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Frederic Wakeman
Author of SHORE LEAVE

The shocking part of Frederic
Wakeman’s second novel is the
fact that this gorgeous satire on
the radio-advertising-soap business
is actually not a satire after all. It
just sounds that way.

There are too many men like
sadistic Old Man Evans, who
snakes the long whip of his money
power about the legs of a horde of
employees, imposes his monoto-
nously successful selling ideas on
men of brains, makes and breaks
radio talent — and sells Beautee
Soap.

There are men like Kim, too,
who are so involved in keeping a
huge advertising business together
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that when the whip strikes, they
merely say “Check!”” and wait for
the next lash.

And there are men like Victor
Norman, the central character of
this royally racy novel, who know
very well the phony basis of it all,
who can withstand the Evanses up
to a point, and who are, with it
all, vulnerable when at last a man
—or a woman—is able to pene-
trate the crust of their cynicism
and success.

Kay and her two children
snapped Norman out of the Hol-
lywood-Radio City rat race. It
was also Kay who turned into a
conviction Vic's theoretical knowl-
edge that somewhere in the world
great women existed—a conviction
and a shattering emotional experi-
ence — and Kay’s husband was
away at war.

It is the impact of this realiza-
tion upon the mad, incredible, yet
actual world of radio advertising
that makes THE HUCKSTERS the
fine novel it is.
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Until his first book, SHORE LLEAVE, was published, Frederic
Wakeman belonged to that large army of professional writers
who never see their names in print. They are the reporters, the
writers of advertising and of radio scripts. In New York you
see them leave their advertising agency offices on Park or Madison
Avenue—and after a hard day, these anonymous but not inar-
ticulate word-weighers will confess, nostalgically, that somieday
“T'll quit and write a book.” They never quit and few of them
ever have, or take the time to write a book. Except for the war,
in all probability Wakeman would have conformed to the
pattern of the New York advertising man, stringing together
words for ads and radio shows. He joined the Navy, was in for
a year, spending a brief stint on Pacific duty and wound up in
a naval hospital. SHORE LEAVE was the natural result of a
writer with time on his hands plying his trade.

Published in 1944, SHORE LEAVE within a year of its
publication had gone into seven printings, and impressed John
Marquand as being “‘one of the best pieces of fiction I have read
about this war to date.”

Mr. Wakeman is a Kansan by birth, a newspaperman by
inheritance, and a New Yorker by choice. He was graduated
from Park College, Missouri, worked on the now defunct Kansas
City Journal Post, and from there went into advertising and
radio work, which has taken him from coast to coast. He is
thirty-five years old, with a wife and two children.
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[ CHAPTER 1 ]

VICTOR NORMAN CAME AWAKE QUIETLY AND LOOKED AT HIS
watch. Twenty after nine. He glanced at the mussed but empty
twin bed beside his, picked up a cigarette, then put it down.
He was against smoking before breakfast, on the theory that
it promoted ulcers.

Marguerite came out of the bathroom in her slip, looked
around for her dress and began to put it on.

“Good morning,” Vic said.

She wriggled her head through the neck of the dress. “Oh,
I waked you up! I'm sorry, Vic. You needed the sleep.”

“So did you. Anyway, I have to see a man this morning,”

He picked up the phone and asked for room service.
“What'll you have for breakfast, Marguerite?”

She took her coat from a closet.

“Nothing, dear. I'm late for work as it is.”

He ordered breakfast for one, listened to room service tell
him how tough things were in the Waldorf nowadays and it
might take some time to find a waiter to bring the food up.

“Well, do your best. And send a Times along, please.”

Marguerite said, “I gotta go, honey. I'm late.”

“I had a wonderful time, Marguerite. I'll call you”

“You going to stay in New York? Or are you going back
to Hollywood?”
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4 THE HUCKSTERS

. Vic said he didn’t know. “I'm looking for a job here
though.”

Marguerite hesitated at the door. “Well, it was nice to
renew old acquaintances, Vic. It really was nice. I had fun!”

“So did I, Marguerite.”

Vic was glad to see her go. He had gotten a little drunk
last night and called her out of hunger. But all night is a
long time to spend with an old friend and it was a relief to
be at liberty again.

He climbed out of bed, showered, shaved, and put on his
underwear. He found the Manhattan phone book, located a
number, and looked at himself in the bathroom door mirror
while waiting for the operator to dial it.

He looked thin and promised himself to eat, sleep and
live more reasonably.

The waiter knocked and he said “Come in,” signaling
where he wanted the breakfast table set up.

“Hello,” he said. “Mr. Kimberly, please.” Then to Kimberly’s
secretary, “This is Victor Norman.” She said that Mr. Kimberly
was talking to a client and he told her he'd wait.

He signed the check for the waiter, who left the room.
His suite faced south, and far downtown he could see the
towers of Wall Street. Ever since 1929 he had always thought
they looked like a graveyard, although he hadn’t been in the
district three times in ten years and had almost no idea of
what went on down there.

“Good morning, Mr. Kimberly,” he said. “Yes, I'm ready
anytime you are. . ..I'm at the Waldorf. . . . Forty-five
minutes is fine. . . . No, I haven’t seen it yet. . . . The Times,
you say? Fine, sir. Be seeing you.”

He sipped his orange juice and looked at the Times front
page. The war in Europe was %oing well, Patton’s Third Army
had driven twenty-one miles further, into Germany, the Ger-
mans were being forced into acts of military desperation, the
Russians were fighting in the Viennese suburbs. In the Pacific
'we were cleaning up resistance on Okinawa.

He turned to the advertising notes in the business section
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to read what they had to say about him. The Times had
printed it almost word for word the way he’d phoned it in
yesterday:

VICTOR NORMAN who arrived in New York from
Paris last week, today announced his resignation from the
Office of War Information, Overseas Radio Division, and
stated his plans to return to commercial radio work. Mr.
Norman, prior to his OWI appointment early in 1942, was
head of the Hollywood office of the J. B. Ritchey adver-
tising agency, and before that was radio director of the
New York office of the Pratt and Birch agency. His OWI
duties have taken him to Africa, Italy, the Near East,
London, and Paris, where he was last stationed,

He Bnished breakfast and began dressing, very carefully,
for this was an important meeting, He looked at his suits, nar-
rowed his choice down to a flannel and a sharkskin. Both suits
had cost one hundred and fifty dollars, and he debated which
one better looked the price. He decided on the sharkskin.

A white unhollywood-looking shirt, of course. He wanted
to look sincere an({gusinesslike. Most of his ties were strictly
from Charvet and Sulka and the Countess Mara. Far too loud
for a really sincere person. So he put on a plain black knitted
one, and finally the shoes he'd bought in London. Those shoes
were the goddamnedest sincerest looking shoes in all of New
York.

He left his Louis XVI suite, plunged downwards into the
convention-loving lobby of the Waldorf, and strolled out into
the bright March morning, walking westward across Park
Avenue towards Radio City, to the offices of Kimberly and
Maag, Plenty of time and cabs were hard to get.

Like many a midwesterner he had long ago chosen to
ignore his birthplace, and to forget, literally, the home soil
in which his roots had once been deeply planted.

Now, wherever he was, he claimed New York and New
York, more than any other place on earth, claimed him.

This morning there was a tense but good feeling of being
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home again, and he savored those luxurious signs of home
which, even in wartime, had not disappeared from this part
of the city, his part of the city, the high rent, expensive, snob-
'bidSh, hustling, gossiping, drinking, conniving, show-offy east
side.

~ The doormen still looked deferential and tip-hungry; the
‘women still wore nylons, walked little dogs, went to extraordi-
nary lengths to emphasize their usually undersized breasts.

He liked the rich smell of them as they passed by; thought
them the most beautiful, desirable women in all the world.

It’s because I've been away so long, he thought, and then
he admitted to himself that it was not a sincere thought be-
cause he had always felt that way about New York women.
Never for a long enough time to get a fix on anyone of them,
because he was a bachelor addicted to brief romances and a
radio man afraid of long term contracts, -~

A splash of color in the window of a temple devoted to
the cravat stopped him cold. The glass reflection of his own
black string tie helped him make up his mind.

Vic went in the shop and told the rather precious young
person, whose reason for being out of uniform was as obvi-
ous as the perfume which cloyed the air around him, that he
wanted to see the tie in the window.

