can tell | have said what she
wants to hear. Fortunately, | mean it.
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CELIA, LIKEHARR Y, WASBURIED in Forest Lawn in Los Angeles.
Robert and | held her funeral on a Thursday morning. It was kept
private. But people knew we were there. They knew she was being laid
torest.

When she was lowered to the ground, | stared at the holein the

earth. | stared at the glossy sheen of the wood of her casket. | could

not keep it in. | could not keep my true self from coming out.

“I need aminute,” | said to Robert and Connor and then | turned

away.

| walked. Farther and farther up the winding hillside roads of the
cemetery, until | found what | was looking for.

Harry Cameron.

| sat down at histombstone, and | cried out everything within me. |
cried until | felt depleted. | did not say asinglething. | did not feel any
need. | had talked to Harry in my head and my heart for so long, for so
many years, that it felt as if we transcended words.

He had been the one to help me, to support me, through everything
inmy life. And now | needed him more than ever. So | went to him the
only way | knew how. | let him heal me as only he could. And then |
stood up, dusted off my skirt, and turned around.

There, in the trees, were two paparazzi taking my photo. | was

neither angry nor flattered. | ssimply didn’t care. It cost so much,
caring. | didn’t have any currency to spend onit.

Instead, | walked away.

Two weeks later, after Robert and | had gone home to Aldiz, Connor
sent me a magazine with the image of me at Harry’ s grave on the
cover. She had attached a note to the front. It said, simply, “I love you.”
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THESPILL.COM

Evelyn Hugo's Coming Clean

BY JULIA SANTOS

MARCH 4, 2017

Word on the street is siren/LIVING LEGEND/world’s most
beautiful blonde Evelyn Hugo is auctioning off gowns and
agreeing to an interview, which she has not done in multiple
decades.

PLEASE tell me sheisfinally ready to talk about all those
damn husbands. (I can understand four, maybe even five, six
if you arereally pushing it, but seven? Seven husbands? Not
to mention the fact that we all know she was having an affair
with Congressman Jack Easton in the early '80s. Girl. Got. A.
Round.)

If she won’t come clean about the husbands, let’s pray she

at least goes on the record about how she got those
eyebrows. | mean, SHARE THE WEALTH, EVELYN.



When you see pictures of E back in the day with her

brassy blond hair, those dark, straight-as-an-arrow eyebrows,

that deep-tanned skin, and those golden-brown eyes, you

have no choice but to stop what you are doing and stare right

at her.

And don’'t even get me started on that body.

No ass, no hips—just huge boobs on a slim frame.

| have basically been working my entire adult life for a

body like that. (Note: Am very far away. Might be the

spaghetti bucatini I’ ve been eating for lunch every day this

week.)

Hereisthe only part that has me heated: Evelyn could

have chosen anyone for this. (Ahem, me?) But instead she

chose some newbie at Vivant? She could have had anyone.

(Ahem, me?) Why this Monique Grant chick (and not me)?

Ugh, fine. I’'m just bitter it’s not me.

| should really get ajob at Vivant. They get al the good

stuff.

COMMENTS:

Hihello565 says: Even people at Vivant don’t want to work at Vivant anymore.
Corporate overlords producing censored advertiser courting bullshit.

Ppppppppppps reply to Hihello565: Y eah, OK. Something tells me if the most well-
respected, sophisticated magazine in the country offered you ajob, you'd take it.
EChristine999 says: Didn’t Evelyn’s daughter die of cancer recently? | feel like | read
something recently about that. So heartbreaking. BTW, that picture of Evelyn at
Harry Cameron’s grave? Basically ruined me for months. Beautiful family. So sad
that she lost them.

MrsJeanineGrambs says:. | do not care about Evelyn Hugo AT ALL. STOPWRITING
ABOUT THESE PEOPLE. Her marriages, affairs, and most of her moviesjust go to
prove one thing: Slut. Three A.M. was a disgrace to women. Focus your attention

on people that deserveit.

SexyL exi89 says. Evelyn Hugo is maybe the most beautiful woman of al time. That
shot in Boute-en-Train where she’s coming out of the water naked and the camera
cuts to black right before you see her nipples? So good.

PennyDriverKLM says: All hail Evelyn Hugo for making blond hair and dark eyebrows
THE LOOK. Evelyn, | salute you.

Y uppiePigs3 says: Too skinny! Not for me.

EvelynHugol sASaint says: Thisis awoman who has donated MILLIONS OF
DOLLARS to charities for battered women’s organizations and LGBTQ+ interests,
and now she’s auctioning off gowns for cancer research and al you can talk about
is her eyebrow game? Seriously?

JuliaSantos@TheSpill reply to EvelynHugolsASaint: Thisisafair point, | guess.
SORRY . In my defense, she started making millions by being a badass business
bitch back in the’60s. And she would never have had the clout to do that without
her talent and beauty, and she never would have been as beautiful without DEM
BROWS. But OK, fair point.

