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I Send Tk to You and
Let It Sell This Saves in
to You. Don’t Pay

No. 5 OLIVER

Let all the money you spend go into the quality of the machine

itself. No matter what you buy, the cost of selling must be added to the price you pay.
Others have expensive salesmen and branch offices with heavy overhead.  Every sale must share this
cost. It amounts to about half the price of cvery machine sold. [ have cut all that out and let you sell yourself this
machine after you have used it and are satisfied that it is the best typewriter value you have ever been offered. You
save about half.

Scenario Writers, Attention!

This is_important.  All manuscripts of any kind submitted for consideration should be typewritten to receive proper
attention.  Not only that, but it is easier to put your ideas and thought properly on paper with this wonderful All-Pur-
pose Typewriter. Its clear visibility shows up errors, weaknesses, etc, as though thrown upon the screen. You see
what you do when you do it.

The All-Purpose Oliver the Most Efficient

The Oliver introduced visible writing to the world and made it possible to use a typewriter for billing, card record
work and loose-leaf writing, thus opening up enormous new fields to the typewriter user. Where others have built
special models for these special purposes, the downward-writing Oliver handles all modern demands with its regular
cquipment. The all-purpose Oliver does everything in the field of a typewriter, does it better, does it easier and does
it longer. That’s efficiency.

Ask anyone familiar with typewriters which is the most dependable typewriter. The answer will be “the Oliver.”
And dependability means much to the man who cannot get expert repair service at a moment's notice. It's not so much
the cost of repairs as going without your typewriter that hurts. The Oliver is sturdy. It has been called fool-proof,
because its simple construction, permanent and perfect alignment, small number of parts make it almost impossible to

get out of order. a

The regular catalog price of these machines was $100.  They come to us fresh from the manufacturer, in the
original package. and cquipped zwith all the famous Oliver cxtra-valuce features such as U-shaped type bar, tabula-
tor and back spacer. Each machine is complete with accessories and instructions. EACH 1S GUAR.AN-

). TEED FOR LIFE.
Yy 4 My Epoch-Making Sales Plan

My faith in the wonderful Oliver No. 5 is so great that I am willing to send it to you on free trial, without the slight-

est obligation on your part to purchase unless you are perfectly satisficd. If you send it back I won’t even ask you why.

/ Use it in your home or office. If it does not sell itself to you there is no sale. This method is responsible for my very
{ low price and for the unusual easy-payment terms on which I sell the machine. I have nq salesmen and no coi-
lectors.  It's all u}) to you and the Oliver. And this no-cxpense method is possible only because the Oliver

‘Jo( 2 } always gives perfect satisfaction.
AN YR M
%y s, * ’
’4»,;’{:',( * Xy Yy Don’t Be Deceived

’o’ A 77 tknown_ typewriters offered at apparently low prices. Many have gone before and have heen
’,; o&'f) > ires.  Some are back on the market with new names to escape the odium of past failures. Know
"/; ) I" 1at you are getting. The Model No. 5 Oliver has stood the acid test of many hard years of
“2, ";4?01",’. /o use by all classes of uscrs and has been found not wanting in any respect.
':. ’00 % ,’)0 & . °
SRS Act Quick—Price May Go Up
7 ’ NS . .
% .. e @ 2N My price and terms can_he quoted only in a confilential letter, so use the coupon
“ .. 1730 N / at once. The cost of material and labor is soaring. The cost of doing business is goin
e b o 4
o ‘. LN O/./( , O up and I may have to revise the price and terms any day, but vou will be assured
‘.. % . Ca ©, o of getting the benefit of this greatest of typewriter opportunities if you use the
. .. G . On ] coupon to get in touch with me at once.
.. - ., 2, O,O’/ (:“. '1 Remember, vou try the Oliver free. If vou keep it you pay but a few cents
.. .. .. 9, ey b, I% \S‘t } a day and the machine is guaranteed for life.
., ‘e . . “ %, ’), & ¢
. -, . 7 @y o
.. (I 2 o TYPEWRITERS DISTRIBUTING SYNDICATE
. 4, /C’ Dept. 1447.1510 Wabash Avenue, Chicago
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Save Your Hair

Without Apparatus, Tonics or Drugs

My treatment eliminates hair troubles by a
simple, scientific
method which
forces the blood
vessels and hair
follicles to furnish
thecorrectamount
of nourishment to
maintain or pro-
duce a luxuriant
growth of normal
color and fine
texture. Results
I saved my own hair, and

guaranteed.
since then | have helped thousands. Let

me help you before it is too late.

Free information and testimonials on request

Chas. E. Smith, H.D.

Dept. 26 .
1231 Stevens Bldg., 16 North State St., CHICAGO

- MOTION PICTURE

- _OPPORTUNITY MARKET

STORY WRITERS WANTED

WANTED—8hort Storles, Articles, Poems for new mag-
azine. We pay on acceptance; offers submitted. S8end pre-
paid with return postage. Handwritten MSS. acceptable.
Cosmos ine, 932 Stewart Bldg., Washington, D. C.

AGENTS WANTED

Attention, admirers of

Kathlyn Williams

A beautiful painting of this popular pic-
ture star has been made by Leo Sielke, Jr.,
which will appear on the cover of the
November issue of the

Motion Picture Magazine

An article by this player on “How to
Get In the Pictures” will appear in this
issue, also one by Mary Fuller and one by
Wallace Reid.

Onule.ou all newsstands on and after October 1st

AGENTS—Here’'s what they all want; concentrated
liquor extracts for making liquors at home; strictly
legitimate; no license required; $6 to $12 a day easy;
ust a postal today; ask for free sample. UNIVERSAL

PORT CO., 5161 Fleld Street, Cincinnati, Ohlo.

PATENTS

PATENTS secured or fee returned. Send sketch for
Free search. Latest and most complete patent book
ever published for free distribution. George P, Kimmel,
Attorney, 262 Barrister Building, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS THAT PROTECT AND PAY. Books and
advice Free. ngheltA results.

references. Best
Promptness assured. TSON E. COLEMAN, 624 F.
Street, Washington, D. C.

WANTED IDEAS—Write for List of Inventions Wanted
by manufacturers and prizes offered for inventions. Our
four books sent free. Send_ sketch for free opinion.
Victor J. Evans & Co., 621 Ninth, Washington, D. C.
o ————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

AGENTS8—Get particulars of one of the best paying
propositions ever put on the market; something no one
else sells; make $4,000 yearly. Address E. M. FELT-
MAN, Bales Mgr., 9750 Third Street, Cincinnati, O.

REAL ESTATE

Mississippl
lp HE CRAZY? The owner of a plantation in Mis-

HELP WANTED

OVER 15,000 MEN AND WOMEN WANTED THIS
YEAR FOR Government Jobs. $65.00 to $150.00 month.
Vacations with pay. No layofts. Short hours. Com-
mon education sufficient. ‘*Pull’’ unnecessary. Write
immediately for free list of positions now obtainable.
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dep’'t 078, Rochester, N. Y.

ippl is giving away a few flve-acre tracts. The
only condition is that figs be planted. The owner
wants enough figs raised to supply a Canning Factory.
You can secure flve acres and an interest in the Fac-
tory by writing Eubank Farms Cowmpany, 989 Key-
stone, Pittsburgh, Pa. They will plant and care for
your trees for $6 per month. Your profit should be
$1,000 per year. Some think this man is crazy for
giving away such valuable laud, but there may be
method in his madness.

WY © 4AW T UL

Women!

We have positions open at $12.00 to
$25.00 per week for Beauty Specialists.
Never have such opportunities existed.

Right now if you were a graduate of the
famous Marinello School of Beauty Culture, you could
be earning $15 to $25 weekly in a pleasant position.

Thousands of Marinello graduates today
either own prosperous Beauty Shops or have perma-
%nt high sa‘l:ry posxtlgons.u ot one is out wal;l:

@ positively guarantee to secure a
for you the day you qualify.

Beauty Culture offers you a great oppor-
tunity, Millions are spent yearly for beauty treatments.

T;QC 1‘,{2;‘““@ ‘Schoiol tis tkte }:rgeist it}‘tbte
. t ture is tau, re in all 1its
g'(;rnchqs on ‘;gentl‘}ic, t'.hox'ough.g advanced methods.

Mail Coupon NOW!

YOU can learn the Marinello system and ste&into a
- W - - lucrative poeition, all coupon for free facts,

~ easy tuition fee and stories of Marinello
Marinello Co.. " « _ successes, 8tart on the road to free-
Dept. 129, Mallers &, dom, independence and happiness
Bldg., Chicago ~_ Now.

Please send free, full "*y Marinello Co.,
facts about your Course in ~,
Beauty Culture and easy terms. % oM

PRI ~

MALE HELP WANTED

GOVERNMENT FPOSITIONS PAY BIG MONEY.
Examinations everywhere soon. Get prepared by former United
States Clivil Berviee Examiner. 64 page booklet free. Write to-
day. Patterson Civil Service 8chool, Box 1408, Rochester, N.Y.

MISCELLANEOUS

Moulds and Models for ornamental casting of novelties,
statuary, garden furniture, in cement, plaster, Italian
marble, etc. Free illustrated catalogue displaying large

! assortment. J.Roth, Dept. 11, 45 Frost 8t., B'’klyn, N. Y.

in the MOTION PICTURE
2nd. B{ subscribin
PICTURE CLASSIC.
8rd. By acting as 8

Coupon in current number MOTION

) plion,

M. P. PUBLISHING CO.,
175 Duffield St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

send me complete information.

Address......

Your Favorite Picture Player Needs Your Vote

How does YOUR picture player stand in the MOTION PICTURE MAGAZINE'S Great
Popularity Contest for Players? Help him to WIN. Here are three ways you can do {t:

1s8t. Use the coupon that you will Mﬂ:d AIlzllthls issue of the CLASSIC and also
for the MOTION PICTURE MAGAZINE or MOTION
ial Solicitor and securing subscri tlosnsn‘ (l}or the MOTION

PICTURE MAGAZINE and MOTION PICTURE C
Those subscribing for the MAGAZINE and CLASSIC will be entitled to vote and In
addition to recelve FREE a set of the pennants of the players.
VOTES ARE COUNTED AS FOLLOWS:
Coupon on page 70 of this issue counts 25 votes.

. PICTURE MAGAZINE counts 10 votes.
4 A year's subscription to MOTION PICTURE MAGAZINE counts 100 votes.
A year's subscription to MOTION PICTURE CLASSIC counts 150 votes.
Combinati bscripti MAGAZINE and CLASSIC, counts 300 votes.

Prizes to Readers:

Each month a first, second and third prize, in addition to 1iberal commissions, will be
to those of our readers who enroll as Special Solicitors for the MAGAZIN
Begin voting now by sending in ccupon which you will find on page 70 of this issue.
If you desire to enroll as Special Solicitor and Representative, fill out and malil coupon below,

Address all communications to

GREAT POPULARITY CONTEST, M. P. PUBLISHING CO.
175 Duffield Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.

GREAT POPULARITY CONTEST

I desire to enroll as a Special Solicitor for the Great Popularity Contest. Kindly

Name....c.oooeeacervaanannns

glven
E and CLASSIO.
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Why Can’t I Get Any
Fun Out of Life?

It’s a fair question you are asking yourself. Why can’t you find any time for play? Why must you be
chained to a desk or work-bench from dawn to dark? Why should you be a wage-slave, with never a moment
for recreation? .

What faculty do your big money-making friends possess that you lack? Are they really so much more bril-
liant than you are? You know they are not.

True, they have brains, experience, ability, knowledge, energy,

o
but so have you. But besides those qualities, every successful man Personal Experiences

has cultivated and developed his Power of Will—for will power is Among 100,000 users of “‘Power of WIII"’ are such men as

the key to success Judge Ben. B. Lindsey; Supreme Court Justice Parker; Wu

¥ . 1 1 hi £ . d tal Ting Fang, Ex-U. 8, Chinese Ambassador; Assistant Post-

ora few dollars a wee you can hire men of genius and talent master General Britt; Lieut. Gov. McKelvie of Nebraska;

to work for you—if you have power of will to command and direct gengal Ml::nzer 'Chrhtevn oiPWeleFargioprée" Co.; E.
H - t. Elmo Lewis, former Vice-Pres. Art Metal Construction

ﬂ?e.m' You can find time for play, you .can command !:esl)eqt’ recog Co.; Gorv. Fen-i'l of Michigan, and many others of cqual

nition, rewards from the men who now ignore you, by intelligent ex- | piominence,

ercise of your will power. All the poor men, all the failures you It would take a book as thick as this magazine to carry a

: : full account of the amazing results secured by its users—here,
know are men who never developed their will power. however, are just a few extracts from the thousands of vol-

A New Road to Success e e e

Today the door to prosperity stands wide open for you. For the first time *“I recommended ‘Power of Will' to a young man and his
the magic power of the human will is exposed and explained. Until now this | #alary has increased 800% within a year.”—W. M. Taylor,
wondergul force has been little understood. No method was known for cultivating [ Eficlency Expert, Willys-Overland Co.
jt. But men of science now agree that by intelligent exercise the will can be N $1,500 to $50,000 Yearly
trained just as successfully as the memory can be trained. Three years ago [ was making $1500 a year and working

If you held your arm in a sling for two years, the muscles would become ;';{:&‘:::g;‘:-’:"‘r&' m;::h’e‘m:‘n;‘:h:nzo::t;&'ﬁi
powerless to lift a feather. That is exactly what happens when you neglect to ¥ 'wiir dot o’fu this sudden rise.’—(Name on request.)
exercise daily the will power of your brain. To recover the use of an atrophied Worth $3,000 to $30,900
muscle you would begin with a systematic and progressive course pf exercise and “Brom what 1 have .ke:dy seen 1 bel;"e 1 can get
training. To recover and to develop your will to the full limit of its powers, you [ 30,000 worth o good out of it,""—C. D. Van Ve, chm‘mc._ Ao'
must give it daily exercise and progressive training. And for this you need § Ageur North Western Life Ins. Co., Cedar Rapids, Ia.

instruction and guidance—the help of the most remarkable book of recent years. From $40 to $80 Weekly
Through *“Power of Will” Frank (Q,hanmng Haddock, Ph.D., the wizard developer “*Due to suggestions received from this book, 1 have in-
of self powers, holds out a helping hand to you. : creased my financial returns from $40 & week to $90 a week.”

—H. D. Ferguson, New Imperial Bath Houss, Hot Springs,

Sensational New BOOk Ark $897 Profit First Week

. . . “se )

k of the hour among men in every walk of life who have read it. Already it Power of Will’ is a compilation of mighty forces, M:

has mn'gle‘ed::};m: of fortune, happgness and saccess come true almost overnight for hundreds [ first week’s benefit in dollars is $900—cost $3; profit $897,”—

of men like you. Read carefully the letters in the panel at_the right. n our files are (Figure what his yearly profit would be.)—J. W. Heistand,
others from thousands of young people as well as great captains of finance, lawyers, physi- [ 916 Tribune Bldg., Chicago, Ill.

cians, teachers, ;tallltesmeni‘ governors of su:es. lftc.f= f{tct" M:ke utp ‘zour frnmd too elt‘fm 50% Salary Raise
line with the fellows who are winning out, who find time to get some fun oul ife, “Etrse f bled me to get ise In salary.”
even while piling up their fortunes. YOU CAN DO IT, TOO. —Rob:rt ;"L':f:"g;:":“m;,’:.“ 50% raise in salary,

ENT FREE-Mail Co e T
- “‘More than a year ago I purchased ‘Power of Will' and I
u on firmly believe that it—and it alone—has enab'ed me to in-

. . crease my salary more than S0°% in that time.’’—L. C. Hud-
We want every man and woman who reads this page to sge and examine
“Power of Will” iml so we make this unprecedented offer. If you will fill 5™ Principal Mayhew Consolidated Schools, Boswall, Okla.

out and mail to us the coupon in the corner, we will promptly send you, all

Pelton charges prepaid, a copy of this beautiful 40o0-page leather hLound book, absolutely free for five days’ examination. We reserve

:;isch ghg ﬁ:htpho&ever,pt{: withdraw this extrnordlgnar_y offer without notice. So do not delay. Send today—before you forget.

M- Wilcox Block, Never in the whole history of self-helB literature has there been such a success. Bear in mind, the author of “Power
eriden, Conn. of ]}Vill," Frax:lk RChanning Haddock, Ph. D., is a scientist whose name ranks with such leaders of thought as James,

ergson an oyce. A 3 . o

Gendtlemen i—Please gso This new work is the first thorough, systematic, practical course in Will Power development ever produced—

“RIP me a copy of the_result of more than twenty years research and study. Yet you will find every page written in language so
ower of Will” on ap- simple that anyone can understand and apply the principles and methods sc clearly explained—and you can see

groval. I agree to remit results from the very first lesson!
535:’: :' remail the book in Don’t Wait Remember, you are under no obligations of any kind in sending the coupon—
4 *  not one penny to pay for the privilege of keeping and reading the book for five
whole days. Then if you decide you want to own it, you can send us only $3.00, our Special Low
Introductory Price and the book is yours. Or, if you prefer, send it back. You take no risk at all.
Tear off the coupon or write a letter now and mail it. .

PELTON PUBLISHING CO,, 43-S Wilcox Block, Meriden, Conn.

Name...iveeeeesecoscneennnonns
Address....oeiieiierecececnncannes

City.ooieeioeesnncesae. State.........
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T is solemnly said that many a rose
of a lass is born in the tenements
to blush unseen and waste her

sweetness on the refuse, venerable
vegetable and factory-tainted air. Per-
fectly acceptable romance writers also
aver that gilded and blue-blooded
youths have a predilection for slum-
ming after tenement roses, and wiving
them after a month of higher educa-
tion and antiseptic soap.

It listens good, but it isn’t true to

( Thirteen)
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form, nor to that other big policeman
of good romance—Tlife.

If said *rose isn’t level-headed,
and the chances are she isn't, she
sours on the honest job in the
pickle-works and pines for her gilded
youth to enter her life. And when he
does, she’s as soft as a jelly-fish, and
in due time’shatters herself all over the
rocks.

Adjectives were made to express
what we see in the other fellow. To

PACH - »

begin with, Betty was dirty and work-
a-day and blunt. Besides that, she
harbored valuable real estate under
her finger-nails, and had the habit of
snuffling skillfully on her sleeve. She
gave what she got, and if told to de-
part to the Nether Regions asked the
inviter to accompany her. She had
read, while others slept, a novel by
Laura Jean Libbey and was inclined
to be persuaded.

A stray cat is brighter by far than




a milk-fed grimalkin, and Betty's wits
were sharpened to the point of animal
cunning. Her mother had died, bent
stiffly over the tubs—a fitting reces-
sional for a drudge—and her father,
“Big Tony,” who never drew a sober
breath, was the girl's chief bone of
contention.

Where the tenement girl showed
clean and rang true was in her care
of her little brother, Jim. He had
come into the world, friendless, long
after his parents had fallen into their
voles of master and drudge, and his
advent pained the weaker one and
enraged the stronger.

After his mother's |
the destiny of little
inherited by Betty.
had asked her why
such a good big
might have said, “A
kid brudder—see ?”’

a lot of philosophy i
old as maternity, and
more helpful than

sorosity of kisses and

confections.
She liked it.
Sometimes of

nights she read
“Lovers Once But
Strangers Now,"”
and now and then
Joe Kelly, the
husky, young, Ital-
ian dock-hand, took
her to the movies, o1
for a trolley-ride t¢
the Bronx.

At the barge-trip
the Hudson, of
Longshoremen’s Un
she had met “Nifty" ]
dez, who owned a :
of saloons and dance
and was known as a
ular guy” by his envi
came around to the
wards, and, in the
humbled Joe, invited
blow-out.”

Betty had been a
their first meeting.
doubts about Nifty
the hel'O in the nOV&.., QiU v UL o
seem to have quite all the manner of
the lovely men in the movies; but he
certainly wore beautiful clothes and a
swell diamond pin, and had his hair
wonderfully combed and oiled in
waves by a Bleecker Street tonsorial
artist.

After the door had closed on his
shapely back, Joe eased his feelings.
“Dont go, kid,” he advised with more
or less self-interest; “dat dump of
Nifty’s ’ll git youse in queer.”

“I'm wise, Joe,” she said. “I aint
de kind wot’ll fall f'r de soft stuff.”
Just the same, she had decided to go.

The eventful night swung around
quicker than her makeshift finery.

“Gee, kid!" Nifty exclaimed at first

* sight of her, “yuh got th' goods.
aw'right, aw'right. Where' did yuh
cop th’ style?”

Her round. young arms shimmered
in the gas-light before him. The swell
of her bare, young bosom rose and
fell with the tide of pride.

“1 seen de ' glad- -rags on Mar-ee
Pickford,” she flashed. “Aint dey de
goods " .

Hours later, the pureness of her

white cowns was somehow

spotted with doubt as Nifty sped
her home. The sound judgment, the
wariness in her quick, defensive eyes
had read “defeat” in the thirst-ridden,
flaccid faces of the “belles” under
Nifty's care.

She could never have defined dis-
honor, hopelessness, booze-fighting;
but the beat of their sinister lilt was
there, and she instinctivély cocked
the weapons of distaste and cau-
tion.

Nifty’s eyes followed her closely, as

MOTION PICTURE

she lighted the gas and drew off her
gaudy, lace jacket.

“Yuh're there kld ” he beamed
toothsomely, ° irom hoof to wether,
an’ yuh showed up like a cherry in a
bunch of rotten dills.”

Suddenly his hand clasped the
roundness of her arm and stroked it
agdsuringly.

Something in her said “That aint

right,” and she drew back warily. But
Nifty was used to women, and the
defenses of the sex piqued his

artistry.
“Come. kid.” he said auietlv: “v

uh

4 WAL LN

he sneered, “but yuh're dead wrong
To show \uh I'm wise, I'll give yuh
a sqmrt of th' gas on your road to th’
hay.”

Joe followed him down the talka-
tive stairs and into the taxi. It
hummed around a corner and set its
lungs for a trip across town. They
were nearing, in the gas-splotched
night, Nifty’s bailiwick. @~ With a
quick call to the chauffeur, and a
grinding of brakes, the machine drew
up at a corner abreast of a row of
glistening brass buttons.

“Hey, bo!” called Nifty, sharply,

(Fourteen)
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“th’ fare I picked up in Charles Street
has lifted me clock. Will yuh give
him th’ once over?”

In sleepy scrutiny, the policeman
ran his hands across the stupefied
Joe's front, and pulled a dangling
watch and chain from his vest-pocket.

“Climb down, yuh!” the watch-
dog ordered; “an’ it's Jefferson
Market f'r youse.”

Havineo

k

l‘ILI. Illlll, WULLIQIITIIDL, Wil a D,

“That kid,” he explained, “is sourin’
vour chances of breakin’ in. I’'m goin’
to push you for a job on th’ stage—
vour shape will hold down th’ part—
and th’ kid is goin’ to be in your way.”

Her eyes were on guard. “Dere
aint half enough mudders now,” she
objected; “who’s goin’ tu take him
in?”

“Jes’ a little trick, a little plant,” he
said, “‘an’ th’ kid’s in the House of
Correction—yu’ve got to hurry up
Gawd on those things.”