It was hand-painted, rich, and very, very sincere, being
priced at thirty-five dollars,

~_ Vic opened his billfold. Two twenties and a ten. And inci-
dentally, all the money he owned.

He paid the clerk, put on the tie, and walked, faster now,
to Rockefeller Plaza, past the ice-skaters and into Radio City’s
central building.

The reception room of Kimberly and Maag was decorated
in English 18th century. A gracious lady sat at a very fine
inlaid Sheraton desk. There was a breakfront with old books
in it. Vic had seen worse breakfronts on his OWI weekends
‘at English castles.

She called Kimberly’s secretary on an interoffice phone.
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“He’s talking to Chicago,” she reported. “if you'll just

wait a few minutes.”

Vie sat down, looked at a morning paper with specipus
interest. .

He was a little tense. He never hunched his coat over his
shirt collar or fumbled with his tie except when he was nerv-
ous. He really needed this job. - -

But I can't afford to show it, he thought. He'd hired enough
men himself to know that the minute an applicant showed
job-hunger, his chances went way down. The best time to get
a job was when you didn’t need one. Then you showed you
didn’t give a damn and that made them hot to hire you.

He walked casually around the reception room, looking at
magazine advertisements in rich, carved frames. These repre-
sented the agency’s clients. Coffee « « « cigarettes . . . S0ap
. . there were about fifteen of Wall Street’s biggest blue
chips. He guessed Kimberly and Maag ranked about second
or third in the ad agency field. Probably collecting their
fifteen percent commission on thirty-five or forty million dol-
lars a year.

“Mr. Kimberly will see you now,” the receptionist said. « o

Kimberly stood up to shake hands, The first thing Vic
noticed was his black tie.

We're all a bunch of hustlers and connivers in this business,
Vic thought. But this man Kimberly is a very high class type.
He looked in place in this big walnut office, with its real
Chippendale chairs and Kirman palace rug, Only the fire-
place was a fake, but a very good fake. You can’t have every-
thing, even in Radio City. :

“Hello, Mr. Norman,” he said. And “I hope all this plush
doesn’t annoy you. I'm just a country boy myself, but my wife
likes this kind of crap. And I must admit it impresses some
clients. Please sit down. Cigarette?”

Vie sat down. “Thanks. I'll smoke my own. Theyre too
hard to get nowadays.”

He pulled out 2 pack and Kimberly said, “I see youre
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smoking our brand.” He meant the brand for which his agency
bandled the advertising, -

“I had to go to three night clubs last night, before I found
em. Cost me a buck, just to impress you.”
~ Kimberly laughed. "I see OWI didn’t make you lose your
sixth sales sense.” .

A phone rang. Kimberly picked it up. “Excuse me. . . .
Hello. Oh, good morning, Mr. Evans. . . . Well, sir, I thought
it was an average good show. . . . If I were rating them, I'd
say it was ten percent worse than last week’s show, and fifteen
percent better than the week before. . . . Yes, Mr. Evans, I
did sense that the orchestra was a little off the beam. Too
much spinach on “Accentuate the Positive?” . , . Yes, I see
now exactly where they got off the beam. . . . You bet I will,
sir. . . . I'll goose the entire cast. ., . . No, no, Larsen didn’t
have a thing to do with it. . . . He’s definitely off all your
shows, Mr. Evans. , . . And I can see now why he should be.
-+ + Youre 100 percent right. . . . Right. , . . Check. . ..
We'll be seeing you tomorrow, . . .»

He hung up and walked over to a bathroom, leaving the
door open. There was a medicine cabinet filled with bottles.
He picked up a spray and used it on his throat.

Been feeling a little rocky. Probably need some sulfa, Feel
like I'm running some temperature.”

He came back and sat down, not at the desk this time.
“That was Evan Llewelyn Evans. Our Beautee Soap client.’
Know him?”

“I guess everybody in radio knows him by reputation,”
Vic said. “But I never met him. He must be quite a char-
acter.” ' '

“He’s not really the ogre that gossip makes him. But you
know how it is. A man that important—well, when I sneeze,
it’s just a sneeze. But when he sneezes, it causes tremors in
Wall Street, Hollywood, and even on Main Street in Pessary,
Ohio.”

“I guess you can afford a few earthquakes on his billing.”

“Yes, it’s crowding ten million this year.”
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The phone rang again. “m not in to Hollywood,” Kim-
berly said into it. “Tell them to stop bothering me for ten
minutes.”

“I don’t know what happens to our men when we send
them to Hollywood—but they suddenly turn into maniacs.”

“It’s the clothes they wear,” Vic said. “I’ve noticed it too.
They try to live up to those Hollywood styles. It's hard to
think straight in purple slacks and pink shirts. I tried it once
and I know.”

Kimberly finally got down to business.

“Now, Mr. Norman. I understand you've left OWI and
want to get back into the agency business.”

“Right.”

“Well, we know you by reputation of course, and were
flattered you'd call on us. How come you left owI?”

“Because the war’s over.”

“You mean really?” Kimberly was fascinated with this
news coming, as it were, direct from headquarters.

“That’s right. This is an air war and a production war, Mr.
Kimberly. Sure there’ll still be a lot of big battles, and the
communiques will make them sound decisive. But it’s just
street cleaning. Nothing else. The war in Europe was over
with the Normandy landing.”

“But how about Japan?”

“The war’s over there, too. I wouldn’t want you to quote
this, but I think there’s a very good chance of Japan falling
before Germany does.”

“Really? That is interesting. So you left OWI because you
feel the war is over.”

“Maybe it’s only a convenient reason, Mr. Kimberly. Actu-
ally, a man in OWI is only halfway in war, and it’s no damn
good. I'm 4F and after they turned me down, I sought over-
seas propaganda as a reasonable facsimile. But it wasn’t.”

Kimberly said soberly, “I almost enlisted. Could have been
a lieutenant colonel. Probably a full colonel by now. Then I
figured, how can I leave all these people? Eight hundred of
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them dependent on me. The damn place'd fall apart. I was
thirty-eight then,”

“I know how you felt. I was thirty-two when it started.”
And then casually, almost as if speaking to himself, he threw
away the next line, “Earning twenty-five thousand a year, not
including bonuses.” He got back on the subject and stated
vigorously, “But combat is the core of war and they turned
me down. So when I started to work with OWI I began to
hate myself and then quite naturally the work I did. I began
to think the only good propaganda was a big victory—and
that no other propaganda can ever compensate for lack of
victory. In these times only a middle-aged man can think of
words as bullets. Anyway, I felt useless and, well, not func-
tional. So I said to hell with it.”

Kimberly got down to business again, “What kind of job
are you looking for?”

“Any kind. So long as it pays twenty-five thousand a
year to begin with, and the promise of more. Much, much
more.

Kimberly laughed. “You lay it right on the barrelhead,
don’t you? Well, I'know a lot about you. I talked with Ritchey.
They'd take you back.”

“I'd rather work here.”

“Why?”

“Because youTe a damned smart operator. I know. I've
bucked you in a lot of talent deals.”

Now this was certainly being sincere.

Kimberly said, “I wish I had a top spot for you in my radio
operation, gut frankly I haven’t a thing, Maag, my partner,
runs the Hollywood radio end.”

Vic wished he hadn’t bought that tie, Kimberly paced
around the office. Young, intense, handsome, with an engaging
stylized frankness, he made you feel as if you were being let
in on a state secret when he asked the time of day.

“I'm having quite a problem filling jobs for returned vet-
erans now. Nothing big, like your kind of job, of course, but
it's quite a problem, They don’t seem able to readjust to this
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business. Object to irritating radio commercials, that sort of
thing, Some are really psychiatric problems. . . .” He laughed.
“I should talk. I've been psycho-analyzed twice.”

“I don’t think youll have that problem with me,” Vic said.
“I don’t like to work, so I work for one reason. To make
money. I'm not mixed up about what it takes to make money
in this business. Certainly not more than average brains,
That's me too, you know. But a man’s got to look bright, act
like a Racquet Club member even if he isn’t, have two to
three simple but good ideas a year, learn how to say yes sir all
the time, and no sir once in a while, and ever so often have
guts enough to pound a client’s desk and tell him that’s the
way it’s gotta be. . . . That’s all there is to it.”

