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“I am happy—as happy as anyone can be who believes that life isn’t
I give everything I can to my pictures, and the rest
to being young and trying to make father happy. I don’t think I’m very

quite to be trusted.

different from any other girl”’

I."u' the previous installments of this engrossing story, Clara Bow
told of her early life in Brooklyn; of her love for her father; of

her devotion to her pathetic mother. Clara was the tombo y of the

nerghborhood—a strange, vivid but far from pretty child.

She entered a motion picture contest and won a prize. But
when she tried to find work in the studios, she was snubbed and
ignored.  IHer mother, desperately ill, fought against Clara’s
career. One might, in a fit of insanity, she tried to kill Clara.
After getting her first chance in “Down to the Sea in Ships,”
Clara decided to give up pictures, for her mother's sake. Then.
one night, she is called home from a party by an urgent message
from her father.

Now go on with the concluding installment.

HAT night, after my father called me on the

telephone at the party and told me to come home,

we went through the dark streets in silence. All

the laughter and gaiety had fled. We were just
scared kids. I remember thinking then that fun didn’t
seem to last very long, that something terrible always
happened, and maybe it was best to get all you could
out of it when you could.

5Hi;

N this final 1n-

stallment Miss
Bow tells about
her first success,
her loves and her
philosophy of
living

----
......

Mother was on a couch
in the living room. She was
white and still. She did not
know me. She never knew
me again, though I used to
try so hard to make her.
For days she lay like that
and I cared for her, trying to
ease the paroxysms of pain
& when they came.

And just then, with the

e peculiar way fate has of al-
ways bringing extremes into
my life, my first chance in
pictures came. They sent
for me to play a little danc-
ing girl in ‘““Enemies of
Women.”’ At first I didn’t
want to do 1t. I didn’t
think I could, my heart was
so heavy. But there was
nothing I could do for motherand Dad insisted that I go
ahead. He saw that I was breaking down under those
days of silent grief, of being shut up all the time in one
room with mother like she was.

It was only a bit in the picture. I danced on a table.
All the time I had to be laughing, romping wildly, dis-
playing nothing for the camera but pleasure and the joy
of life. As I say, it was only a bit, but no matter what
parts I have been called upon to play as a star, or ever
will be, not one of them could compare in difficulty to
that réle. I'd go home at night and help take care of
mother; I'd cry my eyes out when 1 left her in the
morning—and then go and dance on a table. I think
I used to be half-hysterical, but the director thought it
was wonderful.

One day when I was on the set working, in some sort
of a little scanty costume, I looked up and saw father
standing there. One look at his face told me that the
end had come. I walked over to him and just stood
staring. I was paralyzed. I don’t think I had realized
until that moment that mother was really going to die.
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Story

By CLARA BOW

as told to

Adela Rogers St. Johns

Clara’s Three Engagements

And I don’t think I had
ever realized how
much I loved her.
LLooking back on it
now, 1tseems tome that
the day of my mother’s
funeral was the be-
oinning of a new life for
me. Perhaps 1t was the
birthday of the Clara
Bow that you know.
The end of my kid life
had come. Sorrow and
disappointment had
been my lot so much
that I didn’t believe 1n
anything but trying to
get what you could out

of life. I've come to a
saner philosophy now, Gilbert Roland
but then 1 was just “When I met Gilbert

hard and bitter.

