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UT of a clear sky and at a time no one B y
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MERRILL

expected it, the curtain has been pulled
back on one of the darkest shadows of
Hollywood’s life. A shadow that stands
exposed in all its ugliness, to be dis-
cussed openly for the first time. Its
name? Its name is Gossip, cruel relentles
p deliberately directed at Hollywood wives.
The curtain was drawn by the hand of an attrac-
tive and brilliant visitor in our midst who sat amongst
well-known women of Hollywood at a recent luncheon
party and said: “I wouldn’t marry a Hollywood star if he were
Clark Gable and Tyrone Power combined. No,” she hurried
on, “it isn’t sour grapes either for I know one I could snatch if
T just put my mind to it and went in for a new little girl hair-
cut. Furthermore, I think, as a group (and they're safer in
groups) movie stars are the most fascinating men I've ever
met in my travels hither and yon. But, marry one? Never.
And T has my reasons, I has.”

In the midst of the silence that followed a hullaballoo of
excited feminine voices, the visitor made this observation that
should forever bind married women everywhere in sympathetic
accord with Hollywood wives.

“I wouldn’t marry a popular star,” she said, “because I've
Dbeen too strictly brought up ever to become the ‘other woman’
in any man’s life; even my husband’s.”

And Hollywood knew what she meant. For there exists in
Hollywood this condition so amazing, when one stops to think
about it, that it scarcely seems possible in this modern world
of broad thinking. And yet it's true as many bewildered,
courageous women can testify.

For in Hollywood, like the world in the Looking-Glass, things
are reversed and it's the wife who finds herself that strange
“other woman” in her husband’s life. Put there, kept there
by envious women the world over. The “other woman,” who
faithfully walks the back streets of her man’s life, while the
women who covet him, who bask in his limelight, mentally step
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in as legitimate wives. At times his very
children come in for frowns of disapproval.
“Of course he’s tied with those children,” is
a common remark among the mental wives of
men stars. “And as for that woman he
married—"

Hollywood wives are never judged so much as
misjudged and never understood so much as mis-
understood, by other women.

“A wife’s duties in this community,” the lovely Mrs.
Edward G. Robinson once told me, in speaking of this very
condition, “go a step farther than looking after her husband’s
comfort and welfare. It becomes necessary to protect him
against the many scheming women who flatter him for their
selfish aims, and those who threaten the very foundations of
homes and happiness through covetousness, whether it be a
physical or mental gesture. One can be as destructive as
another.”

WEEK or so later, I was reminded of Mrs. Robinson’s

remark when a woman, apparently satisfied with her own
possessions and happiness, said, out of a clear sky: “Clever of
Gladys Robinson to have given Eddie a son. Now she knows
she'll hold him.”

If you mothers and home-makers elsewhere experience the
quick stab to the heart induced by such biting cruelty, how much
more keenly do those of us who know of the love and happiness
in the Robinson family, feel the dart. And yet I boldly declare
and feel every Hollywood wife will back me up in the state-
ment that there is scarcely a wife of a cinema great who has
not experienced such undeserved barbs of criticism—usually
directed toward the unprofessional women who have married
professional actors.

Among the group we find Mrs. Leslie Howard, Mrs. Gary
Cooper, the ex-Mrs. Gable, Mrs. Warren William, Mrs.
Wallace Beery and so many, many others.

It’s Mrs. Howard, however, who [Continued on page 64]
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has, perhaps, suffered most in her twenty
years as the wife of Leslie Howard. Coming
out of a New York theatre where her hus-
band was starring in Animal Kingdom, Mrs.
Howard found herself in a group of
acquaintances for a between-acts chat.

Suddenly one of the women, unknown to-

Ruth Howard, turned to her and sighed :

“Isn’t that Leslie Howard the most charm-
ing man you've ever laid eyes on? It isn’t
any wonder women adore him, is it?”

“No, it really isn't,” Mrs. Howard agreed.