“You sound like Evan Evans,” Kimberly said. Then he
snapped his fingers. “I've got it. Youre a radio man. But
there’s no reason why you shouldn’t become an account
executive, Especially when the account has three nighttime
and two daytime radio shows.”

This was the thing Vic had been afraid of. Kimberly
walked over to him, placed a hand on his sleeve. He spoke
with charged excitement, in transports over his brilliant new
idea.

“How,” he said, very slowly and with great emphasis,
“how would you like to be the account executive on the
Beautee Soap account?”

Vic thought it over. “How long did it take the current AE
to get himself cut off at the pockets?”

“Seven months and fourteen days, to be exact. But youre
different. He was a goon. Scared to death all the time. I've got
a hunch the Old Man’ll react to you. He works entirely by
instinct you know. He'd take to you. . . J

“For how long?”

“Well, he took a shine to me twelve years ago. I was just
an assistant account executive. And he put me in the agency
business. It was the only account I had when I opened up
shop. 1 didn’t know a damned thing about radio, so I took
Maag in as full partner.”
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Vic stood up, looked out of the window at St. Patrick’s
cathedral, down on the skaters,

“I don’t know,” he said slowly. “I really don’t know. A
friend of mine tried it once with the Old Man, Jay Kulmer.
Evans broke him. Really cracked him.”

“Jay was always afraid of him, too, Its good pay. It's—
he paused a split second—“it’s more than you're asking.”

“How ‘much?”

Kimberly hesitated only a second, then gently dropped
his answer in Vic’s lap. “Thirty-five thousand a year. And a
fat bonus. And maybe some stock after a year. And a big
expense account to help out with income taxes.”

Vic was sitting on a corner of the desk. Kimberly was
over by the fake fireplace. Vic glanced down at a memo on
Kimberly’s desk. On Beautee Soap stationery. Office of the
President. “Dear Kim: Your man Larsen has once again proved
his total unfitness to stay on the beam. . . .”

Kimberly said, “Say, that’s quite a tie, Must have cost

lenty.”

“I thought you'd like it.”

“What?”

“Nothing, When do I start?”

Kimberly hurried to congratulate him. “I knew you'd take
it. When can you start? I want to introduce you to the OIld
Man as soon as possible.”

“T just got an idea for a good soap commercial,” Vic said,
“A hot flash, Why don’t we put it on a record and play it for
him at the first meeting? Might impress the old son of a
bitch.”

Kimberly was enthralled. “Now that would really bowl
him over. I think it’s a great tactic. Do you want to see your
office? It’s not quite, but almost as fancy as this one. As
Beautee Soap account executive you'll rank next to me in the
office, but if you tell that to any of our vice-presidents on the
Plans Board Il deny I said it.”

“No hurry, I'll find it tomorrow.”
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Kimberly thought that was better. “Larsen may still be
there, anyway. Might be awkward.”

“So long,” Vic said.

“So long, I want to call Maag on the coast and tell him
the good news. By the way, do you need any money? Excuse
me for asking, but the OWI isn't noted for . .

‘Vic looked at Kimberly, gauging him. He needed ready
cash very badly, but this was one morning he had to be
sincere. S0 he said, “Money? No, of course not.” He decided
not to thank him, either. “Good-bye, Mr. Kimberly.”

“Let’s make it Kim. Good-bye, Vic”

The phone rang. “Excuse me,” Kimberly said. It was Maag
in Hollywood. The time was to come when it would be impos-
sible for Vic ever to think of Kimberly without a phone in his
hand. Another phone rang, “Good-bye,” Vic said. “This must
be the only telephone booth in the world personally furnished
by Mr. Chippendale.”

Kim waved appreciation at the gag and said, “Morning,
Tony. The new Beautee Soap account executive just left my
office. It’s . . .V

Victor Norman gently closed his new employer’s door.



[ CHAPTER 11 ]

MISS RICHARDS WALKED INTO MISS HAMMER'S OFFICE WITH AN
air of great expectancy.

“Well, I guess it’s a deal, Louise,” she said. “Mr. Norman’s
in with Mr. Kimberly now. He’s meeting the Plans Board.”

Louise Hammer was, naturally, all ears, being Larsen’s
former secretary, and certainly in line to be Norman’s secre-
tary, knowing as she did everything about the Beautee
account.

. “I haven’t even seen him yet,” she complained. “What’s he
ikeP”

He was very handsome, for Miss Richard’s money. “You
know, thin and dark and tall. He’s quiet, not gushy like most
of them. He still has hair, and I don’t think he’s got ulcers
yet. At least he doesn’t look like it.”

“Don’t worry, he will, They all do,” Miss Hammer said.
She was a smart-looking business girl, while Miss Richards was
a plain-looking business girl. “T'm dying to see him.”

Miss Richards looked around cautiously. “Did Larsen say
he was coming in today? Mr. Kimberly asked me to find out.”

“He cleaned out his desk last night. No, he.won’t be back.
Poor Mr. Larsen,” Miss Hammer ﬁ)oked troubled. “When I
think of all the nights we stayed here trying to do things so
Esrfectly that even Mr. Evans couldn’t complain. Do you

ow I worked fifty-eight hours last week?”

“Maybe Mr, Norman will be easier, I hope so.”

14
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“They all are at first. It’s only when he starts picking
on them. They get desperate. Mr. Normanll be my fifth
Beautee account executive.”

Miss Hammer's fifth account executive walked in at that
point. Miss Richards said “Oh, excuse me,” and disappeared.

“Good morning,” Vic said. “I guess youre Miss Hammer.
I'm Vic Norman and looking for a secretary, if you'll put up
with me.”

He was cute as could be, and Miss Ilammer said she hoped
she could please him.

He sniffed. “What’s that perfume smell? It’s the same in
all the offices.”

“Oh, it’s Beautee toilet water,” Miss Ilammer said. “All the
secretaries use it. Mr. Evans sends each of us a dozen bottles
for Christmas.”

“It’s very lovely,” Vic said. “Very lovely.”

e invited her into his new ofiice to talk things over.

It was a nice office with all traces of Mr. Larsen thought-
fully removed. There was even a brand new calendar. It
looked just like the office of a thirty-five thousand dollar a year
advertising executive.

“How about it,” he said, sitting down at the desk. “Do you
find it pretty rugged? Your job, I mean?”

“It takes a lot of hours, but I love it,” she said. “Now that
I'm in radio, I don’t see how I could ever do anything else
again. Even if I do have to work nearly every night.”

“That’s got to stop, Miss Hammer. The night work. My
father used to say hard work never got anybody anyplace.
The important thing is to be sincere. That’s what he said.”

Miss Hammer laughed. “I'll try not to work too hard.”

““And another thing,” Vic told her. “Ill let you in on a
little secret. I don’t know anything about this business. So all
these experts who work for you and me now . . . I mean the
radio producers, art directors, script and copy writers . . .
don’t let them guess how little I know.”

Miss Hammer thought that was too hilarious. Everybody in
radio knew Mr. Norman’s reputation.
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“It’s a fact,” he said. “Meantime, will you get this radio
commercial mimeographed into scripts and ask one of the pro-
ducers to see me. I want to cut an audition record of it this
afternoon, and we have to do some fast couchless casting.”

Miss Hammer scanned it. “Oh, it’s clever,” she said. “But
that colored maid part. I really would sincerely advise you to
cut that, Mr, Norman. Mr. Evans doesn’t care tor—you know-
colored people.”

“Now youre being too sincere, Miss Hammer. Just get it
mimeographed as is, please.”

“Mr. Greene, he’s the copy head on printed advertising
for Beautee, wants to see you, first thing, He’s got some kind
of crisis.”

“Another thing, Miss Hammer. We can only afford three
crises a day around here. Anymore than that gives you ulcers.
Tell Mr. Greene to come in anytime. , . J”

Vic talked to Greene who spoke in a jargon about low
readership figures because Mr. Evans wouldn’t let them use
modern editorial techniques. “You've got to trick people into
reading ads,” he explained. “Mr. Evans always wants to hit
them over the head. If you would just try to sell him on some
of our new approaches. . .”

“I don’t know,” Vic said. “In this business it’s hard to argue
with success.”

Next Vie saw two radio producers. After that, he walked
into Kimberly’s office.

“Kim,” he said, “I think I’d better tell you the conditions
I want to work under.”