On that day, we
went across to Staten
Island on the ferry, and
I sat absolutely motion-
less all the way, my
hand cold and frozen

in my dad’s. All feel-

Roland I'd never been in
love in my life. We used
to sit and just look at each
other. I think we might
have been happy together
if outside things hadn’t
interfered so dreadfully. I
look back on my first love

Clara Bow and

““*Victor Fleming is a won-
derful man and he had a
tremendous and very fine
influence on my life. He
showed me that life must
be lived, not just for the
moment, butfor the years.
Our feeling for each other
became more that of close

Gary Cooper

Victo :
ctor Fleming “While I was making

‘Children of Divorce,’” 1
met a young man named
Gary Cooper. He was new
to the screen. I always
like to help anyone who is
new. Well, we fell in love.
It was very wonderful
while it lasted. It’s very
difficult to be a motion

ing had left me. Lone-
liness engulfed me.
Even during the serv-
Ices; 1n.. sthe church
and at the grave, 1

story with tender memo-

ries and maybe a tear,

though I know it can never
come again’’

friendship than that of
lovers. ... I was young and
I needed romance”’

picture star and be mar-
ried. So many fail at it.
Gary was—so jealous”’

didn’t cry. Dadsaid my face was like a piece of marble.
Poor dear, he was weeping enough for two of us, but
I couldn’t cry. When they started to lower the coffin in-
to the ground, my heart began to beat again. Then
the clergyman turned and told me to throw the first
pieces of earth down upon her I had so greatly loved.

T that, I came to life and went crazy. I tried to

jump into the open grave after her. 1 screamed and
cried out that they were all hypocrites, they hadn’t
loved her when she was alive, or cared for her, or done
anything to make life easier. I raved and fought like
a little wildcat. The thought of leaving her there in
that hard, cold ground tortured my i1magination be-
yond bearing.

And then I was overcome with remorse. Just think,
when she felt the way she did about pictures, I'd
actually been working, dancing on a table with just a
few clothes on, when she left me for good. A deep
knowledge, perhaps the deepest emotion I had ever had
in my life, came to me then of how much she had loved
me. I'd been the only thing she’'d ever had to love,
she’d poured all the frustration of her soul out upon me.
And I'd disappointed her, gone against her wishes.

I felt that I never wanted to see another motion
picture. I was very ill again after that. And for a
while I stuck to my resolution about motion pictures.
But Dad—who is so very sensible, who knows the

world well and understands so much—talked it all over
with me. I remember he came in and sat on the end
of my bed one night and looked down at me.

“Little daughter,” he said, “you’re making a big
mistake. You're very young and I know you think
your heart 1s broken. But it isn’t. You mustn’t allow
it to be. You have a long life ahead of you, and your
mother—as she was before her illness changed her—
would want you to go on and live it to the fullest. She
wasaverywonderful woman and sheexpected a greatdeal
of you. It would make her so unhappy to know that
your grief 1s ruining vour life. And at the time when
she was herself, she would have understood your am-
bition, your desire to be in pictures. She loved beauty
and all expressions of 1it. So you must, for her sake and
your own and mine—because after all, Clara darling,
['m still here and I need you, too—you must pull your-
self together and do your work.”’

HAT woke me up. I hate a quitter and I saw that

I was quitting. And I knew he was right, that if
mother had been herself she would have understood
my picture work. So | started in again looking for
work. 1 don’t believe anybody ever had a harder
time getting started in pictures than I did.

You see, I had to make a niche for myself. If I am
different, i1f I'm the “super-flapper’ and ‘‘jazz-baby”
of pictures, it's because I had [CONTINUED ON PAGE 108]
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MY LIFE STORY

By Clara Bow

to create a character for myself. Other-
wise, 1'd probably not be in pictures at
all. They certainly didn't want me.

[ was the wrong type to play ingenues.
[ was too small for a leading woman and
too kiddish for heavies. I had too much
of what my wonderful friend Elinor Glyn
calls *““It,” apparently, for the average
second réle or anvthing of that sort. I
got turned down for more jobs, 1 guess,
than any other girl who ever tried to
break into pictures.

INALLY I did gec a lead with Glenn

Hunter. The girl was a little rough-
neck, and somehow they thought I fitted
into it. I guess I did. I'd always been a
tomboy, and at heart I still was. I worked
in a few pictures around New York and by
that time ‘“Down to the Sea in Ships,”’
which had been held up for such a long
time, was released and that helped me.