“But, my dear,” went on the stranger,
“they say his wife is impossible. A perfectly
dreadful woman, take my word for it. Or
do you know her?”

“Yes, oh, yes, I know her very well. And
she does have her faults, too, I know.” Mrs.
Howard agreed. “But what has she done
now ?”

“Oh, everything. Drags her husband away
from parties, or keeps him away altogether.
She'’s just impossible.”

“You know, I don’t agree with you,” Mrs.
Howard smiled. “She really isn't that sort
at all. It's such women as you who con-
demn and misjudge on hearsay that creates
so much unhappiness in the world.”

And Mrs. Howard turned and walked off.

A charming, natural, delightful woman,
Ruth Howard has endured, through her own
fineness_and loyalty, years of harsh judg-
ment. When Mr. Howard’s name was in-
correctly linked with that of a beautiful ac-
tress, the attitude of certain women imme-
diately placed this loyal wife and mother in
the role of “The Other Woman” in her
husband’s life.

HE accusations are not made, we admit,

without certain circumstances that would
seem to back them up. Most men stars hide
behind their wives skirts for protection from
too demanding a public.

“Get me away from that party early,”
they'll beg their wives. “I've got to have
rest.”

And so along about eleven the wife, as
instructed, will prepare to leave and although
she may be having a good time herself, shell
insist upon going.

“Oh, please don't take your husband
away,” the hostess will beg. “He is such
an attractive person,” and no sooner has
the door closed on the star and his wife
than the tirade begins.

The lovely Mrs. Gary Cooper knows
better than any Hollywood wife the
meaning of the word “envy.” No bride
ever experienced such undeserved criticisms
as the former Sandra Shaw. From the
honeymoon, a time that most women_can
Jook back on with grandest memories, Mrs.
Cooper can only recall some of the cruelest
moments of her life. To the time when, as
a happy bride, she and Gary entered a
Phoenix hotel after the ceremony only to
have reporters leap at her with the question,
“Ts it true you're walking out on Gary right
here and now ?”

There are no words to convey the pain in
her eyes or the tight-lipped bitterness in
Cary’s, as_they began their life together
with that blessing. Nor did the criticism
relent one jota.

At their first party together, shortly after
their marriage, Sandra stood acknowledging
the greetings of the other guests. A man,
known well in Hollywood, ambled up:

“Oh, so you're the new Mrs. Cooper,” he
said. “Gary’s wife, eh? Say, they tell me
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you wear the pants in the family. Boss Gary
and make him do tricks, eh? That's what
the women folks out here tell me anyway.”

Quietly Mrs. Cooper, her eyes blinded
with tears, left the room and the party, her
first, for home.

It followed them, the barrage of unkind-
ness on their first vacation, when Florida
newspapers headlined an interview with
Gary in which Mrs. Cooper was painted as
an impatient, demanding wife. And Mrs.
Cooper had not even been present at that
interview. Nor had the interviewer ever
met her.

As she entered the hotel with the newsboys
still calling out the story, the eyes of the
little telephone girl followed Mrs. Cooper.

“Gee,” she sighed, “I feel so sorry for
Mrs. Cooper. Why can't the world give her
just a little break?”

Nor as the years have rolled along with
Gary and Sandra still in love, has the un-
kindness abated. Only recently the world
read through newspaper columns the story
that grew from mere whispers in Hollywood
to printed bombshells all over the United
States that Sandra Shaw was said to have
boasted how delightfully she and Gary had
been entertained by a high Nazi official while
in Europe.

1 could see, once again, the bewildering
pain in Sandra Cooper’s eves, the whiteness
of Gary's face, as these lies were magnified
and repeated. I could sense, from my corner
of Hollywood, their suffering at the deliber-
ate misinformation and could scarcely resist
the cry of, “Please no. Turn your barbs
elsewhere if you must be unkind, but let
these two people who ask only the chance to
live happily together, alone for just a little
while, at least.”

