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SUSAN ALEXANDER loves her publisher boss, CHUCK LOWRY and wants to make him marry her.  She’s gotten him into the habit of eating with her, working with her, playing with her, — she and Chuck even own a car and a plane together. But Susan lives with her mother and Chuck continues to share a bachelor apartment with Danny, his office boy.


Worse, even the, Susan is of an age and mind to be loved.  She has never been able to transfer all the lavishes of all his affection on B. Travers, his favorite author, whom he loves for his to herself.


Why does Chuck love B. Travers - Realism guy.  Any right thinking male only would need to look at Susan once to react to her high female potential but all Chuck thinks of her is that she’s pleasant companion who is also his assistant.  Oh yes, and this is important.  Chuck, the super-realist believes that Susan is inclined to be too romantic.


So Susan loves Chuck and wants to make him marry her and Chuck loves B. Traver and wants to find more ways to advance B. Travers’ career.


But there’s a joker in the situation.  Chuck never has seen B. Travers.  Although he is in constant correspondence with B. Travers because Travers is the leading author on Chuck’s publishing house’s list, neither Chuck nor any other American has ever seen B. Travers in the flesh because B. Travers shuns everyone, preferring to keep to the exclusive privacy of his remote Mexican retreat.


Quitting time one evening Susan has her hat and coat on, waiting for Chuck to take her home.   Chuck regularly eats at Susan’s but tonight is a special occasion, the night of the publisher’s annual book ball.  It’s a very fancy costume party.  Guests are to wear costumes of some important literary figure.  Sue has a lot to do before the ball, so she taps her foot nervously as she watches for Chuck.  But Chuck, deeply immersed in the manuscript B. Travers has just sent him, disregards Susan’s impatience.


He shakes his head ruefully, looks up from the manuscript and declares that he can’t imagine what has come over B. Travers.  His new manuscript “Mexican Idyll” is full of romantics.  B. Travers is a great realistic writer.  He won’t permit him to pander to circulation library lady  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1readers.


Chuck says that women are ostriches sticking their heads into the sand of romantics.  The world needs more realism and less romance.  Still totally ignoring Susan’s blatant impatience, he smugly returns to his intent perusal of “Mexican Idyll”.


The book ball is a big night in Susan’s life.  She has been looking forward to it for several weeks.  Last night when she tried on her Scarlet O’Hara costume and saw how very desirable she looked she even thought that she might propose to Chuck at the ball.  Now Chuck isn’t even giving the ball a thought.  As she really that now she feels very frustrated and very angry at Chuck, not only won’t he marry her but he has even forgotten he’s to take her to the costume ball so that she can propose to him.  Walks up to Chuck, pushes the manuscript away from his face and tells him realism and romance, she, for one wants some romance that he’s all wet and she wants it bad, she tells him tearfully and she rushes from the office.


Reluctant to abandon B. Travers, Chuck returns to the MSS, but dismayed at Susan’s unexpected emotionalism he can’t continue his reading.  He looks up at Danny for an explanation.


Danny tells him that Susan obviously loves him and wants to marry him, adds that if Chuck weren’t an intellectual ostrich himself, he’d realize he loves Susan as much as she loves him.


Finding their car locked, Susan returns to the office to ask Chuck for the keys just in time to hear Chuck vigorously deny that he loves her.  His only love, he says is B. Travers whom he’s going to make into one of the world’s greatest writers — one of the world’s great realistic writers.


Susan stalks in and coolly asks Chuck for the keys to their car.


Chuck hands them to her, belligerently returns to his perusal of B. Traver’s Mexican Idyll.


But this time Susan grabs the manuscript out of Chuck’s hands, whams him over the head with it and storms out, announcing that Chuck can forget about taking her to the book ball.  She’ll get Leo Bartlett, Chuck’s rival publisher, to take her.


At the mention of Leo Bartlett’s name, Chuck becomes very angry more than anyone else.  Chuck resents Barlett, because of his lucrative pandering to public taste, publishing only the most romantic kind of novels.


Retaining her hold on the Mexican Idyll manuscript, Susan sweeps through the door, pauses
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“It’s about time you read one of his books,” he shouts after her.  Pretending a complacency he doesn’t fee, Chuck reaches into the bottom of his desk, gets a second copy of B. Travers’ manuscript and begins to try and read it.


Danny watches him skeptically.


Chuck grabs a blue pencil and furiously cuts out a long passage from the manuscript.  Danny tells him to take it easy, not vent his emotions on his beloved Travers.


Chuck glares at Danny, begins to read the passage he has deleted: Beatrice and Don Fredrics walked along the beach at Guymas.  Don Frederics looked down at her and she could see his eyes dark, but iridescent like the moon reflected on the surging swells.  “The sea is like a lover’s caress” Don Frederics said “Gentle yet urgent.  And like a lover’s kiss, insistent, with gentle whitecaps, shining teeth that could hurt.  And its roll is like your blood and mine, resonantly pulsing against our wrists and temples...”; Chuck demands to know whether Danny has ever expected to read such romantic mush from B. Travers.  First his pal, Susan , now Travers himself.   Not a violent denunciation of all romantics and B. Travers in particular.  He’ll show them.  He declare not only to publish Travers’ Mexican Idyll, but more he will return B. Travers’ contract to him.


Danny tells him that Leo Bartlett would sell his soul to get B. Travers for his publishing house.  L. Bartlett even knew where to get in touch with B. Travers.


Chuck tells Danny that Bartlett is welcome to Travers.  That Bartlett is where anyone who writes romantic mush belongs.


“You mean you are going to give Leo Bartlett, Travers address,” Danny ventures, “You’re the only one who knows where to communicate with Travers.  That is you and Susan are the only ones who know Travers’ address.


