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"One !  Two rM^f ttRight  V Learn  to  dance  -  in  your  ch^ti  home 

1   One-Step     (Instruction) 
On   reverse  side    a    full    dance   selection 

"Goodbye  Broadway"   (One-Step). 
Record  No.  A 1 542   75c 

2  —Hesitation  (instruction) 
On  reverse    side   a    full   dance  selection 
"Columbia  Hesitation." 

Record  No.  A 1543   750 

3— MaXlXe     (Instruction) 
On  reverse    side.^r  fuS    dance   selection 
"Florence  Maxixe."^  \ 

Record  No.  A  154a ,''.    .    .    .    .    75c 

4   TangO     (Instruction) 
On    reverse   side   a    full   dance  selection 
"The  Aeroplane"  (Tango). 

Record  No.  A1541   75c 

Will  you  pay  75  cents   to  learn 
the  Hesitation  from  the  most  successful 

teacher  in  the  country?  Or  the  One- 
Step,  or  the  Maxixe,  or  the  Tango? 

We  have  just  issued  Four  Columbia  Double 

Disc  Dance  Instruction  Records  —  each  one 
prepared  by  G.  Hepburn  Wilson,  and  each  with  a 

complete  dance  selection  on  the  reverse  side.  With 

these  records  and  a  copy  of  Mr.  Wilson's  book 

"How  to  Dance  the  Modern  Dances"  which  your 
Columbia  dealer  will  present  to  you  with  any  one 

of  the  records  —  you  have  the  most  successful 

teacher  in  New  York  right  there  with  you — you 
have  to  dance. 

You  can  buy  the  Columbia  Grafonola  "Jewel," 
illustrated  on  this  page,  for  $35  —  and  on  small 

monthly  payments  at  that,  if  you  prefer. 

(§®taMbii© 
Graphophone  Company 

Box  H437  Woolworth  Building,  New  York  Toronto:  365-367  Sorauren  Avenue 

Dealers  wanted  where  we  are  nol  actively  represented.      Write  for  particulars 
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ASK  YOUR  LIBRARIAN 
Which  Encyclopaedia  is  of  Greatest  Practical  Value 
He  is  in  the  best  position  to  advise  you.     Librarians  the  country  over  are  unanimous  upon  the  following 

Essentials  of  the  Ideal  Encyclopaedia 
It  must  contain  latest  information  on  all  vital  interests  of  the  PRESENT  DAY 

The  legislation  of  the  Wilson  adminis-  Most  recent  improvements  in  motor  experts  have  done  all  the  hunting  for 
Iration  -—  tariff,   income  tax,    currency  cars  for  business  and  pleasure;  you  —  have  made    all    information    in- 

b™.  etc-i  Latest  advances  in  aerial  navigation.  stantly  and  easily  accessible. 
History  in  the  making,  in  Mexico,  Ire-  AH  important  subjects  must  be  fully 

land,  the  Balkans,  China;  f  R         irements  and  accurately  illustrated. 
Recent  great  engineering  feats,  such  ■   *  Its  information  must  be  American  in as  the  Panama  Canal    the  New  York-  It  mugt  answer  all  other  questions  of  viewpoint,  international  in  scope  and Catskill    Aqueduct,    the    Los    Angeles  human  interest  since  the  world  began,  treatment    of    subject,  and  absolutely Aqueduct,  etc.;  .  imnartial 

Scott's  and  Amundsen's  South  Polar  Its  authority  must  be  beyond  question.  
P«          • 

Expeditions;  Its  articles  must  be  clear,  short,  con-  "  mus*  contain  complete  bibho^ra- 

Radium-its  uses  in  disease;  cise,  conclusive,  comprehensive,  Phies  and  exhaustive  cross-references. 

Latest  developments  in  Feminism;  It  must  contain  latest  maps  (in  colors)  It  must  be  bound  in  easily-handled. 

Education -the    Montessori   system,  of  a11  countries,  states  and  important  serviceable  volumes-printed  on    book 
the  Wisconsin- plan,  etc.;  cities.  paper  for  library  use,  and,  for  home  or 

Late    and    complete    census    reports  It    must   be    a   complete    library    of  office  use,  on  thin,  tough  opaque  paper 
from  all  over  the  world;  human  knowledge  in  which  recognized  that  won't  crumple. 

It  must  be  published  by  a  responsible  house  whose  name  is  a  guarantee  of  the  excellence  of  the  work 

announcejhg/ J^nCyCCOjOC&aiCU 

^^  Second  Editioa^ 23  Volumes,  18,000  Pages,  75,000  Articles        New  Subjects,  New  Maps,  New  Illustrations 
All  New  Type        A  New  Work  Throughout 

The  Only  Encyclopaedia  Covering  Topics  of  Today     Why  You  Should  Buy  It  Now       / 
About   30,000  more   articles   than  A  Special  Price  to  Immediate  Subscribers  / 

any  other  standard  encyclopedia  The  Price  wiU  steadily  advance  as  publica-       <   / tion  progresses.  Therefore,  the  Special  Price       q  V 

Because  of  this  Lateness  and  Comprehensiveness,  it  include^  can  only  be  obtained   by  prompt  action.       ̂    ,/' M.  P.  M. a  mass  of  material  not  accessible  in  any  other  encyclopaedia.  Subscribers  to  the    Second   Edition  will      \$  / 
It  will  answer  more  Questions  of  interest  to  Americans  than  secure   Free  Membership  in  the  In-       Q  /  714 

all  other  general  reference  works  combined.  ternational  Research  Bureau.    This        O  ••''    ̂      ..   ,,      . 
The  same  unique  editorial  methods  (originated  by  Dodd,  bureau  may  be  freely  consulted  by       ̂     /'       Uodd,  Mead Mead  &  Co.)  that  made  the  first  edition  the  Standard  Au-  members  upon  all  subjects  of  in-        \ 7/  &  Company 

thority  in  all  important  libraries  and  educational  institutions  terest  arising  in  reading  or  con-        V  /  Publishers 
throughout  the  country,  govern  preparation  of  the  Secotd  versation.  <V  /         M,n  t,         ,     A 
Edition.    ^  ^  /  449  Fourth  Ave. 