About this time, I met a woman in New
York who was sort of a casting agent. |
am not going to mention her name in this
story because I am trying to be truthful
all the way through and I cannot say
anything kind about her. Perhaps she
did try to help me, but she did so many
things that didn’t help and while I try
not to hold any hard feelings against
anyone, I cannot help feeling unhappy
whenever I think of her.

Anyway, about that time Mr. Bach-
mann saw me in ‘‘Down to the Sea 1n
Ships,” and he liked my work. He came
to talk to me. At that time, he was
B. P. Shulberg’s partner and he wired
Mr. Shulberg, who was in Hollywood,
that he thought I was a ““bet.” He sug-
gested that Mr. Shulberg give me a three
months’ contract and myv fare to Holly-
wood, at a salary of ffty dollars a week,
and give me a chance.

“It can’t do any harm,” he said.

So this agent—1I'll call her Mrs. Smith,
because that wasn’t her name—and 1
came to Hollywood.

E left my Dad in New York, be-

cause we didn’t have the money for
railroad fares and besides he'd gotten a
job down at Coney Island, managing a
little restaurant, and he liked it. So we
thought we would wait and see how 1
made out.

Mrs. Smith and I took a little apart-
ment 1n Hollywood and I started to work.
| did nothing but work. 1 worked in two
and even three pictures at once. [ played
all sorts of partsin all sorts of pictures. In
a very short time [ had acquired the ex-
perience that 1t often takes years and
years to get. It was very hard at the
time and I used to be worn out and cry
myself to sleep from sheer fatigue after
eighteen hours a day on different sets,
but now I am glad I had it.

The story of my career from there on
1sn’t so different from the story of all other
motion picture careers. I'll wind it up
later, but right here I'd like to stop and
tell you something of my personal life in
Hollywood and the three love affairs—or
engagements—that have lmpptnttl LO me

108
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since I came and that have been so much
in the newspapers. -
You know enough about me to realize
that I'd never ‘‘had things.” I'm not
ooing to pretend that I had. Everything
;\'as new and wonderful to me. It was
wonderful to have the things I wanted to
eat, not to have to scrimp on dessert and
be able to order the best cuts of meat. It

Clara Bow, at the age of twoand a
half years. This photograph was
taken in Brooklyn, the borough of

babies and churches. And Clara
srew up to be one of its most fa-
mous babies. Somehow or other,
the church influence passed her by

was wonderful to have silk stockings, and
not cry if they happened to get a run in
them. It was wonderful to have a few
dollars to spend, just as I liked, without
having te worry about the fact that they
ought to be used to pay the gas bill.

Maybe other people don’t realize
that, don’t get the kick out of those things
that I do. Of course I still can’t exactly
understand the money that is coming and
1s going to make my Dad and me com-
fortable and happy all the rest of our lives.
When I bought my first home, the one I
still live in, a little bungalow in Beverly
Hills, when I signed the check, I couldn’t
possibly appreciate what the figures
meant. | knew I had that much in the
bank—me, little Clara Bow—and that
the home was mine and I'd actually
earned 1t. But the figures were just too
big for my comprehension.

But I do know what a hundred dollars
1s. That used to be a dream to me—to
have a hundred dollars. 1 never thought

I would, not all at once—have a
hundred dollars, and certainly not to do
something I really wanted to with. So
now I get more thrill out of a hundred
dollars that I can go and buy a present for
a friend with, or do something for Dad,
or get myself something awfully feminine
and pretty with, than I do out of my
salary check.

[ guess I'm still just Clara Bow at
heart.

['m getting away from the run of my
story, but a life story ought to tell you a
little about how a person feels, and that’s
how 1 feel about the success that has
come to me.

Well, a short time after I'd come to
Hollywood and Mrs. Smith and I were
living 1n a little apartment and I was

working in three pictures at once I met
Gilbert Roland.

'D never been in love in all my life.