Kimberly looked at him with a brief flicker of wo , then
scttled bac{ and said: “Shoot.”

“I've just talked to some of the people on the account.
They’re too damn taut. Almost hysterical.”

“Really. What's happened this time?”

“Nothing. You know what I mean. They're all frightened
of that Old Man. Theyre afraid helll crucify them on a
minute’s notice.”

“He doesn’t operate that way,” Kimberly had a finger on
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his wrist and was looking at his watch, “Ninety. Not bad,
considering all I drank last night. Why Evan Evans doesn’t
even know such people exist.”

“That’s not the point, Kim. You're a little taut, too. I don’t
know the Old Man yet, but I bet he takes advantage of it.
All T want to do is to get people relaxed. Dammit, nobody does
good work in that hysterical state.”

“How you going to do all that, Vic? Frankly, I'm curious.”

“By being relaxed myself. I want to seem to them not to
give a damn about this job or old man Evans or you. I think
we'll get better work out of them.”

Kim thought it over. “Hmmm. I see the psychology . . .
rather the psychiatry of it. Just so Mr. Evans doesn’t get wind
of it. He'll think you're not interested. I'm sure he has spies
planted all over the agency.”

“He'll think I'm interested all right. I'm just telling you so
youll know what’s cooking when you begin to hear about
the sloppy unbusinesslike way I'm running things.”

“Okay, partner,” Kim said. “You know you're the only man
on that account I've ever had any real confidence in, so what
you say goes. Come on, let’s get downtown. You can be as
Lelaxe | as you want to, just so long as you keep the Old Man

appy.
P“1’11 get Old Doc Norman’s little wonder commercial,”
Vic said. “Meet you at the elevator.”

On the way down to Wall Street, Kimberly briefed Vic and
tried to keep calm. He was very nervous.

“I wish I'd had a chance to hear your commercial record.
It’s all right, isn’t it?”

“Stop worrying,” Vic said, “Sure it’s all right.”
~ “Now don’t get nervous, Vic. It'll be a big meeting. I really
should have found time to listen to that record.”

Kimberly never had time to hear or read anything, So as
a result he was always selling things which were put into his
hands, but of which he had no knowledge. Vic had heard a
story of how he went to a sponsor all primed to sell a quiz
show, but the audition had been for a cops and robbers show
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and he had to play the record in some embarrassment, after a
preamble on the merits of quiz shows.

“This,” Kim explained, “will be what Mr. Evans calls an
indoctrination meeting. Hell have all his key people there,
and he'll tell you his philosophy about advertising.”

“Most clients take you through their plants. I like this way
better,” Vie said, “Who's going to be there? I'm lousy at
names.” .

“So’s Evan Evans., Maybe that’s a good sign.

Kimberly pulled out an envelope and drew a rectangle.
“That's the board table. Beautee follows strict protocol. Mr.
Evans will sit at one end, and I'll sit at the other. Youll sit
on my right and Paul Evans, that’s his son, will sit on his
right. Paul is the heir apparent. He won't give you any trouble.
Then on Mr. Evans’ left will sit Irving S. Brown, the executive
vice-president, Evans has paid him up to $250,000 a year,
with bonuses, Next to Brown comes the wartime advertising
director, a woman named Regina Kennedy—somewhat of a
problem, too—his regular man for the job was drafted and he
said to hell with hiring any more men. So he took the chap’s
secretary and made her advertising director at $20,000 a year.
It doesn’t make any difference, really, because Old Man Evans
is the advertising director in every vespect, as youll soon
find out. And, oh yes, standing to the left of Mr. Evans will
be his assistant, a’little fellow named Allison who's really a
glorified secretary. He makes $30,000 a year.”

“Am I supposed to look bright?” Vic asked. “Or does that
call for a bigger salary?”

“No, just look deferential for the time being, Watch me.
I'll cue you. One thing, nobody ever disagrees with Mr. Evans.
I mean you just don't tell him he’s wrong, Nobody ever has.
And I guess nobody ever will.” ,

The cab pulled up at the building. The two ad men went
in, Vic carrying his commercial record.

“In se:zim alone, before the meeting, But first T'll intro-
duce you to Allison and Miss Kennedy.”

The executive office of the Beautee Soap Company had a
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rather unusual feature. All the executives, except Mr. Evans,
sat out in one huge room, with their secretaries sitting at
identical desks opposite them. The room was plain, with severe
light wooden desks, metal wastebaskets, nameplates, ash trays,
in fact every bit of furnishing, all standard. The vice-president
in charge of sales had the same setup as a junior clerk, despite
his $100,000 salary.

Three signs, all neatly lettered in identical frames were
repeated many times on the walls and pillars of the big room.
They read:

Get it in Writing

If we could make Beautee Soap
any Better—we would

Our reputation has always been
for Courtesy at all times.

Kimberly introduced Vic to Miss Kennedy and Mr, Allison.
He then left to see Mr. Evans.

Allison suggested waiting in the board room “Where we
can talk.”

The board room was heavy with mahogany and tradition.
They even had brass cuspidors left over from the first Evans
regime, the Old Man’s father and founder of the company.
A nineteenth century ma azine ad on Beautee Soap was
framed over the fireplace. Vic laid his commercial on the
record player. He waited for Miss Kennedy to select her chair,
which was just where Kimberly said it would be. Then he
sat in his appointed place. Allison paced around the room,
looking out the door on every trip past it.

“I thought the Figaro Perkins show was very good last
night,” Vic said, just to make some conversation.

Miss Kennedy passed. “Has Mr. Evans given you his script
on it yet?” she asked Allison.

He said no. Vic asked Allison what he thought of the show,
and he passed too.
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Apparently, no one had an opinion on anything until The
Opinion got to them.

“One thing,” Miss Kennedy said. “On the commercials.
I think Mr. Evans is getting pretty tired of that high soprano
female voice. I think you should goose the producer on it,
Mr. Norman. Mr., Evans likes deep female voices.”

“That’s right,” Allison said. “Keep ’em on the beam up
there at the agency. Down here, we take the view that we
either know w%]ere were going—or we don’t. And once we
know where were going, the only problem then is to stay on
the beam.”

“I'd goose them all a little, if T were you,” Miss Kennedy
said. “The last regime was well—you know, lax.”

Just to impress them, Vic whipped out a pad and wrote
“soprano” on it, thinking the poor little girl was probably
sleeping with the producer. Then he wrote the word “goose.”
The idea of goosing a soprano almost broke him up, but he
kept his self-control and played it straight and sincere.

“I have a new commercial idea here on a record,” he said.
“We thought we might play it for Mr. Evans at the meeting,
but I'd appreciate your opinions beforehand.”

So he played the record.

“Interesting,” Miss Kennedy said. “But what do you think
about that—you know—policy matter, Mr. Allison?” ~ _

Allison explained the policy matter. “That colored voice,
I'm not so sure about that. I mean not as advertising but from
Mr ... I mean the, ah, policy point of view. I dont .. .”
He looked out the door and was either galvanized or goosed
into action. “Here he comes.”

Miss Kennedy jumped up. So Vic stood up toa. Allison
reached his customary place and froze into position as Evan
Llewellyn Evans, up to and including his famous straw hat,
came in, followed by Kimberly and two other men.

All stood rigidly at attention until Mr. Evans sat down,
at the head of the lZoard table. Then Kimberly said:

-“Mr. Evans may I present Mr. Victor Norman., And Mr.
Paul Evans and Mr, Irving Brown,”
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Vic stepped forward to shake Mr. Evans’ hand, but was
warned back by Kimberly. Apparently the old man’s hand was
unshakable. Vic did shake hands with Paul Evans and Irving
Brown. And they all sat down, except Allison who remained
standing back of the Old Man’s chair.

The feeling of tenseness in the room was extraordinary. All
eyes were fixed on the old man at the head of the table. He
sat, looking down at the table, and there was great silence for
what seemed like two or three minutes.

It gave Vic a chance to look his new client over. So this
was Evan Llewelyn Evans, advertising and radio genius,
scourge of account executives. The man who had paid one
million dollars for a comedy show, then canceled it after one
program because the gagwriters had put in one off-color joke.
The man who had built and broken more stars than anyone
else in radio. The man who had fired a world famous Mectro-
politan Opera soprano because she wouldn’t sing “Some of
These Days.”