After Nifty had gone she began to
believe him. Her thoughts in the

(Fifteen)

lonely room took flighty panic on what
might happen to little Jim, and know-
ing she was licked she turned to flight.

Nifty would find her if she stayed
in the city ; she had a deep respect for
the sweep of his drag-net, and the
country was a land of flowers and
fruits and teeming wealth.

At daybreak she was dressed, and
Jimmy stood a-tremble beside her in

hic armnr nf rardureny

lolled at the wheels of his multi-lunged
car. To eat up space is exhilarating;
to diet at will on smooth roads and the
speed limit is digestive. It helps to
prick a jaded mood.

As he spun down the road on a
sun-spangled morning, he had not the
slightest warning of the great changes
about to enter his life. Three remark-
able things waited athwart his wheels

. for the pleasant malingerer—a Mood,

a Motive, and a Manifestation,
Jimmy, pitched to exotic bliss by the
laurel bloom, darted, shadow-quick,

across the road, his arms filled with
flowers. Fairyland, its flowers, its
smells and its enchanted woods had
come to him at last.

Betty, her lush hair unfurled to the
cool breeze, sat by the roadside, her
lap filled with sweet-scented flowers.
As the boy sprang across to her, Chan-
ning’s car bore swiftly down on him,
caught the little figure and whirled

it in itc whael
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He lifted the faintly breathing boy
in his arms and snuggled him into the
roomy tonneau. Without a word, the
girl leaped in after him, and the car
was turned and tore madly back thru
the leafy vista.

Betty remembered shooting between
great, stone gate-posts, the lurch of
the car up a wooded drive, and the
cool flaunt of brilliant awnings over a
long, stone veranda. .

Servants in white and ladies in won-
derful, lacy dresses flitted about her,
and then came the doctor.

“It’s a broken leg,” he pronounced,




“and the child is suffering from shock ;
he ought to pull thru with good care.”

The Mood took hold of Channing,
desperately. “He shall have the very
best of care,” he said; “my household

is at the boy’s service.”
Tha talanhAna
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laugh, the level
eyes and sunburnt
cheeks of the man, and his open,
laughing heart, gave her a confidence,
a sense of rest and unguardedness she
had never known before. And the
girl was a treasure to him; wide-eyed,
reliant, pure at heart, yet wary to the
touch, she was the anti-type to those
‘he was accustomed to meet.

Channing’s aunt and her daughter,
Edith, looked upon the strange inti-
macy with unmixed distaste and a
sense of smarting defeat. The big
poloist was his aunt’s one best bet.
Edith had been carefiilly groomed to
his fancy, and their visit had been
nicely timed.

And now this impossible roadside
creature had pricked their well-laid
plans. The girl blossomed; the
hunted, measuring look in her eyes

gave place to a shining softness, and
the strident fierceness in her voice
melted to deeper, sweeter tones.
Channing was responsible. The
girl had made a god of him, and it
was almost pathetic to see how she

raniad hic teinle Af

CHANNING HAD ORDERED- A TWIN NECKLACE FOR BETTY

one Robert Colton, who was strong on
tennis and parlor arts and short on
cash and opportunity. Channing sup-
plied the cash, in a trumped-up law-
suit, and Edith obligingly gave him
the opportunity.

The Mood was waning in Channing,
but something stronger was taking its
place. The agile sleekness, the animal
perfection of the girl, with the won-
der of her adaptability, had taken hold
on him. He watched her round out—
physically, socially, mentally—as a
mother-cat watches her blind and
groping kitten.

The Motive, step by step with her
advancement, came to him. Marriage
was impossible—the barriers of gen-
erations, prejudices, of inherent pride,
of a race set apart, of a thousand

MOTION PICTURE

niceties intervened. But he desired.
No woman of a hundred knowledges
was so strong, so keen, and so vibrant
as this rose of the tenements.

She was completely his; she made
no disguise of it. He came to need

hae ctennctlh qltbnad analaa TR R DR S

rosiness of his
motive, Channing
had ordered a twin necklace for
Betty, which he placed around her
captive neck and drew her to him.
She made no resistance, nor saw that
her soul hung on the price of the toy.
Unblushing, joyant, with eyes flashing
into his, she came to him quickly.
The news of rare pearls travels
quickly—a ghostly, underground scent
—and Nifty Mendez soon had the
information that started him on a
journey to the north shore of Long
Island Betty was past and forgot-
ten, but Channing’s gift to his cousin
hung on an easy branch for the
light-fingered. Nifty’s easy access lay
thru a maid who had formerly been
a bright light in one of his dives.
Betty’s triumph was told to him by
this maid. Of the tenement girl he
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felt easy. Here was no elaborate rob-
bery, but a simple case of going in by
the front door.

With Channing out of the house,
the maid admitted him, and he met
Betty alone.

“Well, kid,"” he said, “vou and me is

thru after I get that necklace.”
“Wheare dn vih oit nff1” cha rfriad

quick I got a girl here who's gointer
tell th’ h—I1 of a life yvou led in my
Bleecker Street dump.”

The smells and taints and old fears
of the tenements crowded around her;
she saw only with the eyes of the
chanceless girl. *‘Here, take th’ rocks,”
she said; “I suppose I gotta kick in.”

Nifty slipped the necklace-case into
his pocket and gave a free word of
parting advice. “You better beat it,
kid, while your shoes is good ; this rich
guy aint fattenin’ you up with three
squares a day for nothin’, and when
you're ripe to pick, I'll hand him the
dirty tale.”

(Seventeen)

After he was gone, Betty took stern
counsel with herself. She gritted her
teeth and scorned Nifty's insinuations,
but he was right. She did not belong
there ; only chance and Mr. Channing’s
kindness had kept her on so long. She
wanted to leave him thinking well of
‘her; she had tried so hard to climb,
and then the orime and

her dream in a moment’s contact with
the dive-keeper.

She knew that explanations would
be too hard for her to give, with

Channing holding her hands and look- .

ing and probing deeply into her eyes.

So, in the end, her going, like her
coming, was unexpected—stealthy, a
folding of grimy tents. She left all
her new finery behind ; the retreat was
complete, and at nightfall she led
Jimmy up the long flight of tenement
stairs to the forgotten rooms.

It was musty and smelly and un-
kempt inside—a place of distaste now
—and on the silent floor below, a red

sign displayed the awesome fact that
a case of infantile paralysis had come
at last to the tenement.

She had no money, but that did not
worry her. The feeling that she was
different, perhaps better, with the
smiles and moods and the enchanted
sayings of a great man still in her eves
and earc dictrecced her terrihlv-

)

Channing puzzled over the case for
a week. He missed her more than he
could ever imagine the simple exit of
a woman. She was common clay, he
knew, fashioned to suit his fancy.
Perhaps in that lay the harrowing
sense of loss: he had created, and
longed for his own creation.

With her physical disappearance the
Motive was lacking. He drew mental
pictures of her nimbleness to learn;
her dog-fondness for him; her wide,
straightforward eyes.

And, with only a bright recollection
to amuse him, the details of Edith's

(Continued on page 70)



«~EORGE, I want a Moorish city,
big enough for twenty thou-
sand people, on this site,” said

Herbert Brenon, director for Will-

iam Fox. '

“All right, chief,” said George,
waving his wand, and where but a
few days before had been a waste,
appeared a thriving city, teeming
with the atmosphere of the Orient.
White-robed, dark-skinned men and
veiled women walked the narrow,
crooked streets and lounged in the
bazaars. High-prowed galleys, with
queer red, triangular sails, lay anchored
at the great stone wharves. In short,
nothing was lacking which history
tells us belonged to an ancient Mo-
hammedan town.

Nor was this city merely a shell of
lath-and-plaster, but solidly built of
steel and concrete. The palace of the
Sultan was as ornate within as with-
out, and it included a harem of a hun-

dred women, with such a luxury of
decoration as might have kindled a
spark of envy in the heart of an Abdul
Hamid.

Even cxcepting its magnitude and
minuteness of detail, the difficulties of
building this particular set were
much greater than the average. The
site selected was an old marsh, sur-
rounding an ancient, half-submerged
Spanish fort, on the shore of the island
of Jamaica.  Technical Director
Schneiderman had first to pump out
the water, drain the land and kill the
mosquitoes before he could even begin
the real construction work. Then, of
course, came the designing, piece by
piece, of the whole city.

There is another little ‘‘location”
story told of Mr. Schneiderman’s
scene-magic, which is ratirer interest-
ing. While working on this same pic-
ture, “The Daughter of the Gods.”
Mr. Drenon required a gnome vil-

lage. which was to be peopled by
children. Alsor the scenario called
for a waterfall in this set. A site
was selected some forty miles away at
St. Anne's Bay. However, no water-
fall fell artistically enough at that
point to suit Mr. Schneiderman. But
a modern technical director doesn’t
let a little thing like that bother him.
He just went up into the forest about
three miles, dammed up a river and
turned it over a bluff in his location,
making a waterfall such as might have
delighted Diana. There's nothing to
it if you have the nerve.

Elaborate set-building in the photo-
play is advancing with the strides of
the seven-league boots. Just as each
producer and director is striving to
outdo his contemporaries in action of
pantomime, so each technical director
strives to vanquish his rivals in the
massiveness and in the exquisite taste
of his sets. FEach new feature that is

HERE IS .\ WHOLE CITY BUILT FOR A SINGLE PRODUCTION—'‘\A DAUGHTER OF THE GODS'"
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A REAL BUILT-TO-ORDER WATERFALL COURSING THRU A FANTASTIC VILLAGE

released tries to go the last “one
better.”

The new Ince production, *‘Civili-
zation,™ is another feature which fur-
nishes a striking illustration of this
advance in scene-making. The sets
are massive, built to order, and com-
plete to the last detail of construction
and properties. Of course. Mr. Ince
does most of his own technical direct-
ing, but his right-hand man is Robert
Brunton. The great set in this spec-
tacle is the royval palace and plaza,
with the village surrounding it. It is
typically European in structure and
atmosphere and marvelously exac¢t as
to detail.

Each company employs a man,
some a corps of men, whose duty is the
designing and periodizing of these
sets. These men are artists in their
profession—a combination of civil en-
gineer, mechanical draughtsman and
interior decorator. They must know
the photographing values of colors
and color combination in draperies.

The majority of these technical
directors work from models. That
is, after reading the action of the
scenario, and finding out the location

and types of the scenes, they draw

out each scene on cardboard, cut it

out and mount it in the form of a
model, painting it in exactly the colors
that are to be used. Thus they get an
accurate idea of how the scene will
look when actually set up, and also, if
there is any doubt about the colors
used, the model can be photographed
and the results compared with the
effect that is desired.

Then, using this model as a guide,
the art-technical director .goes to the
selected location and stakes out the
set, according to scale. Now he calls
in the stage carpenters and directs the
construction, and, lastly, attends to the
painting. If he is doing an interior set,
he must also work out the color
schemes of draperies and furniture,
and also the most advantageous placing
of the latter. In short, he is on the
job from the first great conception
down to the last, smallest detail.

These creators of illusions have
a knowledge of period furnishings
which would overawe a curio collec-
tor. They speak carelessly of Louis
Quatorze bedroom sets and Empire
ballrooms, of Tudor fireplaces and

early Renaissance tapestries. Of
course, the public libraries furnish a
large part of this information, but all
of them keep files of old prints and
scrapbooks, and some have large
libraries of their own.

I asked Thomas O’Neill, who has
charge of this work at the big Eastern
studio of the Universal, how he had
arrived at this position.

“Well,” he said, "I started as prop-
erty-boy, as most of us do, and just
worked up thru all the various stages.
Naturally, I picked up information on
the way, and by collecting books and
doing outside reading, gradually fitted
myself for this line of work.”

In fact, this is the way in which
most of these men have started.
Some have come from the legitimate
stage; others started green in the
studio.  Jean Hornbostel, of the
World-Peerless, began as property-
boy, and, by taking night courses in
interior decorating, arrived at his
goal.

There is no limit to the trouble and
expense to which they will go to get
properties which exactly fit the set.
Here again, Mr. Technical Director,
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IIERE WE HAVE CHARLES CHAPMAN, TECHNICAL DIRECTOR; WALLIE VAN (Wl'l‘ll STRAW HAT), FILM DIRECTOR, AND
TIIEIR WORKMEN, BUILDING A HOUSE FOR A VITAGRAPH PLAY

it's up to you! For his responsibility
covers properties and costumes, as
well as the set itself, and his is the
blame if anything is wrong. George
Schneiderman wanted ten camels for
his Moorish city in “A Daughter of
the Gods.” Camels dont grow in
Jamaica, as the climatic conditions
are bad for their health. Mr.
. Schneiderman made an arrangement
with a circus to furnish him with ten
camels at a cost of seven thousand
dollars, and they show in the picture
for just about ten seconds—seven
thousand dollars’ worth of atmos-
phere!

A few days ago I was roaming
about the Vitagraph property-room,

No tramp. he just had lost his way
In the great world—a spirit cowed.

He slouched into the play-world,
bowed
With sin, not years; with failure

gray—
He might find solace in the play,
Or pick a pocket in the crowd.

He sces a little cabin home
Nestling among green trees.

Beside the path old-fashioned flowers
And homely hives of bees.

¢ Twenty-one)

and noticed an excellent copy of “The
Chattel” tucked away in a corner.
Having never seen it outside of the
Metropolitan Museum, I was rather
interested, and asked Mr. Chapman,
who holds down this strenuous posi-
tion for the Vitagraph Company.
where he had found it.

“Oh, I didn't find it,” he replied.
“You see, we needed a painting of a
slave-market, and when I looked it
up, ‘The Chattel’ seemed to fit better
than any other. We scoured New
York for a copy of it, but there was
none to be had. So I just gave an
artist a commission to make one. It’s
rather a fine piece of artistic work,
isn't it?"

$# 3 3 3

The Picture of Experience

By STOKELY S. FISHER

Behind it climbs a wooded hill,
A fence set thick with vines:

And thru lush leaves a tumbling brook
Clear in the sunlight shines.

A grape-vine, matted o’er a bush,
Embowers a mossy scat—

An Eden tent for youth and love
While still the heart is sweet!

He sees the happy youth and maid,
Their rapt betrothal kiss:

He sees the picture of their dream,
Love’s apotheosis!

To such lengths do they go in the
pursuit of the fitness of things!

With the steady advance of the
photoplay, the scope of the technical
director’s art is broadening. The days
when his field was restricted to two
sides and a back drop surrounding a
couple of pieces of tawdry or moth-
eaten furniture are gone, and a new
era of scenic magnificence is dawning.
So long as the company’s money-bags
are well filled, these brains, which can
conceive and carry out the construc-
tion of scenic masterpieces, will con-
tinue from one triumph to another,
until even the most blasé of the picture
fans whispers to his neighbor, “Gee!
that's some set!”

Beside the picture on the screen,
1.o! his dead ycars arise:

It is as if some pensive tune
His heart heard thru his eyes!

He drecams of one far, far away,
Hc knows her waiting yet;

Oh, ficry shame burns on his face,
His eyes with tears arc wet!

A battered wreck, long had he drifted;
But now his will is all awake,
He knows the course that he must take,
And turns toward home a face uplifted!
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Make-up Mor

HERE is no parti
between tea and
but I was bor
England, thirty-three
early in life T entered
tea company, having
strong inclination tow
When, however, [ be
ager for the company,
covering the north of
of Ireland, T formed 1
study, which, altho the
has since become a lif
About seven years
interested in Motion
went over to the \
graph Company and t
for a position. After
usual discouraging w
that every “cxtra’ ha
go thru, I finally got
chance as Lord DBeacc
field in “Beau Drumm
That was the beginn
Other small parts
lowed in rapid success
until now I am jocul:
known as the offi
drunk, parson, and bu
of the Vitagraph C
pany.
Now it came about !
that faculty which I
tried to develop,
which had been ridict
by my friends as a w:
of time., became
mensely valuable to
During my two ve
stage experience, 1
urally, T had made
study of make-up,
now turned my attent
to bettering that in !
tion Pictures. In a sl
time [ was installed
make-up manager for
company, and since that
time, five years ago. have put on
over forty thousand different make-
ups, my record day being that in which
I made up seven hundred and thirty-
eight persons. _
Photoplays have reached such a de-
gree of excellence, that we can no
longer afford to offer the public. actors
with poor and out of period make-ups.

BARNEY BARNARD

me a large part &f my material of this
kind. However, my real reference
book is *“The World's Progress.”
which is a dictionary of dates and
periods. T also keep a scrap-book
picture collection, to which T am con-
stantly adding. In this book T keep

from a photograph which
I took in India of a nauve girl
I still manage to spend a portion of
my time in search for types. If we
are to do scenes in which we use dock-
rats and stevedores, I spend an hour
or two at the wharves and get the ma-
terial first-hand. and then go back and
copy my mental pictures. for I never
carry a sketch-hook, and coulda’t use
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FRANK HOLLAND AS THE cal characters to be  ferent processes and must not be her face are simply black marks on
CZAR created. My best confused. The heavy lighting on the the negative. This shadow effect is
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gotten by using a gray or a brown
grease-paint, with the lines set out in
lake combined with a little purple.
There are no high-lights used on the
screen. For instance, Barney Bar-
nard, in his stage appeararnce in
“Potash and Perlmutter,” used very
heavy lines for wrinkles. On the
screen, however, he uses a lake-and-
purple line surrounded by a pale gray.

Dead-white should not be used on
the face, as it throws back the reflec-
tion of the light and causes a loss
of detail in the features, often giving
the edge of a feature the appearance
of having a halo about it. Reds, from
rose-pink ‘up, cause.a recession of the
feature so accented. If one wishes to
do away with a double chin, it is
merely covered with a fairly strong
red grease-paint, and when photo-
graphed blends into the neck. The
eyelashes should never be beaded, as
the beading shows distinctly in a
“close-up.” French mascaro, either in
liquid or block form, should be used.
This comes in gray, brown and black.
Also the shading about the eyes shopld
be done in gray or brown. The uni-
versal color for men is a yellow
grease-paint with a slight touch of
pink underneath. Blondes should be
a little more yellowish than brunettes.
Ladies should use a light pink or yel-
low with pink powder. The grease-
paint must cover all blood corpuscles
and freckles, which, if not properly
hidden, will photograph black.

In connection with this, I want to
warn those ambitious of doing “extra”
work, of the seriousness of making up
the face and forgetting the ears and
neck. The face simply photographs
like a mask. Also in this connection,
the old cry of everything goes in the
movies is a thing of the past, and a
well-cut and well-pressed suit or dress
photographs as such, which is worth
remembering.

Outside of the extraordinary char-
acter parts, I have but little occasion
to make up the ladies. In fact, they
seem to take naturally to the make-up
box, and really need to be shown only
once. Yet there is some little advice
that I would like to give. When wear-
ing an evening dress for the screen,
do not use any liquid white on the
arms and neck, but try the same pow-
der that you have on your face, other-
wise your arms and shoulders will look
like a piece of marble. Dont use lip-
rouge, unless it is transparent, or the
lips will photograph black.

There are several types of lights

/

used in the studio. Those most in use
are the Cooper-Hewitt, the Aristo
and the Allison. The Cooper-Hewitt
gives out more violet rays, and hence
when working under these lights the
make-up must be deeper. The other
two types are yellow-ray type, and the
make-up does not need to be so heavy.
Some of these lights, however, require
a deeper vellow than others, so that in
taking feature productions it is often
well to rehearse two or three types of
make-up. Then, too, in scenes tinted
for night-work the make-up must be
deeper.

False hair for beards and mustaches
comes in two ways, either made up on
gauze or as braided crépe hair. On
the stage the gauze beard is more
practical, as the audience are at some
distance. On the screen, however,
with the camera so close, the hard
edge shows up against the skin and
looks “faky.” Therefore the crépe
hair, which can be twisted and cut to
any shape, is almost universally used.
When, however, it is necessary to have

-a more durable whisker, for use in

comedies and water work, the gauze
beard or mustache is substituted and
built up with crépe hair, so that the
raw edge does not show. I always put
a touch of light gray in the center of
a mustache, as this forms a shadow
and covers the joining. Do not blend
wigs, if it is possible to avoid it.
There are very few in which blends
do not show. If a bald wig is neces-
sary, blend with nose-putty and grease-
paint, but avoid making it any thicker
than is necessary.

In negro make-up, I have found by
experience that black cork, such as is
used on the stage, becomes shiny
when photographed. Hence, I use a
creole cork or dark brown. When I
made up Frank Daniels the other day
as a Zuly, I used this creole cork, and
did the eves and mouth in a bluish
white.

To the photoplayer his make-up is
far more important than to the actor,
for altho the actor’s make-up may be
poorly done on Monday night, he can
remedy its defects on Tuesday, and
the ill effect is counteracted; but the
screen player is made up for all time,
and his make-up becomes a part of his
personality. Therefore he must be
doubly careful. In the old days, when

the pictures were young, and actors
and actresses were inexperienced be-
fore the camera, the ordinary make-up
of the stage was used. That is why
some of the old releases show hard,

MOTION PICTURE CLASSIC

HERMAN KERNAN IN
“THE MAN WITH THE HOD” (VOGUE)

blotchy, and patched-lookmg faces.
But as we have progressed along all
other lines in making photoplays, we
have also advanced in expenence in
making up, until now it is little short
of an art. ~
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Theda, Misunderstood Vampire

Phote Ly Bradicy

THE VAMPIRE MOURNS OVER THE REMAINS OF ONE OF HER

T started way back in her girlhood.
Because her eyes were so big and
black and strange-looking, because

her face seemed unnaturally small be-

cause of the eyes, and because of the
strange, sometimes weird fancies that
possessed her, her schoolgirl companions
were afraid of her. 'In the ages from
ten to fifteen, to be at all odd, or in the
lcast bit different from the rest of
one’s schoolmates, is fatal to any chance
of “chumship” or intimate friendship.

Theda Bara had an odd name, to begin

with. Then her eyes, her ways, her

fancies and moods were all rather
strange and queer to the other girls.

Therefore she had few intimate friends.
As she grew up, this deepened some-

what, until now she says that she has

very few friends—she can count them, so
she says, on the fingers of her hand.

“I grew afraid of making advances to-
wards friendliness when I was a child.
And, as I grew up, this deepened,” she
said to me. “I think this condition of
my schoolgirl life gave me my first in-
sight into real heart tragedy. For such
things as being shunned and feared by
one’s schoolmates is one of the bitterest
tragedies that can happen to a child.
When the other girls chummed together,
making fudge and going to parties, I
was left out. And it made such a
deep impression upon me that I am never
the one to seek a friendship for fear I
~ may be rebuffed. If others make the first

advance, I will meet them half-way—if I
like them. But I like few people.”

We were seated in the living-room of

( Twenty-five)

Miss Bara’s apartment. She had just
come from the studio, and I had met her
downstairs. So we came up together,
and she called for tea, as we sat in the
dusk of a summer evening far up above
the lights and noises that are New York.
Miss Bara wore a house-dress of dark
material, loose-fitting, showing but a

modest V of her white throat, and with

sleeves that came almost to the tips of
her fingers and fell awayv in voluminous
folds cf softness. It was a dress in
which one could rest and invite one’s
soul. And, by the way, it was a dress
that has never becn seen in pictures, for
Miss Bara has a few gowns that she
absolutely will not put on for picture
purposes.