EvelynHugol sASaint reply to JuliaSantos@T heSpill: Ugh. Sorry for being so bitchy.
| skipped lunch. Mea culpa. For what it’sworth, Vivant won't do half as well with

Chapter 11
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SIX WEEKSINTO OUR MARRIAGE, Don and | shot aweepie on
location in Puerto Vallarta. Called One More Day, it was about arich
girl, Diane, who spends the summer with her parents at their second
home, and the local boy, Frank, who fallsin love with her. Naturally,
they can’t be together, because her parents don’t approve.

The first weeks of my marriage to Don had been nearly blissful. We
bought a house in Beverly Hills and had it decorated in marble and
linen. We had pool parties nearly every weekend, drinking champagne
and cocktails al afternoon and into the night.

Don made love like a king, truly. With the confidence and power of
someone in charge of afleet of men. | melted underneath him. In the
right moment, for him, I’ d have done anything he wanted.

He had flipped a switch in me. A switch that changed me from a
woman who saw making love as atool into awoman who knew that
making love was a need. | needed him. | needed to be seen. | came
alive under his gaze. Being married to Don had shown me another
side of myself, aside | wasjust getting to know. A side | liked.

When we got to Puerto Vallarta, we spent afew days in town before
shooting. We took our rented boat out into the water. We dived into the
ocean. We made love in the sand.

But as we started shooting and the daily stresses of Hollywood

started fracturing our newlywed cocoon, | could tell the tide was
turning.

Don’slast movie, The Gun at Point Dume, wasn’t doing well at the
box office. It was hisfirst time in a Western, hisfirst crack at playing
an action hero. PhotoMoment had just published areview saying, “Don
Adler isno John Wayne.” Hollywood Digest wrote, “Adler looks like a
fool holding agun.” | could tell it was bothering him, making him
doubt himself. Establishing himself as a masculine action hero was a
vital part of his plan. His father had mostly played the straight man in
madcap comedies, a clown. Don was out to prove he was a cowboy.

It did not help that | had just won an Audience Appreciation Award
for Best Rising Star.

On the day we shot the final good-bye, where Diane and Frank kiss
one last time on the beach, Don and | woke up in our rented bungal ow,
and he told me to make him breakfast. Mind you, he did not ask me to
make him breakfast. He barked the order. Regardless, | ignored his
tone and called down to the maid.

She was a Mexican woman named Maria. When we had first

arrived, | was unsure if | should speak Spanish to the local people. And
then, without ever making aformal decision about it, | found myself
speaking slow, overenunciated English to everyone.

“Maria, will you please make Mr. Adler some breakfast?’ | said into
the phone, and then | turned to Don and said, “What would you like?
Some coffee and eggs?’



Our maid back in Los Angeles, Paula, made his breakfast every
morning. She knew just how he liked it. | realized in that moment that
I’d never paid attention.

Frustrated, Don grabbed the pillow from under his head and

smashed it over hisface, screaming into it.

“What has gotten into you?’ | said.

“1f you' re not going to be the kind of wife who is going to make me
breakfast, you can at least know how | likeit.” He escaped to the
bathroom.

| was bothered but not entirely surprised. | had quickly learned that
Don was only kind when he was happy, and he was only happy when
he was winning. | had met him on awinning streak, married him as he
was ascending. | was quickly learning that sweet Don was not the only
Don.

Later, in our rented Corvette, Don backed out of the driveway and
started heading the ten blocks toward set.

“Areyou ready for today?’ | asked him. | was trying to be uplifting.
Don stopped in the middle of the road. He turned to me. “I’ ve been
aprofessional actor for longer than you’ ve been alive.” Thiswas true,
albeit on atechnicality. He was in one of Mary’s silent moviesas a
baby. He didn’t act in amovie again until he was twenty-one.

There were afew cars behind us now. We were holding up traffic.
“Don..." | said, trying to encourage him to move forward. He wasn't
listening. The white truck behind us started pulling around, trying to
get past us.

“Do you know what Alan Thomas said to me yesterday?’ Don said.
Alan Thomas was his new agent. Alan had been encouraging Don to
leave Sunset Studios, to go freelance. A lot of actors were navigating
their careers on their own. It was leading to big paychecks for big
stars. And Don was getting antsy. He kept talking about making more
for one picture than his parents had made their whole careers.

Be wary of men with something to prove.

“People around town are asking why you're still going by Evelyn
Hugo.”

“1 changed my name legally. What do you mean?’

“On the marquee. It should say ‘Don and Evelyn Adler.” That's what
people are saying.”

“Who is saying that?’

“People.”

“What people?’

“They think you wear the pants.”

My head fell into my hands. “Don, you're being silly.”

Another car came up around us, and | watched as they recognized
Don and me. We were seconds away from afull page in Sub Rosa
magazine about how Hollywood’ s favorite couple were at each other’s
throat. They'd probably say something like “The Adlers Gone
Madlers?’

| suspected Don saw the headlines writing themselves at the same
time| did, because he started the car and drove usto set. When we
pulled onto the lot, | said, “I can't believe we' re aimost forty-five
minutes late.”