“Like hell I’ll give Bartlett, Travers’ address,” Chuck declares, “First he steals Susan and now he wants to steal my best author.”


“You would be being inconsistent, if___”


“No ifs”.


“You’d be acting inconsistently... except that I understand.   You’re in love.  You don’t want Susan ____”


“But that doesn’t mean I want Leo Bartlett to have her.”


“And you’re through with Travers____”
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“____I understand, “ Danny is very patient and understanding.  “You don’t love Susan but you don’t want Leo Bartlett to love her.  You don’t want to have a contract with B. Travers, but you don’t want Leo Bartlett to have a contract with him.  I understand thoroughly.”


“Of course you do, “Chuck says gratefully.  “And I appreciate it Danny.”


“Sure I understand.  It’s screwy!”


“Take a letter to B. Travers”, Chuck tells Danny.  “And get me his contract, I’m returning it to him.” (OMIT)


At home Susan kisses her mother fretfully and runs upstairs to her room.


Her mother is close behind her.


Susan tells her mother that she’s given up home.  She can’t make Chuck marry her because all he can think of is B. Travers.  Instead of going to the book ball tells her mother that she’s not going to stay home and read Mexican Idyll.  Maybe she can discover what B. Travers has for Chuck that she doesn’t have.


Susan’s mother ostentatiously brings Susan’s Scarlet O’Hara costume upstairs hangs it near the bed where Susan can’t help seeing it.  As she leaves she remarks that it’s a pity that Susan isn’t going to the book ball because she would have liked to see the men’s faces when they first spotted her and saw how glorious she looked.


Susan looks at the costume then down at B. Travers’ Mexican Idyll, determinedly begins to read.  After the first few lines her brows wrinkle up as the she can’t believe what she’s reading, then slowly but surely a warm smile comes across her face.  She squirms a little, gets into a more comfortable position and absorbedly begins to read.


Danny is thoroughly dejected by the time Chuck finishes dictating the letter.”That’ll teach B. Travers”.  Chuck says,”I’ll show him, I’ll have no luck with romance.”


Danny groans. “There goes our one good author”.


Chuck laughs, slaps him on the back, tells him, he’ll mail the letter himself from the airport.


“Not going to Susan’s?”  Danny demands.  “You’re supposed to be taking her to the book ball.”


“Yeah, I know.  And she’s supposed to love me.  That’s why she slugged me with B. Travers’ manuscript.


Danny tells Chuck that it is useless for him to go to the airport. He won’t be able to fly.   Susan has the keys to their plane.  Danny saw Chuck give them to her. “ Sleep on the letter overnight.  Maybe you’ll feel differently in the morning.  Besides you ought to go out to Susan’s house right away.  She’s probably crying her eyes out for you.”


“You think so, “ Chuck asks hopefully.


Danny nods, very positively.


“Then I guess the letter can wait until tomorrow.  I’ll go out to Susan’s house and comfort her.”  He takes his hat and coat.  “Besides I could do with one of her mother’s home cooked meals.”  He sticks the letter to Travers into his pocket, leaves.  Danny asks him should he address the letter.  Chuck tells him to address ____, money. Thanks.


Danny ________, copies Travers address into his pocket notebook (Use travel of keys gag.)


Languorously stretched out on her warm, soft bed, Susan is absorbedly reading the B. Travers “Mexican Idyll” manuscript.


Her mother enters, tells her that dinner is ready.


Susan is so absorbed in B. Travers’ manuscript that she doesn’t even look up, merely says she’s not hungry.


Her mother looks at Susan’s Scarlet O’Hara dress hanging neglected, shakes her head ruefully and tells Susan that she shouldn’t go without eating because of her love for Chuck.


“Love for Chuck my eye,” Susan declares. “Me love that fugitive form his own emotions; I want a real man, someone who isn’t afraid to let himself feel like a male.”


Her mother says nostalgically that Susan’s father was like that.


Susan begins to read her mother the same passage from B. Travers’ Mexican Idyll that Chuck hated so much.  Susan reads: walked along the beach at Guymas.  He looked down at her and she could see his eyes, dark, but iridescent like the moon reflected on the surging swells. “The sea is like a lover’s caress,” Don Frederico said, “Gentle, yet urgent”


The doorbell rings.


Susan’s mother starts to go to answer it.


Susan makes her wait, insist on finishing the ‘purple’ passage: “and like a lover’s kiss, insistent, with gentle whitecaps, teeth that could hurt.___”


Her mother breaks away and goes to the window, looks out and sees Chuck ringing the bell.  It is raining.  Susan’s mother tells Susan delightedly that Chuck is below.  He’s soaking wet.  “He must really love you to come after you in this rain. Get ready, I’ll go let him in.”  She starts for the door.


Susan makes her wait until she finishes reading aloud: “and its roll is like the roar of your blood and mine resonantly pulsing against our wrists and temples.”


Susan and her mother sigh in unison.


“I could love a man who writes like this”.


Mrs. Anthony sighs again, deeply this time, “Just like your father used to talk,” She murmurs, then “Whew, An old woman like me thinking things like that.  And at my age.  I should be ashamed.”


Susan makes no move to prepare for Chuck’s coming.  To make her rise to the occasion, Mrs. Anthony tells her hopefully that she thinks that Susan might tonight be able to get Chuck to marry her.   Given Chuck had walked through such a rain to get to her, he must love her.


Susan brushes the suggestion aside, expectantly turns to the next page of B. Travers’ manuscript.


Chuck helps Mrs. Anthony set the table for dinner.   Practically an old boarder, he has eaten their so regularly, Chuck is very familiar with the usual routine.  When he has finished setting the table, Chuck yells upstairs for Susan to come down.


Susan doesn’t bother to answer.


Mrs. Anthony brings the hot food to the table.