“I like to get quite away from my

‘studio presence,” she explained. “When

I am at home and resting, I dont want to
be clothed in a frock that will instantly
recall some tense scenc in which 1 was
called upon to express some loathsome
emotion. 1 dont want to go over and
over, in my mind, the scenes that were
played in that particular gown. So I
have some that have never seen the light
of a studio—and wont, either. They are
home-dresses, and I keep them for such.”

And then we were off on that magic
subject that never fails to interest the
so-called “weaker sex.”

“There is one room here in my home}”
went on Miss Bara, as a white-capped
and aproned maid deftly served the most
fragrant of tea, with tiny little sand-
wiches, lettuce and mayonnaise, and tiny
cakes, “that is filled to overflowing with

FORMER VICTIMS

my studio clothes. It would be a tragedy
to me if fire should destroy these gowns,
for I could never quite replace them. I
have lived a character in every one of
them. When I chance to glimpse a
certain frock, my mind quickly travels
back to the scenes I have played in it,
and instantly it seems to me the ghost of
a well-loved friend, a tangible reminder
of something that can never return.”

The maid left the room, and Miss Bara
sat back in her big chair, her face glow-
ing eerily from the twilight that was
filling the room. ,

“Tell me about some of your ideals of
dress,” I suggested, interested, as you
can well imagine.

“I dress like the snake, the patron saint
of the human vampire,” she laughed.
Then she sobered. *I have tried to give
the lie to the tradition that a vampire
always breakfasts in a very décolleté,
chiffon, rose-budded tea-gown. Vam-
pires couldn’t exist in such a garment.
It is only the rather florid blonde,
whose dimples are beginning to suggest
wrinkles, who could breakfast in such a
frock. I have made a sort of specialty
of the high-collared gown—the gown
whose collar approaches the lobes of the
ear. For this reason, for years the high-
collared gown has been banned by
fashion, and to wear one nowadays in-
stantly attracts attention. And that is
score one. I wear long, close-fitting
sleeves that extend over my hands half-
way. I learnt the value of such sleeves
from Sarah Bernhardt when I played in
Paris. Truly, beautiful hands are the

-
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greatest, and rarest, gift of Nature.
Rather than call attention to possibly
ugly points, Bernhardt says ‘Cover them.’
She has always clung to the long, close-
fitting sleeves, and they are beautiful—
at least hers are. Therefore I copy her
in that, as I should like to do in a number
of other points.

“The psychology of the long. clinging,
revealing robe is to suggest the sinuosity
of the serpent, the patron saint of the

AS SHE APPEARS OFF THE SCREEN

human vampire. Most people loathe
snakes. and anything that suggests them
repels the audience.  And that is what a
vampire must do—make pconle hate her
as+desperately as possible.”

Iere her voice dropped. and she sat
silent for a moment. On her face was
an expression of grief as keen and un-
affected as it was unexpected by me.

“Oh,” she cried, suddenly, “why do
people hate me so? \Whyv dont they real-

- woman.
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ize that my wickedness is merely to show
that, in no matter what guise it may
come, sin is always horrible and always
brings its own penalty? They refuse to
believe that [, in real life, am not as T am
in my screen life.  Just because, in a play
written for me by some man who wishes
to show sin as it really is, I am forced
to win men from their wives, to wreck
lives, to torture good women and drive
men frantic, they think that my life off
the screen must be much the same. If
vou could see some of the letters that I
get from people who have scen my work,
vou would appreciate what all this hatred
for me means. I have had women write
me that I should be driven from the
screen in disgrace and shut up some-
where, so that T could do no more harm
to mankind. Some women mutilate my
photographs when they are placed in
front of a theater. And, more than any-
thing else in all the world, 1 want people
to like me, to look on me with under-
standing and tolerance, rather than
loathing and disgust. That is why [
want to play some ‘good’ parts. 1 want
to play a part that has human qualities
and human frailties—one who is good,
hut vet subject to the temptations of the
flesh. T want, in short, to play the part
of a woman in real life. instead of the
incarnated spirit of wickedness and sin.”

[ was rather aghast at this outburst.
but immediately T saw its justice. It
must be awfully hard to be always hated
by her audiences, and I sympathized.

“If your fairy godmother appeared be-
fore you, Miss Dara, and asked what
wish you wanted most in all the world,
what would you wish?” I asked, leaning
forward to watch her face ia the fading
light.

“My fairy godmother? Oh, of course;
we all have them. I'm afraid mine
should be a witch, tho, to accord with
my supposed character,” she said. a little
bitterly. Then she seemed to repent, and
her big, dark eyes glowed. “To play the
part of a sweet, essentially feminine
And T should ask to be allowed
to live, for one week, the life of a ra-
tional, unprofessional woman. Even one
day of such a life would be wonderful
to me.”

“"What would that day be like?" 1
challenged.

“My ideal day is this: Nine—break-
fast in bed and read my mail; ten—rise,
bathe and dress; eleven—go shopping
with one of my women friends; one—
luncheon; two-fiftcen—matinée; five—
afternoon tea with some friends; six—go
home to rest a bit; seven—entertain
some friends at dinner in my own home;
ten—informal music: eleven-thirty—re-
tirc. That is my ideal day. And I have
never vet been able to indulge in it.”

Truly, a picture vampire gives up
much in order .not to step out of her
character.
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A CTYPICAL “vaMme™

Just put two women together long
enough, and, if one of them he a Motion
Picture actress and the other an out-
sider, the question of inspiration will
come up, and so will that of love. Nat-
urally enough, in the course of our chat
these both came up. Inspiration was the
first to bob up. I had asked Miss Bara

(Twenty-seven)

PICTURE OF TIEDA BARA, BY
if she did not miss the inspiration of an
audience when she worked for the
camera.

“Inspiration? Goodness! that’s a mis-
used word! Do vou suppose T ever see
that camera before which T am giving
the very best that is in me? Do vou
suppose I ever hear its click? No!

e T = Y 2 e
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When T am acting. T picture to myself
the audiences who will watch that pic-
ture. It has been figured that more than
one million people a day, all over the
world, see me. Can vou realize what
that means? The average Broadway
star, in the course of a year in New York,
plays to five hundred thousand people.




That‘is a liberal average, for it takes a .

most successful star to fill the house at
every performance for a whole year.
Therefore the Motion DPicture player’s
audience in one day doubles that of the
stage star for a year. Isn't that inspir-
ing? Would one need greater inspira-
tion than that? I have received letters
from tiny, unknown spots of the world’s
surface, queerly written letters with
strange stamps, written sometimes in
Japanese, Italian, French—in half-a-
dozen languages. The people who write
those letters are my inspiration.”

The subject of love was broached
next. Of course it was bound to come.
The room was almost in total darkness,
save for the glimmer at the windows—
reflections of the lights in the streets.
And by these I could watch the face of
the woman who spoke of love.

“Love? What a funny question for
you to ask me, who am known and hated
for the unworthiness of my love, and for
the fact that 1 seem to seek the love that
belongs to some one else. There is but
one love that I cannot imagine m)self
coveting. That is the love that is won
by foul means. By ‘foul means’ I mean
the love that belongs to some one else,
that is won by trick tactics against the
will of the victim. In love one must be
aboveboard. Altho love has to do with

N

one’s emotional nature, still the brain can
be called in to direct a love campaign—
and must, to carry it to success. Com-
petition puts an edge on everything.
which means love as well. Competition
is the breath of life to me. I thrive on
it. To me the only love worth while is
the old-fashioned love—the love of men
who are chivalrous and gallant for the
women who are pure and sweet ; the love
that has made famous the Southland
with its air of romance. And the old-
fashioned love-stories are, to me, the best
of all books.”

She spoke of love with a cool aloof
interest, an air of calm, judicious wis-
dom that, once and for all. convinced me
that, despite her much-talked-about love-
scenes and all, for the screen, she
still remains untouched by that warmest.
most human and direct emotion known
to mankind—Ilove.

We sat silent for a moment in the
shadows. Then a maid entered and
turned on the lights. Whereupon the
spell of fascination that had held me.
unwitting of the hours I was taking up
of Miss Bara's time, had vaanished, and
I realized that even the warmest welcome
may be ruined by too eager acceptance,
so I rose to go.

I have tried to tell you something of
the real thoughts and ambitions, the

MOTION PICTURE CLASSIC
aspirations and ideals of this, “The
Wickedest Woman in Filimdom,” “The
Ishmaelite of Domesticity,” “The Love
Pirate,” and scores of other unpleasant
names. She is just a warmly human
woman, with a woman’s loves, desires and
ambitions.

And her greatest ambition is to be a
world-famous tragedienne on the legiti-
mate stage. That is why she is going to
give her whole life to the building up of
this ambition. She believes that the
Motion Picture studios are the greatest
training-schools in the world for this art.
She is fighting to gain fame, and she will
succeed !

“I am going to fight to the last ditch to
make my fame echo to the four points of
the compass. I want to be famous while
1 am still alive and young enough to
glory in it.’

And that finishes an mterv1ew in which
there isn't one word about where she
was born, educated, or anything else.
It's just an appreciation of a woman who
has tried to make good as a vampire,
a werwolf, a she-devil, who feasts on
the souls of men and who has suc-
ceeded ‘far better than she had ever
expected to. But the vampire is an
exaggerated type—a thch symbol to
scare children—and Theda Bara can,
and will, rise above it.

GRACE CUNARD, ANOTHER FAMOUS VAMPIRE OF THE SCREEN, IN "BORN OF THE PEOPLE” (UN]VERSAL)
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HAT same day, about noon, Romeo’s By CHARLES LAMB wives; and soon after arrived the prince
friends, Becnvolio and Mercutio, himself, who being related to Mercutio
walking thru the streets of Verona, This story was beg,‘,‘;‘,;"cf,'}fclﬁ?eﬁe mber fssue and s Chom Tybalt had slain, and having had
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fray, was commanded by.the prince to
relate the origin of it; which he did,
keeping as near the truth as he could
without injury to Romeo, softening and
excusing the part which his friends took
in it. Lady Capulet, whose extreme grief
at the loss of her kinsman Tybalt made
her keep no bounds in her revenge, ex-
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her love and her resentment: but in the
end love got the mastery, and the tears
which she shed for grief that Romeo had
slain her cousin, turned to drops of joy
that her husband lived whom Tybalt would
have slain. Then came fresh tears, and
they were altogether of grief for Romeo’s

banishment. That word was more terrible
to her than the daath of manv Tvhalte
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ness which he had shown. He had slain
Tybalt,but would he also slay himself,slay
his dear lady, who lived but in his life? The
noble form of man, he said, was but a shape
of wax, when it wanted the courage which
should keep it firm. The law had been
lenient to him, that instead of death, which
he had incurred, had pronounced by the
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FRIAR ILAURENCE—TILL HOLY CHURCH INCORPORATE TWO IN ONE

his having slain Mercutio. The prince,
unmoved by the passionate exclamations

of these women, on a careful examination -

of the facts, pronounced his sentence, and
by that sentence Romeo was banished
from Verona.

Heavy news to voung Juliet. who had
been but a few hours a bride, and now by
the decree seemed everlastingly divorced!
When the tidings reached her, she first
gave way to rage against Romeo, who had
slain her dear cousin; she called him a
beautiful tyrant, a fiend angelical. a
ravenous dove, a lamb with a wolf’s nature,
a serpent-heart hid with a flowering face,
and other like contradictory names, which
denoted the struggles in her mind between

prince’s sentence, which seemed to him
far more terrible than death. To him it
appeared there was no world out of
Verona’s walls, no living out of the sight
of Juliet. Heaven was there where Juliet
lived, and all bevond was purgatory, tor-
ture, hell. The good friar would have
applied the consolation of philosophy to
his griefs; but this frantic young man
would hear of none, but like a madman he
tore his hair. and threw himself all along
upon the ground. as he said, to take the
measure of his grave. From this unseemly
state he was roused by a message from his
dear lady, which a little revived him; and
then the friar took the advantage to ex-
postulate with him on the unmanly weak-

him beware, for such as despaired (he
said) died miserable. Then when Romeo
was a little calmed, he counseled him that
he should go that night and secretly take
his leave of Juliet, and thence proceed
straightway to Mantua, at which place he
should sojourn. till the friar found fit
occasion to publish his marriage, which
might be a joyful means of reconciling
their families; and then he did not doubt
but the prince would be moved to pardon
him, and he would return with twenty
times more joy than he went forth with.
grief. Romeo was convinced by these wise
counsels of the friar, and took his leave
to go and seek his lady. proposing to stay
with her that night, and by daybreak
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pursue his journey alone to Mantua; to
which place the good friar promised to
send him letters from time to time,
acquainting him with the state of affairs
at home.

That night Romeo passed with his dear
wife, gaining secret admission to her
chamber, from the orchard in which he
had heard her confession of love the night
before. That had been a night of unmixed
joy and rapture; but the pleasures of this
night, and the delight which these lovers
took in each other’s society, were sadly
allayed with the prospect of parting, and
the fatal adventures of the past day. The
unwelcome daybreak seemed to come too
soon, and when Juliet heard the morning
song of the lark, she would fain have per-
suaded herself that it was the nightingale,
which sings by night; but it was too truly
the lark which sang, and a discordant and
unpleasing note it seemed to her; and the
streaks of day in the east too certainly
pointed out that it was time for these
lovers to part. Romeo took his leave of his
dear wife with a heavy heart, promising to
write to her from Mantua every hour in
the day; and when he had descended from
her chamber-window, as he stood below
her on the ground, in that sad foreboding
state of mind in which she was, he ap-
peared to her eyes as one dead in the
bottom of a tomb. Romeo’s mind misgave
him in like manner; but now he was
forced hastily to depart, for it was death
for him to be found within the walls of
Verona after daybreak.

This was but the beginning of the
tragedy of this pair of star-crossed lovers.
Romeo had not been gone many days, be-
fore the old lord Capulet proposed a match
for Juliet. The husband he had chosen
for her, not dreaming that she was mar-
ried already, was count Paris, a gallant,
voung and noble gentleman, no unworthy
suitor to the young Juliet, if she had
never seen Romeo.

The terrified Juliet was in a sad per-
plexity at her father’s offer. She pleaded
her youth unsuitable to marriage, the re-
cent death of Tybalt, which had left her
spirits too weak to meet a husband with
any face of joy, and how indecorgus it
would show for the family of the Capulets
to be celebrating a nuptial feast, when his
funeral solemnities were hardly over: she
pleaded every reason against the match,
but the true one, namely, that she was
married already. But lord Capulet was
deaf to all her excuses, and in a peremp-
tory manner ordered her to get ready, for
by the following Thursday she should be
married to Paris: and having found her
a husband, rich, young and noble, such as
the proudest maid in Verona might joy-
fully accept, he could not bear that out
of an affected coyness. as he construed her
denial. she should oppose obstacles to her
own good fortune.

In this extremity Juliet applied to the
friendly friar, always her counsellor in

{ Thirty-one)

distress, and he asking her if she had reso-
lution to undertake a desperate remedy,
and she answering that she would go into
the grave alive, rather than marry Paris,
her own dear husband living; he directed
her to go home, and appear merry, and
give her consent to marry Paris, according
to her father’s desire, and on the next
night, which was the night before the mar-
riage, to drink off the contents of a phial
which he then gave her, the effect of which
would be, that for two-and-forty hours
after drinking it she should appear cold
and lifeless; that when the bridegroom
came to fetch her in the morning he would
find her to appearance dead; that then she
would be borne, as the manner in that
country was, uncovered, on a bier, to be
buried in the family vault; that if she
could put off womanish fear, and consent
to this terrible trial, in forty-two hours
after swallowing the liquid (such was its
certain operation) she would be sure to
awake, as from a dream; and before she
should awake, he would let her husband
know their drift, and he should come in
the night, and bear her thence to Mantua.
Love, and the dread of marrying Paris,
gave young Juliet strength to undertake
this horrible adventure; and she took the
phial of the friar, promising to observe
his directions.

Going from the monastery, she met the
young count Paris, and modestly dissem-
bling, promised to become his bride. This
was joyful news to the lord Capulet and
his wife. It seemed to put youth into the
old man; and Juliet, who had displeased
him exceedingly by her 1efusal of the
count, was his darling again, now she
promised to be obedient. All things in the
house were in a bustle against the ap-
proaching nuptials.
to prepare such festival rejoicings, as
Verona had never before witnesseds

On the Wednesday night Juliet drank
off the potion. She had many misgivings,
lest the friar, to avoid the blame which
might be imputed to him for marrying her

"to Romeo, had given her poison; but then

he was always known for a holy man:
then lest she should awake before the time
that Romeo was to come for her; whether
the terror of the.place, a vault full of dead
Capulets’ bones, and where Tybalt, all
bloody, lay festering in his shroud, would
not be enough to drive her distracted;
again she thought of all the stories she had
heard of spirits haunting the places where
their bodies were bestowed. But then her
love for Romeo, and her aversion for Paris,
returned, and she desperately swallowed
the draught, and became insensible.

When young Paris came early in the
morning with music to awaken his bride,
instead of a living Juliet, her chamber
presented the dreary spectacle of a life-
less corse. What death to his hopes!
What confusion then reigned thru the
whole house! Poor Paris lamenting his
bride, whom most detestable death had

No cost was spared .

beguiled him of, had divorced from him
even before their hands were joined. But
still more piteous it was to hear the mourn-
ings of the old lord and lady Capulet, who
having but this one, one poor loving child
to rejoice and solace in, cruel death had
snatched her from their sight, just as these
careful parents were on the point of see-
ing her advanced (as they thought) by a
promising and advantageous match. Now
all things that were ordained for the
festival, were turned from their properties
to do the office of a black funeral. The
wedding cheer served for a sad burial
feast, the bridal hymns were changed for
sullen dirges,.the sprightly instruments to
melancholy bells, and the flowers that
should have been strewed in the bride’s
path, now served but to strew her corse.
Now, instead of a priest to marry her, a
priest was 1 eded to bury her; and she
was borne to church indeed, not to aug-
ment the cheerful hopes of the living, but
to swell the dreary numbers of the dead.

Bad news, which always travels faster
than good, now brought the dismal story
of his Juliet’s death to Romeo, at Mantua,
before the messenger could arrive, who
was sent from friar Laurence to apprise
him that these were mock funerals only,
and but the shadow and representation of
death, and that his dear lady lay in the
tomb but for a short while, expecting when
Romeo should come to release her from
that dreary mansion. Just before, Romeo
had been unusually joyful and light-
hearted. He had dreamed in the night
that he was dead (a strange dream, that
gave a dead man leave to think), and that
his lady came and found him dead, and
breathed such life with kisses in his lips,
that he revived, and was an emperor!
And now that a messenger came from
Verona, he thought surely it was to confirm
some good news which his dreams had
presaged. But when the contrary to this
flattering vision appeared, and that it was
his lady who was dead in truth, whom he
could not revive by any kisses, he ordered
horses to be got ready, for he determined
that night to visit Verona, and to see his
lady in her tomb. And as mischief is swift
to enter into the thoughts of desperate
men, he called to mind a poor apothecary,
whose shop in Mantua he had lately
passed, and from the beggarly appearance
of the man who seemed famished, and the
wretched show in his shop of empty boxes
ranged on dirty shelves, and other tokens
of extreme wretchedness, he had said at
the time (perhaps having some misgivings
that his own disastrous life might haply
meet with a conclusion so desperate), “If
a man were to need poison, which by the
law of Mantua it is death to sell, here lives
a poor wretch who would se ' it to him.”
These words of his now came into his
mind, and he sought out the apothecary,
who, after some pretended scruples, Romeo
offering him gold, which his poverty could
not resist, sold him a poison, which, if he



swallowed, he told him, if he had the
strength of twenty men; would quickly
despatch him.

With this poison he set out for Verona,
to have a sight of his dear lady in her
tomb, meaning, when he had satisfied his
sight, to swallow the poison, and be buried
by her side. He reached Verona at mid-
night, and found the churchyard, in the
midst of which was situated the ancient
tomb of the Capulets. He had provided
a light, and a spade, and wrenching iron,
and was proceeding to break open the
monument, when he was interrupted by a

urged Paris to leave him, and warned him
by the fate of Tybalt, who lay buried
there, not to provoke his anger, or draw
down another sin upon his head, by forcing
him to kill him. But the count in scorn
refused his warning, and laid hands on
him as a felon, which Romeo resisting,
they fought, and Paris fell. When Romeo,
by the help of a light, came to see who it
was that he had slain, that it was Paris,
who (he learnt in his way from Mantua)
should have married Juliet, he took the
dead youth by the hand, as one whom mis-
fortune had made a companion, and said

MOTION PICTURE

lady’s lips, kissing them: and here he
shook the burden of his cross stars from
his weary body, swallowing that poison
which the apothecary had sold him, whose
operation was fatal and real, not like that
dissembling potion which Juliet had swal-
lowed, the effect of which was now nearly
expiring, and she about to awake to com-
plain that Romeo had not kept his time,
or that he had come too soon. :
For now the hour was arrived at which
the friar had promised that she should
awake; and he, having learnt that his
letters which he had sent to Mantua, by

THE BURIAL CORTEGE OF JULIET. ~OUR WEDDING CHEER TO A SAD BURIAL FEAST, OUR SOLEMN HYMNS TO SULLEN DIRGES CHANGE”

voice, which by the name of vile Montague,
bade him desist from his unlawful busi-
ness. It was the young count Paris, who
had come to the tomb of Juliet at that un-
seasonable time of night, to strew flowers,
and to weep over the grave of her that
should have been his bride. He knew not
what an interest Romeo had in the dead,
but knowing him to be a Montague, and
(as he supposed) a sworn foe to all the
Capulets, he judged that he was come by
night to do scme villainous shame to the
dead bodies; therefore in an angry tone
he bade him desist; and as a criminal,
condemned by the laws of Verona to die if
he were found within the walls of the city,
he would have apprehended him. Romeo

‘

that he would bury him in a triumphal
grave, meaning Juliet’s grave; which he
now opened: and there lay his lady, as
one whom Death had no power upon to
change a feature or complexion in her
matchless beauty, or as if Death were
envious, and the lean abhorred monster
kept her there for his delight; for she
lay yet fresh and blooming, as she had
fallen to sleep when she swallowed that
benumbing potion: and near her lay Ty-
balt in his bloody shroud, whom Romeo
seeing, begged pardon of his lifeless
corpse, and for Juliet's sake called him
cousin, and said that he was about to do
him a favor by putting his enemy to death.
Here Romeo took his last leave of his

some unlucky detention of the messenger,
had never reached Romeo, came himself,
provided with a pickaxe and lantern, to
deliver the lady from her confinement;
but he was surprised to find a light already
burning in the Capulets’ monument, and
to see swords and blood near it, and Romeo
and Paris lying breathless by the monu-
ment.