-     Printed  on  Special  Thin  Paper     '  vV'  New  York  City 

University  Bible  Paper    (specially  made  for    this    edition)  Mail    Coupon  at  Once     J^s''' 
light,  strong,  durable,  opaque,  won't  stick  nor  crumple.  for  information  of  spe-  ~ /  gend  me  full  information 

wfptat  TTRPAuvrnmnM  cial  price  and  pay-  "9/  regarding  your  Second SPECIAL  LIBRARY  EDITION  ment  plan,  also  a  J?y  Edition  of  the  New  Inter- 
As  the  New  International  Encyclopaedia  is  used  in  practi-  book  showing  v/  national  Encyclopaedia,  with 
cally  every  Public  Library  in  the  United  States,  to  meet  Just  ,wt]y  y°u  <<,  /  details  of  special  price,  etc. 
their  demand  we  are  publishing  a  special  edition  printed  on  must    have       ̂   / 
regular  book  paper  and  bound  (practically  according  to  spec-  *h,s  ̂ eat  Q  /  Name          
lfications  outlined  by  the  binding  committee  of  the  American  £^?n<1  *,   / 
Library  Association)  in  Library  Buckram.  Edition.       yV/  Occupation  _     

Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.  /     B«s.AddreSS 
Publishers  /'         Residence         

449  FOURTH  AVENUE,  NEW  YORK  Town...           State   

When    answering    advertisements    kindly    mention   MOTION    PICTURE    MAGAZINE. 
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® 
LILLIAN  WALKER, 

P \il* 

FRANCI5  X.BU3HMAN' 

LCLARA  K.YOVNGj LOTTIE  BRISCOE CARLYLE  MACKtYfLI) 

|  f-ARLLWILLlAinS. |a\ary  fuller] 
[ROftVAIHE.'Fl 

PAV.L1ME  BUSH 

% 

WARREH  KERRIGAM 

KING  BAGGOT, 

ALICE  JOYCE.,.,'., 

Choose  the  Por 
A  Set  of  Your 

JUST  the  thing  for  your  room  or  den — half  life-size  (1  1x14) 
portraits  of  twenty-four  of  the  leading  picture  players  (small  cuts 

of  which  are  shown  above),  printed  by  rotogravure,  a  new  process, 
resulting  in  remarkably  striking  and  attractive  effects.  For  softness 
and  richness  in  color  tones,  they  cannot  be  excelled.  You  will  want 
them.     You  can  get  them  free. 

Our  Readers  Like  Them 
You  do  not  have  to  take  our  word  in 

regard  to  the  quality  of  these  pictures. 
Those  who  have  already  received  them 
are  very  enthusiastic  in  their  praise. 
Here  are  a  few  letters,  taken  at  random, 
from  our  incoming  mail.  You  could  not 
ask  for  a  stronger  guarantee . 

Have  just  received  the  portraits  of  play- 
ers and  am  delighted  Avith  them.  They  cer- 

tainly  are   beautiful.      Many   thanks. 
Miss  Clara  Meyer. 

859  Clifton  Ave.,  Newark,  N.  J. 

I  received  the  pictures  this  morning.  I 
wish  to  thank  you  for  them.  They  are  lovely, 
and  I  appreciate  them  very  much. 

Doris  E.  Freeland. 
Helena,  Mont. 

Received  the  portraits  and  was  glad  to  get 
them.  They  are  just  grand.  I  have  some 
friends  who  are  crazy  to  get  some  of  the  por- 

traits, and  I  think  you  will  receive  some 
more  orders  soon. 

Weldon,  N.  C.  Robert  L.  Dickens. 

I  received  the  pictures  which  you  give 

with  a  year's  subscription  to  the  Motion 
Picture  Magazine,  and  I  wish  to  thank  you 
very  much  for  sending  them  in  such  good 
condition  and  so  promptly. 

I  am  more  than  glad  that  I  sent  for  these 
pictures,  and  I  really  think  that  every  per- 

son that  is  interested  in  Motion  Pictures,  not 
only  the  ones  called  fans,  but  every  one  who 
is  interested  in  the  pictures,  should  pur- 

chase a  set  of  these  pictures  which  you  are 

sending  with  a  year's  subscription,  for  they 
are  perfectly  beautiful. 

Robert  T.   Latjghton. 

227  Jefferson  St.,  Hartford,  Conn. 

How  to  Obtain  These  Portraits  Free 
These  pictures  are  not  for  sale,  and  are 

free  only  to  subscribers  to  the  Motion  Pic- 
ture Magazine.  The  only  way  you  can  get 

them  is  by  becoming  a  subscriber.  An 

eight-months'  subscription  at  $1.00  will  en- 
title you  to  any  seven  of  the  portraits;  a 

year's  subscription  at  $1.50,  to^ten  portraits; 
a  six-months'  subscription  at  75  cents,  to  five 
portraits;  a  two-years'  subscription  at  $3.00. 
to  the  complete  set  of  twenty-four  pictures. 
Subscription  rates  for  Canada,  $1.80;  For- 

eign, $2.50.    Those  already  subscribers  mu:t 

When  answering   advertisements   kindly    mention  MOTION  riCTURE  MAGAZINE. 
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I&AKYIPICKFGRDj JOHN  BUN/SY. FLOREMCt  LAWRENCE 
MIHURJOJiriSON,. 

$h 

■BLANCHE  5WEET 

a* 
■EDWIN  AUGUST VIYIAN.RlCn 

^ 

IBEVERLY^AV/t^ .JAAES..CRVZE. 
CRANE  WILBUR;; 

traits  You  Want 
Favorites  FREE 
renew    their    subscriptions    in    order 
to  get  the  portraits. 

EASY    TO    ORDER 

By  placing  an  eight-months'  order, 
entitling  you  to  seven  of  the  pictures, 
you  do  not  need  to  make  out  check 

or  go  to  the  Post-Office  for  a 

money-order.     All  that  is  necessary 

is  to  fill  out  the  coupon  below,  choos- 
ing the  seven  portraits  you  desire, 

cut  out  and  mail  with  a  dollar  bill. 

We  will  refund  your  money  if  the 

pictures  are  not  satisfactory.  Could 

anything  be  more  fair?  Why  not 

mail  your  order  at  once?  The  pic- 
tures you  choose,  carefully  wrapped, 

will  be  mailed  immediately. 

0 
.MABEL  /SORMANDJ 

-,£PrrH  STOREY 

An  8-months'  subscription  and  7  portraits   for   $1.00.     A    12-months'   subscription   and 
10  portraits  for  $1.50.     A  6-months'  subscription  and  5  portraits  for  75c. liculs  iui    qn.ov.     i\  0-HUJI1U1&    auusLupuun  arm  o  pon 

Place  an  X  in  squares  after  names  of  the  portraits  you 

■wish 

CarlyleBlackwell... 
Arthur  Johnson   
Crane  Wilbur   
Earle  Williams   
John  Bunny   
Romaine  Fielding. . . . 
Francis  X.  Bushman. 

Wan-en  Kerrigan 

Edwin  August . . . 
James  Cruze. .  . . 
King  Baggot   
Mary  Fuller   
Edith  Storey 

Alice   Joyce   
Clara  K.  Young 

Lottie  Briscoe. . . 

