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the
hollywood
habit

by ... William Morrison

1¢s exhilarating to change wives
with the impulsiveness of a bee
sipping nectar. But what if each
new wife is a stand-in for the old?

RocEr UPTON was the last man
T'd have expected to go Hollywood,
so completely the last man, ia fact,
that when I heard the rumor—only
a casual onc, as Roger wasn't im-
portant enough for a high-voltage
rumor campaign—it was natural for
me to disbelieve it.

1 had known Roger a long time,
ever since his high school days. He
had always been contemptuous of
what some people thought of as
glamor, preferring his quict Betty
to the more popular girls who
would have liked to be friendly
with him. Later on, when he had
become well known as a character
actor, he had never gone to night
clubs or been involved in any of the
sensational brawls that took ptace
in and around the city of angels.

His idea of a good time, appat-
ently, was to make something in
the machine shop he had set up in
his garage, or to do a few experi-
ments in the laboratory he had built
later, when he could afford it. He
was about as unactorlike an actor as
you ever saw.

That was why it was such a shock
to learn that the rumor was true,

There's something about a William Morrison faniasy yarn, encased as this

one is in a sparkling capsule of completely believable future sciece,
that makes its recommendation a joy under any and all circumstances. Se,

dear reader, if you are marooned on a desert island and in need of guidance
and succor—here is a brightly beckoning avenue of escape down which you
may Irip in the company of an undaunied, superlatively gifted story teller.
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I can’t say that 1 liked his new
wife too much, Betty had been soft
and gentle and compliant, with
mouse-colored hair and wistful fea-
tures, and when she entered a room
she had always been content to re-
main a part of the background. This
one had nothing wistful about her,
and she wasn't background. She was
loud and brash, and her hair too
definitely caught your eye. When
she laughed, as she did often when
I saw her, you had no doubt that
she was amused. She was a complete
change from Betty.

One of the good things about
Roger was that you could talk to
him frankly. He said, “You don't
approve, do you, Jim?”

“It's none of my business. But T
did like Betty.”

“So did 1,” he agreed. “For years.
But when you have to live with a
woman day in and day out, the
Bettys of his world begin to pall
on you.” He said this quite coolly.
T felt that I needed a little va-
riety.”

“You have it,” I said. “How did
Betty take it?”

“Better than you'd suppose. You
don't have to worry about her.”

Then he dropped the subject and
showed me a new motor he had
built. Outside of wives, nothing
clse about him had changed.

The new wife lasted two years.
There followed a giddy platinum
blonde, of whom he tired in less
thun six months, an olive-skinned
brunette, another redhead, with
bair less flaming this time, and an-
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other blonde, with tresses a sooth-
ing lemon. If variety was what
Roger wanted, he was getting it.

He had remained stodgy and
stolid enough in all other ways, but
when it came to changing wives, he
was Hollywood at its most charac-
teristic. I was pleased to see, how-
ever, that he managed his marital
transactions quictly. Being only a
character actor, he didn’t have the
glare of publicity about him that
would have made the whole matter
distastcful. The gossip reporters
heard not a word about divorce and
remarriage until the switch had ac-
tually been made, and by that time
the news was old and unexciting.

During this entire period—all
five wives had taken no more than
six years—I saw Roger on very rare
occasions, and then for only a few
hours at a time. One look at his
current spouse was always enough
for me. They were none of them my
type. I wondered that Roger should
consider them his.

He had gone on to New Wife
Number Six, another brunette,
when T arrived in town for a short
stay. This time Roger appeared to
be a little more lonely than usual-—
evidently, none of these women
were as good company as Betty had
been—and he invited me to stay
overnight at his house.

At dinner I found myself staring
at his current wife a little more
often than was polite. There was
something odd about her, and it
took me a full hour to realize what
it was. She wasn't as quiet and re-
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tiring as his first had been, nor as
loud and aggressive as some of his
other wives. But her manner of
speech was familiar, her features
brought back memories, and her
every motion, her gestures—

She was another Betty. A little
older, a little harder, but not enough
to be spoiled. Some psychologists
tell us that a man always falls in
love with the same kind of woman.
Roger hadn't followed the rule for
the past six ycars. But evidently the
rule had followed him, and even-
tually it had caught up with him.

I said nothing to Roger about it.
But [ think his wife noticed me
staring at her, and a puzzled look
came into her eye

I didn't have much of a chence
to talk to her. The few minutes we
were alone she spent in chatting
about the polite trifles most of us
use as subjects of conversation when

we don't know cach other very
well. Even if she had asked mc,
however, 1 don't th Id

mentioned what I had dls(a\crcd

It was another year before I was
in town again. This must have been
a bad year for Roger, becruse his
name disappeared from the casts of
the new movies. For some Holly-
wood reason or another, Roger had
lost popularity as a character actor,
and was apparently on his way out.

It's under such circumstances that
a man most nceds, and appreciates
a friend, and I made haste to call
him. Roger wasn't at home, but his
new wife was, 2nd she invited me
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over. She wanted very much to talk
to me.

This time, when I saw her, she
reminded me more of Betty than
ever. She cvidently reminded her-
self too, for she asked me, with a
bluntness typical of Roger himsel,
“Do T look like Betty?"

“Very much like her,” T replied.

I move and act like her too, dau't
12" she asked.

I nodded uneasily. T didn't like
the subject, but I knew that it was
useless to try to change it.

Her next question startled me.
“Tell me, please, do 1 resemble
Roger's other wives too?”

“Not at all,” I assured her.
“His other wives were as different
from you, and from each other, as
women could be—different in every
possible way.”

“In cvery v
so. 1
we we

ay? You really think
as under the impression that
all about the same height,
and the same weight.”