We and cold, Chuck is anxious to get some of it inside him.  He yells up to Susan again.


Susan absorbed in B. Travers, doesn’t answer the second time.


Chuck looks to Mrs. Anthony for an explanation.


Mrs. Anthony tells Chuck that Susan probably is very busy getting into her costume for the ball.  She tells Chuck to begin eating.  She’ll go get Susan herself.


Chuck begins to eat.


Mrs. Anthony finds Susan deep in B. Travers.  She tries to persuade Susan to leave the B. Travers and come down stairs to Chuck and says. “It’s no way to treat a man you want to get to marry you”.
Susan airily tells her mother that she’ll be down after a while.  She’s not hungry.  And what B. Travers has to say about love interests her much more than Chuck Lowry.


Mrs. Anthony returns downstairs, lamely explains to Chuck that Susan is dressing for the ball.


As Chuck eats he continually looks toward to the stairs for Susan.


She comes down finally, not in her costume, but very pretty in a negligee.  Under her arm she is carrying B. Travers’ Mexican Idyll.  Chuck’s eyes light up. What Danny has been telling him about Susan’s loving him takes on a renewed value.  He starts to tell Susan how beautiful she looks.


Susan thanks him for his compliment, opens Travers book and returns to her reading.

Slighted, Chuck tries to engage her attention, “Me eating here every night and all ... why, we’re practically married,” he ventures.


Mrs. Anthony brightens.  Underneath the table she touches Susan’s foot significantly.


Susan keeps on reading B. Travers on love.


“That’s what I was say to Susan,” Mrs. Anthony says very meaningfully in Susan’s direction.


Hurt by Susan’s obvious disregard, Chuck says carefully, also in Susan’s direction, “Oh, I don’t mean Me and Susan.  I mean me and you.”  He looks at Susan to see if his barb has struck home.


But Susan doesn’t care, she has her B. Travers, “Mexican Idyll.|” She finishes her coffee and tells Chuck to go home and get into his costume and goes up stairs to get into hers.


Chuck is very worried.  Instead of going home he remains behind on the pretext of helping Mrs. Anthony with the dishes. He asks her what’s come over Susan, she has never acted like this toward him before.


Mrs. Anthony suggests that Susan’s sudden intense interest in B. Travers has something to do with it.


She warns Chuck about B. Travers, tells him that Mr. Anthony used just such a line as Travers’ ___ and she fell madly in love with him.  She asks him if he really loves Susan.


Chuck tells her that earlier in the evening he didn’t think so, walking through he rain he began to change his mind.  Now he thinks he might be in love with Susan.  But he quickly adds, “Just because my feet are we and I’m cold is no reason to believe I should marry her.”


“Good marriages have been built on less, “ Mrs. Anthony replies. “Specially if the wive doesn’t have cold feet.” Personally, she knows for a fact that Susan’s feet are always very warm.


Chuck starts to analyze his feelings toward Susan, musing out loud.


Mrs. Anthony runs upstairs to Susan.


“If I could only be sure I wasn’t being romantic, “ Chuck mutters. “I must be a realist ___ like B. Travers,” he feels the letter he has written to B. Travers complaining against Travers’ romantics in his pocket, declares, emphatically, “no, not like B. Travers!”


Susan looking extremely lovely, is putting the finishing touches to her costume.  She has Travers’ Mexican propped up against her mirror and is trying to read it at the same time when Mrs. Anthony enters.


Mrs. Anthony tells Susan that she believes that tonight Susan could make Chuck marry her.  That is, if Susan does the proposing.


Susan declares she’s not doing any proposing.  Not to Chuck Lowry anyway.  “There are bigger fish in the sea.”


“Like this B. Travers for instance?” Mrs. Anthony ventures.


“Like this B. Travers, for instance.” Susan agrees.


“You’re being foolish.  You know I think if you played your cards real well you might even get Chuck to propose to you”.


“It’s a little late for that.” Susan says, pressing B. Travers manuscript to her bosom, “Before I marry anybody I want to see B. Travers in the flesh, just to be sure,” She reluctantly starts to put he book away, then changes her mind, takes it over to her bed and lays it down on the pillow beside her where her head will rest.  As she goes out the door, more attractive than she has ever been before, she tosses a lingering kiss to the B. Travers’ manuscript. “I wish somebody would blow me to a trip to Tamuzilio,” she says.


“Where’s that?”  Mrs. Anthony demands.


“Mexico,” Susan replies.  “It’s a little town where B. Travers lives”.


Expecting to see Chuck back from his apartment and in costume, Susan is very disappointed to find him, wound in Mrs. Anthony’s copious agron, just putting the finishing touches on some dishes.  Susan chides him about his lack of costume.  She tells im he has no sense of the romantic.  Chuck tells her that there was no sense in his going home and leaving the dishes to Mrs. Anthony because he hasn’t gotten a costume anyway. Costume balls are silly romantic
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“And you’re a silly intellectual,”


Chuck turns away, hurt because he just was going to tell Susan how ravishingly desirable she looks.


Susan, sensing it, rushes to him, puts her arms around his neck, “Tell me I look wonderful, “ she says.


“You look wonderful,” Chuck says, simply but fervently.


Susan reaches up and pecks him on the cheek.


Chuck offers to get her coat but she breaks away, says there is something else she wants to get upstairs.


He looks longingly after her.  As soon as he hears the door of her close behind her he turns to Mrs. Anthony and says dolefully, “Somehow I feel as though Susan were slipping through my fingers.”


“Maybe if you proposed to her tonight ___” Mrs. A. begins.


“That’s it!  I will.   We’re practically married anyway.”


Susan comes downstairs with the manuscript of B. Travers’ Mexican Idyll pressed warmly against her side.