Lillian  Walker   
Beverly  Bayne   

Mary  Pickford   
Mabel  Normand   
Blanche  Sweet   

Pauline  Bush   
Vivian  Rich   
Florence  Lawrence. 

PICTURES    NOT    IN    THIS    LIST    CANNOT    BE    SUPPLIED 

1914. 

Motion  Picture  Magazine, 

175  Duffield  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Gentlemen:      Enclosed   please    find   for   which    kindly     enter    (    mv   sub- 3    renew   )       y 
scription   to   the   Motion   Picture   Magazine   for   months.     Also   kindly   send   me 
FREE  half  life-size  litho  tinted  gravure  portraits  of  the  players  checked  above. 

Xame   

Address 

MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE,  175  Duffield  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y, 
When   answering   advertisements    kindly    mention  MOTION   PICTURE   MAGAZINE. 
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EDITORIAL    ANNOUNCEMENT 
The' September  number  will  certainly  be  among  'yoiir  valued  possessions  if  you  knew what  it  is  to  contain.    Just  run  your  eye  oyer  this  partial  list  of  interesting  items: 

John  Bunny  vs. 
The  Answer  Man 

Mrs. 
Jarley's  Wax- 
Work 

Confessions  of  a  Would- 
Be  Scenario  Writer 

Funny  Stories  That 
Are  True 

Dame    Fashion   and 
the  Movies 

Brief  Biographies  of 
Popular  Players 

Moving  Pictures — The 

Poor  Man's  College 

Expression  of   the 
Emotions 

Those  Who  Make  Us 
Laugh 

These  two  celebrities  have  met  and  crossed  swords,  and 
the  Editor  has  made  an  interesting  record  of  the  battle. 

This  excellent  article  is  by  Gladys  Hall,  and  forms  an 
interesting  chapter  to  the  history  of  the  evolution  of 
Motion  Pictures.  It  will  be  followed  by  articles  on 
"Punch  and  Judy,"  the  strolling  players,  etc, 

This  is  a  humorous  article  that  will  be  found  unusually 
entertaining  to  all  those  who  are  afflicted  with  the 
disease  of  "Photoplayitis." 

By  the  players  themselves,  collected  by  Dr.  Albert  L, 
Roat,  being  a ,  continuation  of  the  series  that  begins  in 
this  issue.  i 

By  William  -Lord  Wright,  illustrated  with  photos  of 

Alice  Joyce,  Mabel  JNJormand,  Adrieune  Kroell,  Anna  Q". Nilsson,  and  others. 

This  is  a  new  department,  but  it  will  not  take  the  place 
of  Chats  with  the  Players,  which  will  appear  as  usual. 

This  interesting  article  is  by  Judson  D.  Stuart,  and  is 
illustrated  with  eleven  photos  from  notable  photoplays 
—a  splendid  article, 

This  is  the  third  article  of  the  series  by  Eugene  V. 
Brewster,  and  it  is  profusely  illustrated  with  photos  of 
leading  photoplayers. 

By  the  Photoplay  Philosopher,  being  an  essay  on  the 
benefits  of  laughter  and  its  effects,  and  it  is  illustrated 
with  numerous  pictures  of  famous  screen  laugh-makers. 

A  Week 
with  Lottie  Briscoe 

Being  extracts  from  her  diary.  As  before  announced, 
we  also  have  the  diary  of  Crane  Wilbur  and  others,  and 
these  will  all  appear  from  time  to  time,  including  a 
most  interesting  interview  with  Marguerite  Snow,  one 
with  Norma  Talmadge,  and  many  others.  Then  there 

will  be  the  usual  quota  of  seven  or  eight  stories  from  the  best  plays  of  the  month, 
Greenroom  Jottings,  Penographs  of  Leading  Players,  numerous  cartoons  and  drawings, 
and  last,  but  not  least,  the  Answer  Man's  Department.  And  dont  forget  that  the  result 
of  the  Great  Artist  Contest  to  date  will  be  announced,  and  that  you  will  want  to  know 
just  how  your  favorites  stand  on  the  eve  of  election  to  the  greatest  honors  that  have 

yet  come  to  any  player.  The' foregoing  are  only  a  few  of  the  many  appealing  attrac- tions that  will  convince  you  that  your  Motion  Picture  Magazine  is  the  most  wonderful 
on  earth,  bar  none.  We  cannot  describe  these  articles  adequately— you  must  surely 
buy  a  copy  of  the  September  issue  and  see  them  and  read  them  for  yourselves. 

Order  your  September  issue  now.  The  girl  in  the  box-office  of  your  theater  will 
probably  supply  you.  If  not,  your  newsdealer  surely  will.  Better  still,  if  you  subscribe, 
you  will  not  only  be  sure  of  getting  the  magazine  around  the  13th  or  14th  of  each  month, 
delivered  to  your  door  or  letter-box,  but  you  will  be  entitled  to  your  choice  of  several 
premiums.     See  announcements  and  subscription  blank  on  another  page. 

Wliem   answering   advertisements   kindly   mention  MOTION   PICTURE   MAGAZINE. 
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Picture  of  a  Man 
Who  Has  Just 
Paid  His 

Laugh^nsurance^ 

—Looks  happy,: :  doesrft  lie ..? 

—-His  expression  .::  is   the  :  inevitable result   of 
pinning  a  dollar  bill  to  the  coupon  below  and 

sanding  it  in  to  ̂ uc^C— 

—if  you  want  to  administer  a  swift  kick  to 

Old   Gloom    and    his    side-partner   Grouch — 

—if  you  want  to  put  a  smile  on  your  face 

and  laughter  in  your  heart  for  the   next 
A 

three  months— 

—  You,  too,  will  pin  a  dollar  bill 

to  the  coupon,  or  your  check 

if  you'd  prefer — 

^vtc^ 

301  Lafayette  St. 

New  York 

ifs  worth  it! 

^Enclosed  find  one  dollar  (
Can- 

^      adian  $1.13,  Foreign  $1.26\  for 

^       which  send  Puck,  for  three  months, 

$    to 

One  Year  $5.00 Canadian  $5.50 Foreign  $6.00 

When   answering  advertisements   kindly   mention  MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE. 
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Film  Portrait  Co   169 
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Theatre  Supply  Co   147 
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A  Romance  of  the  Pueblo 
(Biograph) 

By   KARL  SCHILLER 

It  was  the  time  of  the  year,  my 
brothers,  when  the  shadow  of  the 
cactus  is  sharpest  on  the  alkali 

plain,  and  the  small,  green  lizard  is 
torpid  and  motionless,  save  for  its 
tongue  of  forked,  red  flame — the 
time  of  all  times  in  the  year,  my 
brothers,  for  man  and  maid  to  gaze 

into  each  other's  eyes.  She  was  the 
Apache,  Natoma,  which  is,  in  the 
tongue  of  the  white  man,  the  Desired 
One.  He,  Mon-a-tu,  a  Pueblo  born, 
was  of  the  despised  folk  who  dwell  in 
houses,  shutting  away  the  Great 

Spirit's  blessings  with  walls  of  clay 
and  straw.  They  loved,  my  brothers, 

as  in  your  clean,  white  youth-days 
you  dreamed  of  love.  Little  they 
spoke,  never  had  their  lips  touched; 
yet  the  Great  Spirit  sends  few 
sweeter  things  to  mankind  than  was 
theirs. 