Before he could entertain a conjecture,
to imagine how these fatal accidents had
fallen out, Juliet awoke out of her trance,
and seeing the friar near her, she remem-
bered the place where she was, and the
occasion of her being there, and asked for
Romeo; but the friar hearing a noise,
bade her come out of that place of death,
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and of unnatural sleep, for a greater
power than they could contradict had
thwarted their intents; and being fright-
ened by the noise of people coming, he
fled; but when Juliet saw the cup closed
in her true love’s hands, she guessed that
poison had been the cause of his end, and
she would have swallowed the dregs if any
had been left, and she kist his still warm
lips to try if any poison yet did hang upon
them; then hearing a nearer noise of
people coming, she quickly unsheathed a
dagger which she wore, and stabbing her-
self, died by her true Romeo’s side.
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how Romeo, there dead, was husband to
Juliet; and Juliet, there dead, was Ro-
meo’s faithful wife; how before he could
find a fit opportunity to divulge their mar-
riage, another match was projected for
Juliet, who, to avoid the crime of a second
marriage, swallowed the sleeping-draught
(as he had advised), and all thought that
she was dead; how meantime he wrote to
Romeo, .to come and take her hence when
the force of the potion should cease, and
by what unfortunate miscarriage of the
messenger the letters never reached Romeo:

he could be supposed to have in these com-
plicated slaughters, further than as the
unintended consequences of his own well-
meaant, yet too artificial and subtle con-
trivances. ‘

And the prince, turning to these old
lords, Montague and Capulet, rebuked
them for their brutal and irrational
enmitics, and showed them what a scourge
Heaven had laid upon such offenses, that
it had found means even thru the love of
their children, to punish their unnatural
hate. And these old rivals, no longer
enemies, agreed to bury their long strife in
’ T >ulet
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ROMEO —0 MY LOVE! MY WIFE! DEATH, THAT HATH SUCK'D THE HONEY OF THY BREATH, HATH NO POWER YET UPON THY

a Romeo! a Juliet! as the rumor had
imperfectly reached them, till the aproar
brought lord Montague and lord Capulet
out of their beds, with the prince, to in-
quire into the cause of the disturbance.
The friar had been apprehended by some
of the watch, coming from the churchyard,
trembling, sighing and weeping, in a sus-
picious manner. A great multitude being
assembled at the Capulets’ monument, the
friar was demanded by the prince to de-
liver what he knew of these strange and
disastrous accidents.

And there, in the presence of the old
lords Montague and Capulet, he faithfully
related the story of their children’s fatal
love, the part he took in prometing their
marriage, in the hope in that union to end
the long quarrels between their families;
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further than this the friar could not fol-
low the story, nor knew more than that
coming himself, to deliver Juliet from that
place of death, he found the count Paris
and Romeo slain. The remainder of the
transactions was supplied by the narra-
tion of the page, who had seen Paris and
Romeo fight, and by the servant who came
with Romeo from Verona, to whom this
faithful lover had given letters to be de-
livered to his father, in the event of his
death, which made good the friar’s words,
confessing his marriage with Juliet, im-
ploring the forgiveness of his parents,
acknowledging the buying of the poison
of the poor apothecary, and his intent in
coming to the monument, to die, and lie
with Juliet. All these circumstances agreed
together to clear the friar from any hand

“ment) was all he

Montague’s hand (in token of reconcile-
demanded for his
daughter’s jointure; but lord Montague
said he would give him more, for he
would raise her a statue of pure gold, that
while Verona kept its name, no figure
should be so esteemed for its richness and
workmanship as that of the true and faith-
ful Juliet. And lord Capulet in return
said, that he would raise another statue
to Romeo. So did these poor old lords,
when it was too late, strive to outgo each
other in mutual courtesies: while so
deadly had been their rage in past times,
that nothing but the fearful overthrow of
their children (poor sacrifices to their
quarrels and dissensions) could remove
the rooted hates and jealousies of the
noble families.




ING PSYCHE TO HIS OWN REFLECTION WHAT THE WILD WAVES ARE SAYING
(Thirty-four)



CANOEIST AND ENJOYS THE SPORT IMMENSELY
(Thirty-five)




have been screeners all their lives.
Every leisure minute at the studio is
spent in some sort of recreation. Here
he is shown with three of his support-
ing cast, including W. E. Lawrence
and Dorothy West, in. a new produc-
tion, showing just how much fun can
be gotten out of playing Psyche to his
own reflection, in a lotus-budded pool
that is an irresistible temptation to
directors. Evidently, “Dug,” as he is
familiarly known, is enjoying himself
hugely, and his companions aren’t so
solemn-looking, at that! “Dug’s” grin
has a reputation for being infectious.

Much has been written of “The Lady
with the Eyes,” Anna Held, and her
capture, for picture purposes, by the
Oliver Morosco Company. Not the
least important of her possessions
(excepting the eyes) is her famous
Pekinese, who rejoices in the eupho-
nious title of *“Ting Ting!” (No,
Gladys, of course he wasn’t named in
honor of the famous New York resort
which you mention! The idea!) It
is rumored that the chain which holds
the dog captive in the picture is by no
means one to which he is unaccus-
tomed, for he is said to own jeweled
dog-collars, and so forth, to the amount
of many thousands. Miss Held’s im-
ported touring car forms an impressive
background for His Dogship and Miss
Held herself.

When Billie Burke went to Florida,
as star of the George Kleine serial,
“Gloria’s Romance,” she was delighted
with evervthing she saw. That's one

of Billie’s charms—her eagerness and
enthusiasm over things that other
people consider trifles. Billie was
terribly busy, what with her acting,
her exercise, and her bicycle rides.
But she did find time, when she was
“just too tired to walk another step,”
to roll luxuriously about in a one-man-
power “Afromobile” rolling chair.

Mary Kennedy, ingénue of the
Kalem Company, finds some use for
every moment of her busy day. When
she 1sn't being an actress and playing
opposite Rose Melville, the famous
“Sis Hopkins,” she's water-nymphing.
Mary is an expert swimmer, and her
repertoire of dives would make a pro-
fessional jealous.

Pleasuring, for Vivian Martin,
means entertaining her friends at
dinner. And she loves to prepare the
dinner herself, too. Her chafing-dish
is one of her dearest possessions, and
with its aid she can concoct a Welsh
rarebit or a plate of toothsome choco-
late fudge with equal ease and skill.
Of course, Welsh rarebit gives one a
lifelike imitation of what a sufferer
from D. T.s must enjoy; but who
wouldn’t see pink monkeys with jade
eyes and purple striped snakes, if, to
do so, meant that one might dine on
a meal cooked by Vivian Martin?

When Mabel Trunnelle was in
Cuba, recently, as star for the Edison
Company, she fell in love with the
gorgeous, snowy pigeons which make
beautiful the city square in Havana.
She spent the greater part of her
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leisure time with them, and it finally
grew so bad that her director, when he
missed her, sighed in a long-suffering
way, and gave a boy a peseta to entice
Miss Trunnelle from her feathered
friends. The pigeons grew to know
Miss Trunnelle, and to perch on her
shoulders, her outspread fingers, even
in her hair, to accept the bits of bread
which she had brought them.

Arthur Albertson, who plays par-
ticularly attractive juveniles, in the
Sis Hopkins Company, at the Kalem
studio in Jacksonville, and who is to
be prominent in the support of Ivy
Close, the famous English star who
has recently signed with Kalem, is
strongly addicted to outdoor sports.
But the intervals of his strenuous act-
ing give him scant opportunities for
football, baseball or such sports; so he
takes it out in the comparatively mild
sport of canoeing—tho, somehow, it
doesn’t seem mild when one watches
him skim swiftly over the ruffled sur-
face of the St. John’s River in a
bright green canoe.

It’s a far cry from the placid (?)
waters of the St. John's to the white-
capped breakers of the Pacific. But it
is in the latter that we find Mae
Andrew, of Pallas Pictures, Morosco.
Miss Andrew, in a black and white
suit designed for business, strictly, and
for no “beach bathing,” swims swiftly
and cleanly, far out “among those
waters, cold, unseeing”—but the
waters look neither cold nor unseeing
to charming Mae!

SCENE FROM A FORTHCOMING UNIVERSAL SUPER-FEATURE SHOWING THE DESTRUCTION OF A YACHT BY A TORPEDO.
THE WHITE STREAK SHOWS THE PATH OF THE TORPEDO ON ITS DEADLY ERRAND
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HOBART BOSWORTH AS HE DRESSED IN BEAR VALLEY Two vast fires were built, one on a platform, which acted
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BOSWORTH AND HIS COMPANY ENTERTAINING THE INHABITANTS OF BEAR VALLEY

as a spotlight in a gallery behind the
audience. We had a stage, which was
tastefully decorated with skins and a
large Indian painting by Valencia.
The flags and camp lanterns made a
charming showing, with the immense
trees as background. There were
trophies and throne-chairs, made with
our cannon and balls and skins, and
“prop” chairs, and all the Indian
weapons, and, in addition, my own
personal guns, tomahawks, etc., were
used.

A special skin tepee which John
Fisher, a millionaire hunter and com-
- panion of Stewart Edward White on
his trips, said was the most perfect
thing of the kind he had ever seen,
also added to the attractiveness of the
scene. Qur commissary department
furnished a lunch that all the guests
said would have made the chef of
the great Alexandria turn green with
envy, Then there were cigarets and
cigars galore, and autos for our guests,
many of whom had no means of trans-
portation.

News of our party got abroad, and,
instead of the thirty invited guests, all
Bear Valley turned out, and there
must have been fully three hundred
present. We began at 8:15 with tent

inspection ; all our people were in their
make-ups and occupied the tents as
the guests filed by. We had twenty
fires along the front to light up the
tents. The showing of the company
was splendid, and Bud Osborne and
Skipper Zeliff, as trappers, attracted
especial attention. I never saw a
lovelier effect than those tcpees, out-
lined by the fire-glow against the rocks
and forest, with the real Indians stand-
ing or sitting in picturesque groups.
With the tap-tap of the Indians’ drums,
it was all weirdly beautiful.

At 8:30. Charlie Hickman, made up
as a cattle king, and who acted as an-
nouncer, called the guests to the stage
and introduced us in a very funny
circus speech that made a big hit, as
he did by his announcements all thru.
Then we marched in procession around
the fires. After an informal welcome
to an informal party by the writer,
the following program was given:

Tmitations, by “Big Slim” Cole.

Spanish dance and rope-twirling, by Ed -

Valencia.
War-dance, by Big Trce and Willow
Bird.
Russian dance, by Mrs. Eagle Wing.
Song, by Shorty Brandcenburg.
Recitation—Holmes' “Last l.eaf on the
Tree,” by Hobart Boswortl:, '

Fancy rifle-shooting at can on hecad ot
Carlock, by Hobart Bosworth.

Indian dance, by Eagle Wing; drums, by
Willow Bird.

Romeo and Juliet burlesque, by Cole and
Miss Frieze.

Song, by little Anna Lehr,

Bull-fight, with Valencia as matador, as-
sisted by Indians; the bull played by
a Yaqui warrior.

Indian song and dance, by “Big Minnic.””

Japancse dance and acrobatics, by Frank
Tokanaga.

Contortions and balance act, by Mr. and
Mrs. Eagle Wing.

Cannon-ball catching and juggling, by
Sam Polo.

Tndian cagle-dance, by Little Chicf.

Grand opera, by “Big Slim"” Cole.

“Milking” and throwing the bull, by Big
Tree and Bud Osborne.

War-dance, followed by scaln-dance, by
Big Trec and all the Indians.

Scalp-dance, by Bud Osborne.

Epilog —*If We Shadows Have Of-
fended,” from “Midsummer Night's
Dream,” by Hobart Bosworth.

From 8:30 to 10 o'clock that long
program was given without a wait or
a hitch. Big Tree, stripped to his
breech-clout. was quite the wildest and
most beautiful fieu-2 1 have ever seen,
and he certainly was the picce de ré-
sistance of this unusual occasion. \'al-
encia’s Spanish dance was very grace-
ful. and aroused the audience to a

(Continued on page 70)
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HOW TO GET IN THE PICTURES

By Pauline Frederick, Myrtle Stedman, Fay Tincher and Marguerite Clayton

Eprror’s Note: Under this title, a series
of articles by leading players, Motion Pic-
ture manufacturers and directors are being
published in the Motion Picture Crassic
and Morion Pictur
what the chances ar
into the pictures an
Kvery publication, )
player is constantly
asking How to Ge
articles are to cove
exhaustively and conc
by the greatest ex)
in the business. We
every reader who is
terested in the sub
te read each and e
article in the series
cause we find tha
opinions differ widely.
of the writers seer
courage beginners,
plainly discourage t
urge parents to res
carefully because, sc
or later, they may
have the problem to
solve in their own
household. We wish
to make it clear that
we are not invitin,
persons to try to g
into this already
crowded business; 1
same time we wish
there is still room fc
of applicants, and
out the best meth
qualifications before

PAULINE 1

the Famous Play:
Tells What It Mi
Human H

REAT actors .
G» those who ¢
made. Few
eration leaves only
behind it; and if tl
Bernhardt, a Sidd
been common know
for all to read fron
ers would all have

It is the sometl
divine spark, that, accoraig W Nnow
brightly it flames, is the measure of
dramatic genius. If it could be trans-
ferred from actor to actor, then, indeed.
would all the world be a stage.

But we can at least admire and, by
close study, learn to know the elements
of greatness. Thus do the army of
players have a constant inspiration
before them.

( Thirty-nine)

True art, then, is personality, part
of oneself. It cannot be stored like
fuel in an engine,

taste. The late Richard Mansfield was
domineering, egotistical, selfish, hot-
headed, but a man of fine feelings and

PAULINE FREDERICK. OF THE FAMOUS PLAYERS COMPANY

not be a diplomat by cramming all the
law in the world!

What, then, is dramatic personality ?
I will try to stare the bright flame in
the face, and to separate it into its
parts. The good actor is a man—or
woman, mayvhap—of feeling and good

emotionalism” of the actor himself.
There you have the bed-rock; after
that must come its development, and, in
this commercial age, its exploitation.
It is true that some players, both on
the stage and in the studios, have been
developed, or “made,” rather, and clev-




MYRTLE STEDMAN
(MoRrosco)

erly exploited, but this is not the true
artist, and his value is only commercial
and short-lived.

There must be many other natural
qualifications to Motion Picture success
besides true feeling and good taste.
Good health, good looks, a clear com-
plexion, and expressive eyes are im-
portant physical assets.

Given these things and the develop-
ment stage may be started. Motion
Picture acting consists of harnessing
the face and body to the trained mind.
There have been great natural musicians
and painters, but they have had to un-
dergo a long period of training before

their art was ready for expression. It
is the same with the studio stage. Its
technique must be learnt. Not one

“natural born” actor in a thousand
could walk out before the camera and
properly convey his thoughts and his
emotions to his audience, without the
proper training. Acting a bit under-

done is commonplace; overdone is bur-
lesque; and it takes not only true feel-
ing and good taste, but a trained judg-
ment to tread the narrow path between.

My argument may be tiresome, but
I think my conclusions are persuasive.
Dont take up Motion Picture work un-
less you are gifted—a person of
stronger feeling, better taste and with
a better and stronger physique than
your friends. Be a “being set apart”
at the start. I myself started in
amateur theatricals in Boston, and by
the hardest sort of work gained access
to the professional stage. My Motion
Picture advent was sudden and flatter-
ing, but it could not have come about
as it did without the necessary qualifi-
cations and years of dramatic experi-
ence. I was chosen by the Famous
Players Company to go to Italy and
play the female lead in Hall Caine’s
“Eternal City.” There were few pre-
liminaries, and I named my own price..

The natural place for Motion Picture
development is the studio. Stage train-
ing is not necessary at all. But, remem-
ber that you knock at the door as a
chrysalis—the gorgeous butterfly can
spread its wings only after months and
years of training. The studios are not
overrun with too many gifted plavers.
Their schooling will try you out or find
vou out. If the personality—the divine
spark—is within, no matter how tiny,
it will be seen and will be husbanded
and made to grow by discerning
directors.

MYRTLE STEDMAN

the Selig and Morosco Star, Defines
Attractiveness

Perhaps this is theory; but, when all
is said and done, I belizve that it is a
practical theory and the secret of suc-
cess of many of our leading picture
players. Why is Mary Pickford a
household word? And why does every
one speak of her with admiration, if
not with love? It is her quality of
attractiveness.

There is something in each one of us
that either repels or attracts at first
sight. We cant always explain it, nor
analyze it, but this quality exists in a
superlative degree in most of the
favorites of both the screen and the
stage.

The dramatic “heavy” or the adven-
turess must win two classes of audience:
the unintellectual, by the feeling of
dislike that they inspire, thus, by con-
trast, creating a feeling of affection for
the hero and heroine; the intellectual,
by the finish and naturalness of their
art. But, strange to say, even with the
handicap of unlikable roles, the quality
of attractiveness is still apparent.

The screen will read your character
much more freely and infallibly than

MOTION PICTURE

thru the lines of your hand. If you
are abounding in good nature, the lines
of your face cant help but reveal it to
your audience. No macter what your
likable traits are, with proper direc-
tion they will be revealed to jour
friends in the audience; so I say that
mental and spiritual attractiveness, as
well as physical, has much to do in the
making of a popular player.

Some students of human nature claim
that personal magnetism is the secret of
success with many players, but I be-
lieve that the intellectual and moral
qualities can be clearly read on the
screen, and in the end that they breed
a stronger admiration.

The work of most picture players is
not forced; it is usually only them-
selves picked up and carried along for
a time at a higher emotional pace. If
you sit down and talk with Mary Pick-
ford and most of our other favorites.
you could not help but notice that the
same little charming bits of facial play,
tricks of gesture, and methods of
“thought” that they express on the
screen are part of their very selves.
The attributes of attractiveness are per-
haps vague; but they are surely the
qualities that first start you on the road
to success, which is to bring you to the
attention of studio directors and man-

MARGUERITE CLAYTON
(EssANAY)
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agers, and eventually, according to the
degree of your attractiveness, help you
to become a successful photoplayer.

The face that lights up with anima-
tion and that mirrors the thoughts be-
neath is a printed page from which all
may read with delight. Some people
are handicapped with faces that lack
the ability to clearly register attractive-
ness. The receding chin, the narrow,
angular face, the flat face, small or
sunken eyes, bad or illy placed teeth
are poor mediums of expression.

The expression of heavy emotions
distorts thin faces into a mere grimace,
and the flat or flaccid face is incapable
of bringing out expression sharply.
Strong features that are not too }
nounced, eyes of size and lustre, w
regular and harmonious facial lines,
strong requisites for proper expressi

If you have this almost indefina
quality of attractiveness and a face :
appearance to properly interpret
nature has endowed you with the el
ments of a successful dramatic career
Serious endeavor, the determination
to succeed and the strength to stand
the strain of hard work are also
necessary.

Casting directors are not alto-
gether governed by cold "analysis,
and I think it an excellent plan to
obtain a letter of introduction to
directors or their assistants. It cer-
tainly makes the plunge a bit less
cold for timid and inexperienced
people, and it will give you, in most
cases, an opportunity to discuss
your qualifications more thoroly.

In all cases it is well to submit
photographs, the best obtainable
—one or two of the face, and also
full-length pictures. A brief physi-

cal description should be written on
the back of these for ready reference
also your address and telephone nm
ber. Directors are very busy men, :
must get in touch with their casts at a
moment’s notice. I have known lots of
actors, and also inexperienced people, to
miss employment by not being readily
accessible.

The brief physical description should
include your height, complexion, color
of eyes and hair, weight and character-
istics of appearance. Many extras
have advanced rapidly, and this has

been due to their attractiveness, their .

latent ability, and their power to learn
quickly.

The very best school of experience I
know is the opportunity extras have of
observing the well-known players of
the screen at work, and carefully
noting the attiibutes of stardom. Of
course, the mannerisms of the well-
known player should never be imi-
tated exactly, but should be shaped
to agree with a person’s own individ-
uality.

(Forty-one)

MARGUERITE CLAYTON

the Essanay Leading Woman, Believes
That Good Dressing Is of
Supreme Importance

1 started playing very small parts
myself when I first entered pictures
just a few years ago, so I will speak
from my own experience, that it may
aid newcomers to the studios.

No matter how insigrificant a young
person’s part is, if he or she dresses
well, and his or her physical appear-
ance is neat and well-groomed, such a
beginner has a marked advantage to
win preferment. The larger and bet-
ter your wardrobe, the -

life, and especially so-
ciety plays, are at least three-quarters
of current productions. So that a young
person who carries herself or himself
well and makes a good appearance will
be quickly picked out for the best
place before the camera, and will be
sought after for future work.

Some beginners are engaged by the
week, and others only as occasion arises.
In the latter case, a week might elapse
before a second opportunity presents
itself. It pays always to be on hand,
and not to be discouraged by lapses of
engagement. The young person who
makes a reputation for being st:ady
and readily gotten at, is the first one
to pick up a ‘“chance” when it comes.

Slender, stylish figures are most in
demand, and large eyes are usually
more expressive than small ones, espe-
cially those that are close-set. A bad
complexion is a serious detriment to

straight parts, but in character and
comedy parts it should not be a serious
obstacle.

In seeking a first engagement, espe-
cially as an extra or for a minor part,
a person’s personality and ability have
very little or no chance to show them-
selves. These things, of course, count
for a good deal in the long run. Your
physical appearance, your dress, and
perhaps your carriage and deportment
will be the first impressions to present
themselves to a casting director. On
that account I place a good deal of
importance upon them.

FAY TINCHER

he Inimitable Comedienne, Thinks It
Easy to Imitate Her

A girl has got to have a sense of
mmor in order to get into Motion Pic-
ires. No one ever succeeded at the
rst shot.. You have got to keep trying
id trying until the ordeal becomes
funny, and after a while you’ll land.

If you take it too seriously, you will

find it a cruel experience.

Breaking into the movies is like
breaking into society; for some it
is hard, and for others it isn’t. It
is said that burglars have set rules
for breaking into a house; but
there are no set rules for butting
into a studio. As with Cesar, it

must be a case of “I came, I saw, I

mquered.”

The dressing-rooms and camera lines

‘e chuck-full of people, which is one

ay of saying that the market is over-

ipplied ; but they are not all actors in
ie true sense of the word, and the
ily way to find out if you are an

itpr, or just an actorine, is to take a

wance. The trouble with most girls is

-and I have talked to hundreds of

ilem in the studios—that they seem to

iink Motion Pictures are a combina-
tion picnic-ground, dream-world and
short-cut to fame. They are anything
but that. The work, to talk plain
English, is as strenuous as a laundry
girl’s; the hours are long; there is very
little time for outside pleasures, and
your E-string must be kept twanging
at concert pitch all the time.

If you are an original style of boy
or girl, it is going to show the first time
you are “shot.” It may be that your
part consists of carrying a cup of tea
for My Lady Star; but if originality
lies within you, no matter how much
you are coached by the directors on
just how to carry in that cup of tea, it
is bound to show in a dczen little ways
to the expert eye.

The coming supply of players, in my
opinion, will not be stage-trained
actors. Rather, they will be home-made
right in the studios themselves—from

(Continued on page 68)



The world is so full of a number of
things,

I am sure we should all be as happy as
kings.