He was a small man, almost dainty, with tiny graceful
hands. He was in his middle fifties and looked older. He
raised his head suddenly, staring across at Kimberly, and Vie
saw that his eyes were a snapping blue.

And his clothes. Vie had heard about the way he dressed,
but it didn’t seem possible. He wore a black alpaca coat, a
white linen vest, and a bandanna kerchief tied around his
neck. Yes, a bandanna. Under it was a starched collar with a
gleaming gold collar button, but no tie. He carried a fine
white handkerchief in his sleeve. And wore an old straw field
hat, indoors and out, winter and summer. He was certainly
the General MacArthur of the ad game, Vic thought. His
clothes suggested more, than mere eccentricity. No doubt
about it, he was a showman.

In the expressive silence, Mr. Evans raised his straw-cov-
ered head once more, hawked and spit on the mahogany board
table.

No one spoke. Very deliberately, he took the handkerchief
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out of his sleeve, wiped the spit off the table, and threw the
handkerchief into a wastebasket.

“Mr. Victor,” he said.

Allison leaned down and whispered.

“Mr. Norman,” he said, shouting in a deep bass. “You have
just seen me do a disgusting thing. Ugly word, spit. But you
}cnow, you'll always remember what I just did.”

Taut silence.

Then Mr. Evans leaned forward and whispered hoarsely,
“Mr. Norman, if nobody remembers your brand, then you ain’t
gonna sell any soap.”

Pregnant pause,

“Mr. Norman, that’s what weré in business for—to sell
soap. Beautee soap. I don’t want you to ever forget that. You
got to eat, drink, sleep and yes, by God, dream soap. Because
even if you build the most glamorous, high Hooperating show
on the air—it ain’t gonna do us a damn bit of good unless you
figure out some way to sell soap on it. You gotta make the
people remember you. Check?”

“Check!” said Mr. Kimberly.

“Check,” said Mr. Brown.

“Check,” said Allison, almost in unison with Miss Kennedy.
Only son Paul and new-man Vic failed to echo it.

“And the way I look at it. You got your people and I got
my people. And we both gotta keep goosing ‘em to make ’em
sell more soap. Beautee soap.”

He made a goosing motion,

“Right?”

“Right!” they all said again, following the chain of com-
mand. It was a ritual,

“Now one other thing, Mr. Forman.”

Allison leaned down and whispered again.

“Now one other thing, Mr. Norman. I believe in selling
by demonstration. Any other way . . .”

He looked around, found a water carafe at his right,

grasped it
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“Any other way,” he repeated, turning the carafe upside
down on the board table, “is all wet. See what I mean?”

The water ran on Brown and Regina Kennedy. Neither
made a protective motion, Allison leaned forward and mopped
up with his two handkerchiefs. Evans watched dispassionately
until Allison had finished. Then he leaned forward again, this
time hoarsely whispering,

“Also, Mr. Norman, this company gives your agency ten
million dollars a l}lrear to spend in advertising. And do you
know why? I'll tell you a secret about the soap business, Mr.
Norman. There’s no damn difference between soaps. Except
for perfume and color, soap is soap. Oh, maybe we got a few
manufacturing tricks, but the public don’t give a damn about
that. But the difference, you see, is in the selling and adver-
tising, We sell soap twice as fast as our nearest competitor
because we outsell and out-advertise ’em. And that gets me
to an important part of this meeting.”

He blew his nose loudly and continued.

“We get our results by work. By chin-chin and by compass
direction. When we want something, we work it out. When
we don’t know where we're going, we chin-chin until we do.
That’s the time for ideas, suggestions, new plans. But once
the compass points north and we know where were going,
we stay on the beam. And we don’t want anybody associated
with us who’s off the beam. I ain’t interested in ideas that are
off the beam and I ain’t interested in people that are off the
beam. Check!”

“Check,” went around the board table like a whipcrack.

“Example, Mr. Norman. Last night on our Figaro Perkins
show, that orchestra kept putting spinach into the music. By
spinach, I mean off the beam, off the melody. Now I like my
music played on the beam, and fast and loud. I think that’s
the way the public likes it too. These newfangled bands are
all creampuffs and strings. Wet dream music, I call it, with
apologies to Miss Kennedy. I say to you, Mr. Norman, get that
buffoon Larsen’s band off that show. Right?”
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“Yes, sir,” said Vic, and whipped out his notebook. He
wrote, “New band, Figaro Perkins show.”

The Old Man got up. “That’s about all I had to say.
Except’—he took oft his alpaca coat, walked around and put
it over Vic's shoulders—“except I want you to realize you're
wearing the Beautee soap coat now. I hope it fits you well.”

“Thank you, sir,” Vic said.

“Remember, two things make good advertising. One, a
good simple idea. Two, repetition. And by repetition, by God,
I mean until the public is so irritated with it, they’ll buy your
brand because they bloody well can’t forget it. All you pro-
fessional advertising men are scared to death of raping the
public; I say the public likes it, if you got the know-how to
make ’em relax and enjoy it.”

Kimberly said, “Mr. Evans, it may interest you to know
that Mr. Norman sat up all night last night, working out a
twist on your present commercial idea. And if you want to
hear it, we've got it here on a record. Of course, it may be a
little off the beam, as Mr. Norman had not had the privilege
of hearing your indoctrination ideas before doing it. But . . .”

Mr. Evans said, “I'd love to hear it.”

Vic went to the record player. “I might say that I got the
idea from reading something that was attributed to you. So
if it’s good, I can only be proud to say I shared the work with
you, Mr. Evans.”

He played the record. It was quite a scene. These seven
people in the board room, their combined incomes totaling at
least a million dollars a year, listening to the chattering radio
commercial as if it were the fifth act of Hamlet. Five of them
listening grimly, critically, but above all cautiously, never
showing by any expression the faintest sense of liking it
Waiting for the Old Man. Standing by for The Opinion.

The actors were good, and it was a professional job:

VOICE: Beautee is as Beautee does.
COLORED MAID: (Chuckling) Love that soap.
ANNOUNCER: You know friends, they say Hollywood
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is the place where the stars worship
Beautee. How about it, Miss Wanda
Jean? Youre just about Hollywood’s
loveliest new star, so you ought to know
something about Beautee.

WANDA JEAN:  Right you are, Bob Allen. Hollywood is
the place where the stars and their per-
sonal maids worship Beautee.

COLORED MAID: Love that soap.

WANDA JEAN:  Why, in my forthcoming technicolor pic- .
ture, “The Stars Stopped” produced by
GRM, I do believe everyone in the cast,
including myself, used the Beautee Soap
Beauty treatment.

ANNOUNCER: Yes, next to the Trocadero, it’s Holly-.
wood’s favorite bar.

WANDA JEAN: It’s my favorite bar.

COLORED MAID: Love that soap.

ANNOUNCER: So why not take a Beautee tip from
gorgeous GRM starlet Wanda Jean. And
remember, 81% of Hollywood’s loveliest
Beauties use Beautee soap.

VOICE: Beautee is as Beautee does.

COLORED MAID: Love that soap.

When it was finished, there was the deep silence of wait-
ing, which funneled into intense concentration on Evan
Llewelyn Evans. Finally he raised his head and said, “Play it
again.”

Vic played it again.

Evans said, “What do you think, Mr. Norman?’

Vic said instantly, “One thing, it’s as simple as soap.”

Evans chuckled, lifted his straw hat. “I like it. I take off
,my hat to you. Only I'd cut that line about it being Holly-
wood’s favorite bar, next to the Trocadero. Dammit, Beautee
is not second best to nothing. It is Hollywood’s favorite bar
and don’t you ever forget it. Check?”
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“Check,” Kimberly said. “Now that you’ve sharpened it up
by cutting out that second-best reference, I'll buy it.”

Irving Brown said, “Just what it needed. I knew it needed
a little something, and Mr. Evans put his finger right on it.
Excellent!”

Regina Kennedy said, “I knew Mr. Evans would like it.
I'd heard it before and approved. I was a little afraid of the
colored maid, though. Clever, but—"

Evans spoke to her as if to a small child.

“I don’t think you quite get what’s in Mr. Norman’s mind
on that colored maid, Miss Kennedy. He not only relates a
familiar saying to our product, but he’s thinking of appealing
to the colored market, while at the same time appealing to
the white market because she’s obviously a lady’s maid. And
Beautee soap is a lady’s soap. The lady’s maid becomes a serv-
ant to the soap that’s aristocratic—Bcautee soap. It’s really part
of our quality story.”