The  town — so  old  that  Koto,  the 
wise  eagle  of  stone  on  the  promon- 

tory, had  forgotten  when  it  was  first 
made — led  thru  narrow  highways  and 
byways,  thru  cobbled  lanes  and 
deserted  courtyards,  to  the  mission 
school  in  the  heart  of  it.  Here  two 
or  three  pale  women,  in  the  strange 
clothing  of  the  white  people,  taught 
the  children  of  the  Indians  to  speak 
a    harsh     and     alien    tongue.       The 27 

parents,  hating  the  conquering  race, 
refused  instruction  for  themselves, 
but  sent  their  children  grudgingly. 
For  English  is  the  language  in 
which  money  is  made,  my  brothers, 
and  the  red  man's  herds  and  acres 
grow  fewer  year  by  year.  Near-by 

the  school  was  a  squat  old  'dobe  hut that  housed  the  mission  doctor  and 
his  wife.  At  first,  these  two  had  an 
ill  time  of  it,  for  the  natives  looked 
askance  at  the  evil-tasting  medicines 
and  white,  round  pills.  How,  they 
asked  one  another,  could  such  a  small 
pill  cure  such  a  large  ache?  And 
there  were  better  ways,  surely,  of 
driving  the  evil  spirits  away  than  by 
an  ugly  taste  on  the  tongue.  But  the 

doctor's  wife,  Cecilie,  was  as  fair  as 
the  mesqua  lilies,  and  her  smile  was 
a  thing  to  warm  the  heart.  More- 

over, was  it  not  the  doctor's  black 
magic  that  had  cured  old  Kamo's 
toothache  and  driven  the  red  patches 

from  the  sick  children's  faces?  So, 
little  by  little,  the  men  of  the  desert 
grew  to  trust  the  paleface  medicine 
man;  for,  my  brothers,  if  folly  can 
make  my  sore  finger  well,  I  will  honor 
folly  and  be  healed.  And  so  it  was 
that  when  Natoma  fell  sick,  in  the 
schoolroom,  of  a  strange  faintness, 
Mon-a-tu,   her   lover,    carried   her   in 



NEVER    SHALL   AN    APACHE    MATE    WITH    A   PUEBLO 

his  strong  arms  to  the  doctor's  house 
and  laid  her  upon  the  queer,  white, 
soft  thing  that  the  weakly  palefaces 
sleep  upon.  Opening  sick  eyes,  after 
eons  of  travel  in  black,  terrible,  far 
spaces,  Natoma  saw  bending  above 
her  the  loveliest  face  she  had  ever 

seen — lovely,  not  as  Apache  women, 
but  frail  and  pale,  with  sky-eyes  and 
sun-hair.  And  in  her  heart  the 
desert  girl  enshrined  the  face  beside 
her  dream  of  the  Great  Spirit,  God. 
Yet — such  is  the  way  of  the  Indian 
with  the  white  man — she  could  not 
tell  of  her  worship,  unless  dark  eyes 
and  brown,  tender  fingertips  con- 

fessed it. 

With  Mon-a-tu,  her  lover,  it  was 
different.  The  bird  may  speak  with 
the  bird,  where  it  cannot  understand 
the  butterflies. 

"Desired  One,"  he  pleaded,  "how 
many  moons  must  I  sigh  away  alone  ? 
The  bright  snake  has  his  burrow,  the 
brown,  shy  wood-dove  his  mate,  yet 
I  am  heartless.  How  long  ere  I  may 
join  my  life  to  thine,  0  long  Desired 

One?" 
"My  father,  the  chief,"  she  shud- 28 

dered  in  answer.  "He  is  tall  and 
terrible.  He  hates  the  wall-dwellers, 
and  he  has  many  warriors  in  his 
tents,  with  arrows  in  their  quivers  and 
swift  ponies  in  their  corral.  I  dare 
not  marry  without  his  consent,  and 
never  will  he  give  it  to  thee,  0  my 

brave. ' ' 
"The  squaw  of  the  white  medicine 

man  is  wise,"  counseled  Mon-a-tu. 
"Let  us  take  our  severed  hearts  and 

twin  longings  to  her." A  woman,  red  or  brown  or  white 
as  her  skin  may  be,  is  ever  a  friend 
of  love  and  lovers.  And  it  was  not 

long  before  the  doctor's  wife  had  a 
wedding  arranged.  The  town,  she 

said,  was  far  from  the  old  chief's 
tents;  he  would  never  know.  But, 
my  brothers,  if  all  went  well  here  on 
earth,  there  would  be  no  need  of  a 
Happy  Hunting  Ground.  Before  the 
words  could  be  said  that  would  join 
Natoma  to  Mon-a-tu  until  the  stars 
should  fade  and  the  earth  dissolve,  a 
dread  figure  burst  like  a  lightning- 
stroke  into  the  peace  of  the  assembly- 
room. 

"Dog    of    a    Pueblo!"    cried    Old 
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Shooting  Star,  in  a  very  terrible 

voice,  "never  shall  an  Apache  mate 
with  a  Pueblo  till  the  eagle  and  snake 

shall  wed!" 
One  wild  cry  from  the  desolate 

lovers,  and  the  girl,  weeping,  was  led 
away  to  sob  her  wild  grief  dumb  upon 
the  gay,  mockingly  gay  blanket  in  her 
teepee.  And  for  many  a  day  the 
crumbling  streets  of  the  town  knew 
no  Apache,  and  Mon-a-tu  strode  like 
a  restless  spirit  homesick  beneath  the 
sun  of  mortals. 
And  then,  laden  with  pelts  and 

spoils  of  his  arrows,  Shooting  Star 
strode,  scornful  of  the  walls  and  shut- 
in  air,  to  the  trading  station  to  ex- 

change his  wealth  for  the  wealth  of 
the  white  man.  The  Pueblo  braves, 
watching  him  afar,  noted  how  dusky 
was  his  face,  how  strangely  hazed  his 
eye.  Suddenly  he  swayed,  and  his 
hand,  so  fierce  to  slay,  so  strong  to 
strike,  so  cruel  on  the  bow-string, 
went  to  his  forehead  like  a  wounded 
thing.  And,  creeping,  shod  with 
curiosity,  closer,  they  saw  dread  red 
welts  along  his  cheeks,  like  angry 
wounds.     Then,  with  fierce  cries,  thev 