“I want to read it on the way to the ball,” she explains “Your B. Travers fascinates me more than______ ______ ______” Susan hesitates to says “Anyone I’ve ever known,”


As they leave Mrs. Anthony says knowingly, “Good luck Chuck,”


“Thanks Ma, “Chuck says, and turns to open the door for Susan.


Behind Chuck’s back Susan looks at her mother inquiringly.


Mrs. Anthony indicates her wedding ring, moves it up and down on her finger, nods to Susan indicating that she believes that Susan finally has Chuck ready to marry her.


Susan violently shakes her head, signifying that she doesn’t want to marry Chuck anymore.


They leave.


As soon as Chuck and Susan are in their car, Susan opens the B. Travers’ manuscript and proceeds to give it her sole attention.


Chuck looks at Susan, sees how very lovely she looks, clears his throat to attract her attention.


But Susan ignores him for B. Travers.


“Come ___ Susan,  Chuck says knowingly, “ I know what you’re doing.  You’re neglecting me to read Travers to teach me a lesson because that’s what I always used to do __”


Susan smiles up at him, returns to her reading.


“But that’s all over Susan,” Chuck says, taking his letter dismissing Travers out of his pocket, “Let’s talk Susan.”


“Susan reluctantly closes Travers book, “I think that B. Travers must be the most exciting man in the world,”  she says.  “A great lover. He knows more about how a woman feels.  And he isn’t afraid of expressing his emotions.


Chuck frowns, puts his letter to Travers back in his pocket, decides the situation calls for more than talk.  He tries to make love to her.


She continues extolling B. Travers’ innumerable attractions.  


He kisses her violently on the mouth.


As soon as she can emerge from his embrace she cooly resumes her account of what reading B. Travers’ Mexican Idyll has done to her.  “B Travers must be some man, “ she sighs, “I’d give anything to meet him.”


A little worried by now Chuck demands, “Anything?”


“Anything”, she murmurs.


That’s enough for Chuck, forgetting the wheel, the traffic, everything except that he realizes that he loves Susan desperately, he turns, takes her in his arms and kisses her.


A limousine stops in front of them.


Susan screams as Chuck crashes into it.


Chuck looks up, “It’s only Leo Bartlett’s car, “ he explains, and tries to take her in his arms again.

She nervously brushes him off.


“Hey?”  he demands suspicious at last, “ I think you’re in love with somebody else,”


“Maybe I am,” she replies and gets out of the car, nearly falling into the well tailored arms of Leo Bartlett.


“Who?”  Chuck demands.


“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she turns to Leo Bartlett and starts to apologize for the collision.


“But, Susan you can’t ___” Chuck begins, “I love you ___”


Leo Bartlett, Chuck’s rival publisher, sleek and robust looking wears a pirate’s costume.  Leo stands for everything Chuck despises because Leo very successfully specializes in publishing romantic drug store circulation library fiction.


Chuck remarks that Leo’s pirate costume.  Leo stands for everything Chuck despises because Leo very successfully specializes in publishing romantic drug store circulation library fiction.


Chuck remarks that Leo’s pirate costume is very becoming, except that it looks far too natural on him.


Leo is effusive in his admiration for Susan’s beauty.


And Susan, very appreciative, can’t help comparing his gracious attitude toward her with Chuck’s casualness.  She accepts Leo’s invitation to dance, lets him hold her close, but shuts her eyes and pretends that she’s dancing in B. Travers’ arms.


Leo wakes her from her reveries with an invitation to quit Chuck and come to work for him at a larger salary.


“You don’t want me.  You want B. Travers’ address,” Susan laughs, “Besides I can’t go to work for you because I’m thinking of taking a trip to Mexico.”


“To see B. Travers?” Leo asks quickly.


“To see B. Travers,” she replies, warm with a glow of anticipation.


“Where did you say B. Travers was living?” he asks, apparently very casually.


“I didn’t say,” Susan laughs, “ But wouldn’t you like to know so that you could get him away from Chuck?”


“I’d only give my right arm.”


“Always chiseling, I know you’re left handed.”


“My left then,” Leo Bartlett becomes suddenly serious,” Susan tells me where I can get in touch with B. Travers.  Chuck hasn’t the resources to give Travers the break his work deserves.  I’d bring out big editions ___” I can do a lot for him.


A man touches Bartlett on the shoulder.  Bartlett is forced to leave Susan and go to the bandstand where he is to be one of the judges for the best costumes of the evening contest.


Susan looks after Bartlett, very seriously considers all that Bartlett said he would do for B. Travers if she helped him sign him.


Chuck rushes over, takes her in his arms, continues the dance with her.


“I’m miserable, Susan,” Chuck says, love warm-lit in his eyes.


“Why should you be?”  Susan asks cruelly, “You love B. Travers and B. Travers loves you.”


“Don’t be foolish Susan, B. Travers is a man.  It’s you I love.  You’re a woman.”


“So you finally noticed.  Well it’s too late.  You’ll just have to go on loving B. Travers.


“But I don’t love B. Travers.”  He reaches into his pocket, takes out the letter he has written Travers.  “I’ve even written him that I don’t like B. Travers Mexican Idyll manuscript that he sent me.  I’ve told him that It’s too full of romantic mush.  I’m returning it to him and I’m sending him back his contract with me.


Alarmed when she realizes that Chuck intends to reject her B. Travers “Mexican Idyll”, Susan begins to defend B. Travers.  She hasn’t been able to tear herself away from his book since she turned the first page.  “Say,” Chuck says suspiciously,” Weren’t you trying to teach me a lesson by reading Travers’ manuscript all the way over here in the car?”