Mr. Brown said, “I really hadn’t noticed it until you
pointed it out, Mr. Evans, but it does exactly that.”

Paul Evans said, “I don’t quite see it.”

“You wouldnt,” the Old Man grunted. “Do you see it,
Miss Kennedy?”

“Perfectly,” Miss Kennedy said. “Itd make me buy Beautee
soap.

“Put it on the air, effective with our Friday show. Put it
on every show twice, with different movie stars of course.
Mr. Norman, I can see you"—Evan Llewelyn Evans paused,
reached in his mouth, jerked out a bridge of teeth and stuck
them under Vic’s nose—“I can see you've already got your
teeth in our problem.”

He put his teeth back in his mouth, and painfully stood up.
The others jumped up in unison.

“See what I mean?” he said.

The meeting was over,,



[ CHAPTER II1 ]

THE TWO AD-MEN STOOL ON A CURB IN WALL STREET AND
whistled vainly at cabs.

“If I spent as much time looking for business as I do look-
ing for cabs I'd be grossing fifty million a year,” Kimberly
complained. He advised Vic to plan on leaving a full half hour
before any of his appointments with Evan Evans, “It’s impossi-
ble to tell him you couldn’t get a cab. He just can’t understand

" things like that.”

“He’d probably blame you for not buying me a cab, to be
used exclusively for trips to the Beautee soap company,” Vic
said. :

“Hey, that’s not a bad idea.” Kim raced out into the snarled
traffic to compete for an empty hack, but an executive-type
man in a Brooks Brothers suit beat him to it.

He bitterly returned to the curb and Vic said, “That’s Wall
Street for you . . . these bloated capitalists are reduced to
stealing cags yet. Shall we try the subway, Kim?”

“I won’t ride uptown in the subway,” Kim said. “Tll kill
myself first.”

So Vic wandered to the corner and proudly returned with
a cab. Sitting down made a lot of difference.

“I'm feeling capitalistic again,” he told Kim. “Now that
T've got a cab of my own I don’t hate anybody.”

Kim slumped back on his neck and pulled up the jump-

27
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seat for his feet. “God, I'm tired. What a day. Anyway, I've
found something that upsets you. At last, Taxicabs. It makes
me feel better about my own intolerances.” .

“I'm only intolerant when I'm inconvenienced,” Vic said.
“I only hate the Catholics when their damn parade keeps me
from crossing Fifth Avenue on St. Patrick’s Day. And my anti-
semitism is confined just to Yom Kippur and Rosh Hashonoh
when they close the shops and I have to walk blocks for my
New York Times” ~

Kim chuckled. The afternoon had made him even fonder
of Vic. “I was just thinking, You're a very cool character. It’s
very revealing to me that you haven't said one word about

¢d

the mecting.’

“Why should I? It’s over.”

“I should think youd like to hear my analysis of how you
stacked up with the Old Man.”

“Sure. Go ahead.”

Kim forgot his fatigue and sat up, brisk and elated. “Like
that.” He made a circle with his thumb and forefinger.

“One hundred percent pluperfect.” He laughed happily.
This was a big day. The new man had made good. “I knew
it all the time. I had an intuition youd click just like that.”
He made the circle again. “I've never seen him so pleased
with a new account executive.” A

“And you've seen plenty of ’em, all right.”

“That commercial. It was a stroke of genius. ‘Love That
Soap.” I wish I'd thought up that one.” Then he said quickly,
“No, I don’t either. I'm glad you did.”

“He’s a real comedy character,” Vic said. “I'd like to have
an option on him for radio. Pictures, too.”

“I wouldn’t call him a comedy character,” Kim said soberly.
But he quickly shifted his spirits back into high gear. “What
do you say we play hookey and not go back to the office?
I feel like celebrating with a drink.”

i Viclooked at his watch. “It’s six o’clock. How can anybody
play hookey from the office at this time of night?”

“You just don’t know me,” Kim said. “I seldom get away
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until eight. Eight AM. till 8 P.M,, that's my normal schedule.
Driver, the Stork Club. Not that I'm trying to steer you along
my path.” .

“Not at eight in the morning, you won't,” Vic assured him,
“Only scrubwomen and presidents have any right to be in
business offices at that time of day. I'm not even that lowest
form of agency life, a vice-president. But don’t think I'm
punching for it. I'd turn it down if you offered me one.”

But that was a concept foreign to Kim and he wrote it off
as just a gag. He said, “Don’t worry, Vic, you will be soon, if
you keep this up.” Then he said reflectively. “With you on the
job maybe I won’t have to work so hard now. Larsen was so
damned incompetent on the Beautee account that I had to
spend all my time placating the Old Man. Larsen got so he
couldn’t even make a decision on where to eat lunch.”

Vic asked Kim what Larsen was doing,

“Poor Larsen cracked,” Kim said. “He’s got a persecution
complex. Thinks I didn’t support him with Evans. He was no
executive and he didn’t belong in that job. It was too big for
him. But the Old Man met him, liked him, and insisted I give
him the job. I knew what would happen. But what could
I do?”

“Is he really cracked up?”

“His doctor says it’s a nervous breakdown, but I'm putting
him in the hands of my psychiatrist to make sure. I'll let you
know what the diagnosis is. I'm paying the bills, of course.”

“It’s nice to know there’s a free psychiatrist around, if I
ever need one,” Vic said.

Kim said cautiously, “This doesn’t bother you, Vic?”

“About Larsen? Look, Kim, dont worry about me., That
Old Man won’t ever get to me because I don’t give a damn.
I want you to know I'm very sincere about that.”

Kim slapped Vic’s knee appreciativelﬁl. “I do know that.
That’s why I hired you. Yes, I'm going to have more time now,
youre going to give it to me. Maybe,” he said thou htfully,
“enough time to get some new business. K and M could use a
big new account or two.”
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At the Stork Club, Kimberly and the headwaiter greeted.
each other with gravity and mutual respect.

“The Cub Room, Mr. Kimberly?”

“I think so, Joseph, Please.”

“Fine. I can give you your usual table.”

Kim said, “Joseph, this is Mr. Victor Norman, a new asso-
ciate of mine.” He handed the man a ten dollar bill.

The man said, “I remember Mr. Norman from years ago.
We'll be glad to take care of you, anytime, Mr. Norman.”

“Gee, thanks,” Vic said. He said it in such a way that when
they sat down Kim felt impelled to explain the New York
night club situation as it now stood.

“All this war money has made New York a boom town,”
he said. “You can’t get tables at the good places unless you're
known. They keep you standing around for hours if you don’t
butter them up once in a while. If you bring a client in, it’s
worth it. That kind of crap impresses clients, especially the
out-of-towners.”

“I'm not even a client,” Vic said, “and I'm impressed.”

“I hope you don’t disapprove of slipping a headwaiter a
tenner once in a while”

“I approve. Especially when it's your money. The whole
thing fits right in with my thcery.”

“What theory? Waiter, a double scotch, please. What’s
yours?”

“Single scotch. With water.”

“What theory?”

“My theory of making friends,” Vic said. “I am a man of
many friends. They get me railroad reservations, hotel rooms,
steak, scotch, all sorts of friendly things. But is it because of
my personality? Because they like me? No. I just give them
;in;)ney. The cleanest, simplest basis of friendship you can

d.”

The headwaiter bustled up and plugged in a phone, f)lac-
ing the instrument in front of Kimberly.

Vic said, “I didn’t hear you order this gadget. Tell him to
give it to some talent agent.”
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“I can’t. It's a standing order, wherever I go. I have to
let them know where I am, every minute. You'll have to do
the same now.”

“Some of the places I go, I wouldn’t want it known.”

Kimberly laughed. “You, too? Well, I must tell you that
when a certain client gets an idea, he’s got to talk about it,
whatever the hour of the day or night. You'll find out.”

Kim finished his drink. “Waiter, another double here. Ilow
about it, Vic?”

“Single’s fine.”

“Oh, make it a double anyway. Saves time.”

“All right. A double.”

“You have to drink doubles nowadays,” Kim said, picking
up the phone. “This nonsensical midnight curfew won't let a
man get slowly drunk anymore. Not enough time.”