bent  to  the  stones  of  the  street  and 
began  to  fling  them  upon  the  stricken 
man.  For,  my  brothers,  the  coward 
carrion  crows  are. braggarts  upon  a 
corpse.  As  Shooting  Star,  muttering 
and  swaying,  flew  from  the  hail  of 
missiles  down  the  ragged  streets,  the 
doctor  and  his  wife  came  upon  him 
and  noted  his  sore  need.  And  even 
as  his  daughter  had  come  back  from 
the  barren  places  of  death  to  see  her 
loved  face  above  her,  so  the  warrior, 
hardened  by  hail  and  storm,  by  sun 
and  wind,  by  danger  and  daring, 
awoke  from  his  deep  swoon  to  see 
Cecilie  stooping  graciously  over  him. 
The  weeks  of  his  sickness  were  many, 
yet  the  patience  of  the  white  woman 
was  as  boundless  as  the  mercy  of  the 
Great  Spirit.  Shooting  Star  looked 
upon  her,  at  first  worshiping;  then, 
as  strength  crept  to  his  sinews,  with 
desire.  At  length,  healed  and  de- 

parting, he  turned  to  the  doctor  and 
spoke  his  simple  plan. 

"How  much  for  your  squaw?" 
"How  much?"  the   doctor   roared 

with    laughter — "why,    fifty    ponies, 

man!" 

29 
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"HOW    MUCH   FOR    YOUR   SQUAW? 

Shooting  Star  looked  at  the  woman' and  knew  that  she  was  as  lovely  as 
the  dawn.  So  he  bowed  gravely  and 
went  away,  back  to  his  tents,  his  war- 

riors and  his  herds.  For,  my  brothers, 
the  red  man  does  not  know  the  mean- 

ing of  the  white  man's  laughter,  nor ever  shall  till  red  and  white  are  one 
with  the  dust  of  the  plain. 

"I  have  brought  the  ponies.  Give 
me  the  woman,"  said  Shooting  Star. 
He  pointed  toward  the  corral  on  the 
edge  of  the  town,  crowded  now  with 
shaggy,  heaving  flanks.  The  doctor 
stared.  The  white-cheeked  Cecilie 
turned  her  sky-eyes  first  upon  the 
corral;  then,  in  growing  amusement, 
upon  the  red  man,  waiting  stolidly 
for  his  prize. 

"He  thought  you  were  in  earnest, " 
she  cried  out.  ' '  Oh,  poor  man !  Dont 
laugh  so,  George.  See,  you're  making 
him  angry." 
How  angry,  she  could  not  guess. 

For  the  wrath  of  the  white  man  is 
noisy,  like  the  clatter  of  hailstones  or 
the  sputter  of  his  own  gun.  But  an 

Indian's  rage  is  as  silent  and  deadly 
as  the  arrow  seeking  the  heart. 

"Let  me  go!    Let  me   " 

The  swift  mustangs  cut 
the  wind.  The  beating  of 
her  frail,  white  hands  is  as 

impotent  as  a  butterfly's 
fluttering.  Behind — farther 
and  farther  b  e  h  i  n  d — the 

doctor  plods  on  his  thank- 
less rounds.  His  wife  is  not 

with  him;  she  has  mounted 
her  horse  for  a  ride  in  the 

open — and  on  the  far  hori- 
zon the  merciless  hoofs  beat- 
ing faintly,  and  still  more 

faintly,  till  sounds  and 
sight  are  lost  in  the  blue 
that  bounds  Apache  land. 

In  the  tent  crouched  the 

woman,  eyes  dull  with  hor- 
ror. Beyond,  thru  the  flap, 

a  sight  more  terrible  than 
her  worse  nightmare  dream 
flickered  before  her  un- 

sure gaze.  Like  demons 
the  figures  leaped  and  danced  to  the 
barbaric  yells  and  screams  of  the 
women — the  wedding  dance — to  her 
the  dance  of  death.  Before  her  the 
girl  knelt,  knife  in  hand,  an  unwill- 

ing custodian  at  the  command  of  her 
father.  She  spoke  no  words,  yet  her 
brain  worked  swift  and  sure.  Sud- 

denly, with  the  lithe  ease  of  a  pan- 
ther, she  dipped  out  of  sight  of  the 

dancers,  slit  the  side  of  the  teepee 
farthest  from  the  flap  with  one  mur- 

derous sweep  of  the  scalping-blade, 
and  beckoned  over  her  shoulder.  Wild 
hope  swept  like  a  warm  wave  of 

strength  thru  the  captive's  veins. 
For,  my  brothers,  a  woman  can  pass 
from  despair  to  joy  in  the  twinkling 

of  an  adder's  eye.  She  followed 
where  the  red  maid  led,  and  behold! 
before  her,  freedom ;  behind,  dishonor 
and  danger.  The  horses,  tethered  to 

the  willow's  sweep,  started  to  prance 
and  whinny,  but  Natoma  laid  a  hand 
above  their  nostrils  and  held  them 
while  the  white  woman  mounted.  A 
flash  of  small,  hard  hoofs,  a  cloud  of 

dust   Shooting  Star,  hideous  in  his  wed- 
ding panoply,  turned  from  the  dance 

and  crossed  to  the  teepee  where  his 
captive,  the  strange,  white  woman  of 
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the  sun-hair,  awaited  him.  It  would 
be  very  fine,  the  taming  of  her !  Her 
despairing  shrieks  should  be  sweet 
music;  her  soft,  futile  struggling;  her 
strained  loathing  and  horror  of  him 
— all  these  things  it  pleased  his  fancy 
to  dwell  upon.  For,  my  brothers,  a 
native  savage  is  a  man  who  has  not 
learnt  to  cover  or  dissemble,  a  savage 
at  heart — there  are  many  such  among 
us  all.  The  dancers  paid  no  heed  to 
his  going,  being  half-intoxicated  with 
their  movements  and  exertions,  until, 
with  the  howl  of  a  baffled  beast,  he 
was  back  among  them  again. 

' '  She  is  gone !  The  girl,  also ! 
Horses,  my  braves!" 