Funny, because I suppose people think
I was born being in love with somebody.
But Gilbert was the first man [ ever
cared about. There isn’t any reason why
[ shouldn’t tell it, because we were both
kids, and we were engaged, and we were
very happy. Not a bit in the modern,
flapper fashion, but rather like two
youngsters that didn't know what it was
all about and were scared to death of it.

We used to sit and just look at each
other, hardly breathing, not really know-
ing each other at all. He called me
“Clarita”—he still spoke with a good
deal of Spanish accent in those days, and
I used to love to hear him say my name,
1t was so soft and sweet. Neither of us
had much money, and we used to do all
sorts of silly little things to have a good
time, and we used to think it was won-
derful when we could go out to dinner
and to a theater.

[ think we might have been happy to-
gether 1f outside things hadn’t inter-
fered so dreafully. We were happy, for a
year and a half, and used to talk about
getting married, and the time when we'd
both be stars.

Well, we’re both stars now, but the
rest of the dream has vanished, and like
every girl, I look back on my first love
with tender memories and maybe a tear,
though I know 1t can never come again.

DON'T know just what separated us,

but Gilbert was working hard on one lot
and I on another, and everyone came
between us, and we were both very
jealous. And at last we had a violent
quarrel. 1 don't think either of us meant
it, or dreamed 1t would be final. But it
went on and on, and we were both too
proud to make the first move, so the
breach finally grew so wide and we were
so far apart that we never made 1t up.

Mrs. Smith had been doing a lot of odd
things about my business affairs. She
kept trying to make me think that I
wasn’t making gocd and that -they were
going to send me back to New York very
soon. | worried about that all the time,

| CONTINUED ON PAGE 124 |
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| and, maybe, a new personality.
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My Life Story
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and gave her more and more authority
and power, because I thought she might
keep them from doing that.

Finally, my Dad came West. Mrs.
Smith had done a lot ofthings to make me
think that Dad wasn’t what he should be
and that he would handicap me in a
business way. She said relatives always
did and that it would make the bosses sore
around the studios if my father came
interfering. [ believed her. 1 knew so
little about things, and what with working
the whole time and trying to enjoy my-
self in spare moments I was—just dumb,
I guess.

HEN Daddy arrived I had quite
made up my mind to leave him out
of things and to show him at once that he
must not interfere with this great ‘“‘career”
that seemed opening up berore me. |
felt that perhaps he actually wowld be
out of the picture and—oh, I am ashamed
to tell this, but it came out all right and
perhaps will make you understand a little
of what I went through—when he ar-
rived [ was going to be very cool and
aloof with him. I was now a successful
motion picture actress and I intended to
keep my new position and put him in his
place.

When we met I just said, ‘“Hello, Dad,”
and looked at him. I had on a new frock
I had
learned so much about personality in the
months I had been in Hollywood. 1 had
been seeing the world and getting my first
taste of success and admiration and
money. | had begun to stand out a
little, to hear people say, ‘‘That’sClara
Bow. They say she’s very clever.”

Dad just stood and looked at me. He
looked a little tired and worn, as though
he had been working very hard. But as
he looked the light wentoutof hisface, the
light and joy and welcome that had been
his at seeing his little daughter again.

And suddenly I couldn’t do it. 1
didn’t care a—a rap, for Mrs. Smith,
nor B. P. Shulberg, nor my motion
picture career, nor Clara Bow. I just
threw myself into his arms and kissed
and kissed him, and we both cried like a
couple of fool kids. Oh, i1t was wonderful.
[ knew then how lonely I had been for
someone of my own, someone who be-
longed to me and really loved me.

WE sat down and had a long talk, and
right away Dad started loolamg Into
all these things. And soon I knew that
Mrs. Smith hadn’t told me the truth at
all. She knew that the work I had done
was very successful and that they liked
me very much. But she wanted to keep
a hold on me so she made me think I
wasn’t getting over and that nothing but
her clever management kept me going.