Tms little bit of Robert Louis Stev-

. .
ancan’e aoand nhilacanhe mav e

ing ¢f her last {inished production the
merciless screen would reveal flaws in
her acting. There was the chagrin of
fault-finding on the part of the director
and older members of the company,
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Of the I lll I lS part in that memory, for she is none ism into her roles. In “The Great

other than Mae Marsh; and when Leap,” a former Majestic release, she

once seen, who can forget her? and Robert Herron, riding double,
ZEIDMAN Nor is she lacking in daring, for leap on horseback over a thirty-foot
she will stop at nothing cliff into the river heneath.
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Better Pictures for Children

How to Establish Special Shows for Children in the Motion Picture Theaters

By ELIZABETH RICHEY DESSEZ

N the first article of this series, the
I necessity of giving the child his
own place in the world of Motion
Pictures was emphasized, and some
of the difficulties encountered by those
who attempt to withdraw him from the
shows planned for adults were touched
upon. The object of this article is to
give helpful suggestions as to the
present solution of the problem, with
the hope of ultimately eliminating the
difficulties that now loom so large be-
fore the sponsors of Motion Picture
shows for young people.

Statistics show that five million
children go into the Motion Picture
theaters of the United States each day
and carry home, firmly impressed
upon their young minds, the message
of good or evil flashed from the
screens. Whose is the responsibility
of seeing whether that message be
good, evil, or merely futile and inane?

Some people who have given this
matter thoughtful consideration feel
that upon the educators of our coun-
try devolves the task of seeing into

fForty-five)

what mould our future citizens are
cast. Others say, arouse the parents
to the realization of how tremendous
is this influence upon the minds and
characters of their children and the
solution of the problem will be forth-
coming.

The responsibility rests upon par-
ents, educators, and all who have the
welfare of the child at heart, whether
from interest in the individual or as
material for the making of future citi-
zens. Active work in this particular
branch of social service comes within
the province of the women’s clubs—in
their capacity of community mothers.
When the women of the country take
up any question that affects the child
and the home, and thru them the
foundations of society, success must
inevitably attend their efforts.

To establish the shows for young
people in any community, three things
are necessary—the active co-operation
of the exhibitor in whose theater the
special performances are given, as
much publicity in the local papers’ as

—"— ———_— -~ ——

it is possible to command, and a lively
and permanent community interest in
the project.

If a committee of three club mem-
bers be formed, let each one assume
the work of one of these departments,
with as many assistants as she desires
or can secure.

One should attend to the arrange-
ment of the programs, using every
opportunity to make herself familiar
with the film situation, the output of
the industry as a whole, the produc-
tion of the different companies, and
the work of popular actors and ac-
tresses. Lists of plays suitable for
young people may be secured, and the
plays recommended may be seen in
advance in the theaters or in the pro-
jecting-rooms of the exchanges in the
larger cities. Upon this member of
the committee also will devolve the
duty of arranging details with the ex-
hibitor in whose theater the perform-
ances are to be given.

The second member should be pub-
licity agent for the enterprise. Her
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in the business solely for the money he
makes. Like every business man, he
desires a fair profit on his investment,
and presenting the “silent drama” is
not always the gold-mine it appears to
the casual observer who watches the
dimes and nickels pouring in when the
appearance of a popular actress has
been well heralded. A well-capitalized
company with a string of theaters may
make money, but the man who invests
his money in one theater does little
more than make a living. The return
on his investment is likely to be vari-
able and irregular. With a few ex-
ceptions, the owner of a Motion Pic-
ture house is sincerely desirous of
rendering a service to his community,
and the request that he use his theater
as a factor in the upbuilding of youth
will make a definite appeal to him. If
the only exhibitor in the neighborhood
should be one who is deaf to any sound
but the clink of coin, have as many
of the regular patrons of his theater
as it is possible to reach speak to him
and insist that he show good programs
for boys and girls on selected days.
Popular demand will influence even
the most reactionary exhibitor.

The member of the committee who
selects the programs will find it to her
advantage to work with the manager.
Go over the theater’s regular bookings
of which he has had advance notifica-
tion, and select the things suitable for
young people. Films are rented by the
day, and he can easily arrange with his
exchange to pay a little more and use
a subject for an additional perform-
ance. If he shows one of the current
weeklies, have him book it for the day
of the special performance. Young
people are always keenly interested in
the pictorial news films. They present
accurately -and vividly history in the
making and give to' young minds the
breadth of an interest outside a limited
locality. 1f the manager has a reel of
travel on his regular bookings, this,
too, may be used on the special pro-
gram. If he has not, one may be
secured from the many beautiful sub-
jects photographed in every land.

The program for the young people
should consist of eight reels, or seven
at the least. Some of the sponsors of
children’s shows consider a six-reel
show, lasting an hour and a half, quite
long enough for the juvenile audience,
but, as was pointed out in the pre-
ceding article, the children already
addicted to the pictures will not for-
sake the adult show for
the one arranged for
them, unless it be as
long and as attractive.

Films may be secured by two
methods. Lists of subjects suitable
for young people may be consulted
and programs made up in advance.
These programs should then be sub-
mitted to the exchange from which
the manager of the theater makes his
bookings. If the exchange has no
prints of the films called for, the list
can be revised and other subjects
substituted. There are several gen-
eral exchanges which furnish pro-
grams for entertainments in theaters,
churches and schools. They do not
handle the new features, but they have
on their lists many of the children’s
comedies, one-reel subjects of travel,
nature study and native industries,
with many valuable re-issues of his-
torical subjects, drama and fairy tales.

Care must be taken to comply with
the local laws in conducting the spe-
cial performances. The statute books
of many states contain the wise and
protective law which forbids the ad-
mission of young people under sixteen
to a Motion Picture theater except
when they are attended by adults.
When the shows are given under re-
sponsible patronage, permission may
be obtained from the local bureau of
licenses to have enough patronesses at
each performance to assume guardian-
ship of the children who come alone.

Secure the co-operation of ‘the local
government, the board of education,
and as many prominent people as pos-
sible. This gives weight and serious-
ness to the movement, and may serve
to influence the large class that still
regards the silent drama as a form of
cheap amusement suitable only for
those who can afford nothing better,
rather than as one of the big forces of
our generation.

The board of education, if properly
approached, may allow the weekly pro-
grams to be posted on the bulletins of
the public schools. Educators are
keenly alive to the necessity of turning
into constructive channels this tremen-
dous influence upon the minds and
characters of the young, because they
deal with youth collectively and have
wider opportunities to observe the ef-
fects of this popular form of recrea-
tion than the parent who deals with
the child individually.

If the exhibitor can be persuaded to
give the initial performance to the
women of his community, it is an ex-
cellent beginning and furnishes the
opportunity for widespread publicity.
Let it assume the nature of a rally of
the women'’s clubs and parents’ ergani-
zations. Give a model performance to
show what the committee is under-
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taking, and let the member who is the
public speaker make an address pre-
senting the case and urging the assist-
ance of the parents, that the work may
be successful and permanent.

This gives material for a feature
story in the newspapers and should
give great impetus to the new move-
ment. The exhibitor will find it well
worth while to invest some of his
money he allots for advertising in this
way.

With the special performances well
launched, the work of the committee
is only begun. Public opinion is a
slow growth and must be diligently
cultivated. The interest of the chil-
dren in their own shows must be kept
up by making the programs lively and
enticing. The offering of small, cash
prizes for stories of subjects shown
on the screens has proved stimulating
in every way. Make the announce-
ment at one performance that a prize
will be given for a story two hundred
words in length on the feature which
will be shown the following week.
The stories may be sent to the theater
by the middle of the week, the win-
ning story read and the prize awarded
on Saturday.

When a fairy story or a dramatiza-
tion of any of the classics is booked,
get the librarian to put this book on
the table in the children’s branch of
the public library during the preced-
ing week. When a historical play is
to be given, get the teacher whose
grade is working in that department
of history to announce it to his class.

1f the receipts of the box-office fall
below the sum necessary to repay the
exhibitor for his time and trouble, get
the women of the community to under-
write the performances. A small ef-
fort on the part of each woman will
assure the theater manager of an
audience and a reasonable profit.

Untiring efforts to awaken a com-
munity to a realization of this great
need will have results that are both
immediate and far-reaching. One
never wearies of observing the enthu-
siasm and responsiveness of a child-
audience, and the constructive nature
of the work is its own reward. We
who are pioneers in this new land of
Motion -Pictures must work for the
present with the material at hand.
Only by the creation of public demand
will the intricacies of the film situa-
tion be unraveled, and the children
have their own place in this new art.’
which lies just beyond
their own doorsteps
and lures them like
the Pied Piper’s pipes.
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The Shir

(Thanhouser)

This story was written from the Pho
play of Agnes C. Johnston

ucH a dark little, tight

little shoe-shine shop as

that of old Pete Ragolli
it would be hard to find m a
long day’s journey, but the
Shine Girl never thought
about its darkness or its
tightness at all. Sometimes,
to be sure, she was a little
sorry for Sally,” who had to
sit on the high, dusty win-
dow-sill, looking out all day
at the feet of the passers-by
and longing, no doubt, in her
geranium soul, for a ray ¢
sunshine that never peeped i
basement shop; but the Shi
did not once think of bein,
for herself. That was one
for her cheery nickname. TI
reasons were two busy, clev
hands, just now engaged in
a bronze polish to a pair of iauics
shoes from the Big House up the
Street.

“These are Happy shoes, Sally,”
she confided to the stunted plant on
the sill beside her mop of tawny hair.
“They’s daddy ones, and mother ones,
and darlin’-precious baby ones—a
whole family o’ shoes! I wonder what
the Happy folks that wear dem look
like, dont youse? Look, Sally; did
youse ever see such teenie-weenie
specks o’ things?”

She held up a pair of little, stubbed
a]ll P 11 LR B DU PO e

A TINY PINK-AND-BLUE-AND-GOLDEN
FIGURE
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“WOT'S DE MATTER, HEINE—IS BUSINESS BAD, MEBBE?”’

small, pointed face; then, with a swift
glance, to make sure she was un-
noticed, she dropped a kiss into each
tiny shoe. No one but Sally saw it,
and Sally was used to the Shine Girl’s
queer little whims.

Over the way, a fussy old gentle-
man was scolding Billy, the littlest
bootblack, because he hadn’t put
enough blacking on one of his heels;
and inky drops, compounded of polish
and discouragement, were coursing
down across the fresh smears of to-
day’s toil and fainter yesterday-smears
on Billy’s cheeks. In a moment the
Shine Girl was at his side, pushing
him away.

“You leave me ’tend to him!” she
said briskly, shaking the hair out of
her way and picking up the brush with
a grimy, capable little claw. Mischief
sparkled in the great, gray eyes that
met the fussy gentleman’s scowling
surprise.

“Jes’ ’cause youse got swell, new
shoes on aint no reason fer youse to
do all dis kickin’!” she smiled.

The cross reprimand on the old
gentleman’s lips got tangled up in a
sudden chuckle ; the chuckle grew into
a rusty, unused-sounding laugh, and,
quite before he realized it, the fussy
customer had changed into as pleasant
an old grandpa-man as you could wish
to see. When the Shine Girl an-
nounced that his shoes were finished,
he never even glanced at them, but
clambered down from the tall chair,
still chuckling, and pressed a whole
quarter into her hand.

“Share it with that careless young-
ster who cant black shoes, if you like,”
he said. “No doubt I was rather hasty
with him—this damp weather always
settles in my temper. But I think, by
the feeling, the wind has changed, and
we may have a bright day after all.”

The Shine Girl was turning back to
her Happy shoes, when Heine, the
delicatessen-store boy, a regular cus-
tomer of hers, came down the steps
into the shop. His chubby, full moon
of a face clouded, and his fat shoul-
ders drooped in a disconsolate fashion
as he clambered up into her chair. At
intervals he sighed heavily.

“Wot’s de matter, Heine?”’ asked
the Shine Girl, as she applied blacking
to his worn shoes with friendly lavish-
ness—“is business bad, mebbe?”’

“Nein,” said Heine; “id is nod
business dot iss a grief by me. Id iss
mine Minna. She haf peen flirting
mit dot pasty Yacob of der bakery.
She comes no more by mine store.”

“Pooh!” laughed the Shimme Girl,
comfortingly. *Jacob talks sweet as
a frosted cake, but folks cant live on
sugar. Sausages taste better when

. youse is hungry. Jes’ wait, an’ Minma

will surely come back ter such a
haw’some man!”

Heine’s small eyes disappeared be-
hind a wide, chubby smile. He had
come into Pete’s shop as disconsolate
a delicatessen boy as ever wore a
broken heart beneath a white apron;
he left it treading on the rubber heels
of hope.

“Folks is like shoes, Sally,” the



Shine Girl said wisely. over the bronze
shoes that had come from the Big
House up the Street. “There aint any
shoe yvouse cant make shine, no matter
how dusty an’ old it is, an’ there aint
no trouble that cant be polished up,
either, till it looks 'most as bright as
a happiness.”

She added a final touch to the dainty
shoe in her hand, and regarded it
critically, head tilted, and suddenly
a small voice shrilled in her ear-

“Why, dem’s my m

The Shine Girl wh
to find a tiny pink-anc
golden figure standi
elbow—a ruffly, lacy
ture all ribbon-bows
shiny rings of hair a
spots.

“Oh!” cried the
Girl, rapturously—“ol
a baby—a real, live |
It’s the baby that bl
to the Happy Family
shoes!”

She sat down an
the floor and held
out her arms, black-
ing-brush and all
The baby promptly
went into them, and
plumped her small
self down on the
Shine Girl’s knee with
an air of great satis-
faction.

“I ’ikes 00,” . shi
purred. “I ’ants to p’
wiv dat b’ush, an’ r
name’s Babby Kenyc
an’ I'se free year
goin’ on four, an’ r
. daddy makes my muzz
cw)’ ”»”

In a breathless to
rent she poured out hi
tale—the tale of a ma:
and woman’s quarrels
unhappiness, seen t
child’s eyes; of a rich
urious home that was 1
the tale of the Shine !
Family, which was s . _
happy family in reality.

An hour later, when a distracted
nurse had rescued her charge from the
fascinating task of blacking her curls
with shoe-paste, and carried her away,
blowing inky kisses from the tips of
her chubby fingers, the Shine Girl
finished the beautiful bronze shoes and
wrapped them, with the man’s patent
leathers and the tiny ankle-ties, in a
bundle for Pete to carry to the Big
House up the Street.

“It’s their hearts that need a shine!”
she sighed. “Seems ’s if I b’longed
to a family—a reg'lar family—I
wouldn’t quarrel with it; but, Sally,
youse de only family I ever had!”

coTd

That evening the Shine Girl left the
dark room behind the shop, where the
Ragolli family were supping sumptu-
ously on spaghetti, and, with Sally in
one hand and a mug of bread and milk

“in the other, went outside. But all the

sunshine had gone from the narrow
street.

“We’ll have to climb up onto the
roof after it!” she told Sally—“youse
aint goin’ to be disappointed!”

TTn tha fira_acranac

CLASPING THE PLANT TO HER BREAST

the stunted, scrubby plant to her flat
breast, and ‘at every story the lamp-
glow from other people’s homes shone
out, lighting the small face with its
pointed chin and brave gray eyes and
tawny mane of hair. But when she
peered wistfully thru the curtains she
saw scowling, sullen faces, heard bitter
words, and went on, saddened to the
soul.

On the roof the sunshine still lin-
gered, and the Shine Girl held Sally
up to get a deep drink of it.

“Breathe it like everything, dearie,
and mebbe youse’ll get a blossom some
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day,” she told her; then, loyally, “If
youse'd had ’vantages like other gera-
niums, youse’d 'a’ had a blossom long
ago!”

When the last gilded fleck of light
had faded, the Shine Girl set Sally
down on the roof and sat down beside
her, wrapping her lean, aching little
arms around her knees. A rapt look
softened th€ angles of her face into
curves—at this moment the little Shine
(Zirl wac almnct beautiful.

she told Sally, shyly—

2 goin’ to have a family

all. There'll be a big,
two twins—I'd prefer

1 if it's jest ’s con-

t—an” a darlin’-pre-

baby like de one dis
100n.”
ancy she could see
zathered around a sup-
e, but the daddy’s chair
: head was empty—a
ular family would have
daddy.
she groped among the
nen of her acquaint-
nce, but found no face
hat belonged in her
iream-family.

“Never mind about a
daddy, Sally!” she
decided; “we’ll find
him when we need

him, I guess ”

Che words trailed into
a gasp, as a woman'’s
scream floated up
from somewhere be-
low her feet.

Tt's Billy’s

runk again,” thought

: Shine Girl. “Come

g, Sally ; we gotter see

t we can do.”

7 one in the tenement

fraid of Big Bill when

yoze had him—every

is, except the Shine

not afraid of anything

Across the scrubby

faced the shambling,

e -, ..., pointing a scornful
finger at the door. .

“Aw, why doncher pick on some one
yer own size, yer big bully?” she de-
manded. “Now git, and stay git till
youseé know how ter behave yerself!”

She set Sally on the table and
caught up a convenient broom with a
determined air that sent Big Bill
whimpering from the room; then,

father—

triumphant, she turned upon the
sobbing woman.

“Wot’s de matter now?’ she
asked.

“She’s cryin’ cause Pop drunk up
the supper money,” explained Billy,
briefly. “There aint nothin’ t’ eat in
de house.”

(Fifty)
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“SHE STHOLE A LOAF OF BREAD OFF ME COUNTER!” HE ROARED

“Oh, I c¢’'n fix that in a jiffv,” said
the Shine Girl, tucking Sally once
more under her arm. “Come on, Billy;
I'll get youse a loaf of bread, anyhow.”

At the door of the bakery Billy
prodded her arm anxiously.

“Say, has youse gotta nickel?” he
asked. The Shine Girl stared at him
in surprise.

“’Course I aint got
she said; “but the baker
dat bread, an’ youse do.
around I'd ask him t’ lo:
one, but there aint not
in de shop, so we'll
jes' help ourselves "

Followed by the re-
luctant Billy, she
marched into the shop
and took a loaf of
bread from the coun-
ter, thrusting it into
the boy’s hands.

“Here, take it home,”
she directed ; “Sally an’
me’ll stay an’ tell the
storeman '

“Ye small thafe o’
th’ worruld!” Patrick
Maloney'’s voice rasped
from the doorway as
Billy disappeared.

With two strides, the
burly baker was around
the counter, gripping the
child’s bony little ar

(Fifty-one)

“What'’s

appeared in the doorway.
he asked

wrong here, Maloney?”
curtly.
The baker thrust forward the small
figure, clasping her pot to her breast.
“She sthole a loaf of bread off me
counter!” he roared. “Arrist her, offi-
cer. Ofi'll make an ixample av her!”

“Aw, I jes’ took one loaf f'r a friend
what was hungry,” protested the Shine
Sirl, indignantly. “I'll save up an’ pay
youse back—honest I will!”

But the baker was obdurate and the
>oliceman unsympathetic, and pres-
:ntly the Shine Girl found herself led
gnominiously back to Ragolli’s under
»rders to appear in court the very next
norning that ever was.

Judge Robert Clayton, of the Chil-
iren’s Court, was a man who had, in
‘he opinion of his friends, everything;
n his own opinion, nothing. His
south and honorable position, his repu-
tation as a pathfinder in the prison re-
form movement, his health and wealth
and good-looks weighed very little in
the scale of his life against the cruel
fact that the woman he believed he
loved was married to another man.

He had not seen her for four years,

until last night, and here she stood by
his side now, in the dingy, stuffy little
courtroom, beautiful, weary-eyed, with
2 subtle feminine helplessness about
her that set the pulses pounding in the
man’s big, powerful body with an al-
most overmastering desire to pick her
1p and carry her away and protect her.
Last night gossip had whispered to
2im that the Kenyons were unhappy,
‘he husband neglectful, the wife indif-
ferent, and that for years their mar-
riage had been one in name alone. He
remembered this now, as he stood
talking to Margaret Kenyon, and it
took all his will-power to keep his voice
steady and his words conventional.

“I'm afraid this is going to bore you
terribly,” he said mechanically. “The
children who are brought here are a
pretty hopeless lot, and yet they will




THE SHINE GIRL AND THE JUDGE
JOURNEY TO HIS HOME FOLKS

be our citizens of the future. I try to
remember that in my decisions; and
last night, when you asked about my
work, I thought you might be inter-
ested to see it for yourself.”

“I am interested,” said Margaret,
glancing up at him with eloquent eyes.
“If you knew how empty of interests
my life is

From the bench, just below the
‘Judge’s desk, the Shine Girl’s eyes fell
on the small, bronze shoes of the lady
talking so earnestly with the Judge,
and recognition gleamed in them—the
Happy mama shoes! But time for
conjecture was short, for a moment
after the discovery the Judge had
ascended to his seat, and a big police-
man was leading her before him.
Patrick Maloney was represented by
his wife, a lady whose temper—de-
cided the Shine Girl, charitably, as she
listened to her virulent tirade—needed
a shine very badly. The Judge
listened to her complaints in silence,
and then beckoned to the child. Clasp-
ing Sally to her chest for company,
the Shine Girl shook the tawny mop
of hair from her face, and smiled
timidly up at the man looking at her
so intently with the kindest, gentlest
eyes she had ever seen.

“Suppose you tell me all about it,”
suggested the Judge quietly. And so
the Shine Girl told him about Big Bill

Billy, and the children
were crying because
father had drunk up
supper money. And the
dge’s eyes grew kinder
nd kinder with every
ord. When she had
tite finished, he leaned
rward and laid his hand
n the tawny head.
‘You must never take
anything that doesn’t
belong to you, even to
help some one,” he said
very solemnly. “It
isn't honest; it isn't
square.. But as this is
your first offense, I'm
going to let you go,
for I believe I can
trust you.” .
In her hungry,
lonely little soul the
Shine Girl resolved
then and there that

she would be worthy

of the Judge's trust,

but aloud she only an-
wered: “Youse can bet

r life on that, mister;”

| the conversation be-

ng embarrassingly per-
suuai, she introduced Sally.
“She’s me pal, Judge,” she
said, displaying the graceless
plant proudly. . “I have t’ take
her out oncet in a while ’cause she
dont get much sunshine where I live.
But dey’s lots of sunshine in here.

LI P R R B
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beautiful, discontented face of the
woman with the bronze shoes; at the
Judge, behind whose smile lurked the
shadow of an old sorrow ; at the stolid
policeman and the listless spectators;
and then, holding Sally carefully, she
went out, leaving the dingy room
oddly dingier and darker for her going.

After that the Judge became a reg-
ular customer of the little Shine Girl.
Every day he stopped at Pete’s base-
ment shop for her to put a shine on
his shoes, and in his heart the Judge
needed sunshine very badly these days.
For the first time in his thirty-three
strongly lived years he was afraid of
himself ; was conscious of dark under-
currents in his soul, which threatened
to sweep him off his feet and carry
him and the woman who belonged to
another man in on the flood-tides of
passion to shipwreck. He had loved
Margaret Kenyon, six years ago, as
a young man worships his first idol
of womanhood—sacredly, a little fear-
fully, imaginatively, with love that was
like the spring air in his nostrils, or the
white moonlight, fying pure and cold
on the flowered bosom of July. But
this that tortured his waking and his
sleeping now was another love—a bit-
ter, fevered thing that swept his being
like wine-fumes or the dizzy rapture
of drug-nurtured dreams. And, sud-
denly, he found that he could not bear
the strain of her nearness any longer.

It was on a day when even the city
decked herself in springtime, like an
old, haggard courtezan who apes a

Lon alon Teodmn
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With the thought of the blossoming
apple-trees and the starred grass of the
boyhood home to which he was going,
in his mind, the dark, damp little
basement room almost stifled him, and
the Shine Girl’s sharp, pointed little
face, in its shaggy setting of elf-locks,

looked sallower than usual in the

gloom of the place.