“No you silly, “Never agreed with you about B. Travers before but now after reading his Mexican Idyll in my opinion, B. Travers is a most marvelously sensitive writer.  Chuck, you can’t reject his new book, “ she says passionately.  “He’s he’s he’s wonderful!  Susan starts to defend B. Travers violently.  She declares that in her opinion he’s a marvelously sensitive writer, a great man, the finest etc.  Especially Chuck sees how concerned she is over B. Travers’ fate.  He stops dancing, stands off from her, “Susan, I think you are in love with B. Travers. he says unbelievingly, “Are you in love with B. Travers?”


Before Susan can answer the drummer sounds a long roll on his drums.  The music stops.  Leo Bartlet steps into the spot light and announces that the judges have made their decision as to who shall be awarded the prize for the best costume.


Susan shrugs her lovely shoulders.  Everyone primps, preparing to accept the award for the best costume but Leo Bartlett announces that Chuck’s costume is the best.  First prize goes to Chuck Lory for his costume of the Poor but Sincere and Deserving Publisher of Books That Are So Good He Can’t Sell Them.

I’m not wearing a costume” Chuck begins,  but he hears everyone laughing around him.


Boiling mad he walks to thee bandstand to receive his award with great bravado.


Leo Bartlett ceremoniously hands him a small, gold-plated loving cup.


Chuck takes it, goes to the bar, orders the bar tender to fill the cup with whiskey.


Susan approaches with Leo Bartlett.  Susan has just chided Leo for the mean stunt he has pulled on Chuck.  She is prepared to be very tender to Chuck. 


Chuck downs the whiskey and turns on her.


“Chuck please don’t mail that letter to B. Travers,” Susan says half pleading, “You’ll break his heart.” “It seems you care much more about B. Travers than you do about me.  What about my heart.”


I’m going to take care of your boyfriend B. Travers, right now,” he says, taking the letter out of his pocket.  He turned to Leo Bartlett “Leo this ought to interest you.  I have here a contract with B. Travers.” He starts walking toward a mail shaft with Leo and Susan close behind him. “You’d give your right arm __”


“__my left.  I’m left handed, “Leo says gleefully.


“Never mind, You’d give both your arms to have this contract with B. Travers.  But I __ I’m sending it back because I don’t like the romantic mush he writes!


Leo doesn’t rub his hands together but pleasant anticipation is clear in his eyes.


Susan goes close to Chuck, her eyes are wet. “Don’t mail it Chuck,” She pleads, “You’re making a big mistake.  You’ll ruin B. Travers.”


Chuck hands her his pocket handkerchief.


Susan wipes her eyes.  Slowly, what am I asking questions for?


“Say, Susan,” he says, “You do love B. Travers don’t you?”


“I do”  Susan sobs, “I’m afraid I do .  Please don’t cancel his contract.”


Chuck drops the letter into the mail shaft.” That settles it,” he says, suddenly very angry, “He’s fired and so are you!


Danny the office boy, appropriately garbed as a Mississippi river boat gambler walks on the scene, sees what is happening and claps his hand to his brow in exaggerated despair.  “This is fine!” Leo Bartlett tells Susan jubilantly. “Now that Chuck has fired you are etc. “Now you are free to take my offer of a job!  Leo tells Susan “Since Chuck just has cancelled his contract with B. Travers and since you want to go to Mexico, your first assignment will be to go to B. Travers and sign him up to write three popular romantic novels for us.  Let’s see, suppose I give you a check for $10,000 dollars to bring to him.  That ought to do the trick oughtn’t it?”


“You’ll give me a check for ten thousand dollars to bring with me to B. Travers?”  Susan asks slowly.  She no longer is crying.  


“Susan you can’t do it,” chuck pleads agitatedly, “I’m only trying to teach Travers a lesson.  Bartlett you’ll ruin him as a serious writer.  Susan you and I are the only people who know Travers’ address ___”


“__ and me, “Danny says, “ I know B. Travers’ address too. “He opens his notebook and begins to thumb its pages. “  Sinclair Lewis, Katherine Mansfield, Eugene O’Neill, Vincent Sheehand, ___ T here it is in the T’s Travers, B. Travers,” she pauses dramatically.


Chuck and Susan ignore him.  But Leo Bartlett regards him with interest.


“Will you make it $10,000 even?” Susan asks Bartlett.


“$10,000 even, “ Bartlett agrees, “Even B. Travers can get married on that much money.”


“That’s what I’m thinking,” Susan smiles.


“Susan, you can’t,” Chuck demands, “I love you.”


“You don’t love anybody” Susan says, “Only thing you love is to have your own way.  When I loved you ___ yes, you big stiff I loved you, you, you didn’t love me.  When you had B. Travers you didn’t want him.  You cancelled his contract.  Now that Leo Bartlett wants him you want him.  When I loved you __ yes, you big dope I loved you, you didn’t love me.  Now that I don’t love you, and you’re afraid B. Travers will get me, now you want me.  Well you’re out of luck.”


Danny shaking his head disdainfully, “Susan loves Chuck. But Chuck loves B. Travers. Susan falls for B. Travers so Chuck falls for Susan. Boy meets girl.  Girl loves boy.  Boy loses girl.  Boy loves girl.  From the play of the same name,” He turns to Susan “You can’t do it, Susan, it’s too corny.  Besides you don’t have to.” He goes up to Leo Bartlett, “From where I stand Mr. B. I can plainly see that the letter Chuck mailed to B. Travers is stuck in the glass mail shaft.  All you have to do is to walk over there and read Travers’ address through the glass.  And you won’t be breaking up a lovely romance.”


They all turn, see the letter stuck in the shaft.  Leo starts toward it.


“Danny I’ll murder you for this,” Chuck screams.


“Do, and I’ll whisper B. Travers address to Mr. Bartlett before I die,”  Danny says cooly, “You don’t appreciate it but I am helping you onto the path of true love.”