THERE seems to be no forgiving of any
small weakness a Hollywood wife may
have in a world where all humanity seeks to
forgive and forget its own many frailties.
The Hollywood wife may have none. Is for-

given none. Not even their physical weak-
nesses, their bodily ailments over which they
have the slightest control is forgiven the
wife of a picture star.

“Oh, well,” a woman shrugged as the an-
nouncements of the Wallace Beery divorce
was discussed, “Rita was always ill. What
can you expect. She was certainly no com-
panion for Wally.”

Her bravery in times of illness, her efforts
to participate in her husband’s affairs, in
managing their home together, were com-
pletely ignored.

The fault was Rita’s and Rita’s alone, and
must be borne alone.

It's the husbands, the stars themselves,
who are the bitterest at the injustice done
their wives.

“If we resorted to physical violence, we'd
land in the headlines. If we shut ourselves
up in our homes we'd only lay ourselves open
to more criticism. There doesn’t seem to
be a darn thing to do but grin and bear it,
no matter how it hurts,” a star said.

Sometimes it's only a vague, meaningless
bit of gossip that is bandied about the heads
of these women to be shrugged away,
but often it can be a deep, intentional
hurt.

Mrs. Warren William once told me
of an experience she and her husband
underwent at the hands of this latter type
of home-wrecker. Mr. William walked
into his wife’s sitting-room one day and

handed her a letter. “My darling Warren.
1 can't tell you how happy I was to be with
you Thursday night, and I am looking for-
ward to our next meeting,” the letter
began.

“I think, my dear,” -said Mr. William,
“this letter was really meant for you to see.
So I'm giving it to you now.” The letter
was signed with a woman’s name un-
familiar to either Warren or his wife.

“You see, if I hadn’t, myself, been with
Mr. William on his boat that particular
Thursday night (for I seldlom am on the
boat) there may have been planted in my
mind a gem of a suspicion that could have
eventually destroyed our happiness. For
naturally wives are only human and no
matter how much they love and trust, sus-
picions can creep in.”

So you see there are deliberate attempts
against a man and woman's happiness to-
gether as well as destructive gossip.

O MARRIAGE can be too deeply

rooted in happiness to escape bitter-
ness experienced against a_ wife. Certainly
there is no happier couple in all Hollywood
than Paul Muni and his wife; a wife who
gladly, willingly gave up her own career to
care for her husband and their home. And
yet if Mrs. Muni, at her husband’s insistence,
makes a trip to the set to lend encourage-
ment or support or critical judgment to her
husband, the clickety-clack of envious
tongues begin.

“Poor Paul Muni. Can’t get away from
his wife a second. Even follows him to the
get”

It’s the same old story.

This strange condition isn't without_its
humorous angle we must admit. For
example, th the empty-headed little
vixen who had decided on Florence March,
wife of the handsome Freddy, as her par-
ticular target.

“But what has Florence been doing,” a
woman asked.

“Well,” cried her accuser, “for one thing,
she runs after Freddie. Her own husband.
You never saw anything like it.”

A bride, Mrs. Wayne Morris, seems to
be the newest victim.

“Her money has gone to Wayne’s head,”
is the choice tid-bit that even now is being
tossed about from group to group. “She’ll
cramp his boyish appeal. He'll lose out
with the fans.”

“Poor little Mrs. Morris,” the unprofes-
sional wife of a seasoned actor said to me.
“T don’t know her. Never saw her in fact,
but I do pity her with all my heart. I
wonder if she knew just what she was in
for when she married a Hollywood actor?
1 wonder if she would have gone through
with it if she had dreamed?”

“Would you?” we boldly asked. “Would
the others, had they known?”

She looked at me a long moment. “I'd
gladly go through it all again, as heart-
breaking and as needlessly cruel as it has
seemed at times. I'm sure the others would,
too. Everyone of them.”

So for those gallant women who live a
double life of love and hurt, happiness and
unkindness through no fault of theirs or
their husbands, to these “other women” in
their husband’s lives, let’s give praise and
prayers that there may soon come a day
when we all remember the golden rule of
life. To do unto others as we would that
they should do to us.