“Did you ever see the country,
Shine Girl?” he asked abruptly—"like
the park, you know, only mlles and
miles of it, with nc *
you off the grass
are all great drifts
white petals, now
starred with dande
and healing »?

He broke off, :
been thinking alou
had dropped her b1
ing, lean little han
her breast.

“Is dat where y
she queried breath!

“Where I lived v
shaver,” answe:

Judge. “I'm goin
on a visit tomor
Shine Girl, to see
whether I cant
find the little fel-
low I used to be
—the little chap
who used to say
his prayers every
night and dream
big, glorious fine
day-dreams, ly-
ing on his back in
the hay

“Is dere lots
sunshine in de com
Jedge?” persist:
Shine Girl eager
on de roofs?”

“Lots of sunshine,” nodded the
Judge.

The Shine Girl hesitated ; then, with
a sudden great sob, she ran to the
window, lifted Sally from the sill and
thrust her into the Judge’s astonished
arms.

“Wont youse take Sally, mister ?”’ she
begged him—*“she needs de sunshine,
an’ I aint got much time ter take her
out. If she could git out all day in
de sunshine she might git a blossom,
but there aint no chanct fer her here!
Flowers dont grow in shoeblacking
shops, an’—an’—I'm awful ’fraid
Sally’ll die widout ever havin’ had a
posy—’

Great tears were rolling down the
hollows of her meager little face, drip-
ping from her pointed little chin, and
suddenly the Judge saw how pointed
it was, how big and prominent the
bones of the frail child-figure stood
out. .“Dere aint no chanct here fer
flowers to grow”—nor for children.

(Fifty-three)

“Shine Girl,” he said slowly, taking
the smudgy hands in his great, kind
grip, “I'm afraid Sally would be lone-
some without her chum; if I take her,
you’ll have to come along, too!”

Three days later, the Shine Girl,

with Sally clasped in her arms, stood_

on the threshold of a new and beauti-
ful world—a world in which there
were flowers and great, green spaces,
and mother-women, who kist her and
petted her. She looked

THE ‘“HAPPY FAMILY’ ONCE MORE

gift, “a-cos youse likes bright things”;
at the white-haired mother of the
Judge, and the great, comfortable
house half-buried in wild-rose vines
and honeysuckle and other sweet-
smelling things. Then she drew a
great breath that lifted the dingy gar-
ment across her thin little chest.

“Dere aint nuthin’ dat needs shinin’
here!” cried the Shine Girl, ecstati-
cally. Later she found that she was
wrong.

Thru the sweet summer weather she
and the Judge played together in the
great out-of-doors. They went fish-
ing; they climbed hills and explored
the robbers’ caves and pirates’ dens
that had been familiar to the little boy-
who-used-to-be. It seemed almost as
tho the Judge had found him again,
for he romped, and grew brown, and
lost the strained, anxious look he had
worn when he first came. And the

Shine Girl grew plumper and redder
of cheek every day, and even Sally
put out new leaves and promised to
have a flower-bud by and by. And
then the lady of the bronze shoes came.

She brought the baby with her, and
the moment that the Shine Girl and
the Judge met her automobile on the
road the child knew, with an uncanny
wisdom beyond her years, that there
was trouble ahead. If the Judge knew
1t 1t was w1th his brain, not with his

o *d him that he was glad
irgaret’s eyes told him
e, altho her lips spoke
at in the city that had
r to bring Babby out
sister’s farm.

e days that followed,
hine Girl, with all her
iness, couldn’t chase
the shadow from the
ige’s eyes. He smiled
s often as he had be-
re, but it was with
is lips, not his heart.
More and more often
their walks ended at
the farm where the
lady with the bronze
shoes was staying, and
while the Shine Girl
‘omped with the baby,
1e Judge and the lady
talked to each othér,
or else sat silent,
speaking only with
their eyes.
One day the Shine

Girl lagged behind .
the Judge to gather
n armful of queen’s
e from a meadow, and
t she came up the path
v, by the way the
bronze-shoe lady and the Judge were
talking, that they had quite forgotten
her. Before she could decide whether
to go on or turn back, she overheard
something that made her stop quite
still where she was. As she listened,
a determined look crossed her small,
pointed face—a look like the one she
used to wear when she saw a pair of
hopelessly scuffed-out shoes, but had
a bottle of polish in her hand. The
last words she waited to hear, before
she darted about the corner of the
house and across the fields home,
prodded her on like tiny, vicious spurs
—there was so much to be done; so
little time in which to do it! For the
words that rankled in her memory, as
she ran, had been there, spoken in the
dear, deep voice of the man who had
been kind to her:

“Tonight, then, Margaret—I will
send a note over by the Shine Girl to
tell you just where I will meet you
and when.”

The moon was two hours up when



the Judge came out of his gate that
evening and turned down the dusky
road toward the station. A hundred
tiny night-voices spoke in his ears,
each with its warning to his harried
soul—the crickets in the fields, the
tree-toads and the whip-poor-wills;
but he strode on, unheeding, for a
stronger call urged him on—the call
of a woman’s need of him, and his
need—oh, his cruel need .of her!
When he reached the place he had
appointed in his note, and saw a slen-
der, cloaked figure coming toward
him, he gave a little, hoarse cry and
held out his arms.

“Margaret!” he
garet——" v

And then he stopped, and his arms
fell to his sides, for the face that
looked up at him out of the folds of
the cloak was not the one he was
looking for.

“She aint here,” said the little Shine
Girl, quietly; “I never give her de
note youse told me to.”

The Judge uttered a sharp exclama-

said—“Mar-

A REMARKABLE PHOTOGRAPH OF LINCOLN AND HIS CABINET, FROM “THE CRISIS”

tion, turned suddenly, and began to
run down the road; but he had gone
only a few yards when he felt sharp
little fingers on his arm.

*“Jedge. it wont do youse no good ter
go ter her,” said the Shine Girl. She
faced him, very white in the gray light,
but dauntless. “I heard youse this
mornin’, an’ I sent a tallygram ter her
husband, an’ he came. I took him up
ter de house. ‘Cant youse shine up the
old love f'r each other? I asked ’em,
an’, Jedge, I think dey’re goin’ ter try !”

The Judge bowed his head on his
hands, and a hot drop trickled thru
the fingers to the Shine Girl's arm.

“You've ruined my happiness,” he
muttered. ‘“What right has a child to
play with men’s and women’s lives
that way?”

“Jedge,” said the Shine Girl, sternly,
“youse told me oncet it wasn't square
to take anythin’ that didn't belong to
youse. How ’bout somebody else’s
wife?”

The man lifted his head and stared
down into the upturned face strangely.

P O Ay

AS LINCOLN
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Something in it caught his breath—
he had never guessed that the little
Shine Girl was pretty before. Why,
in two years, three, she would be a
woman—and a beautiful woman

He put his hands out, touching the
bright head with a shy caress.

“Little Shine Girl,” he said slowly
—*“little, dear Shine Girl—you have
made me ashamed. Tomorrow I will
go back to the city and work hard
and wait patiently, and some day I am
coming back again. Will you think
about me—a little—until I come?”

It was very late that evening when
the little Shine Girl whispered a beau-
tiful secret to Sally in her moon-
white room.

“Sally,” she told her wonderingly,
“I think I've found a—a daddy-man
for our family. Some day ?

And then she gave a little cry of
joy and bent closer, as if she could
hardly believe her eyes. For there,
in the faint moonlight that shone on
Sally’s leaves, hung a wee, white
bud, just opening.

(SELIG), SAMUEL D. DRANE
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SCENE FROM ‘A DAUGHTER OF THE GODS” (FOX) FEATURING ANNETTE KELLERMANN

SIDNEY MASON (GAUMONT) DRIVING “OLD IRONSIDES" THRU THE STREETS OF JACKSONVILLE
(Fifty-five) :




@alC El1Cdl, 1luvduIiC glald—IldlKed men,
head and shoulders above the crowd.

SCENE FROM “THE RACK”

creation and think it 1s a natural
one, the part sticks in my crop.”

(Fifty-siz)”
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Chester Barnett nodded his couldn’t scent out the pot of gold. 1 was
head vigorously. “I had rather SCENE FROM ‘“MARRYING MONEY” (Continued on page 70)
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The Crimes We Commit
Against Our Stomachs

By Arthur True Buswell, M. D.

A MAN’S success in life depends
more on the co-operation of his
stomach than on any other
factor. Just as an “army moves
on its stomach” so does the in-
dividual. Scientists tell us that
90% of all sickness is directly
traceable to the digestive tract.

As Dr. Orison Swett Marden,
EUGENE CHRISTIAN

gets an immense amount of
credit which really should go to the stomach.”
And it's true—keep the digestive system in shape
and brain vitality is assured.

Food is the fuel. of the human system, yet some
of the combinations of food we put into our
systems are as dangerous as dynamite, soggy
wood and a little coal would be in a furnace—
and just about as effective. Is it any wonder
that the average life of man today is but 89
years—and that diseases of the stomach, liver and

idneys have increased 108% during the past few
years!

And yet just as wrong food selections and
combinations will destroy our health and effi-
ciency, so will the right foods create and maintain
bodily vigor and mental energy. And by right
foods we do not mean freak foods—just good,
every day foods properly combined. In fact, to
follow Corrective Eating it isn’t even necessary
to upset your table.”

Not long ago I had a talk with Eugene Chris-
tian, the noted food scientist, who is said to have
successfully treated over 23,000 people without
drugs or medicines of any kind, and he told me
of some of his experiences in the treatment of
disease through food.

One case that interested me greatly was that
of a young business man whose efficiency had been
practically wrecked through stomach acidity, fer-
mentation and constipation resulting in A)hysical
sluggishness which was naturally reflected in his
ability to use his mind. He was twenty pounds
underweight when he first went to see Christian
and was so nervous he couldn’t sleep. Stomach
and intestinal gases were so severe that they
caused irregular heart action and often fits of
great mental depression. As Christian describes
it he was not 509 efficient either mentally or

hysically. Yet in a few days, by following

hristian’s suggestions as to food, his constipa-
tion had completely gone although he had formerly
been in the habit of taking large daily doses of a
strong cathartic. In five weeks every abnormal
symptom had disappeared—his weight having in-
creased 6 lbs. In addition to this he acquired a
store of physical and mental energy so great in

the noted writer, says, “the brain.

comparison with his former self as to almost belie
the fact that it was the same man.

Another instance of what proper food com-
binations can do was that of a man one hundred
pounds overweight whose only other discomfort
was rhelimatism. This man’s greatest pleasure
in life was eating. Though convinced of the
necessity, he hesitated for months to go under
treatment believing he would be deprived of the
pleasures of the table. He finally, however, de-
cided to try it out. Not only did he begin losin
weight at once, quickly regaining his norm
figure, all signs of rheumatism disappearing, but
he found the new diet far more delicious to the
taste and afforded a much keener quality of en-
joyment than his old method of eating and he
wrote Christian a letter to that effect.

But perhaps the most interesting case that Christian
told me of was that of a multi-milliovaire—a man 70
years old who had been traveling with his doctor for
several years in a scarch for health. He was extremely
emaciated, had chronic constipation, lumbago and rheuma-
tism. For over twenty years he hnd_mﬁered with stomach
and intestinal trouble which in reality was superaciduous
secretions in_ the stomach. The first menus given him
were designed to remove the causes of acidity, which wal
accomplished in about thirty days. And after this was
done he scemed to undergo a plete rejuvenati His
eyesight, hearing, taste and all of his mental faculties
became keener and more alert. He had had no organic
trouble—but he was starving to death from malnutrition
and d positi a y the wrong selection
and combination of foods. After six months’ treatment
il.lislg;mn was as well and strong as he had ever been in

is life.

These instances of the efficacy of right cating I have
simply chosen at random from perhaps a dozen Eugene
Christian told me of, every one of which was fully as
interesting and the{ applied to as many different ailments.
Surely this man Christian is doing a great work.

There have been so many inquiries from all parts of
the United States from people secking the benefit of
Eugene_ Christian’s advice and whose cases he is unable
to handle personally that he has written a little course
of lessons which tells you exactly what to eat for health,
strength and efficiency.

These lessons, there are 24 of them, contain actual
menus for breakfast, luncheon and dinner, curative as
well as corrective, covering every condition of health and
sickness from infancy to old age and for all occupations,
climates and seasons.

With these lessons at hand it is just as though you
were in personal contact with the great food specialist
because every possible point is so thoroughly covered and
clearly explained that you can scarcely think of a ques-
tion which isn’t answered. You can start eating the very
things that will produce the increased physical and men-

tal energy you are secking the day you receive the les-
sons and you will find that you secure results with the
first meal.

If you would like to examine these 24 Little Lessons in
Corrective Eating simgly write The Corrective Eatin
Society, Department 7210, 460 Fourth Ave., New Yorl
City. 1t is not necessary to cnclose any money with your
request. Merely ask them to send the lessons on five
days’ trial with the understanding that you will either
r:i‘u:ln them within that time or remit $3, the small fee
asked.

Please clip out and mail the following form instead of writing a letter, as this is
a copy of the official blank adopted by the Society and will be honored at once.

i

CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY

Department 7210, 460 Fourth Ave., New York City

You may send me prepaid a copy of Corrective Eating in 24 Lessons.

I will either remail

them to you within five days after receipt or send you $3.

Name ........... e eetereenceeeetraeaean .e

Address ...... Ceeeeeaeaas eereeeeeneaaas
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" Guide to the Theaters
By ‘‘JUNIUS”’

(Readers In distant cities will do well to preserve this list for
reference when these plays appear in their vicinity)

Longacre—"The Silent Witness.” A virile
drama on the order of “The House of Glass”
and “The Corespondent,” and quite as good,
containing some tense and thrilling mo-
ments. A play that holds the interest from
start to finish, giving a fine cast some excel-
lent opportunities which it takes full advan-
tage of.

Lyceum.—*“Please Help Emily.” Ann Mur-
dock and Charles Cherry in a racy farce
comedy dealing with high life in high so-
ciety. Exhilarating but rather suggestive.
Ann Murdock is more fascinating than ever,
and Billy Burke must look to her laurels.
Her costumes are charming— particularly
her pajamas and bath-suit.

Empire.—"Sybil.” One of the big hits of
last season returned. A very pleasing musi-
‘cal comedy with Julia Sanderson, Donald
Brian and Joseph Cawthorn.

Lyric—*“Katinka.” One of last season’s
successes that still lives. A musical comedy
of merit and unusually good music.

Belasco.—*“The Boomerang.” One of the
most popular comedies of the season. En-
tertaining and laughable thruout, exquisitely
acted and wonderfully produced—it runs
along like the works of a fine watch.

Harris.—“Fair and Warmer.” An exceed-
ingly popular farce, full of amusing situa-
tions thruout, and a laugh in every line, but
it is not a play for Sunday-school children.

New Amsterdam (Roof).—Ziegfeld Danse
de Follies—the show-place of New York after
midnight—offering a program of far above
the average quality. Good music, excellent
artists, and a multitude of pretty girls.
Plenty of space for those wishing to dance,
and well-arranged tables for the lookers-on.

Casino.—“Very Good Eddie.” A bright,
interesting musical comedy with Ernest
Truex, who alone makes it worth while.

Criterion—"Civilization.” Thos. H. Ince’s
marvelous film spectacle. The last word in
photoplay.

Winter Garden.—*“The Passing Show of

1916.” Clever, breezy, artistic, highly di-
verting musical burlesque, with wonderful
scenery and costumes, but with very little
good music.
. Cort.—“Coat-Tales.” A first-clagss farce-
comedy so cleverly constructed that it is
replete with surprises and unexpected situ-
ations, each one more laughable than the
other. A clean, wholesome farce of the high-
est order and one of the best that New York
has seen for many a moon. Tom Wise and
the entire cast are excellent.

Strand. — Photoplays. Program changes
every week.

Rialto. — Photoplays.
every week.

Loew's N. Y. — Photoplays.
changes every week.

Loew’s American Roof.—Photoplays. Pro-
gram changes every week.

That Held Him

By CARRIE VOLKMANN

One night at the photoshow, where one of
Theda Bara’s vampire pictures was being
shown, a couple had been arguing for several
minutes, when the man finally raised his voice
and said disgustedly:

“Bah! What is a woman?—A rag, a bone,
and a hank of hair!”

“Well,” replied the woman sweetly, “what
is a man?—A drag, a drone and a tank of
air.

Program changes

Program
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“The Count”

In Which Charlie Chaplin Bites Off a Taste of High Life

GNATz PopoLsky ran his hot goose
up and down the crease of a pair
of faultless trousers, thumping in-

dustriously with the iron at the end of
each sartorial journey. Out of the
window he could see the baseball
scores on a bulletin board, and an
eleventh inning tie held him in the
fever of anxiety. He had bet 3 quar-
ter with Moe Katzovitz, his boss and
the proprietor of the “Gentlemen’s
Valet,” and each goose-egg displayed
on the bulletin caused beads of sweat
to stand out on his forehead and a
sympathetic and maternal groaning
from the goose under his hand.

Suddenly the odor of burning paper
filled the room. “Vot’s th’ matter?”
cried Moe Katzovitz; “you’re a fine
presser, aint it, making a smoke and
a stink all over my store.”

“I t'ink it's. burning money in the
customer’s pants’ pocket,” said Ig-
natz, excitedly.

“Vot!” shrieked Moe, “vy dont you
make me have it yet before you burn
it up in the customer’s pocket?”

Ignatz seized one trouser leg and
Moe the other, straining the harmless
garment to the bursting point, and
each proceeded to examine the pockets.
Moe drew forth the scorched paper.

“It aint money, Iggie,” he said, dis-

(Fifty-nine)

(Mutual)

By JOHN OLDEN

gustedly, “but there is writing on it.:
Be a good feller and make me a

reading.”
Ignatz, who, while only a presser,
kept the proprietor’s books and

handled his mail, read the singed an-
nouncement in portentous silence.

“Vell, vot is 1t ?” prodded Moe.

“It is a letter vot asks the cus-
tomer to come to a party und eat
dinner vid a lovely lady.”

“Vot’s dat? It says she is lovely?
Does she say it herself?”

“It aint written on the writing that
she is lovely,” explained Ignatz, “but
the letter is all stuck-up vid red chew-
ing-gum vid her trade-mark, and is
sprinkled vid colone-vater.”

“Give me a schmell,” said Moe,
rubbing it rapturously on his nose
and emitting several loud and pas-
sionate “ahs!” with each whiff of the
sachet. ‘“Mebbe the customer forgot
all about it,” he suggested.

“Here is his name on the top.” said
Ignatz, *‘and he is a fine chentlemans,
‘Count Angelo Alfredo Uff For-
maggio.””

“Ach Gott!” said Moe, “vy is she
asking all uv his partners?”

“Dey aint his partners,” exclaimed
Ignatz; “anyway, she dont say it. All
the names belongs to him, und the

—-— o~ - [

letter says that she has hopes of mak-
ing his acqvaintance.”

“Vot kind of a business is dat,”
said Moe, “inviting a bunch of names
ven you dont know any ov dem.” But
it gave him food for thought.

Ordering Iggie to press another
garment, he covertly measured the
nobleman'’s trousers against the side of
his leg and decided that they would
be a beautiful fit.

“Iggie,” he said, suddenly, “I haint
nefer ate a svell dinner and got it a
lovely girl, and I got it a feeling I
am going to Mrs. Downing’s party to-
night. Aint that a lovely name,
‘Diilcina Downing’?”

“Vot are you going to do about’ it
if the customer comes for his clothes?”

“Lock the door und hang out the
sign, und,” added Moe, “take the rest
ov the day off all by yourselluf.”

Moe Katzovitz at once became the
center of activity. He bundled the
swell customer’s clothes up in a news-
paper package, pulled down the blinds,
and took the cash out of the till.

Ignatz locked the door after him
with many misgivings, but as soon as
Moe’s back was turned he set off on
a light-footed canter that carried him
quickly to his little-room-under-the-
roof on the swarming East Side. He



had kept back some information from
the enterprising Moe that fairly made
his simple little heart go pit-a-pat
with emotion. His sweetheart, Katy
Schlupsky, occupied the position of
<cook for Mrs. Downing, and drew
down just three times the salary of
her gay little gallant. If it were true
that a big party was going to be held
that afternoon, Katy would be the
boss of the kitchen, and many won-
derful tit-bits would find their way
- into his jowls.

In fond anticipation, Iggie dec-
orated himself in his only change of
clothes — a rakish and undersized
derby hat that perched dizzily atop his
tight curls, and a waiter’s jacket, with
its white-bosomed shirt, that had been

_r T S e

“Excuse me,” he said. “I know ven
I got a goot girl, aint it? Vot's the
use of getting a lot more stuck-up
over me?”’

Katy laughed a dry little laugh that
indicated she thought him a gay de-
ceiver.

“T’ink of it!” she said, “vot a party!
Der is vine, und sodyvater, und soup,
und crackers, und lace fans for the

ladies, und solid gold 18-carat cig-

aret boxes for the gents, besides
cheese, und spinach, und toothpicks,
und a diamond necklace for Mrs.
Downing—und pickles.”

“You forgot something, Katy,” said
Iggie, feelingly ; “vere is the beer?”

“Gentlemens dont drink beer,” she
advised. ‘“Der is vatermelon »

MOTION PICTURE

nation as the little compartment came
to a sudden stop. But no one opened
the pantry door that gave access to
it, and taking heart of courage, he
edged the door open a few inches and
peered out.

The reception-room was full of
guests, with beautiful ladies in glit-
tering décolleté gowns, and right in
the very midst of them stood Moe
Katzovitz, in a freshly pressed evening
suit, with a broad red sash across his
stomach, and a row of glistening
medals dangling from his chest. Iggie
gasped out loud with astonishment,
but the sound was lost in the resound-
ing smack which Moe planted fer-
vently upon his hostess’ hand.

Iggie thought quickly and to great

THE PORTION OF ROSY WATERMELON PRESENTED A PRANDIAL PROBLEM TO IGGIE

left in the shop and never called for,
and a flowing necktie and tuppenny
cane completed his adornment.

Adopting the air of a gentleman of
leisure out for his afternoon stroll,
Ignatz sauntered up Fifth Avenue
until he came to the Downings’ street.
In front of the house, a canopy pro-
claimed a festive occasion, and the
gilded chariots of the rich were al-
ready discharging their cargo of
guests on the curb. Iggie made an
adroit entrance ‘thru the basement
door, after a stealthy walk along a
dark passage, and revealed himself to
Katy in all his glory of attire.

“Hello, Iggie!” she cried. “Vy aint
it that you are upstairs vid the oder
svell gents?”

Iggie boldly helped himself to a
paté-de-fois-gras ‘and a handful of
cocktail cherries.

“Never mind,” interrupted Iggie;
“I am dizzy already.”

“Und der is a poleecemans to watch
all der vaiters from sviping the din-
ner.”

The sound of commanding number
twelve shoes creaked along the hall-
way. Iggie coughed spasmodically
over the wing of a chicken.

“Oi gevalt!” groaned Katy, “it’s the
poleecemans. Get out ov here qvick!”

