VERSION ANGLAISE

[The scene takes place in a film studio in Hollywood.]*

We didn’t get the full shock like at Long Beach, where the upper stories of shops were spewed into
the streets and small hotels drifted out to sea — but for a full minute our bowels were one with the
bowels of the earth — like some nightmare attempt to attach our navel cords again and jerk us back to
the womb of creation.

Mother’s picture fell off the wall, revealing a small safe — Rosemary and I grabbed frantically for
each other and did a strange screaming waltz across the room. Jacques fainted or at least disappeared,
and Father clung to his desk and shouted, “Are you all right?”” Outside the window the singer came to
the climax of I love you only, held it a moment and then, I swear, started it all over. Or maybe they
were playing it back to her from the recording machine. ' '

The room stood still, shimmying a little. We made our way to the door, suddenly including
Jacques, who had reappeared, and tottered out dizzily through the anteroom on to the iron balcony.
Almost all the lights were out, and from here and there we could hear cries and calls. Momentarily
we stood waiting for a second shock — then, as with a common impulse, we went into Stahr’s entry
and through to his office.

The office was big, but not as big as Father’s. Stahr sat on the side of his couch rubbing his eyes.
When the quake came he had been asleep, and he wasn’t sure yet whether he had dreamed it. When
we convinced him he thought it was all rather funny — until the telephones began to ring. I watched
him as unobtrusively as possible. He was grey with fatigue while he listened to the phone and
dictograph; but as the reports came in, his eyes began to pick up shine. ,

“A couple of water mains have burst,” he said to Father, “ — they’re heading into the back lot.”
“Gray’s shooting in the French Village,” said Father. o

“It’s flooded around the Station, too, and in the Jungle and the City Corner. What the hell —
nobody seems to be hurt.” In passing, he shook my hands gravely: “Where’ve you been, Cecilia?”

“You going out there, Monroe?” Father asked.

“When all the news is in. One of the power lines is off, too — I’ve sent for Robinson.”

He made me sit down with him on the couch and tell about the quake again.

“You look tired,” I said, cute and motherly.

“Yes,” he agreed, “I’ve got no place to go in the evenings, so I just work.”

“I’ll arrange some evenings for you.”

“Tused to play poker with a gang,” he said thoughtfully, “before I was married. But they all drank
themselves to death.”

F. Scott Fitzgerald, The Last Tycoon (1941).

* Ne pas tradvire cette phrase.
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