About this time Frank Lloyd, the great
director, was looking for a girl to play the
flapper in ““Black Oxen.” He had looked
at everybody almost on the screen and
tested them, but he had not found
exactly what he wanted and finally some-
one suggested me to him. I shall never

Every advertisement in PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is guaranteed.
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forget the kind way he received me. He
didn’t do as most people had done i1n
Hollywood, trv to make me think I

didn’t have a chance and that they were |

doing me a favor when they let me work
in their pictures. When I came into his
office a big smile came over his face and
he looked just tickled to death. And he
told me 1instantly that I was just what
he wanted.

Of all the people in motion pictures I
owe the most to Frank Lloyd, for the
chance he gave me to establish myself as
the screen flapper in ““Black Oxen,” for
the direction he gave me which showed me
entirely new vistas 1n screen acting—and
to Elinor Glyn, for the way she taught
me to bring out my personality, and the
way she concentrated her great word
“It” upon me.

LL this time I was “running wild,”

I guess, in the sense of trying to
have a good time. 1I'd never had any
fun in my life, as you know. And I was
just a kid, under twenty, wicth a back-
ground of grief and poverty that I've
tried to make vyou understand, even
though I've had to bare my whole soul
to do it. Why, I'd never been to a real
party, a real dance. I'd never had a
beautiful dress to wear, never had anv-
one send me flowers. It was like a new
world to me, and I just drank it all in and
with that immense capacity of youth for
understanding and loving excitement, |
tried to make up for all my barren,
hungry, starved-for-beauty years in no
time at all.

Maybe this was a good thing, because I
suppose a lot of that excitement, that jov
of life, got onto the screen, and was the
sort of flame of youth that made people
enjoy seeing me. A philospher might call
it the swing of the pendulum, from my
early years of terror and lack, to this
time when all the pleasures of the world
opened before me.

Just about this time I met Victor
Fleming, who directed me in several
pictures.

Victor Fleming i1s a wonderful man.
You have no idea how wonderful he is
because the public scarcely knows about
directors at all. But he 1s a man, older a
great deal than I am, and very strong.
He knows the world, he has cultivated a
great sense of values through living, and
he 1s deeply cultured. I liked him at
once, though I didn’t feel in the least
romantic about him.

UT soon we became great friendsand he

had a tremendous and very fine in-
fluence on my life. He grew fond of me
at once. And he began, with his strong
intellect and understanding of life, to
ecuide me 1n little ways. He showed me
that life must be lived, not just for the
moment, but for the years. He showed

me what a future I might have as an |

actress, because I had made a place for
myself that people seemed to want. He
was very patient, and he taught me a
great deal. He formed a lot of 1deas that
were running around in my mind.

Mr. Shulberg had gone into Paramount
and taken my contract, which he had
signed a while before, with him. So I was
working for Paramount, and they were
beginning to do things for me and 1
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had I not taken the one precau-
tion that keeps them alive today

| ‘N JHAT a thrll I got as I watched
my two boys play their first
oames of baseball.

“Whenever they’d hit the ball, or
catch a fly, or fan a batter, I was so proud
I wished the whole world could be there
to see them. Those were the happy days.

“But how quickly they passed. Over-
nicht my boys became ‘young men.” It
was no longer baseball—it was golf and
tennis. 1 watched them still . . . with all
the intense interest of a father . . . but
| 1t just wasn t the same.

“I began to realize then how wonder-
ful those baseball days had been . . . the
days when they were ‘just kids.” And 1
realized another thing also: those snap-
shots I had taken were now more pre-
cious than rubies. Year after year they
keep the old days alive. Incidents that
otherwise would have faded from my
memory, I am now able to recall clearly
and joyfully.”

{ 4 4 4

Some day you will want to remember
your children as they used to be. When
that day comes are you going to regret
that you didn’t take more snapshots?
| Are you going to be one of the unfortu-

nate few who have no pictures to remind

them of life’s most precious moments?
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How 1s your youngster going to feel later
on when his friends proudly display snap-
shots of their childhood—will he have to
make excuses for you?