The door of the passageway was
cut off by the approaching steps, and
Iggie scuttled across the kitchen and
backed himself into the dumb-waiter.
For a moment he breathed easily,
while Katy subverted the law with an
assortment of toothsome things. Then
suddenly the rope creaked above him
and the dumb-waiter ascended the
shaft. Iggie gave himself up for lost,
and closed his eyes with utter resig-

advantage. He still retained the in-
vitation in his pocket, and Moe Katzo-
vitz, he felt sure, could not have re-
membered the impressive title of Count
Angelo Alfredo Uff Formaggio.

Unwinding his stumpy legs and
worming his way thru the vaguely lit
pantry, Iggie suddenly appeared at
the reception-room door. At sight of
his presser and literary secretary, Moe
turned as pale as a fish, and made
violent signals behind his back for Ig-
gietoabsent himself. But not so for our
bold intruder. Iggie strode majesti-
cally into the room, and with hat still
cocked at a rakish angle on his head,
he ejaculated, “Aw, Mrs. Downing.”

Very much flustered, the hostess
stepped toward the strange creature,
while the guests either stared haughti-
ly or smiled, as if it were -part of the
entertainment.

(Sirty)
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“I am the Count Angelo Alfredo
Uff Formaggio,” said Iggie, glibly,
“and I comma to da recep’.”

“The Count!” cried the hostess.
“Why, he is already here,” and her
bewildered glance fell upon the
squirming Moe.

“Phooie!” said Iggie, “heis da faker;

instant, her glances trav-
eled from one to the other.
“I thought that vulgar creature was
an impostor,” she cried, darting a
scorching look at Moe, “and now I
k_no’w it! Leave my house at once,
sir.
“Let him stay,” said Iggie, artfully;
“he is a frien’ of mine, aint it?” And
so the unpleasant scene passed off.
“Dear Count,” said Mrs. Downing,
seizing Iggie’s hand and squeezing it
fervently with affection. “A thou-
sand pardons for my mistake. I might
have known that noblemen were a bit
—er—unconventional, but to mis-
take him for you is unpardonable.”

(Sizty-one)

“Tut-tut! Che fortuna! The suck-
er!” said Iggie, feelingly. “I'll knock
his block oft.”

Mrs. Downing was charmed with
her noble guest’s imperturbability and
his tact in handling the delicate
situation.

“Count Formaggio,” she sai‘d, l??d.

-~ -~ nmmlian

“ACH, THIS IS THE LIFE!” SAID IGGIE, RAPTUROUSLY

to be your grace’s vis-a-vis at dinner.”
“Much obliged,” said Iggie, bowing
so low that his curls swept the floor,
and then, noticing that the other gen-
tlemen had offered their arms to the
ladies, he hooked Penelope’s thru his
and led her to the dining-room. The
dazzling blonde kept her curious eyes
on him while -he wrestled with the
intricacies of a grape-fruit. _
“Ve aint got dese vegetables in It’,”
he exclaimed as the grape-fruit slipped
across the table from his fingers; “I’ll
betcha they cost a whole lot.”
Penelope was delighted with his ec-

centric originality. Iggie looked at
the cocktail doubtfully, then swal-
lowed it with a loud gurgle and
reached teasingly for the cherry.
The dinner proceeded from course to
course and the Count was the center of
attraction. He adopted a very free-
and-easy manner that shocked, then

Ahnearnd thamm with 60 acdanita Naa

ing into it with alE
the gusto of a picka-
ninny. Then, highly exhilarated from:
fine feeding and a profusion of various
vintages, Iggie followed the fair
Penelope out to the conservatory,
where she offered him a wicker
chair, as well as the dalliance of
her hand.

"“Ach, this is the life!” said Iggie,.
rapturously; “I should worry about.
the ‘Gentleman’s Valet.””

His trade recollections meant noth—
ing to the heiress.

“Listen to that dream of a fox-trot,”
she cooed ; “I could just die trying it."”
(Continued on page 67)
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CHUB, BLoOMFIELD.—No, no; Florence Law-
rence is married to only one person, and not
to three as you say. No, I am not an actor,
and never will be. Frankie Mann is with the
Ivan. Donald Hall, her husband, has left
Vitagraph. Alice Joyce on November Classic
cover.

EbpNA Mayo FAN.—The Edna Mayo picture
was on the November 1915 cover. You can
obtain back numbers from our Circulation
Manager Interview with her in the October
1916 Magazine.

KATHERINE P.—Yes; Max Linder is coming
to America to play for Essanay. He is to
receive $260,000 per year. You know it was
reported that he would receive $400,000, but
what's $140,000 to Max Linder?—piffle!
Charles Ray playing for the N. Y. M. P,

S. F. M,, CaLIENTE.—Louise Lovely is going
to play opposite Warren Kerrigan in the
future. They will make a dandy team.
Bryant Washburn in “Blindness of Virtue,”
opposite Edna Mayo. Louise Lovely was
Bettina and Elsie Wilson was Pauline. :

CrLANCo, BrockTOoN.—Kathlyn Williams with
Morosco and coming fast. She will be on*our
November Magazine cover. You refer to

“BABIES ARE A NUISANCE"—PARTICULARLY IN A MOTION PICTURE STUDIO.

“Daughter of the Gods.” Mary Pickford’s
summer home is at Larchmont, N. Y.
“Purity” was done by American. Richard
Bennett is with Mutual.

MyRTLE T., ALToONA.—Marshall Neilan
and Bessie Eyton and Mary Charleson are
playing in “The Prince Chap” (Selig). Cleo
Madison was born in Ermington, Ill. She
was educated at the Bloomington Normal
University at Illinois, and is very devoted to
her little invalid sister, to whom she gives
most of her thoughts and a wealth of love.

Mgs. M. O., GLovERSVILLE.—House Peters is
still in the contest. William Hart lives at
Los Angeles, Cal. Likewise Henry Walthall.
Strikes of all kinds. We are having our
troubles with railroad strikes here. The bar-
bers are now thinking about going on a
strike. If they do there will soon be a num-
.ber of men in Brooklyn looking like me.

NANEEN.—You’'re right, it should have been
Johnston. Sorry. Harry Lee was Barnacle
Joe in “Destiny’s Toy.” Thank you. You
are so flattering. Lots of good things are
well preserved in alcohol, but not men. I
regret to say that the player you mention is
trying to preserve himself in that manner.

HERE

WE SEE EDNA GOODRICH TRYING TO PORTRAY A DEEP, EMOTIONAL SCENE,
WHILE THE TOOTHLESS ONE IS TRYING TO IMPERSONATE A HOWL-
ING APACHE. DIRECTOR LLOYD IS JANGLING A BUNCH
OF KEYS TO KEEP THE YOUNG ACTOR QUIET
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RosaLIE, 19.—The maid wasn’t on the cast.
Mabel Forrest plays right along for Essanay.
Sheldon Lewis and Nell Craig in “The Cow-
ard.” I guess not. Old men for counsel—
young men against it.

ErizaBetTH H.—You want me to describe
Mary Pickford to you. Guess you know how
sweet and cunning she is, and you just want
to hear me talk, but I can say nothing that
would exaggerate her charm. No; Loel
Stuart is no relation to Anita Stewart. You
will see Grace Darling in the Beatrice Fair-
fax series. Hearst controls this film.

THALIA.—No; Bessie Love did not play in
“The Gentleman from Indiana.” Oh, yes;
Hobart Bosworth is capable of large things.
Your fee was quite sufficient, and I appreciate
it. That was an old Vitagraph film with
Ralph Ince as the prize-fighter, and Anita
Stewart was the girl, as near as I can tell
from your description. Shall I look it up
further? Just as you say. I'm well paid.

MrLva.—Mahlon Hamilton opposite Mar:
guerite Clark in “Molly Make Believe.” The
practice of swearing upon the Bible is so old
that I cannot trace its origin. It is sup-
posed to make people more honest, but I
doubt if it is any more impressive to most
people than swearing upon Gulliver, Sinbad,
Aladdin, or Baron Munchausen.

PETER B.—You have the title wrong on that
Essanay. Ann Kirk and Frank Dayton had
the leads in “The Market Price of Love.”
Richard Travers and Ruth Stonehouse in
“White Lies.”

JuLia T. E.—You also are afflicted with
that dreadful disease, cacoethes scribendi.
The homely canine who played an important
part in “The Bugle Call” is a stray dog that
young Willie Collier took a fancy to. He has
been made a regular member of the Inceville
colony, and has been christened “Rags.” He
does not draw a salary, but he draws flies.

LYNETTE G—You just look up her chat in
our October Magazine. Kalem are releasing
“The Girl from 'Frisco” in 15 episodes, with
Marin Sais and True Boardman.

VErRa C.—I am sorry to say that a great
many-of the players are spendthrifts, with
little knowledge of the value of money. How

doth the little busy bee improve the hours °

of light, and gather honey all the day, and
eat it up at night! No, the publicity men
usually send us the pictures that we use in
the galleries.

Lypia H.—Good for you! I second the
motion. Here’s to all of us, for there’s so
much good in the worst of us, and so much
bad in the best of us, that it hardly behooves
any of us to talk about the rest of us. An
understudy is one who studies a part, with
a view of playing it in the absence of the
principal. No, I will try not to get infantile
paralysis. You say Carlyle Blackwell has
that “cave man grab when he kisses.” Yes,
but he hasn’t that jungle look in his eyes.
You cant grab a girl you love and be gentle
about {t.

GrLapys E.—Thanks for the snap. You
want a chat with Sheldon Lewis, Lionel
Barrymore and Wheeler Oakman. I guess
they are entitled to it. I probably have a
million readers a month, but only a few
thousand real admirers or disciples. We sow
many seeds to get a few flowers. You just
be good and send along that fudge.

STANLEY M. Mc.—Oh, I'm fine today,
thanks. Thomas Meighan was Judge Evans,
Mary Mersch was Doris and Horace B. Car-
penter was Burke in that play. Elsie Jane
Wilson was the girl in “Fur Trimmed Coat”
(Universal). Robert Lawler was Jakey, Mar-
garet Marsh was the daughter and Fred But-
ler was Meena’s father in “Little Meena’s Ro-
mance.” Charles West was English Hal and
James O’Neill was Ben in “Dream Girl”
(Lasky). You were pretty near right on
those names. One wrong. This will be
enough pro tem.
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_ Bring Out the Hidden Beauty

the sulled, di d, faded or aged complexion s one falr to
look upon. Mercolized Wax gradually, gently absorbs the devitalized

surface skin, revealing the younx, fresh, besutiful skin underneath.
Uwsed by retined women who prefer of true \}
Have you tried 18?7

Mercolized Wax '» e o= B by'-llw for ose,

MARrY F., EvANsToN.—Mae Murray's picture
in July 1916 Classic, Wallace Reid in May
1916 Classic and November Magazine, and
Tom Forman in December 1915 Magazine.
‘We never ran that story.

LesLiE W. H—Thanks for the program. So-

you are pleased the way the contest is run-
ning. No, I dont think there are many John
Bunny and Arthur Johnson films circulated
now. I received a fine little letter from Mary
Anderson this morning.

BRUNETTA, 17.—You say that too many of
our photoplays are founded on immorality
and wrongdoing. Dont you know that there
is nothing dramatic or out of the ordinary
about a bank cashier who is honest and keeps
his accounts straight? There is no story
here until he absconds. Neither is there any
story about a man and wife who live happily
and peacefully together. But let one of them
do wrong and promptly we have a dramatic
theme for a plot. F. Lumsden Hare was
Livingston in “As in a Looking-glass.” John
Davidson was Lesar in “The Pawn of Fate.”

MABEL OWENS.—Why dont you send a
stamped, addressed envelope for a list of film
manufacturers?

Sara L.—Isn’'t it so with everything that
Edith Story attempts? You liked her Span-
ish girl in “Tarantula.” True perfection
consists in ever becoming less imperfect. An-
tonio Moreno, you refer to.

J. L., MIDDLESBOROUGH.—NO; Enid Markey
did not play in “The Children in the House.”
You refer to Norma Talmadge. Strike in-
deed while the iron is hot; but, better still,
strike the iron until it is hot. If you keep
at it long enough you are bound to succeed.

BILLIE M., STELLARTON.—No, I dont remem-
ber Theda Bara ever playing opposite Will-
iam Farnum. You will have to decide for
yourself which of the players you mention is
the most beautiful. I'm neutral Valeska
Suratt in “The Immigrant.” It depends upon
the number of reels. One-reel pictures can
be made in two or three days, but it depends
upon the scenery, surroundings, ete.

MiLbrep, 15.—You ask the age of Robert
Warwick. Sorry, but I haven’t it. Florence
LaBadie and Violet Mersereau are of French
descent. A manufacturer of Motion Pictures
is known by the company he keeps.

Crark C.—Gertrude McCoy was Pheebe in
«Priend Wilson’s Daughter.” Billie Burke
lives in New York City. You had better
remain at home. Home is where we are
treated best, but where we grumble most.
You are too young to leave.

A. Paviowa, 11.—Irene Hunt is with Uni-
versal. Lillian Lorraine is with Equitable.
Beverly Bayne played in “Graustark.” Mil-
dred Harris is still with Triangle. In the
history of men no attempt has been made to
help each other comparable with the present
attempt in Europe to injure each other.

INQuUISITIVE IKE.—Now, see here, sir, you
must not ask questions that are forbidden.
If I answer them, that’s no reason why you
should ask them. I am not sure whether
Creighton Hale is Catholic or not, and I
would not tell you if I did know. So you
think the Classic is getting better every
month. Why not? Everybody liked the
Anita Stewart cover.

Rose C.—Peter the Great is known as the
father of modern Russia. Mabel Forrest with
Essanay. 1 believe Miss Hesperia is in
France. She is not an American player. You
gave three wrong titles. You must get the
first word right, and not make up your own
titles. Sorry you were ill. Health is never
valued until the doctor sends in his bill.

CHuB.—Frances Marfon was Miss Danford
in “The Girl of Yesterday” (Famous Play-
ers). James Manning was Black Brand and
Russell Bassett was Sid in “Little Pal”
Harry Browne was Fischer in “The Eagle’s
Mate” Frank Keenan and Stella Razetto in
“The Long Chance” (Universal).

MOTION PICTURE

HOTEL LENOX

North Street at Delaware Avenue

BUFFALO, N. Y.
A modern, fireproof and distinctive hotel
of 250 all oumE rooms. ldeally located.
Excels in equipment, cuisine and service.
Operated on the European Plan
$1.50 PER DAY AND UP

C. A. MINER
Managing Director

ALL STARS

Photos of Your Favorite Movie Star.
Superior to All Others.
EDOORATB your room or den with these

handsome 7x11 portrait pictures of movie
favorites each mounted in a heavy folder.

Maks Your Selection from the Following :
lyle Blackwell ary Pickford
y . Ehnclu ?v“ eet
Alice lioreo Pear] White
. Bas
abel lmd- Ll ‘W'nlgr
Olga Petrova lara Kimball Young

Ten Conts Each—A Set of 12 for a Dollar
Send currency, money-order or stamps to

S. BRAM, Publisher, Dept. F, 1314 Boston Road, N. Y. C.
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FOR SALE

A FARM
at Spring Valley, Rockland County, N.Y.,

consisting of 147 acres, including house, barn
other buildings, 3 apple orchards, 12 acres of wood-
land, with ttream running through property.

Spring Valley is 83 miles from New York City,
7 miles west of Nyack and 7 miles east of Suffern,
and is reached by the N. J. & N. Y. R. R. and
a branch of the Erie R. R.,affording 85 trains
daily to and from New York. The railroad rates
are, excursion $1.80, monthly tickets $9.45.

The atmosphere of Spring Valiey is dry and
invigorating, and persons affected with bronchial
trouble obtain much relief in this part of the country.

Spring Valley has a High School which is fully
up to the standard in every respect, also National
Bank, Churches of every denomination, Tennis
Club, Athletic Association, Royal Arcanum, 0Odd
Fellows, Masons, Red Men, and Foresters, etc.

Spring Valley entertains more summer boarders
than any other town on the line of the N. J. &
N. Y. R. R. and is becoming the choice over
all other localities as a place of residence.

Terms on request. Address :

GEORGE F. HERRINGTON,
61-67 Navy Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.
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CLASSIC

OTHERING her family of blue-blooded Pekinese dogs across country and leaving her
beautiful home at Manhattan Beach, N. Y., to its fate, Leah Baird, the former
Vitagraph star, is on her way to join the Universal Company in Los Angeles.
News comes from her new studio in New York that little Mary Pickford is now
her own boss, director and playwright. In her new quarters she has gathered-an able
company about her and flits from studio to office with the busyness of a humming-bird.

Virginia Pearson believes she has found a life cause. With thousands of actresses
in pictures they have not a single organization, and the Fox tragedienne believes she
is inspired in her effort to form an Actresses’ Screen Club, with gathering-places in the
principal film cities.

Lillian Walker is on the rampage again. During a flying trip to Boston, to appear .

in person at the premidre of her “Hester of the Mountains,” the irrepressible
comédienne hobnobbed with the mayor, took tea with Professor Muensterberg, distrib-
uted ice-cream cones to the street gamins, fed the zoo elephants and made a speech in
the Boston Theater. Some day, Lillian—and she didn’t turn a hair!

Cupid is epidemic in the studios again and has so infected Nance O’Neil that she
was led to the altar by her leading man, Alfred Hickman, and straightway married.
Both hereafter will domicile under the Metro ensign.

The latest stage celebrity to be captivated by the silent stage is Marie Shotwell,
well known to theatergoers for her productions under the Frohmans’ management.
She is joining the Thanhouser Company, and believes that an actress is always at her
best thru the selective methods of Motion Pictures.

Here 18 a new high record for slapstick casualties. In Keystone’s “The Feathered
Nest” each and every one of the principals was injured. Louise Fazenda and Director
Grifin were bruised against some submarine rocks; the venerable Harry Booker was
swatted in the nose with a real croquet-ball: result, the hospital; Wayland Trask was
put hors de combat from a header off his bicycle, and Charles Murray’s foot was
lacerated by a cab. Verily, tragedy to comedy is closely allied.

Anita Stewart is convalescing from her recent attack of typhoid, and is spurred
on to new health again by the receipt of flowers and well wishes from admirers all
over the country. Her sick-room has become a place of cheerful hope and daily
fragrance.

Webster Campbell, the erstwhile Vitagrapher, will be Blanche Sweet’s new leading
man. He is speeding westward to join her in the Lasky studio.

Florence Turner, the one-time Vitagraph star, and who recently has starred in
Mutual pictures, has joined an English war-nurse corps and has been assigned to
duty in a London hospital, ministering to the wounded Tommies.

Anders Randolph, Vitagraph's heavy lead, has taken up portrait painting as a
fall fad and has “mugged” most of his fellow players. He shows remarkable facility
with the brush and always has a waiting-list of sitters.

Here is a batch of important changes in the whirligig of prominent players:
King Baggot and Mary Fuller have left Universal and will not announce new plans
until late in September; Otis Turner, Tefft Johnson and Frank Lloyd have “harkened
to a call” from Fox, and Lew Fields and Marie Dressler have carried on a successful
flirtation with World.

And that isn’t all by any means. Lottie and Jack Pickford, after a bit of truancy,
have come home again to Famous Players; Vivian Rich and Tyrone Power have
strayed into pastures new—the Dudley Company; Art Acord has stampeded to the
Gotham tepee, and Sidney Bracey is back again with Thanhouser.

Steady! The best 18 yet to come. Conway Tearle, of Edison fame, has cast his
fortunes with Clara Kimball Young, and Edward Earle, of the same clan, is now
wearing the Metro plaids. Then, too, Frankie Mann has flitted to Ivan, and Harry
Millard has confided his career with Universal. The usual fall migration, with many
more changes to come.

Just a few years ago Helen Gardner was the greatest vampire of them all, and
now she announces her rebirth, this time starring with the Phenix Picture Players.

Add to the ranks of women directors Ruth Stonehouse, Universal’s petite ingénue
star, who will hereafter order herself about and design her own roles to measure.

There is more or less mystery veiling the present picture career of Geraldine
Farrar, but we have it on good authority that she is interpreting a photoplay based
ogl the life of Joan of Arc—something entirely different from her past rather sensual
rOles.

Another member of the MoTioN PICTURE MAGAZINE'S staff who has sought new
and fertile pastures is L. Case Russell, well known to our readers thru the witty and
meaty books “Here Lies” and “The Photoplaywright’s Primer.” L. Case Russell is now
scenario editor for the Sunbeam Company, starring Mitzi Hajos.

Cleo Madison has forsaken directing for the lure of the camera and will shortly
be seen in “The Chalice of Sorrow,” an inspiration from the opera “La Tosca.”

Helen Holmes and her husband, J. P. McGowan, who recently returned from the
Hawalian Islands on location for “The Diamond Runners,” are still thankful for their
narrow escape shortly after their leave. The crater of Kilauea volcano became active
and started a terrific slide over their scarcely deserted camp-site.

(Sizty-five)
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can’t sleep

It’s in the long peaceful hoursof sleep
that your baby grows. When he
can’t sleep something is wrong. He
may be nervous from too much play-
ing—he may be too warm or too cold
—something may be hurting him. But
most likely of all—his food is wrong.
Perhaps his little system is desperately
struggling with the heavy curd and the germs
of cow’s milk. Cow’s milk is meant for the
four big stomachs of a calf—not the one tiny
stomach of your baby.

The baby will sleep as he should and grow

asheshould if you give him the food he needs.

Nurse him if you can. If you can't, give
*him the nearest thing to mother’s milk,

NestlesFood

(A complete food—not a milk modifier)

Because it has fresh cow’s milk as a basis, it
contains all the good that cow’s milk contains.

Because all the dangers are removed, the
tough curd modified and other baby needs
added, it is just what your baby needs to
build a healthy body.

Because it is made scientifically—and re-
duced to a powder—because no hand touches
it and it comes to you in an airtight can—
because you add only water and boil—it is
as free from germs as mother’s milk itself

Remember, it is raw cow’s milk that so often




berlv:):vm,-h;:xln} .;'.n'(-.;: nlel’nx tea or coffee, etc.
Send for booklet and testimonials.
Price, Carriage { Black Iron -

1.00
postpald Polished Brass, $1.50
Nickel Plated, $2.00
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refanded If returned in 10 days.

THE GIANT HMTER CO., 124 Temple St., Springfield, Mass.

Little Mary Sunshine, of the Balboa nur-
sery, has broken off with her old pal, the
studio burro. The other day the rascal
nipped an ice-cream cone out of her hand,
and the little star immediately crossed him
off of her visiting-list.

There is an awful fib out about a pet duck
that swam all the way from New York to
Chicago after Mary Pickford. We must
apologize, however. It appears to be the
truth. Mary had the duck in a tank in her
Pullman, and it swam industriously during
the whole journey.

Kathlyn Williams, for several years a star
of the first magnitude with the Selig Com-
pany, announces her new connection with
the Morosco Company. Thomas Holding,
recently with Famous Players, has been
engaged to co-star with her.

“Seven Deadly Sins” is the alluring title
under which the first McClure pictures will
be presented. Ann Murdock is in “Envy,”

. Holbrook Blinn in “Pride,” Charlotte Walker

in “Sloth,” and Nance O'Neil in “Greed,”
and so on until the sins have run their
course.