He asked for a Butterfield number, and covered the phone
as he waited. “I want you to consider this a top military
secret, as it wouldn’t help my reputation, bad as it is. But you
look like a man who isn’t shocked by anything.”

Vic made an expression to confirm the statement.

“Excuse me,” Kim said. He spoke into the phone. “Hello,
lover. How’s Kimmy? Have you taken his temperature? One
degree, huh. Well, I don’t think it’s at all serious, lover, but
you'd better have the doctor over, No, I haven't felt at all well
today. Been running a little temperature myself. T'm going
to stop by Harry’s office tomorrow for a thorough checkup,
if I get time. Well, right now I'm at the Cub Room with Mr.
Victor Norman. Say, I've got a great idea. Wait a minute.”
He held the receiver away from his mouth and said, “How
would you like to have Maggie, that’s Mrs. Kimberly, come
down and we’d all have dinner together?” Naturally, Vie said
“delighted,” and Kimberly made the date with his wife.

Kim said “good-bye lover” and hung up. “What was I
saying? Oh yes . . .” he discreetly lowered his voice. “One
afternoon, not so long ago either, I was doing a little extra-
curricular work. Of course I had to leave the phone number
‘with my secretary, and you know, that old so-and-so Evans




32 THE HUCKSTERS

caught me right at the worst moment for an interruption,
You'd have died. There I was, talking about newspaper cover-
age in this dame’s bed. She could have killed me.”

He paused, weighed the effect of the confession on Vic.
“Does that disgust youp” :

“It tempts me,” Vic said. “If I'm not around in the after-
noons, just remember that whats good enough for the boss
is good enough for me.” ,

“Years ago,” Kim said, “Evan Evans used to cut quite a
swathe himself, But now his age, his liver, and probably his
prostate gland have reformed him. And you know there’s
nothing quite so sanctimonious as an over-age rake, That’s why
we have to be so careful not to let him get wise to any of our

ccadilloes.” :

“Where does Maag fit in with him?”

“He doesn’t,” Kim said. “Maag divides his time between
here and the west coast. But when he’s here he concentrates
on the other New York clients.” He sighed. “I wish 1 had
Maag’s freedom. Mr. Evans keeps me pretty well staked out.
I can’t even leave town, except when he’s on vacation. So
Maag runs all the radio shows in Hollywood.”

“Incidentally, on that Figaro Perkins show we could use
a new singer as well as a new band. I think she stinks.”

Kimberly put down his glass. “I hope there’s not a micro-
phone in that flower bowl. Miss Steele is a great favorite of
Mr. Evans. But don’t get me wrong, Only as a singer. She
sings loud, you know. Mr. Evans likes loud singers.”

“In that case, I think she’s terrific. Although it is a shame
she can’t sing.”

Vic was feeling the scotch. Kim drank steadily, never show-
ing it,

g“Looking back over the meeting,” Kim said, “perhaps you’d
like to hear a few comments. Just to give you a better under-
standing of the entire Beautee picture.”

“Sure,” Vic wished that Kimberly would take off his over-
alls. Hell, it was almost seven and here he was, trapped in
the Stork Club, waiting for the whistle to blow.
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“Naturally, I watched you very carefully today. T hope
you understand on a thing as important as this that I'd
want to.”

“Sure.”

“And T've never seen an easier, more relaxed performance.
For a first meeting, it was miraculous.”

" “Thanks.” -

“I know what an ordeal it is, Vic, and I envy the way you
handle yourself.”

“You embarrass me a little.” Vic said. “Compliments
bother me.” -

“Sorry. I'll yemember that.” Vic had put Kim on the de-
fensive and he was not too confident about finishing what
he’d started to say.

So Vic said, “I only wanted you to know that if you have
any criticisms, Kim, you don’t have to give me the old build-
up first.”

“No criticisms,” Kim said. “Just a couple of minor sugges-
tions. Let’s have one more round before Maggie comes.”

That was fine with Vic.

Kim continued. “Point one, you impress Evans by being
so easygoing. You give him the feeling of being in command
of yourself. But occasionally this afternoon I got the feeling
that you weren’t listening to him. I sensed that feeling in
him, too.”

“I can’t understand how you felt that,” Vic said. “I heard
every word he said. I'll try to stop daydreaming in front of
him, Kim.”

“If you just heighten the appearance of taking in every-
thing he says—not too obviously—I think it’s slightly better
strategy with him.”

“You said you noticed a couple of things. What's the other
one?”

“This is really roinor. Those stooges, Brown, Allison, Ken-
nedy, Paul Evans. They don’t mean a thing in the {inal analy-
sis. It’s a one man show, you saw that. But if those little people
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don’t like you, they can make it damned annoying, You see,
they've nothing to do but needle and criticize—"

“And goose,” Vic said. )

“Right. So it’s better tactics to act as if they were impor-
tant. To do little things that make those nobodies feel like
somebodies. This afternoon, I noticed a rather contemptuous
look on you several times when you were discussing things
with them.”

“Are you sure it wasn’t pity?”

Kim said, “I just thought I'd mention these little things.
I hope you're not offended?”

“No. I understand.”

“I knew you would,” Kim was relieved. ,

“Right.” Vic almost added “Check” but did not because
he felt it might unnecessarily hurt Kim, for whom he was
beginning to have understanding, affection and, after this
meeling today, great sympathy. ,

“I wish I hadn'’t called my wife,” Kimberly complained.
“I'm beginning to feel like going out on the town. By the
way, Vic, are you married? I never thought to ask.”

“Nope. Not even divorced.”

“I hope you enjoyed the women in Paris.”

“I did. Especially those who still had hair.”

“My psychiatrist tells me I'm a sex maniac. But I told him
that I doubted if bulls and rabbits had Oecdipus complexes.”

“I must have missed a line.”

“No, I left out two consultations.” Ile stood up. “Had to.
Here comes Maggie. Mrs. Kimberly, this is Mr. Victor Nor-
man.

Maggie Kimberly shook hands. She was a Park Avenue
housewife, complete with the mink coat and the diamond
brooch. Pretty but not flashy. Thirty-five. Refined. Nice figure.
Most presentable.

She kissed Kim, and spoke gaily with the high, clear pro-
jected voice of an assured Park Avenue woman.

“Darling. How did it go today?”

“For me, as usual. But Mr. Norman was sensational.”
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“Anything exciting happen?”

“No. Waiter, an iced dubonnet for Mrs. Kimberly. Two
‘more of the same for us.”

She let Vic help her with her mink coat. She sat down and
said brightly, “Did I keep you waiting long, darling?”

“No. Just long enough for a drink or so.”

“With the accent on the ‘or so,” I'll bet. You men always
try to relax too fast.”

“Maggie thinks I work too hard,” Kim explained. “But
when she asks me what I did to get so tired, I can never
remember. I guess I don't really work very hard after all.”

“You answer the telephone,” Vic said. “That’s work.”

“He’s just joking,” Maggie said to Vic. “You really work
very hard, don’t you, darling? But he never will tell me any-
thing about it, Mr. Norman. Do you ever tell your wife any-
thing about business?”

“Mr. Norman has no wife, lover. But tell us about your
day.”
yShe sighed. “T had a fuss with that teacher again about
Kimmy. I think we ought to take him out of that awful school,
darling. They simply refuse to use modern methods of train-
ing children. And it’s doing something to Kimmy’s personality.
They’re making him rude and unmanageable.”

She turned to Vic. “Do you have any children, Mr.
Norman?”

“Lover,” Kim explained to her in a fatherly manner, “Mr.
Norman has no wife. Remember? Therefore, no children he
could discuss in the Stork Club. Also for your information,
Mr. Norman is the new account executive on the Beautee
soap account.”

“Oh, isn’t that grand,” Maggie said. She was sipping deli-
cately at her dubonnet and now she raised the glass. “Con-
gratulations. And how do you like Mr. Evans? I think he’s just
precious. The most fabulous man, really.”

“I don’t know yet,” Vic said, “I'm still very wet back of
the ears. Kim, are you going to use that thing again?”
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. “P'm just calling home to see if anything’s happened,” Kim
said. . .
“You know, Mr. Norman,” Maggie said, “sometimes I think
Kim should have married Mr. Evans instead of me. They see
so much more of each other than we do.”

Kim hung up and said, “I'm getting hungry. Where'll we
eat? Any ideas, Vic?”