Leo peeps through the glass of the mail chute, “The letter is stuck with the address on the other side of the shaft,” he says disconsolately.


“Give me your check for ten thousand.” Susan tells Leo Bartlett, “I’ll take it to B. Travers myself!”  Leo hands her the check.  She holds out her hand to Chuck. Chuck tries to kiss her. She shakes hands __.  “So long Chuck I’m flying down in our plane!” She leaves with Leo Bartlett.


Chuck looks after her disconsolately.


“Buck up Bucko,” Danny tells him, “Just because it’s hopeless, don’t feel discouraged.”


Chuck turns on him murderously. “The girl I love is going to marry another man – and in my plane!”


Danny hands him a key ring,”The plane keys,” Danny tells him, “they fell out of Susan’s pocket.”


“Fell out?”


“All right.  I took them out.  But it isn’t nice of you to mention it,”  Danny indicates Chuck’s letter.


“If that letter doesn’t reach B. Travers you’ll still have a contract with him,”  Danny says. “And if you still have a contract with him, Bartlett can’t get him away from you.  So he won’t send Susan to Mexico and you’ll have a change to win her back.”


Chuck rushes to the mail chute with the aid of his pocket comb tries to reach inside and retrieve his letter.


Danny, playing lookout, sees a burly Irish man approach.  The Irishman wears etc. __.


The Irishman wears the unmistakable heavy conventional detective’s brogans.  To distract him so that he will not see Chuck tampering with the mail box, Danny goes up to the detective, “Got a match Detective Shapiro?”  he asks innocently.


“Yes, but my name’s Finnegan, Detective Michael Finnegan, Central Detective Squad,” Finnegan says testily.


Danny doesn’t bother to take the proffered match, starts away in the opposite direction.


“Hey punk,” Finnegan calls after him, “Who told you I’m a detective?”


“You did, Tony,” Danny smirks, “you’re attached to the Central Detective Squad.


Finnegan starts after Danny but Danny slinks away among the costumed dancers.  Pursuing Danny, Finnegan doesn’t see what Chuck is doing.


In the street, Susan finds that she doesn’t have the keys to her and Chuck’s plane.  She tells Bartlett to wait for her and goes to ask Chuck for them.


She finds Chuck tampering with the mail box.  Chuck admits that he has the keys.  She asks him to give them to her.  Instead of handing them over he tells here that he always loved her but he never had time to notice it because he was all bound up in B. Travers.  Now to show how he’s changed he’ll give Bartlett, Travers’ contract if Susan will come back to work for him.


“Why should I?  You just fired me.”


“That was because I love you.”


“Then why  do you want to rehire me?”


“Because I love you – Oh Susan.  I know it’s crazy but I cant stand the idea of anyone else having you.”


“That’s the truth.  It’s not me you love.  It’s having your own way.  Now give me the keys to the plane.”


“No” Chuck says resolutely. “Even though you love B. Travers, I love you.  And if you’re going to him I’m going along and I’m going to keep asking you until you agree to forgive me and marry me.”  He twirls the key ring. “All is fair in love”, he says.


“OK” Susan says ominously, “All is fair in love.” She leaves him.


Chuck gives up trying to retrieve his letter to B. Travers, when Danny returns.


“ I heard her “Danny says. “ You still have a chance.  Danny tells him that he must get to B. Travers before Susan does then he’ll be able to tell Travers it was all a mistake or something.  Anyway the thing to do is for Chuck to get to B. Travers pronto.


Chuck is telling Danny hopelessly that he hasn’t enough money to buy a ticket to Hoboken no less to Mexico when Susan returns with Detective Michel Finnegan. “You think as, “Chuck asks hopefully. “Positive,” Danny replies, “Just keep after her. He spies Susan returning with Detective Michael Finnegan and runs out before Finnegan can catch him.


Susan turns to Finnegan and points to Chuck “Arrest that man, Detective,” she orders, “He was tampering with the U.S. mails.  I saw him with my own eyes!”


Finnegan points to the sign on the mail box warning that people who tamper with the mails will be sentenced to five years in jail.


Chuck tries to reason with Finnegan.  After all, Finnegan actually didn’t see him tampering with the mails.  Finnegan only has Susan’s word for it.


But Finnegan arrests Chuck and takes him to the city court.


The judge refuses to listen to Chuck’s denials and holds him for trial.


“Susan I love you,” Chuck pleads, “how can you do this to me?”


“All’s fair in love,” Susan says.  “You said so yourself.”  “But I’ll go your bail – if you give me the keys to the plane.”


At first the judge doesn’t want to release Chuck even on bail, but Susan reminds him that she is the only witness against Chuck.  If the judge doesn’t let Chuck out on bail she won’t testify against him.


So the judge is forced to release Chuck, but he warns him not to leave the city.


Susan leaves with Chuck.  


The judge assigns Finnegan to keep an eye on Chuck to see that he doesn’t try to leave the city.


Chuck drives Susan to the airport, helps her wheel out their plane, starts the motor for her.


Susan slams the door, shouts, “I’m afraid I’m still very fond of you, you lug;” she yells as she guns the motor.


The plane begins to move.


Realizing what Susan has said Chuck tries to jump aboard.


She tries to keep him off.


Finnegan sees what’s up runs toward Chuck yelling for him not to dare board the plane.  As he reaches Chuck he grabs for Chuck’s coat.


Chuck almost has to loose his grip on Susan’s plane.  Susan conks Finnegan with a fire extinguisher and drags Chuck aboard.


They roar down the field and are in the air before Finnegan realizes that Chuck successfully has jumped his bail.


Finnegan is furious.  Running to the airport operations office, he demands Susan & Chuck’s destination.


“Somewhere in Mexico” the airport officer tells him,”


“Where abouts in Mexico?”