The distinguished actor, E. H. Sothern, is
now in the second stage of his picture career.
At present he is engaged filming “An Enemy
to the King,” one of the most popular stage-
plays in his repertoire. Edith Storey has
been chosen to play opposite him.

Jack Warren Kerrigan is still roughing it
in the mountain lumber district of Cali-
fornia, making the final outdoor scenes for
his big photodrama, “The Measure of a Man.”

The smile that masks a tear is the allot-
ment of Ivy Close, Kalem’s beautiful comé-
dienne. She has just received word that her
younger brother, Raymond Close, was killed
in action in Flanders. Miss Close nursed
him back to life when he was wounded
several months ago.

No more morning feathers for Universal
players, as the company has decided to adopt
the European method and set their clocks
ahead. Eight o’clock (oh, horrors, ye bed-
loving thespians!) is the new hour at which
they must report. “When is a clock not a
clock?” asks Violet Mersereau. “When it is
ahead, of course.”

The elongated joyster, De Wolf Hopper, is
deserting the screen for the stage. By way
of breaking the shock, however, he will leave
Los Angeles in his car and travel, with Mrs.
Hopper and the family joy, little De Wolf
Hopper, Jr., across country to New York.

Valentine Grant, of the Famous Players,
has the largest personal collection of foreign
costumes of any screen star. Outlandish
peasant regalia is her hobby. In “A Daugh-
ter of MacGregor” she will appear in a very
fetching one, the shawl and kilts of the Clan
MacGregor. We had the pleasure of a call
from her last week, and from her director,
Sidney Olcott.

Irene Hawley was recently in the clutches
of the law for speeding her auto in rural
New Jersey. She appeared as her own law-
yer before the local justice. As she con-
fessed that she had only five dollars with
her, the justice compromised the fine, and
even offered to spend the five in entertain-
ing her. Who says that the law is blind!

Sydney Drew has forgotten whether his
son Rankin Drew was born in the morning
or in the afternoon. He recently stuck to it
that Rankin was a morning baby, but Henry
Dixey recalled the play, “The Solicitor,” in
which Sydney Drew was playing at the time
with him, and his line, “You a husband and
a father!” It was so appropriate, and Dixey
spoke it so feelingly, that both famous actors
sniggered all thru the performance. Rankin
was born just before the matinée.

MOTION PICTURE

R. L. College of Nursing, Dept. P, Providence, R. L,

SPECIAL OFFER—EASY LESSONS FREE—Piano,
Organ, Violin, Banjo, Mandolin, Guitar, Cornet, Harp,
Cello, f’iccolo, Trombone, Flute, Clarionet‘ or to dnﬁlz You
pay only for music and postage—which is small. o ex-
tras. Beginners or advanced gupilu. Plain, simple, sys-

tematic. 16 years’ success. Start at once. Send lgour
name and get free bookletnb! return mail. Address U. S.
School of Music, Box 186, Sth Ave., New York City.

(Sizty-siz)



CLASSIC

““The Count”’
(Continued from page 61)

Iggie was game. With his courage
screwed up to the sticking-point, and
altho he had never essaved the light
fantastic before, he led Penelope out.

They twirled, they galloped, they
cavorted and spun madly. Suddenly
a crushing impact of weight caught
Iggie fairly in the coat-tails and he
careened dizzily forward, releasing his
tight hold on the girl. A tall and
frowning gentleman stared down sav-
agely upon him. It was Moe himself
in the arms of Mrs. Downing. It was
Iggie who this time quailed. Inch by
inch, he felt the voluminous trousers
of the Count loosening their hold upon
his waistline and trickling down his
legs. His suspenders had parted in
the collision.

“Excuse me,” he managed to gasp
to his partner, and then the awful
thing happened. Iggie, posing as the
nether half of the Apollo Belvedere,
stood alone in the center of the floor.
With a quick cry of terror, he stag-
gered toward the door and dashed
thru the curtains.

“Cielo?’ a big voice boomed forth.
“It is the presser who has stolen my
pants!” and Iggie, with a fleeing
glance, gave one look at the muscu-
lar nobleman, who had appeared out
of nowhere to claim his own. Count
Formaggio glared about him and
caught the form of Moe Katzovitz.

“Poleece!” he shouted in a shrill
falsetto; “catcha da t’ief.”

In a moment Katy’s brass-buttoned
guest had sped up the stairs and was
in hot chase of the retreating Moe.
The Count, Mrs. Downing, and Penel-
ope headed the chase.of seven laps
around the dining-room table, and
finally of an ignominious capture in
the china pantry.

As for Iggie, his way was
clear. Wrapping the shackling trous-
ers around him, he stowed his diminu-
tive form in the dumb-waiter and
bumped his way to the kitchen. A vio-
lent thump on the door brought Katy
to his rescue. His plight brought a
mocking laugh from her jealous soul.
With wounded suspenders trailing be-
hind him, his coat smeared with juicy
eatables, and trousers clutched mod-
estly under his armpits, her knight
from Polonia was a cheerless sight.

But he was merry thru it all. “O%
gevalt, Katy,” he said, smiling: “I
have seen the life, ate it, drank it,
danced it, and I got a perticalar rea-
son vy it aint no good.”

The din and uproar of capture
sounded above him. “Katy,” he said,
taking her hand, “I’'m only saying that
I'm a presser and you are my sweet-
heart, aint it?” -

(8ixty-seven)
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HOW TO GET IN THE PICTURES
(Continued from page +1)

producer to consumer, as it were. You
cant start big with no experience; this
is almost out of the question; yet there
are cases like Bessie Love’s and Mar-
jorie Daw’s where young girls have
blossomed into stars overnight; so if
you cant start big, start small. It is a
pretty safe thing to hold a frank and
intimate conversation with yourself be-
fore starting on any kind of a career.
You have got to get back of yourself
and see what you are made of. Beauty
counts; but it is only a parlor orna-
ment if your luxuriant auburn hair and
dreamy eyes dont take their root in
gray matter. Beauty without brains is
unmarketable ; brains without beauty is
a gambling chance; but brains and
beauty combined are a dandy working
partnership. With Old Experience
taken into the firm, you are on the high-
road to a successful studio career.

If I were starting all over again, I
would seek an introduction to some
director and try to arrange for a small
part to test my ability. I would even
try to carry a cup of tea, or hold open
a limousine door, in an original but
effective way. I would not be afraid
to take the bumps and to put up with
a series of initial disappointments.
There is where my sense of humor
would save me, I suppose.

To be candid, I must confess that I
started in just som: such way, and only
succeeded in getting ““a place in the
sun” by hard, uphill work. If you
have told yourself that you have it in
vou, go to it. You have got to be
office-boy before you are bank presi-
dent. If you find the ““S. R. O.” sign
up in most studios, it isn’t a sign that
they are overcrowded with good people.
It is like the woman with eight under-
footers who tried to board a crowded
trolley-car. Said the conductor: “What,
eight? Do you think this is a picnic?”
“Yes; they are all mine,” said the
woman, “and it sure isn’t a picnic!”

By RUTH ROLAND
(Continued from September Issue)

But written applications, unless sent
by some one well known, or whose pre-
vious work in pictures can be learnt
from given references, are not the best
applications for the work. All walks of
life are portrayed on the screen, and it
is too big a question to answer regard-
ing just what types are best suited for
the work. Regular features are perhaps
the most necessary requisites, and an
expressive face, with eves that are not
too light in color, and with whatever
degree of beauty you are blessed with,
must be common sense. Often an en-
gaging manager will see a type suit-
able for a part and give a try-out, and

in many cases directors will patiently
rehearse this particular typ: until the
part is brought out, and from this part
other work is obtained, and then it
rests alone with the extra and his
talents and application and sincerity in
his work whether or not he succeeds. It
is not chance in Motion Picture work;
the same rule applies to this work as to
all the work of the world: “Do best
what comes to your hand to do each
day, and the tomorrow will take care of
itself.” Watch those who have reached
the top rungs of the ladder; their por-
trayals of different characters; their
make-ups. And then dont imitate them,
or try to; but learn all of the technique
for working from them, and then forget
yourself in the character given you to
portray, and follow your director’s in-
structions minutely.

When I entered pictures, things
looked very large and serious o me.
Every little bit of work assigned to me
was given my utmost care and pains-
taking study, and I would say to those
anxious to enter this work: Do not seek
entrance to the work if you know your
work lies in another direction; it will
not repay you, and will prevent some
one whose talents fit them for the work
from a chance they might obtain. But
if, after you obtain a try-out, and are
found to possess some merit for the
work, then give to it your undivided
and sincere attention. Let there be
nothing too small, or seemingly so, that
claims your care and attention. Strict
adherence to the rules of good working ;
care as to wardrobe and direction; a
complete merging of self into the part
under portrayal, and then just keep
working, and success follows naturally.

Movie Blushes
By CHARLES H. MEIERS

Full many a movie maid must blush
unseen,

Except by actors, who but little care;

For blushes do not show upon the
screen,

And protests are but wasted on the
air. .

Going on a ‘“‘Bust”
By K. A. BISBEE

Patrick and his wife were at the
movies. A scene was flashed of a
sculptor in his studio, counting a roll
of money.

““QOi say, Pat; phot has thot man
got in his hand?’’ asked his wife.

“Be jabers!’’ replied Pat, ‘‘Oi’m
thinking thot he has the makings of
a bust.”

(8izty-cight)
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The Poppy of the Films
(Continued from page 43)

It was a feat that made every spec-
tator hold his breath, yet Mae Marsh
accomplished it in that earnest, fear-
less manner that is so suggestive of
her.

But there is one part, above all
others, that is most closely allied to
her, and that is the pathetic part of
the downtrodden weaker sister. She
has often played minor parts in big
productions, because Mr. Griffith
wanted just her to play such a role;
yet her acting has always brought
it on a par with the star role, and has
left an everlasting impression on every
spectator.

As the unfortunate sister in “The
Escape,” all her versatile prowess was
brought to the fore. First, the roman-
tic milk-and-water type of the slum
girl, Jenny, was enacted by her with
surprising realism, and still she did not
fall below her standard when she was
called upon to portray the outraged
woman, the tortured mother, and the
despised wife from whose eyes the
veils of illusion have been ruthlessly
snatched, and who is seeing the reality
of her life—grim and horrible—for the
first time.

It is in this same production that one
of the most superb and striking scénes
of photoplaydom is accomplished, and
that is the scene where she, snatched
from the horrors she has heretofore
known, is enjoying her first hours of
peace and happiness in the home of her
sister.

We hardly realize the fact that she is
dying—she is so happy and content as
she lies on the window seat, fondling
a little kitten and talking to the canary
singing above. There is nothing of
the nerve-racking death-throes here—
all is quiet and peaceful and still, and it
is only thru the grief of the spectators
that we realize little Jenny has finally
crossed the bar.

As Flora Cameron, the beloved lit-
tle sister, in “The Birth of a Nation,”
she created perhaps her most popular
character. : )

The bright and beautiful young
flower of the South, crushed in its
bloom, beneath the terrible conditions
reigning after the war, won the hearts
of all, and verified more than anything
else the lesson Griffith strove so to
effect.

And so we will bid her au re-
voir for this time, wishing her love
and happiness and all the other good
things of life. Thru her myriad en-
thusiastic admirers, we know her star
will shimmer long above the cinema
world, for portrayals such as hers are
as rare as are the sacred eyes of the
Buddha.

(8izty-nine)

—_—_— - — 4



AUTO HEEL
PROTECTOR

| Wonmen Auto
iDrivers

HEEL AND COUNTER
PROTECTION
USED AND QUICKI Y AP-
PRECIATED BY WOMEN
WHO DRIVE THEIR OWN
CARS. NO MORE SCUF-
FING. EASILY AND QUICKLY
ATTACHED AND DETACHED.
MONEY CHEERFULLY RE-
FUNDED IF NOT ENTIRELY
SATISFACTORY.

PRICE
$1.50 PER. PAIR

PREPAID TO ALL PARTS OF THE WU. &
C.H.woureLr Co.

THE BOOTERY

SMART Snoes For Women

BOLE OBTRIBUTORS FOR AMERICA
432 BROAOWAY - LoSAnGELES

[T

0PSB 3001 00 LB RO bl 2 i

The Waking Dreamer
(Continued from page 57)

intended for the priesthood”—his voice
lowered into half-revery—"and when
other lads of my age were sharpening
their commercial wits, I sat on a ston=
bench beneath the Sacred College walls
and tried to drive the earthly thoughts
of man away from me. I dreamed to the
tune of the cloister bell. At last there
came an awakening, and I felt, with
shame at first, that my blood was as red
as another man’s and that I must let it
course freely.

“Since that day,” he smiled, as the
ashes fell from his pipe, “I have taken
life as it came, adventuring on the high-
road, giving blows when blows came my
way, learning to be a good actor, if such
is possible, and toughening my muscles
at the expense of my soul. But every
now and then,” he smiled again, “on a
gray, rain-driven day, when the fancy
strikes me, I strike the simple chords
that the college organ played and sort of
dream dreams.”

Entertaining the Indians
(Continued from page 38)

high pitch of enthusiasm. The boys
with Valencia had made a remarkable
bull, with horns, ears and tail, and,
Valencia, as the matador, was so
ridiculously funny that the crowd
simply shrieked with delight. Hick-
man, in announcing the buil-fight,
smilingly referred to the Lasky bull-
fight in “Carmen” and how we would
outdo it. De Mille, who had worked
so hard over the “Carmen” affair,
keenly enjoyed our little burlesque.

The big scalp-dance finale was
glorious. It thrilleC even the old,
blasé Motion Picture people, and Crisp
and De Mille both complimented us
all very highly. The chef ended a
perfect night with his delicious supper,
and he also was heartily complimented
all around.

John H. Fisher called on the people
of Bear Valley—they were all there,
you know—for three cheers for the
strange movie people, and we re-
sponded with three more for the Valley
people. The praise accorded us was
warming to our hearts as people and
as Motion Picture actors. Certainly
none of us ever had enjoyed such a
novel night.

MOTION PICTURE

The Big Sister
(Continued from page 17)

approaching wedding crowded in on
him. She was svelte and attractive,
and, with his gloaming, half-picture
of Betty dis.orting into unreality, he
was on the edge of resolve to dismiss
Colton and claim Edith for his right.

His Manifestation came about in
rather a drab way. There was a trip
to New York, and Mrs. Spaulding per-
suaded him to go along to assist in
selecting Edith’s trousseau. Half in
irony, half in ennui, he accepted.

The parade of endless models at the
fashionable coutouriére’s either bored
with their affectations or offended his
sense of taste.

Edith retired to try on a gown, and
he sat with his back against a screen.
It was growing dark, and the electric

.bulbs cast a soft glow about the room,

throwing soothing shadows about him.

He caught a glimpse of her in a mir-
ror; she was in the gown that his
critical taste had selected, and, some-
how, the reliant lines of her figure, the
sure set of her head, had never struck
him so forcibly.

He arose and walked across the soft
carpet, and she did not turn to his
step. - Perhaps a word or two, a look
such as he believed he could express,
would banish Colton forever.

There was something in the pliant
roundness of her arms, the quick play
of her iingers, that spoke of a clear
brain ir a beautiful body. He had
never noticed before how completely
at her command were the suppleness
of her body, the light poise of her feet.
“Edith,” he said, in preparation, “dont
let me disturb you.’

She swung round auickly, the whole,
light body of her to his ones, and he
caught the gleam in the clear wide
eyes.

“You!” he cried, helplessly. “Betty
— what — why — this is passing
strange!”

“I got a job here; I like it,” she
said. Then his Manifestation came
home to him. He knew that he mean.
to wive her. She was so direct, so
beautiful, so restful to him! And he
had fashioned all this—so he thought
—and took a huge joy in his work-
manship.

25

VOTING COUPON oT

The Great Popularity Contest for the Players.

LR 1o ST as my favorite player.

I desire to cast my

(Seventy)



CLASSIC

POPULAR PLAYER CONTEST

Here is some advance information concern-
ing the great contest now running in the
Moriox PICcTURE MAGAZINE, showing how the
leaders stood up to August 24th:

Mary Pickford..........ccceoviiveene 106,270
Marguerite Clark.................. 95,701
Warren Kerrigan................... 75,685
Francis Bushiman.................. 75,260
Pearl White...............oeivnnnn 59,028
Anita Stewart..............coinnnnn 56,680
Theda Bara.........cccooieieinenns 55,410
Henry Walthall.................... 53,000
Edward Earle...................... 51,685
Wallace Reid.................oott 50,109
Earle Willams...............c.c.... 43,600
Harold Lockwood .................. 42,620
Billie Sherwood. ............ccvunn 41,770
Willilam S. Hart.................... 41,735
Grace Cunard..........ccovivuennnn 41,600
William Farnum................... 41,560
Ruth Roland. .......ccoevvviennnnnn 35,055
Pauline Frederick........... HP 30,720
Alexander Gaden. .................. 29,866
Nellie Anderson.............ccevvnne 29,395
Mary Fuller.........ccoieviivnnnns 29,165
Blanche Sweet...........ccccvnienns 28,285
Beverly Bayne..................... 27,935
Dustin Farnum.................... 27,015
Mary Miles Minter................. 26,335
Robert Warwick..............c.c... 25,015
Crane Wilbur.................c...n. 24,610
Mary Anderson .............c.cocuun 24,165
Carlyle Blackwell.................. 23,625
Marguerite Snow. .............. ... 22,170
Florence LaBadie.................. 19,100
Nell Cralg....ccoovvveiiieennnienns 18,435
Olga Petrova...........ccovevvennnn 17,460
Creighton Hale..................... 15,925
Norma Talmadge............ccounenn 15,765
Clara K. Young.............oouvnnn 15,225
Bryant Washburn. ................. 14,980
Edith Storey. ........icciieieinnens 14,520
Francis Ford............ccoviunns 14,465
Cleo Madison ...........ccocvvenenn 14,450
Antonio Moreno...............oun.n 14,440
Charlie Chaplin.................... 14,425
Marguerite Courtot................. 14,365
Ella Hall........ooiiiiiiininnnns 14,325
Edna Mayo........coivvininnnnnnnn 14,275
Lillian Gish...........ccciiiiin.. 14,225
Harris Gordon ..................... 13,660
Douglas Fairbanks................. 13,370
Cleo Ridgely.......cocviiviinnnnnn, 12,665
Alice Joyce . ... cvviiiiinnnniennnn 12,480
Romaine Fielding.................. 12,375
Tom Forman............coveveneens 11,995
Kathlyn Williams.................. 11,610
House Peters.............ccveuinnn 11,595
Violet Mersereau...........coovueus 11,405
Owen MOOTe .......cvvnvennennennnn 10,590
Mae Marsh.........cooevveevennnnn, 10,375
Edward Coxen........ccoovveuennnn. 10,260
Herbert Rawlinson................. 10,220
Henry King.......cooviiviiniana, 10,145
Richard Travers................... 10,000
Geraldine Farrar................... 9,935
AlRay......coviiiiiiiiie i, 9,910
May Allison....................... 9,560
E.K Lincoln...................... 9,660
Dorothy Gish...................... 9,335
Anna Little........................ 9,106
Ruth Stonehouse................... 8,765
Marie Newton...................... 8,440
Thomas Meighan................... 8,420
Robert Mantell..................... 8,410
Florence Lawrence ................. 8,406
Mabel Normand.................... 8,325
Jane Novak............. eseesssene 8,316
Lillilan Walker...........cccoven.n . 8,300

(Seventy-one)
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80 to 100 Words a Minute Guaranteed

WONDERFUL new method of ulrlng skill on the

ty) r has been discovered. Alm t overnight it has
revoluuonlzed the whole typewriting situation. Already
thousands of stenographers and other typewriter users who
never exceeded thirty to forty words a minute are writing 80
to 100 words with half the effort and with infinitely greater
accuracy than ever before.

And the wounderful thing about it is that only 10 lessons bring just this
kind of a.bult.y to you—to any operator. You
'eel results the very ﬂm day. You
learn wit.h amazing sﬁulcknees. spare time.
There is never the slightest interference with
your work.

Trained F ingers

European ini their
pupﬂs for ohe plano. lnvarhbly ve special gymnas-
finger ex This use untrained
mneverskﬂhﬂﬂnem The best results
simply cannot be obtnlned—the fingers dmply
cannot be used correctly and swiftly—unless the
nudelnt. dovelopa and strengthens the proper
muscles.

Trained fingers are even more essential to expert
writing. The reason that so few people can

te more thtn 30 to 40 words a minute is
r are not flexible and nimble enough—
hsve never had t,he W training to At them for
new easy method over-

typewrl
he ﬂngem deforehand
ork on the mac e—and the results border on
the miraculous. Yet thc exercises are so easy, 80
mple and so fascinating, that mmy students wrlw.
"I can hardly wait for t he next lesson.’

Doubles and Trebles Salaries

No matter how rapid you are in shorthand. you can never expect much |
in pay until you ﬁeb speed—rcal speed—and accuracy on the typewritct
the lack of these that is keeplng ggur salary down now—that is deprivi
of the pay you could oth earning. Below are a few examples
the New Way quickly results ln increased pay. We will gladl J send yo
and hundreds of others. What it has done tor them, it will do for you

\\ Mail This
“\ Coupon

<

Gentlemen:
Please seud \‘ N '
me your free W
book ubout tho ® ow.
New Way in Type- .
writing. This incurs
uo obligation on my

or a postal

.

part. 1 enclose 4¢. in
stamps o cover wrap- 4
ping, malling, cte. L
p)

Name.......... e . \

dd . s‘
Address. ..... cereesenieaee Vg
City.ooveenns TN
State. ..ottt

Mail to THE TULLOSS scnoon. “ c..lug.,,' Hall, Architects,

1910 College Hill, Springfield, Ohlo a1’ Providence, R. I.

Easy to Learn—Only 10 Lessons

No matter how low your present speed, no matter how lnbored your efforts,

no matter how weak or clumsy your fingers now seem to 0 matter how

experlenoe you have had, no matter wh:t ot.hereouneo

you have taken, this new method will positively bring you the desired results,
thousands of stenographers have slrewdy ven.

e past.

The New Way is entirely different from f the
yv.hins like It betore. ’l’he s al
ercises M

Igver ‘.’."&“ E: bring Its in d that
. Gymnastic Ex resu ays

ordinary methods will not produce in nmuha
Only 10 short, umpu lessons and the New W.

yours. o0se who have taken up

a single one who hasn't doubud or tredled his or
her s8] and accuracy, and their salaries have
been Increased in proportion.

FREE ! 48-Page Book

‘We have prepared Book tbout the wonderful
New W
48-p

detail.
o‘)enmg1 valuable information.

ains how this unique new method will quickly
mske your fingers strong and dertrous, bring them
under perfect control, m; them extremely rapid in
their movements—how in a few short weeks you
can :lrm ﬁour t.‘ Iwrlt.ingd and make it
easy, accurale an amaz Yy OFGG v—all M
much more is told in dt et.af instruction book

er written, no matter what lta cost, ever told so

gl:llnly t.ho real WHY and HOW of expert type-

If you are ambitious to get ahead—if you want to

n . a youtr wo&k easier—if you b l:d to get more
money in your pay envelope—don’'t walt a single momen are und.lng
for' this book of information and proof.
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