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Behind the tall H she found a ladder, left by a workman. She climbed it. It was probably dark by then, and the city
would have been coming alive below her, much smaller than the metropolis of today but still a small sea of
twinkling electric lights. Down there was the brand new Pantages Theater and the Chinese, Hollywood Boulevard
linking them across town. It was a Friday night, so the kliegs were probably lit, sending shimmering shafts of silver
light into the heavens.

Peg Entwistle leapt off the H, falling to the ground below, smashing against the rocks and then tumbling down the
side of the mountain into a ravine.

Peg lay there all day Saturday; on Sunday morning a woman was hiking near the sign and came across a lady’s shoe,
a purse and a jacket. She looked inside the purse and found a terse note:

"I am afraid, | am a coward. | am sorry for everything. If | had done this a long time ago, it would have saved a lot
of pain. P.E."

Looking down the hill the woman saw a body, and she alerted the police. At first the body couldn’t be identified,
and so the cops published the suicide note in the papers. Peg’s uncle, trying to figure out where she had been for
the last two days, saw the note and realized P.E. had to be his niece.

Why did Peg Entwistle kill herself? Some speculated it was her unhappy love life that did her in. Peg had been
briefly married to actor Robert Keith, and the two had divorced when she found out that he had been previously
married and had a child with his other wife. But that had been three years before her final leap. That child from
another marriage was character actor Brian Keith, who would later kill himself as well.

The papers at the time immediately decided she had been spit up and chewed out by Hollywood, that the few
months she had spent trying to get work in town had worn her down and destroyed her. ‘PREFERS DEATH TO
FAILURE,” screamed one headline. Hollywood was less hospitable to the blonde then famously tough New York
City; in the city of the stars there was always someone younger, prettier, fresher, more willing.

Peg became the patron saint of stalled stardom, a grieving angel who stood in for every girl who got off a bus and
sat in Schwab’s all day hoping to be discovered. An urban legend sprung up around Peg’s final days, saying that,
desperate for work, she had tried out for a play and that the letter giving her the part arrived in the mail the day
after her corpse was discovered. A final twist fit for the pictures.

Thirteen Women opened almost exactly one month after Peg threw herself from the Hollywoodland sign, but even
her post-mortem notoriety couldn’t help the film, which sank immediately into obscurity.

If Peg Entwistle had resisted the call of the looming sign that day she might have gone on to meet Bette Davis, who
would become one of the great screen icons. Davis was in Hollywood at the same time, and 1932 was a turning
point in her life just as it was for Peg; Davis was about to return to New York City, giving up on the pictures, when
she got the lead in The Man Who Played God, the movie that made her career. That career, Davis always said,
actually started with Peg Entwistle.

In 1926 Peg Entwistle was living and performing in Boston, and she played the role of Hedvig in a production of
losen’s The Wild Duck. On one of those nights a teenage Bette Davis was in the audience, and Peg’s performance
enraptured her. Looking back Davis would mark that night as the one that changed her life. "Before that
performance | wanted to be an actress,” Davis later remembered. “When it ended, | had to be an actress ... exactly
like Peg Entwistle."
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t was still the Hollywoodland sign when Peg
Entwistle threw herself off the H in 1932.

Like so many other things in Hollywood, the sign
began as crass commercialism, an advertisement
for a housing development, only intended to
stand for a year and a half. But the letters - white
and huge, 45 feet tall each - caught the attention
of the burgeoning city below and the sign kept
standing. In 1949 the last four letters were
removed, changing the context from a real estate
advertisement to the representation of a dream.

It was that dream which killed Peg Entwistle. She
had been a Broadway actress, fairly successful,
although her shows seemed doomed to close
early again and again. Peg was a blonde with an
unassuming beauty; wide cheekbones and light
eyes were offset by a rounded nose and small
lips. She wanted to play meatier roles but found
herself cast again and again in comedic parts. 'l
would rather play roles that carry conviction,”
she said in a 1929 interview.

The parts were getting fewer and farther

between as the Depression hit. The public
stopped buying tickets for pricey Broadway
shows and instead spent their nickels at the movie theater, where they could get a double feature and cartoons
and a short subject. Audiences wanted to escape the harsh reality of their lives and they turned to Hollywood
spectacle.

Meanwhile the motion picture industry was still struggling with the introduction of sound; actors who could
actually speak were suddenly in high demand. Broadway thespians, who hadn’t been interested in the low art of
moving pictures, headed west. In early 1932, after a disastrous revival of JM Barrie’s Alice-Sit-By-The-Fire (her
co-star was such a drunk that multiple performances had to be canceled), Peg made her way to Hollywood.