The  Indian  girl  and  the  Indian 

chief  looked  into  one  another's  eyes. 
Father  and  daughter  they  were  not, 
save  by  accident  of  birth.  He,  a  son 
of  his  wild  fathers,  untamed  and 
primitive;  she,  school-taught,  yet  in 
her  bravery  and  stoicism  still  an  In- 

dian. For  she  read  in  his  eyes  her 
death-sentence.  Her  face,  above  the 
hastily     exchanged     clothes     of     the 
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white  woman,  did  not  quiver  in  a 
single  coward  muscle.  Yet  his  words 

and '  gestures  filled  the  half -civilized 
heart  of  her  with  horror  and  loathing. 
"Thou  hast  shown  too  well  how 

loyally  an  Indian  maid  may  live/'  he 
sneered.  "My  little  red  brothers,  the 
ants,  yonder,  shall  prove  how  prettily 

an  Indian  maid  may  die  ! ' ' 

Mon-a-tu  prayed  aloud  as  he  rode. 
The  wind  swept  beside  him,  not  out- 

stripping his  speed,  yet  it  seemed  he 
scarcely  moved.  The  words  of  the 
spent  white  woman  as  he  dragged  her 

from  her  horse,  gaudy  in  Natoma's 
robe,  weighed  so  heavily  on  his  heart 
that  it  seemed  they  must  retard  his 

horse 's  feet :  ' '  Natoma — by  the  lake 

— quick — her  father   " The  trees  widened  into  an  open 
stretch  of  sandy  shore.  In  the  dis- 

tance knelt  a  figure,  working  busily. 
Mon-a-tu  strained  his  eyes ;  then  a 
hoarse  yelp  of  horror  tore  from  his 
lips.  The  small,  round  object  rolling 

on  the  ground  teas  Natoma's  head 
protruding  from  an  ant-heap  ! 
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Love  gave  him  strength.  A  red 
man's  love  can  work  miracles.  It  ivas 
a  miracle  that  happened  there  on  the 
barren  sand,  beside  the  awful  pain- 
distorted  head,  tossing  in  agony.  The 
Apache  chief  was  twice  the  size  and 
power  of  the  Pueblo,  but  it  was  not 
the  youth  who  lay  at  last  panting  his 
life  out  on  the  torn  ground.  With 
wild  fingers  he  dug  and  groveled.  The 
vicious  insects  swarmed  like  a  wave  of 
fire  over  his  flesh.  He  knew  not 
whether  she  were  yet  alive;  but  when. 

at  last,  he  stooped  and  dragged  her 
body  from  the  seething  pit,  her  eye- 

lids fluttered  open,  and  he  saw  the 
bride-look  in  her  dark  eyes. 

It  was  the  time  when  the  moon  is 
widest  and  warmest,  my  brothers; 

when  the  coyote 's  howl  is  hushed,  and 
the  groves  are  gentle  with  mating 
sounds,  that  Mon-a-tu,  the  Pueblo, 
took  the  Apache  maiden  to  his  heart- 
stone,  his  evermore,  until  the  highest 
stars  should  fade. 

To  Evelyn,  on  Going  to  the  Movies 
harge  me  not,  sweet,  with  faithlessness, 

That  far  from  tango  teas 
And  the  proved  warmth  of  thy  caress 

I  love  to  take  mine  ease. 

True,  a  new  mistress  now  I  woo, 
One  of  a  varied  art, 

And  with  a  joy  sublime  I  view 
A  full  reel  or  a  part 

And  yet  my  worshipping  is  such 
As  you,  too,  may  adore, 

I  could  not  love  thee,  dear   so  much, 
Loved  I  not  movies   more. 
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Their  slim  young  figures  sil- houetted against  the  fading 
skyline,  they  looked  too  light 

and  free  for  aught  but  being  poised, 
birdwise,  for  flight. 

"It  is  a  nasty  job,"  Tom  was  say- 
ing, "and  they're  a  tough  bunch  to 

down.  They've  got  a  good  thing 
and  a  choice  spot,  and  they  can 
twist  those  slimy  Chings  into  any 

way  or  contortion  they  may  desire. ' ' 
"Do  you  know" — the  girl  was  em- 

ploying her  woman's  intuition — "I 
more  than  suspect  Edward  Allen  of 
being  the  leader  of  the  band.  He 
seems  to  be  crazy  for  Dad  to  sell  him 
the  Caroline,  and  I  can  think  of  only 
one  use  he  could  make  of  it — that  use 

his  smuggling  operations   " 
' '  But.  sweetheart '  '—Tom  looked 

incredulous — "Allen's  position  is 
hardly  calculated  to  make  one  sus- 

pect him  of  that  dirty  work. ' ' 
"I  dont  care,"  the  girl  retorted 

decisively.  "He  has  a  shifty  eye 
and— what!" 

Tom  was  leaning  far  over  the  cliff, 
his  keen  eye  following  a  rough-look- 

ing fellow  skulking  along  the  strip  of 
beach  that  skirted  the  foot  of  the  cliff. 
There  was  a  sudden  shifting  of  the 
sandy  edge,  and  Tom  was  precipi- 

tated down,  leaving  Alice,  tense  and 
gasping,  looking  after. 33 

"All  right,"  Tom  shouted,  as  he 
gained  his  feet  and  whipped  out  his 
pistol,  to  face  the  man  who  had  lost 
no  time  in  showing  his.  The  struggle 

was  brief  and  one-sided — Tom's 
young  muscles  were  taut  and  respon- 

sive, his  mind  was  alert;  the  man's 
senses  were  apparently  befogged 
with  bad  whisky — and  they  emerged 
from  the  water,  panting,  captor  and 
captured. 

Alice  threaded  her  homeward  way 
alone  that  night,  leaving  Tom  to  hand 
over  his  prey  to  the  officials,  and  her 
thoughts  were  very  busy. 

She  knew  instinctively  that  Allen 
had  been  there  when  she  entered 

their  neat  frame  house  that  night — 

knew  it  by  her  father's  face.  For 
only  Allen,  with  his  taunts  and 
threatenings  of  foreclosure,  could  call 
that  harassed  expression  to  her 

father's  jolly  face.  Tonight  the 
strained  expression  was  doubly  evi- 

dent ;  it  was  apparent  that  Allen  had 
been  using  new  force. 

' '  Cant  you  tell  me,  Dad  ? ' '  The  girl 
slipped  her  arm  around  his  neck  and 
stroked  his  weather-beaten  old  face 
gently.     Captain  Rawley  groaned. 

"It's  the  smuggling,"  he  ejacu- 
lated despairingly;  "he's  been  trying 

to  rope  me  in — me,  who've  never 
taken  a  penny  from  the  sea,  or  any- 



TOM    WAS    PRECIPITATED    DOWN,    LEAVING   ALICE    TENSE   AND    GASPING 

thing  else,  but  what  it's  been  an 
honest  one — and  now   " 

"Now,  Dad?"  pressed  the  girl. 
"Now,  when  I'm  hard  put,  he 

comes  with  his  diabolical  suggestions 
— offers  me  five  hundred  dollars  for 
every  d — n  Ching  I  land  without  be- 

ing spotted.  He  knows  I  can  do  it, 
Alice — he  knows  no  one  'd  ever 
suspect  me — and  God  knows  we  need 
the  money!" 
"We  need  honesty  more,  Dad," 

the  girl  told  him  firmly;  "even  if  we 
do  lose  the  Caroline  and  our  home, 
we'll  lose  them  clean-handed — we 
wont  make  the  sea  ashamed  of  us. 