As for not owning a Kodak . . . really,
there’s no excuse for 1t. Every day. of
your life, probably, you pass stores that
sell them. The cost 1s whatever you
want to pay. lhere’s a genuine East-
man camera, the Brownie, as low as 32,
and Kodaks from $5 up.

And every Eastman camera makes
excellent snapshots. Particularly the
Modern Kodaks. Their lenses are so fast
that you don’t have to wait for sunshine.
Rain or shine, winter or summer, indoors
or out, everyone can take good pictures
with these marvelous new Kodaks.

In addition, Kodak Film in the famihar

yellow box i1s dependably uniform. It has
speed and wide latitude. Which simply
means that it reduces the danger of under-
and over-exposure. It gets the picture.

r Y T

EASTMAN KODAK CO., Dept. PP-4, Rochester, N.Y.

Please send me, FREE and without obligation, the
booklet telling me about the Modern Kodaks
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for Fagged Eyes

Murine soothes and refreshes strained,
tired eyes—makes them feel strong
and look alive. It also cleanses them
of irritating particles which cause a
bloodshot condition. And, by tighten-
ing sagging muscles, helps to ward
off crow's feet.

Used night and morning, Murine will
keep your eyes always clear, bright
and vigorous. A month’s supply of
this harmless lotion costs but éoc.

URINE

OR YOUR
EYES

| Mail this coupon to Murine Co., Dept.
7683?. 0 E. Ohio St., Chicago, for book

checked:[d'"'EyeBeauty’’[d "Eye Care”
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l Please PRINT your name and address in PENCIL

And to the one man in all
the world that she really
wanted! It had been love
at first sight with her,
but he just couldn’t seem
to “'see’”” her at all, that
i1s until she read an ad-
vertisement, just like vou
are now reading this one,
which told her that she
could win the man she
loved by simply under-
little peculiarities of man’s
psychology. S>he had sent for “Fascinating
Womanhood,” that amazing book that tells you
how to win the man you love by applying simple
psychological prineiples. It is written in language
that anybody can understand. You, t{m.' can
aftract and win the man of your choice with the
hf-lp of this wonderful book. Cut out this ad ;
write your name and address on the margin and
mail to us with 10 cents and a little booklet
¢ntitled "Secrets of Fascinating Womanhood,”
EiVing an interesting synopsis of the revelations
digclosed in “Fascinating Womanhood,”” will be
#ent postpaid. No embarrassment—the plain
wrapper keeps your secret. Send yvour dime today,

THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS
45865 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo.
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standing certain

Dept. 4-D

Latest Style Wrist Watch

. CREATEST BARGAIN IN
. # AMERICA TODAY! Regular
., | $12 value, annnt' dainty,
M fashionable Ladies’ Watch,
“ White gold finith., Genulne
dimported joweledmovement,

yAccurate reliable timekeep-
. er, Sllk grosgrain ribbon.

Fully guaranteed. Send no
imoney:You pay on deliver,
N only §3.99 plus the postage.

. JENKINS, 621 Broadway,
. New York. Deot, 47E4
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could see that I was important to them.
It looked as though if I made good 1n the

' chances they gave me I would be a big

star. So I began at that time to be sub-
jected to flattery, to people who had never
paid any attention to me coming arou_n('l
to tell me how wonderful I was, to getting
a salary that I didn’t in the least know
how to spend or 1nvest.

Under all this I used to feel a little lost.
I'd wake up in the morning and like the
old woman in the nursey rhyme I'd
wonder if this “could be really 1.7 1
think that sense of things kept me from
ever getting fatheaded, as the youngsters
[ know say. But it all had to be coped
with.