“After some guy named B. Travers.  Susan and Chuck are the only ones who know the name of the town.”


“I’ll find out,” Finnegan declares, rubbing his sore head ruefully, “And when I do I’m going there and I’m personally going to bring that Chuck to a federal penitentiary.


In the plane roaring Southward, Chuck turns to Susan. “You love me,” he says confidently, “Otherwise you wouldn’t have conked that detective, and dragged me aboard.”


“I conked Finnegan because I needed a good co-pilot and you’re it.” She says cooly.


Chuck laughs. “That’s funny. Come one Susan, you’ve taught me enough of a lesson.  Let’s forget it.  I’m sorry I acted the way I did about you.  I love you. Come on forgive me and you know what lets make this trip our honeymoon.”


“You’re too late.  You’ve lost me.  I’m going to sign up B. Travers up for Les Bartlett, then I’m going to marry him.”


“You’re being silly.  Do you think I’ll ever let B. Travers sign with you and Bartlett.  I’m his publisher.  Travers will listen to me.”


“You were his publisher.  You’re forgetting that letter you sent him.”


“I can explain that.  I’ll tell him I was only trying to teach him a lesson, not to write romantic mush.  He’ll understand.  After we’re both men.  I’ll talk to him man to man.”
“And I’ll offer him ten thousand dollars, woman to man.  If he’s half the man he writes like my feminine wiles do the trick.”


She puts her head on Chuck’s shoulder and calmly proceeds to go to sleep.


As the plane drones on through the night Chuck looks at her sleeping sweetly on his shoulder and leans down to kiss her lovingly on the mouth.


Susan wakes instantly. “Don’t you think B. Travers will be able to take me on a nice long honeymoon with the money I’m bringing him?”  She asks “He must be some man” She shivers a little in anticipation. “The way he writes about love___”


Chuck pushes the stick forward and points the nose of the ship down into a screaming dive, tumbling Susan out of her seat. “I hate you!” he says furiously, But I’m going to marry you”.


When Susan drops down at Jacala, a mall Mexican airport, shortly after dawn, Susan still is sleeping.


Chuck sends a telegram to B. Travers announcing their arrival and walks back to the plane with a Mexican officer.


As Susan wakes she hears the Mexican officer tell Chuck that Tamuzillio, B. Travers’ village is only half an hour’s flight over the mountains.


They take off.


A little guilty for having slept all night and left Chuck to do all the piloting alone, Susan feels considerably softened to him.


Chuck takes advantage of her softness to make very effective love to her.  Employing the most lush, tender and passionate expressions of love and devotion Chuck soon has Susan nearly swept away.


She starts to tell Chuck that she relents; that she loves him and not B. Travers; and that they can use their visit to B. Travers for a honeymoon. “I never knew until now how beautifully you could make love to me.” Susan murmurs as she lifts her face to kiss him.  He shows her a book propped up on his dashboard.


“That shows what bad taste you have,” Chuck laughs.  “I’ve the mushiest romances Leo Bartlett ever published.”  He tries to kiss her but she evades him. “And that’s what you want to turn B. Travers into,” Chuck laughs, “You want to make chance the marry you think you have a great writer not a romantic mush writer. ___Song of the Flesh,” he exults, “What you bit for,”


“I’ll bite for B. Travers,” she declares furiously, “He’s not afraid to let himself feel a real emotion.  He’s a real man!”


They land at Tamuzillio. 


A very tall, dark romantic looking man and a soft, pretty young woman are waiting to greet them.


Susan rushes to the man, kisses him impulsively, but hard. “B. Travers, I knew you immediately,” she gushes, “You’re just the sort of man I’d knew you’d be from your books.”


The tall, dark, romantic looking man smiles, continues to hold Susan in his arms.


Meanwhile the soft, pretty, young woman has introduced herself to Chuck.


Chuck leads her over to Susan, says, trying hard not to burst into laughter, “Susan I’d like you to meet B. Travers. Miss Beatrice Travers, my favorite author!”


Susan looks up at the tall, dark man who still holds her in his arms.


He reluctantly releases her, then bows low.” Don Frederico Amalfi, Senorita,” he says, “I am charmed.”


“If you’re charmed by the warmth of Susan’s greeting, it is nothing,” Chuck says disparagingly,”Let me show you how a real American greets his Mexican cousin,”


Don Frederico takes a step toward Chuck with arms outstretched to return Chuck’s embrace but Chuck turns, sweeps pretty Beatrice Travers into his arms and kisses her lingeringly on the mouth.


Susan looks ready to explode.


But Beatrice obviously is pleased, very pleased with her American publisher.


Beatrice invites Susan and Chuck to stay at her house.


Susan’s room adjoins Chuck’s.


As Chuck unpacks he hears Susan crying.  Opening the intervening door, he sees her lying on her bed reading B. Travers’ Mexican Idyll and crying.  He goes to her and puts his arms around her tenderly.  He tells her that now that she’s found out that B. Travers is no man she has no more reason to be in love with. He starts to ask her to marry him and make their trip their honeymoon.


Susan snaps erect, drys her eyes and declares, “I didn’t come down here only to marry B. Travers. I came to sign B. Travers up with Leo Bartlett.  I didn’t get a husband but I’m going to get Bartlett his author. And nothing in the world is going to make me marry you!


“If you think I’m going to let you turn B. Travers over to Leo Bartlett you ought to have your head examined,” Chuck says quietly, “You’re going to marry me and Beatrice Travers our most profitable source of income.” Despite her protests he takes her in his arms and kisses her hard.


Instead of melting Susan tries to drive him out of her room.


A servant enters.  Chuck releases Susan. “Has a letter come yet for Senorita Beatrice from her publisher in New York?” Susan asks the servant anxiously.


“Not yet senorita,” the servant replies.