And  we'll  have  each  other — you  and 
Jim  and  I." 

"That's  what  I  told  him,"  the 
Captain  replied,  a  bit  ruefully; 
"that's  what  I  told  him." 
"Jim,"  said  Alice  that  night,  as she  sat  with  her  brother  while  he 

smoked  his  nightly  pipe,  "we've  got 
to  keep  our  weather-eye  open — you 
and  I.  And  keep  on  teaching  me  how 

to  send  'wireless'  messages,  brother — 
something  tells  me  I  will  need  it." 

The    following   night,    when    Alice 

34 

and  Jim  returned  from  the  schooner, 
where  they  had  been  experimenting 
with  the  "wireless"  instrument  on 
board,  they  found  their  father  in  a 
highly  jovial  state  of  mind. 

"The  Caroline's  ordered,"  he  said, 
"for  quite  a  cruise — I've  had  some 
applicants  for  the  crew  today,  but 
they  were  a  rough-looking  set,  so  I 

didn't  engage  them — but  it's  luck, 

isn't  it?" ' '  Right-o  ! ' '  agreed  Jim.  But  Alice 
looked  dubious. 

"It  isn't  any  of  Allen's  doings,  is 
it,  Dad?"  she  queried. 

"Of  course  not,  child,"  her  father 
replied  somewhat  testily.  "You  seem 
to  see  the  finger  of  Allen  in  every- 

thing, 'stead  of  the  finger  of  God." 
"Well,  I  rather  think,"  said 

Alice,  quietly,  "that  where  smug- 
glers are,  God  is  not!" 

However  strong  a  woman's  intui- 
tion may  be,  it  cannot  guide  the  men 

who  follow  the  call  of  the  sea — that 
call  comes  first.  And  so  it  was  that 
Captain  Rawley  and  Jim  set  forth 
the     following     day    to     board    the 
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Caroline,  followed  by  the  sad  fore- 
bodings of  Alice,  who  suspected  a 

motive  underlying. 

"It's  going  to  be  fair  weather, 
lads,"  the  grizzled  Captain  re- 

marked to  his  crew  as  he  boarded  the 
schooner.  Then  came  a  rush  from 

the  fo 'castle — an  oath — a  scuffle — and 
the  clink-clank  of  iron  anklets  and 
wristlets  in  clamping.  The  smug- 

glers !  Somehow,  somewhere  they  had 
stowed  themselves  on  board.  The 
Caroline  and  her  crew,  her  Captain 
and  her  mate,  were  captive. 
Down  in  the  dark  of  the  tiny  cabin, 

where  t^e  intruders  thrust  them 
unceremoniously,  Jim  Rawley  was 
thinking  hard.  He  saw  that  his 
father  was  broken  and  unable  to 
maneuver  with  him.  He  recognized, 
too,  that  more  ingenuity  than  these 
rough  men  possessed  had  directed  the 
secret  manning  of  the  Caroline  and 
the  subsequent  capture.  And  he 
knew  that  Alice  had  spoken  truth — 
thet  Edward  Allen,  suave  man  of  the 
world,  was  the  directing  power. 
From  the  frequent  stops,  the  sounds 
of  bales  and  barrels,  the  whispers 
and  undertones,  Jim  knew  that  the 
yellow  men  were  on  board — that  they 
would  be  landed  by  another  night- 

fall— and  by  the  Caroline!  And  here 
his  knowledge  of  the  desperate  gang 
came  into  play. 

"They'll  celebrate,"  he  thought  to 
himself;  "they've  got  the  Chings  on 
board,  and  they've  got  enough 
whisky,  I'll  wager,  to  sink  the 
schooner — there'll  be  a  drunken  lot 
'fore  long.    I'll  wait   " 
The  cabin,  with  its  one  or  two 

murky  portholes,  and  with  a  tar- 
paulin drawn  over  its  skylight,  gave 

no  indication  of  the  passing  of  time ; 
but  Jim  reckoned  that  it  must  be 
nearly  nightfall  when  stray  snatches 
of  maudlin  song  came  down  to  him — 
the  occasional  scuffle  indicating  the 
brawls  that  flared  up  and  died  down 
on  a  breath — the  oaths — the  guffaws 
— the  loud  snores  of  one  or  two  read- 

ily overcome. 

"They'll  never  miss  me — nor  hear 
me,"  Jim  muttered.  "I  can  batter 
that  door  down  in  a  shake — there's  a 

weak  link  in  these  infernal  irons — 

hey,  Ted!" 
The  sailor  addressed,  roused  from 

his  doze,  looked  up  alertly. 

"Put  your  two  feet  here,"  Jim  in- 
dicated the  spot  in  his  anklets  most 

apt  to  give.  "Now  use  all  your 
muscle — and  kick,"  he  commanded — 
1 '  fine !  Now  the  same  trick  to  my 

wrist-irons. ' ' "Dad,"  Jim  whispered,  "I'm  go- 
in'  to  make  for  the  wireless;  they're 
dead  drunk — the  lot  of  'em — China- 

men and  all.  I'll  get  to  it  and  give 
Al  the  message — Tom '11  be  with  her, 
and  they'll  get  the  officials  on  the  job, 
We'll  do  more  yet  than  if  this  had 

never  happened   " It  was  a  desperate  chance  he  was 
taking.  Jim  knew  that  should  the 
mob  espy  him,  their  heated  blood 
would  lead  them  into  heaven  knows 

what  manner  of  brutality.  The  wire- 
less was  on  the  fore  part  of  the  deck; 

the  crazy  crew  and  their  yellow 
prizes  were  on  the  aft.  The  rush  for 
it  was  a  breathless  run.  Jim  sent  the 

message  over  the  wires  with  a  fever- 
ish haste,  praying  God,  in  broken 

fragments  of  speech,  that  Alice 
would  pick  it  up. 

The  message,  urgent,  desperate,  in- 
sistent, found  its  way  over  the 

waters  to  a  large  wireless  station  on 
the  shore,  where  the  operator  repeated 
the  message  to  his  assistant,  with  a 
mutual  exchange  of  glances. 

"Here's  our  chance  with  Allen," 
almost  hissed  the  one;  "he's  there 
with  the  pay  when  a  job's  done  neat 
— how '11  we  work  it?" 