N D in this crisis I learned to find the

advice and companionship of a man
like Victor Fleming invaluable. You
couldn’t deceive him with any false glit-
ter. He steered me straight a lot of times
when I was going ‘‘haywire.”

And gradually our friendship seemed
to deepen until it became the great thing
in both our lives. 1 think he cared for
me because he knew how much I wanted
to get happiness out of life, and yet how
frichtened, in a way, I was of 1t,—and
still am for that matter. Life has been
so good to me. And yet, even now, with
all I see before me, I cannot quite trust
life. It did too many awful things to me
in my youth. [ still feel that I must beat
it, grab everything quickly, enjoy the
moment to the utmost, because to-

ADVERTISING SECTION

morrow, life may bludgeon me down, as
it did my mother, as it used to do the
people I lived with 1n Brooklyn when .1
was a kid.

[ had had a pretty good education, i
spite of lacks 1n other ways, and while
Victor Fleming and I were engaged—we
became engaged about that time—I be-
gan to read again, and to enjoy music,
and to grow calmer about many things.

[ was very happy. [ was gradually
egrowing more and more successful in my
work. I loved it. There is one thing I
must say about my work as a picture star.
[ have worked very hard. I've been at
the studio terribly long hours. I’ve had
very little time between pictures. It
would probably amaze anyone to see how
much of my life the last four years has
been spent on a motion picture set. But
['ve loved it. .

Perhaps the difference 1n age brought
about the severing of the tie between
Victor Fleming and me, though we are
still the best of friends. Perhaps the feel-
ing had grown so gradually and under
such circumstances that there wasn’t
quite enough romance 1n it. I was young
and I needed romance. Perhaps even he
tound that I didn’t give him the sort of
companionship he needed.

NYWAY, our feeling for each other

became more and more that of close
friendship and less and less that of lovers.
Untl finally we agreed that it would be
best that way, to be friends, nothing more.

T'he leopard is giving Rupert Julian a hard look. Julian had to
direct the animal in Jacqueline Logan’s picture, ‘““The Leopard
LLady,”” and the leopard doesn’t think his director gave him enough

footage.

This photograph was taken at the special request of

Count Felix von Luckner, German sea raider. The Count is on the

extreme left.

Captain Louderback, of the U-boat Emden stands

directly back of Miss Logan and the Countess von Luckner is stand-
ing next to her
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Right after that, while I was making a
picture once more with my dear Frank
Lloyd, a picture called “Children of
Divorce,” I met a young man named
Gary Cooper. It was his first big part—
he’d been a cowboy up in Nevada or
something and played a small part in
some Western picture. He was to play
the lead. Of course he was new to the
screen and didn’t know exactly how to do
things, though he was wonderful and
photographed marvelously. I always
like to help anyone who 1s new, so I was
willing to go over and over scenes with
him, 1n rehearsal, to help him out.

HILE we were doing that, we fell in
love. If I wanted to be the Clara
Bow of the screen, I'd say—and how! It
was very wonderful and beautiful while 1t
lasted. But—I can’t altogether explain.
[t’s very difficult to be a motion picture
star and be married. So many fail at it.
[ have made up my mind that I shan’t
fail when I do marry. I shall wait until
[ am sure. Gary was—so jealous. I know
he wouldn’t mind my saying that. Any-
way, we parted.

Is that so many romances for a girl of
twentv-two? Haven’t most girls been
engaged two or three times, before they’re
twenty-two? Yet just because I am
Clara Bow and it i1s always printed, it
sounds as though I were a regular flapper
vamp. And I'm not at all.

It seems to me I've said very little
about my career, after I became suc-
cessful. But the story of every success 1s
much the same. You work and suffer
and battle and starve, and then you get
your nose in a little way and then—you
oet the break. And if you have it in you,
you make good. And then you just go on
working, getting more money and loving
the fame and the admiration of the public.

Somehow, I had managed to make a
niche for myself. I'd created a Clara
Bow, by being myself largely I guess,
who fitted the public desire and the public
imagination. I hope they’ll go on loving
me a long time. I don’t know.