And Don said, “Yeah, well, we're Adlers. We can be.”

| found it absolutely repugnant. | waited until the two of uswerein



histrailer, and | said, “When you talk like that, you sound like a horse's
ass. You shouldn’t say things like that where people can hear you.”
He was taking off his jacket. Wardrobe was due in any moment. |
should have just left and gone to my own trailer. | should have let him
be.

“I think you have gotten the wrong impression here, Evelyn,” Don
said.

“And how isthat?’

He came right up into my face. “We are not equals, love. And I'm
sorry if I’ve been so kind that you’ ve forgotten that.”

| was speechless.

“1 think this should be the last movie you do,” he said. “I think it's
time for us to have children.”

His career wasn't turning out the way he wanted. And if he wasn't
going to be the most famous person in his family, he surely wasn’t
going to allow that person to be me.

| looked right at him and said, “ Absolutely. Positively. Not.”

And he smacked me across the face. Sharp, fast, strong.

It was over before | even knew what happened, the skin on my face
stinging from the blow | could barely believe had come my way.

If you've never been smacked across the face, let me tell you
something, it is humiliating. Mostly because your eyes start to tear up,
whether you mean to be crying or not. The shock of it and the sheer
force of it stimulate your tear ducts.

Thereisno way to take a smack across the face and look stoic. All
you can do isremain still and stare straight ahead, allowing your face
to turn red and your eyesto bloom.

So that’swhat | did.

Theway I’d done it when my father hit me.

| put my hand to my jaw, and | could feel the skin heating up under
my hand.

The assistant director knocked on the door. “Mr. Adler, is Miss
Hugo with you?”’

Don was unable to speak.

“One minute, Bobby,” | said. | was impressed by how unstrained my
voice was, how confident it seemed. It sounded like the voice of a
woman who had never been hit aday in her life.

There were no mirrors | could get to easily. Don had his back to
them, blocking them. | pushed my jaw forward.

“Isitred?’ | said.

Don could barely ook at me. But he glanced and then nodded his
head. He was boyish and ashamed, asif | were asking him if he'd been
the one to break the neighbor’ s window.

“Go out there and tell Bobby I'm having lady troubles. He'll be too
embarrassed to ask anything else. Then tell your wardrobe person to
meet you in my dressing room. Have Bobby tell mine to meet mein
herein ahaf hour.”

“OK,” he said, and then grabbed his jacket and dlipped out.

The minute he was out the door, | locked myself inside and slumped
down against the wall, the tears coming fast the moment no one could
see them.

I had made my way three thousand miles from where | was born. |
had found away to be in the right place at the right time. I’ d changed



my name. Changed my hair. Changed my teeth and my body. I’d
learned how to act. I’d made the right friends. I’d married into a
famous family. Most of America knew my name.

Andyet. ..

And yet.

| got up off the floor and wiped my eyes. | gathered myself.

| sat down at the vanity, three mirrorsin front of me lined with
lightbulbs. How silly isit that | thought that if | ever found myself in a
movie star’s dressing room, that meant I’ d have no troubles?

A few moments later, Gwendolyn knocked on the door to do my
hair.

“One second!” | yelled out.

“Evelyn, we have to move quickly. Y ou guys are already behind
schedule.”

“Just one second!”

| looked at myself in the mirror and realized | couldn’t force the
redness to go away. The question was whether | trusted Gwen. And |
decided | did, | had to. | stood up and opened the door.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said. “Y ou look afright.”

“1 know.”

She looked more closely at me and realized what she was seeing.
“Didyou fal?

“Yes” | said. “I did. | fell right over. Onto the counter. Jaw caught
the worst of it.”

We both knew | was lying.

And to thisday, I’m not sure whether Gwen asked meif | fell in
order to spare me the need to lie or to encourage me to keep quiet.

| wasn't the only woman being hit back then. A lot of women were
negotiating the very same things | was at that moment. There was a
socia code for these things. The first rule being to shut up about it.
An hour later, | was being escorted to set. We were to film a scene
just outside a mansion on the beach. Don was sitting in his chair, the
four wooden legs digging into the sand, behind the director. He ran up
to me.

“How are you feeling, sweetheart?’ His voice was so chipper, so
consoling, that for amoment | thought he had forgotten what
happened.

“I'mfine. Let'sget on with it.”

We took our places. The sound guy mic'ed us. The grips made sure
we were lit properly. | put everything out of my head.

“Hold on, hold on!” the director yelled. “Ronny, what’s going on
with the boom . . .” Distracted by a conversation, he walked away from
the camera.

Don covered his mic and then put his hand on my chest and

covered mine.

“Evelyn, I'm so sorry,” he whispered into my ear.

| pulled back and looked at him, stunned. No one had ever
apologized for hitting me before.

“1 never should have laid a hand on you,” he said. His eyes were
filling with tears. “I’m ashamed of myself. For doing anything at all to
hurt you.” He looked so pained. “I will do anything for your
forgiveness.”

Maybe the life | thought | had wasn’t so far away after all.



“Can you forgive me?’ he asked.
Maybe thiswas all amistake. Maybe it didn’t mean anything had to
change.
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