T wouldn’t know about that,” I
said, noncommittal

“I do know,” she said. "I can
wear their shoes. By the way, have
you been through the house during
the past few years? Have you scon

T hadn’t, and she showed it 10
well equipped, as far s
and there were 1
jgreat many instruments I couldn't
make head or tail of. There were
also many books on technical as-
pects of biochemistry, and sever:!
on clinical psychiatey. In a way, [
was impressed. Roger had been luss
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of a dilettante than I had realized.

The really odd thing about the
laboratory, however, was the layer
of dust that covered most of the
reagents and  books. “What's
wrong?" I asked. "Has Roger lost
interest in all this?”

She nodded. “I think he’s lost
interest permancatly. 1 don't think
he's gumg to use this place any
mor

“Why not?"

She didn't answer directly. “You
know,” she said, “there’s something
T must tell you. Something I never
told Roger himself. At times I have
very strange memories.”

1 murmured something noncom-
mittal, I wasn't sue that I wanted
her telling me things she didn't tell
her own husband.

She went on as if what I said
or left unsaid didn’t matter. “I
seem to remember things that hap-
pened to other people. To Betty,
for one thing. To all of Roger's
other wives, too. It's as if I had
actually been all those women.”

“If T were you—" 1 began.

“No, it's no use advising me to
see a psychiatrist. I intended to do
that of my own accord, uatil I real-
ized the truth. The fact is, 1 was
all these women.”

‘That stopped me, and it was at
that point that I began edging away
from her. People who have the de-
lusion that they are someone else
are not usually allowed to run
around loose for long.

She noticed me shying away, and
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sid, “Don't be sily. You surcly
aren’t afraid uf me.”

*No, but—

“I do have memories that belong
to.all those other women. I can tell
you things they did and places they
went to.”

“You might have learned about
them from Roger,” I reminded her.

She shook her head. “On the
contrary, Roger never talked about
them. Nor did anyone else,
Neither the neighbors nor Roger's
friends were allowed to become too
well acquainted with them. Or
rather, too well acquainted with mre,
in my different bodily forms. What
I remembered all came to me from
my own mind."

1 wasn't going to argue with her,
and it obviously wouldn't have made
any difference if 1 hed. She said,
“You still find it hard to believe
what Roger did, don’t you? You
still don't belicve he could change
my appearance so drastically from
one time to the next.”

“It takes a little more credulity
and willingncss to believe than
possess,” T told her.

“And yet it's really so simple,”
she insisted. “All Roger had to do
was give me a few of his hormone
mixtures, and there'd be a change
in my features and in my figure, As
for such things as hair color and
complexion, they were casy.”

“I don’t know how easy they'd
be,” I said. “But you seem to believe
that you went through not only a
series of different appeacances, but
a series of personality changes as
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well. And from one—incarnation,
let's call it—to the next, you lost
and acquired a new set of memo-
ries.”

“Don't you know that hormones
produce a personality change in
themselves? As for your other ob-
jection, it's easy enough to wipe out
old memories,” she said ectric
shock treatment does that quite well,
especially in  combination  with

drugs. When it came to the acquisi-
¢ hap-

tion of new memories—t
pened gradually. This
instance, the first thing I rcm]l is
that T had amnesia. At least that's
what Roger told me. And he knew
enough about psychology to sce that
1 believed him, when he reminded
me of events that were supposed to
have taken place.”

“It's plausible cnough, the way

you tell it,” T admitted. "But you
still haven’t convinced me.”
“Oh, I didn't expect to convert

you right away.”

“Especially as 1 can’t think of
any reason why Roger should have
done such a thing,” T said.

“There are several reasons, and
at least two of them are good ones.”
She smiled at me. "Naturally, once
the idea struck me, T devoted a great
deal of time to it. And I decided
that the first reason was financial.
Roger wanted his fling, without
having to pay too much for it. Can
you imagine what it would have
meant to be paying alimony to half
a dozen wives at one time? It was
much less expensive to remain mar-
ried to me, and to change me from

Roger,”
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time to time into the kind of person
he had taken a momentary fancy

nd the second reason?”

" she said slowly
Roger had a genuine affection for
me, and all through his new adven-
tures, he didn’t want to lose me. In
this way he was able—well, to eat
his cake and have it too.”

She fll silent, and T had about
decided to go, when she started to
“He didn't stop to think
how cruel he was being to me. Every
time he destroyed my old person-
T suffered a kind of death.”
She looked suddenly older. "It isn't
good to die too often.”

“And finally to be brought back
to life again as you were originally.”

“Yes,” she said. “That was an-
other thing that went wrong. He
dida't realize that eventually his
methods would become less cffec-
tive, and that memorics of my old
selves would break through to my
present form.”

“If your ideas ate correct, he mis-
calculated badly,” T agreed. "How-
ever—"

Someone was at the door, with a

tall again.

key. "Roger!” I exclaimed, and
looked at her.
She was smiling again. “Not

she said. "By the way, I
haven't told you about my new hus-
band.”

The man came in, and she said,
“I'd like you to meet Ralph.”

1 stared at Ralph, while T shook
his hand mechanically. Even after
what she had been saying, I would-
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n't have believed it possible. I was
certain that this was Roger, although
at first glance my eyes had told me
differently. She knew it too. He was
the only one of us that didn’t.

“What's sauce for the goosc,”
she said, “is sauce for the gan-
der.”

“What's that, dear?” he asked
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placidly, much more placidly than
Roger would have dor

“Nothing much,” she replicd.
“I've just been saying how happy
we were together. We're really a
very unusual couple, Ralph. Neither
of us believe in that silly Hollywood
habit of always changing husbands
or wives, do we, dear?”