I live in my little bungalow in Beverly
Hills with my father. I work very, very
hard. I like young people and gaiety,
and have a lot of both around me when-
ever I have time. I like to swim and ride
and play tennis. I have a few close
friends, but not many acquaintances. I
don’t have time. I am happy—as happy
as anyone can be who believes that life
isn’t quite to be trusted. 1 give every-
thing I can to my pictures and the rest
to being young and trying to make my
father happy, and filling up the gaps in
my education.

DON’T think I’'m very different from

any other girl—except that I work
harder and have suffered more. And I
have red hair.

All in all, T guess I'm just Clara Bow.
And Clara -Bow is just what life made her.
That’s what I've tried to tell you in this
story. I'm terribly grateful and still a
little ineredulous of my success. It
seems like a dream. But—I'm willing
to work just as hard as ever to go on
having it. Beyond that, I haven’t yet
evolved any plans or desires.

After all, I'm still only twenty-two.
That isn’t so very old, is it?

When

In 3 Brief Steps .

HE smartest women in New York's
social group have adﬂpted me as their
persanal manicurist. Naturally I am jeal-
ous of this reputatinn. And to aid me in
my work I use only the finest accessories

money can buy.

Until recently, my one despair has been
polishes. I think I can truthfully say I
have experimented with every one that
has come to my attention. I had even vain-
ly tried to produce the perfect polish that
I had looked to others for, so many years.

When Paris ushered in the sensible
vogue of liquid polishes, I breathed a sigh

of relief. But even the most expensive 1m-
pﬂrted pulishes failed to live up to my ex-

pectations.
I began to believe I was looking for the
impossible, that I had anideal too high ever

to be realized—when 1 discovered Glazo

| Manicure.
Perfection at last!
Imagine my delight when I found the lovely

Glazo package—two phials containing the

j_.rrh':’f_l/, Efriqm’nl }IHHI.}-'
... Brief Step. k
- 1. Wbrk G[a:u Cut;cle Oil intﬂ.the e

!
& skin that borders the nail. It nourishes A
* the cuticle and I‘.ecps it soft un_;d clean. 3
2 It fashions the cuticle curve of beauty.
2 Cleanse t!‘le nail gurfﬂce with Glﬂ:u
Ej‘ Remover to prepare lor ?DI;SIL
3 A.pply Glazo L:qmd Pol-
Ei ish. Ever so qu;ckl}r 1t g1ves to
mails a lovely lustre that lases

a whole week.
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At last I have found the perfect manicure,”” says \
Rosaline Dunn, who for fifteen years has been
~manicurist to New York's smartest social set,

e
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. . This Marvelous Glazo Method Bestows on
Hands The Enchanting Loveliness I Have Sought for 15 Years

solution of my problem. At last I had
found the perfect polish for the nails.

Glazo has IT.
Every quality that I have scmght, 1t has

in abundance. It 1s lasting. Its tint 1s
that of beautiful, ]Jea.lthy nails. And from
one appﬂiﬂtment to the next, 1t holds its
soft patina, 1ts perfect lustre.

Then there 1s Glazo Cuticle Oil to frame

the nails 1n exquisite pink cuticle ovals
which are the perfect setting for dainty,
white half-moons. For those who prefer a
cream to an oil, Glazo Cuticle Cream 1s a

mar\*t]ﬂusil‘}' healing preparatinn.

I would like to show you how I keep the
nails of my patrons forever smart and cor-

rect]y manicured.

The coupon will bring you the lesson
book I have prepared. It tells you how to
keep busy hands young.

Of course you can obtain Glazo at all
the better shnps and stores. Its price 1n-
cluding the Remover 50c.
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1 Miss Rosaline Dunn
a 1104 Blair Ave.
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Plecase send me your booklet and miniature
(Clazo manicure set, 10c enclosed.
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