" Vic said he hadn’t been back in New York long enough
to know where the food was.

- Maggie said, “War has done the queerest things to Kim’s
eating habits. All he ever wants now are restaurants that’ll give
him steaks, butter and hollandaise sauce.”
~ “And a chair to sit in, but quick,” Kim added. “Say, how
about the Casablanca? They’ll give me steaks there.”

So they went to the Casablanca and the telephone came
for Kim, who duly informed his servant of his whercabouts.
Maggie and Vic were studying the meatless menu, but Kim
commanded them to ignore it and ordered steaks which turned
out to be fine steaks,

Vic said, “These must be pre-war steaks.”

Kim said, “It’s a celebration. We're celebrating Victor Nor-
man day in Wall Street.” And it called for champagne from
France,

“California champagne is all right for Frenchmen and the
ad-men who have the account,” he said. “But not for us.”

Vic liked the idea of champagne. “I don’t know why, but
I'm in a drinking mood toni ght,” 1%2 said. “Maybe you'd better
pin my address on my lapel.”

“Don’t try to keep up with Kim,” Maggie warned. “It
might prove disastrous if you’re not used to drinking,” ,

“I have to drink enough for both Maggie and me,” Kim
said. “She fakes her drinking.”

“When 1 married into a Presbysterian minister’s family,”
Maggie said, “I thought I was going to spend my life serving
lemonade to nice old ladies, didn’t I, darling?”

“I don’t exactly know what you thought, lover. But you
look very fetching tonight. Very sleepable-with,”
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“Darling! Youll shock Mr. Norman.”

A floor show was desperately trying to dazzle the noisy
diners, and Kim pointed to the stage.

“Now that is something I would really call sleepable-with,
Lover, don’t you think she’s very sleepable-with?”

Maggie said, “You must be a little tight, darling. I must
explain something to Vic, darling. Every time he gets a little
tight he thinks all women are sleepable-with.”

“Anyway she is,” Kim said. “Wouldnt you say so, Vic?”

Vic’s back was to the stage, so now he turned around to
look and it was Jean Ogilvie.

She was just beginning to sing one of her pert, risqué little
songs. Charming and intimate.

She looked very appetizing, clinging to the microphone
and making musical jokes in a small, well-styled voice.

Then she sang some torchy ballads. She'd changed her
style since Vic had last heard her, now belonging to that school
which sings as if suffering from a gastro-intestinal upset, with
face and mouth writhing in a tortured but rhythmic manner,
and the tones throbbing with pain.

She closed her act with an imitation of Frank Sinatra that
killed the people.

" Vic knew she had seen him, so he didn’t send the waiter
for her after she made her exit.

She immediately came to his table.

“Vic darling,” she said. “You mad character.” She kissed
him. “I thought you'd died or something.”

She met the Kimberlys, sat down and found out about Vic.
It was wonderful, simply wonderful, their both being in New
York. She was mad about New York after horrible, horrible
Hollywood. She'd sat out her picture contract at Romanoff’s,
waiting for a musical that never got written. And she’d always
been mad about Vic. He was such a mad character. Let’s see,
itd been four years since they'd seen each other, Ladn’t it?
God, the time.

“How do you know he isn’t married, after four years?”
Kimberly asked.
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But Jean Ogilvie was sure he had not done such a thing,
“Not my Vie,” she declared. “He’s a swivel neck, the bastard.
You know, he’s the type strange women send notes to in
cocktail lounges.”

' “That was the only time in my life, that once when I was
with you,” Vic said. “And besides, she was forty and drunk.”

“I'm just now beginning to appreciate what a boy wonder
I hired,” Kim said. “I feel like some more champagne. Waiter,
another bucket.”

“Darling,” Maggie was firm. “You know youll only feel
terrible tomorrow. We’d better go home. Kim gets up at six-
thirty regardless of what time he goes to bed,” she explained.

“Why aren’t you on the radio?” Kim demanded of Jean.
“Or in pictures? Youre pretty terrific, you know.”

“Just show me how,” Jean said.

“That’s easy,” Kim said grandly. “Just by accident we have
at our table one of the biggest radio men in the country. Miss
Ogilvie may I present Mr. Norman whom I believe you've
already met.”

. Vic was annoyed. You couldn’t talk that way to talent,
drunk or sober.
- “Well see,” he said. “How long you been here, Jean?”

“Don’t change the subject, honey,” Jean said.

. “Miss Ogilvie,” Kim said, “why don’t you make Vic put
you on the radio? I think you could sell soap.”

“Darling, she certainly has sold you,” Maggie said. “Now
why don’t we run alon%)and let these two talk over old times?”

“Please stay,” Jean begged. “I promise to sing some differ-
ent songs for my next show. You want to stay, don’t you Mr.
Kimberly?”

But now Kim was a martyr. “I'll be a martyr. But only to
keep my newest and best employee happy. I know you've
got a lot to talk about. Did I say talk? Excuse me, Miss Ogilvie,
but somehow it’s hard to associate mere conversation with a
creature as gorgeous as you.”

“Come on, darling,” Maggie fled into her mink coat quick
as any mink, “Good-bye all. See you later.”
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“Your new boss is a nice man,” Jean said. “Is it 2 big
company?”

“One of the biggest.”

“Easy money, sounds like,” Jean said. She patted his hand.
“Hello, you mad character.”

“Hello. No, not easy. It’s one of those things where you
sometimes wonder if there’s enough money in the world to
pay for it.” He threw himself back into her mood. “My God,
Jean, I damn near fell in love with you, even if you are a
singer. You're what I'd call a nice piece of talent.”

“Youre sweet.”

“How’s it going?”

“Okay. They pay two-fifty here and I do a sustaining on
the radio. Do you think 'm good, Vict”

“You sounded damn good tonight, baby. Il catch your
sustaining show and see how you come over the air.”

“You think you might really get me a job on a big radio
show? God, if I could only get out of this dump.”

“Who owns it?” Vic sniffed the air. “Frankie Powell?”

“Yes. How did you know?”
~ “I been in so many of these joints, 1 can smell the owner-
ship. These retired racketeers keep changing the names, but
they can’t change the smell.”

“How much trouble would it take to get me a good radio
job?” she asked.

“Jean, youre very beautiful and you tease and charm the
people but you haven’t really got very much sense. Anybody
knows that to get a good radio job you have to be sincere—"

“What do you mean, sincere?”

“Well, like sleeping with people who can give you radio
jobs.”

] “Okay,” she said. “When do we start?”

“Later,” he said. “I like your hair. It used to be black.
Bright red hair becomes you. Your face is still soft and sweet
enough for it.”

She wore it in a long pageboy style and she reached back
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and brought a handful of hair around where she could examine
[t critically.

“It’s a little flashy. But in this business, honey, you gotta
‘have flash.”,

She patted his hand tenderly. “I never thought I'd see you
again. It's been years. Remember the first time?”

“Sure, it was at the old Tropics. They've changed it into
a studio for a breakfast club radio show. A good saloon ruined.”

The memory made her sigh. “God, I was a mess in those
days.”

y“You were fine. You were an artless little girl and I liked
you. You told me about your family. I liked them too. How are
they?”

2:F ather’s still busheling on weekdays and painting Pros-
pect Park landscapes on weekends.” She laughed. “No, he’s
graduated to nudes now.”

“I hear a touch of RKO oxonian in your speech,” Vic said.
“So your lost your Brooklyn accent, too. Tough.”

“I took diction lessons,” she said proudly. “You have to
make yourself over all the time in this business. Like clothes.”
She put her hands under her breasts and delicately raised
them. “Take my busts, for instance. Sure I know they’re small,
but I pay two hundred dollars for my dresses and they build
them up.”

Vic Iéot a bang out of being around Jean Ogilvie. He liked
to hear her talk. She was talent and he enjoyed the free show
which talent always put on during its offstage moments. But
he was always very careful not to confuse talent with art,
which he really respected.

It was not so much with him an admiration of the skills
developed by talent. Rather it was their precocious, child-
like qualities that amused him: their total preoccupation with
themselves, their impersonal, commercial attitudes about their
performances, their bodies, their objective adoration of what
they would call their personalities.

“I hate to admit it,” Jean was saying, “but one of my breasts
is actually lower than the other. My left one.” She stroked