“It will come, “ Susan says, looking directly at Chuck. “And it will fix you,” she says meanly.


“Me senorita?” the servant asks anxiously.


“The senorita means me,” Chuck says. He tries to be gay, but he obviously is worried underneath.


“Senorita Travers asked me to tell you that cocktails and lunch are waiting on the terrace, the servant says, very much relieved.


Beatrice and Don Fredrico already are on the terrace.  In contrast to Beatrice’s utilitarian tweeds, Don Frederico wears the old fashioned tight pants and open silk shirt of the neighborhood.  Around his waist is a luxurious dark colored silken cummerbund.


Chuck and Susan are both a little surprised at Dom Fredrico’s get up.


“My costume is comfortable in this climate.  My father wears it and so shall I,” Don Frederico says pleasantly.” Besides I like it.”


“Don Frederico is an incurable romantic,” Beatrice laughs, a little apologetically.


“I think he knows how well his costume sets him off,” Susan says appreciatively, “ I think he looks very romantic.” She turns to Chuck,” Don’t you, Chuck?”


Chuck doesn’t like the excellent impression Don Frederico has made on Susan.”To be perfectly frank I think I agree with Senorita Travers.”


Beatrice laughs, tells Chuck not to call her Senorita Beatrice.  It’s so stiff.  He should call her Beatrice.  It’s simpler. “I am not like Don Frederico,” Beatrice adds, “He and I are always quarreling.  He is such an incurable romantic.”


“That’s what’s wrong with Susan, –Beatrice,” Chuck says, “We’re always having the same quarrel too.”


A servant announces that lunch is ready.


Don Frederico takes Susan’s arm leads her to the table.  A double bench is on each side.  “Since we are on the same side, Senorita Susan, we shall sit on the same side,” Don Frederico says gallantly making room for Susan beside him.


“Gladly Senor,” Susan says, very pleased with the gallant attention he is giving her.


Chuck and Beatrice are forced to rather lamely follow.  Chuck ostentatiously pulls out the bench for Beatrice and frowns unhappily at Don Frederico.

Change of Heart

Thinking that he had only realized he loved Susan after she had fallen for Travers. Chuck figures why shouldn’t the same psychology work on her.  He decided to pretend he is in love with Beatrice Travers.


Of course he conveniently ignores the fact that Don Frederico is around and that Don Frederico may pull the same trick.


It becomes a race between Chuck and Don Frederico to see who can pay his girl the most lavish attention.  Only the screw part of the situation is that Chuck loves Susan and is paying attention to Beatriz and Don Frederico loves Beatriz and is paying court to Susan.  At least that’s the way it starts out. 

Change of Heart

Even at lunch Beatrice takes it big. For a girl who shares Chuck’s disdain for sentiment Beatrice sure eats romance up.


Chuck soon has her eating it out of his hand.  


And Susan is boiling because it seems that she will have little chance to get Beatrice away from Chuck after the impression Chuck has made.


“You know Senorita Travers I’m certainly glad you feel the way I do about romance.” Chuck tells Beatrice, “I’d like to discuss it with you in relation to your last manuscript you sent me.”


Don Frederico turns to Susan, “I’m so glad you feel the way I do about romance Senorita Susan —I would like to talk about it with you —in private.”


Chuck boils.


But Susan keeps her eye on the ball, “I’d love to Don Frederico, but not now please.  I am very anxious to hear what Senorita Beatriz has to say about her new book she sent Chuck.” Susan turns to Beatriz, “Senorita, I think your Mexican Idyll is wonderful.  It is just perfect.  I wouldn’t change a word in it.”


“Thank you, you are very kind. I worked very hard on it.” Beatriz says warmly.


Susan turns to Chuck, “Please go on Chuck. You were saying that you didn’t like Senorita Beatriz’ book,” she says sweetly.


Beatriz turns on Chuck fiercely, “What does she say Senor? You do not like my book?”


Chuck begins to declare his undying affection for every word Beatriz has ever written and ever will write when a servant enters.

Change of Heart

Chuck and Susan both recognize the envelope.  It is Chuck’s letter to Travers and dismissing work as romantic mush and returning her contract.


“A letter for you Senorita Beatriz,” the servant says, “From your publisher in New York, I think.”


“Ah senor, Chuck how many times Don Frederico has told me not to write serious novels like I do but to write sentimental romances all the time.  I am glad my writing pleases you.  Yes I’m very glad to have a contract with you who understands me,” Beatriz takes Chuck’s arm affectionately.


Realizing that he will lose Beatriz if she gets the letter cancelling her contract, Chuck declares, “The letter is nothing senorita.  Now that I am here I can discuss it with you personally,” and grabs for the letter.


But Susan turns, gets the letter from the servant first and triumphantly hands it to Beatriz.


Beatriz opens it and reads Chuck’s dismissal of her.  Chuck plumps dismally in his chair.

Change of Heart

Don Frederico leans over and whispers to Susan,” You and Senor Chuck quarrel so much.  You are in love together, no?”


“No positively no!” Susan declares.


“I am glad, very glad,” Don Frederico says, looking deep into Susan’s eyes.  You and I are both very romantic.  We see things the same way ___”


Beatriz finishes reading Chuck’s letter, looks up and glares at Chuck furiously.


“I can explain —“ Chuck begins.


Beatrice stalks into the house.


Susan ostentatiously takes Leo Bartlett’s ten thousand dollar check for Beatriz out of her pocket, waves it at Chuck airily and follows Beatriz into the house.


“Ah such a woman,” Don Frederico, sighs, “I could love her myself — if it were permitted.”


“Me too –if it were permitted.” Chuck choruses, then “Who do you mean?” he demands.


Don Frederico smiles and shrugs as if to say “What difference does it make which one?”