She found stage work in Los Angeles, opposite a young actor named Humphrey Bogart in The Two Hopes. That
play only lasted two weeks. Peg got her first - and only - movie role soon after, a part in a Val Lewton thriller (not a
very good one, either) called Thirteen Women. Most of her role was chopped from the final film, but the few
minutes that made the cut show us a fine enough actress with a lilting Transatlantic accent. But Peg never saw the
movie.

It was a Friday night, September 16th. Peg, 24 years old, was living with her uncle in his home on Beachwood
Canyon, a gorgeous hillside street directly beneath the sign. Peg told her uncle she was walking to a nearby
drugstore to use the phone. He never saw her again. Instead of heading south into the city, Peg walked north up
Beachwood and then hiked the easy trails on Mt. Lee to the sign, spreading out over the mountainside for a
hundred and fifty feet.
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The Secret Ingredient

Well, that was a fast month, wasn't it? At least for those of you who are our regular readers. For those just joining
us for the first time with THE FADE OUT, then it was just another August, | guess. So | guess this is either “welcome”
or “welcome back,” whichever applies.

For those not previously inthe-know, Sean and | have been working together for fifteen years, and have done
several projects that you're liable to find ads for somewhere after this page. Our wonderful and amazing colorist
Elizabeth Breitweiser joined us about halfway through our last book, FATALE (look for the ad), and has graciously
decided to keep making us look very good on this one, as well.

For this project, for the first time in about ten years, we actually have an editor, David Brothers, who is helping me
on everything from proofing the issues, to copy-editing the back pages articles, to being a sounding board for me
when | need one. So, if there are any typos, blame him.

Also new for THE FADE OUT is that we hired a research assistant, to help make sure our 40s Los Angeles looks as
much like the real thing as possible. So special thanks to Amy Condit, for her many library hours of diligent work.
Amy is a noir film and old Hollywood expert, and she manages the LA Police Museum, where she recently curated
an exhibit of the Black Dahlia case. But don’t blame her for anything we get wrong, because sometimes you have
to follow the story, not the research.

>k

I’'m going to assume that most of you have read one of our series before, and know what we generally do with our
back pages. But again, for newcomers, here’s the deal: I'm a print nerd. | love comics, magazines, books, posters,
LPs. | like things. Digital is fine, whatever, I'm not dissing it, but I'm a guy who likes to go to someone’s house and
look at their bookshelf and be excited to find some rare book we both love that no one else ever heard of, or to

secretly judge them for what's on it, that kind of thing.

In my opinion, comics, and people like you who support them, are helping to keep print alive, and whether your
friends on Twitter agree or not, that's a good thing. Recent studies have shown you actually retain more of what you
read on paper compared to an iPad or Kindle, for one thing, but for me, there’s just something special about the
tactile pleasure of sitting in a comfortable chair and reading, turning actual pages. My whole life, it's always been
one of the best parts of any day.

So as a print lover, I've always tried to make sure all our series had extras in the back of the single issues, to reward
all our early supporters. | want you to feel like you're getting your money’s worth from every issue. So expect to
see lots of articles and illustrations after the comics story pages every month.

Our first back pages article for THE FADE OUT is by my friend Devin Faraci, about one of Hollywood’s many tragic
tales. Devin runs (or co-runs) BadassDigest.com, which is one of my favorite sites online, and he is also one of my
favorite film critics, even when | disagree with him. And his annotations on every episode of Mad Men each season
are essential reading, for sure. Expect to see Devin back as often as | can get articles out of him, because he knows
lots about Hollywood and already pitched me three other ideas.

*k ke
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| debated whether to say anything about this or not, but since the language in this comic is harsher than in some of
our other books, | felt it might be warranted this time. So here it is: THE FADE OUT takes place in a time when racism,
anti-Semitism, and sexism were basically accepted behavior. It isn’t the main thrust of our story, but if the odd line
of dialog shocks or appalls you, please understand that

I'm painting a portrait of a time and place, and not

all of it is going to be pretty. Hell, it's a noir, so it

better not be, right?

That’s all for this issue. | was going to run
some letters from the final issue of
FATALE but that

suddenly felt like

the wrong thing

to doin a new

first issue, so

maybe next

month. Butin any

case, we'd love to hear

from you, and we probably will

run letters sometimes, so write to us at:

criminalcomic@gmail.com

Now go read Devin’s article and
whatever else we end up with back hel
and we'll see you next month with an
issue that will look like this:
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