"Close  down  the  shop — for  God's 
sake!"  yelled  the  other — "then  beat 
it  for  the  Rawley  house  and  nab  the 

pair  o'  'em,  for  Tom  NorthrOp'll  be 
on  hand,  I'll  warrant." 

On  the  schooner  Caroline,  crouched 
by  the  wireless  in  the  pitchy  dark, 
Jim  waited — waited — waited.  The 
drunken  crew  caroused  and  cursed ; 
the  Chinamen  emitted  long  strings  of 
lingo,  guttural  from  the  bad  spirits 
and  the  triumph.  Death,  skulled 
and  crossboned,  hovered  close  over 
the  Caroline. 
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"No  answer,"  Alice  was  whisper- 
ing to  Tom,  who  stood  close  by ; 

"what  does  it  mean,  Tom — what  does 
it  mean?" 

"Try  again,  love   " 
Feverishly  the  instrument  sent  its 

message  :  ' '  Answer  me,  Jim — Alice — 
Alice — Alice   ' ' 

"No  answer,"  she  groaned.  "Tom, 
what  can  it  mean — ah-h-h ! ' '  She 
was  jerked  suddenly  back,  until  her 
head  snapped  with  the  suddenness  of 
the  shock.  Tom  was  struggling  with 
a  lithe,  dark  man,  who  resembled, 
Alice  thought,  the  assistant  at  the  big 
wireless  station. 

In  Tom's  back  pocket  was  his 
pistol.  It  was  empty;  but  he  knew 
that  he  could  make  a  temporary  get- 

away if  he  could  succeed  in  leveling 
it  in  their  faces.  Alice,  at  least, 
would  make  good  her  escape,  and  he 
could  hold  the  two  at  bay  while  she 
cleared  space  between  them. 

"Eun!"  he  commanded  Alice,  as 
her  captor  also  released,  her  under  the 
threat  of  the  round,  toothless  jaw  of 

the  pistol — ' '  run — for  your  life  ! ' ' 
That  it  was  her  life,  Alice  knew 

well.  "With  a  last  plea  for  Tom 
to  follow,  she  fled  into  the  night — 
and,  instinctively,  toward  the  pound- 

ing of  the  surf.  Behind  her  came 

Tom's  footsteps;  they  knew  it  then 
— that  the  pistol  was  empty.  He,  too, 
was  fleeing — the  pretext  gone. 
"Run!"  he  was  commanding  her 

harshly — '"run — and  dont  stop — dont 
—stop   " 

The  water's  edge — the  black  iciness 
of  it — the  cruel  impact  of  the  tides 
on  the  shore — where  should  she  turn 

— and       "Eun!"   his  voice  kept 
urging  her — ' '  run — run ! ' ' 

There  was  no  withdrawing.  The 
sea — or  those  pursuers,  black  of 
heart  and  intent. 

She  was  a  vigorous  swimmer,  and 
she  had  the  instinct  of  self-preserva- 

tion strong  in  those  of  the  sea.  She 
swam  now — blindly  as  to  direction — 
decisively  as  to  stroke.  Something 

hit  her  outgoing  hand — something 
hard — the  bell-buoy!  A  great,  chok- 

ing gasp  came  up  in  the  girl's  throat. 
"0  Mother  Ocean,"   she  sobbed,  as 

she  clung  to  the  swaying  thing — 
1 '  Mother  Ocean  o '  Mine  ! " 

Swinging  there,  drenched  by  the 
icy  brine,  numbed  and  torn  between 
her  anxiety  for  the  dear  ones  on  the 
Caroline  and  the  probable  fate  of 
Tom,  the  girl  lived  an  eternity  of 
time.  Her  limp  fingers  were  relax- 

ing— her  tired  head  was  drooping — 
Mother  Ocean  was  claiming  a  well- 
loved  child,  when  a  voice,  strained 
with  fear,  clove  the  night. 

' '  Sweetheart, ' '  it  said  — ' '  Alice  ! 

Are  you  there — Alice  ? ' ' It  was  Tom,  and  he  bore  her  back 
to  the  shore,  using  his  sinewy 
strength  for  both,  cheering  her  with 
words  forced  for  her  further  courage. 

On  the  schooner  Caroline,  crouched 
by  the  wireless  in  the  pitchy  dark, 
Jim  waited — waited — waited.  The 
drunken  crew  caroused  and  cursed; 
the  Chinamen  emitted  long  strings  of 
lingo,  guttural  from  the  bad  spirits 
and  the  triumph.  Death,  skulled  and 
crossboned,  hovered  close  over  the 
Caroline. 

On  shore,  Alice  was  sent  a  mes- 
sage over  the  waters  from  the  instru- 

ment at  the  Eevenue  Officer's — the 
answer  came. 

"They  are  off  the  North  Bell 
Eock,"  she  told  the  waiting  men, 
breathlessly  —  ' '  Jim  answers  —  the 
Chinamen  are  aboard — he  says — he 

says — to  hurry — to  hurry— for  God's 

sake   " 
On  the  shore  of  the  North  Bell 

Light  a  bedraggled  figure  met  the 
eyes  of  the  men  who  were  preparing 
to  put  off  for  the  schooner.  It  was 
Jim — Jim,  exhausted,  spent,  wrought 
to  the  breaking-point. 

"They  made  me  walk  the  plank!" 
he  said.  ' '  They  land  at  Ebbing  Cove 
— get  there — the  Chings  are  aboard ! ' ' 

Along  the  coast  the  word  speeded.  A 
ten-mile  cordon  was  formed;  guards 
and  sailors  were  planted  at  points  of 
vantage  near  Ebbing  Cove,  and  Tom 
Northrop  was  to  fire  his  pistol  as  the 
smugglers  made  their  landing,  as  a 
signal  for  the  attack  to  open.  Just, 
however,  as  the  news  had  sped  along 
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the  coast  to  the  authorities,  so  it 

reached  Allen's  ears,  and  he  imme- 
diately set  a  spy  on  Tom,  who  was 

taken  a  second  time  while  he  lingered 
an  instant  to  load  his  pistol. 

At     Ebbing     Cove     the     schooner 
landed.        Down      the      gang-plank, 
hastily    flung,    the 
smugglers    rolled 
their      human 
freight,    none    too 
gently,  be  it  said, 
in   barrels,    crates, 
rough    bags,    and 
the  guard  in  wait- 

ing listened  in 
vain    for    the    sig- 

naling shot.     The 
minutes    passed  — 
the    landing    was     gag 
all    but    made,       1 
when,    swift    and       Jj 
sharp,    the    shot 
rang 
tance 
like 

out,    a   dis- 
an  d 

away, 

so  many  ar- 
rows sprung  from 

their  bows,  the men  shot  from 
their  places  of  con- cealment. It  was 
confusion  in  that 
hour  —  smoke  and 
shots — and  strange 
oaths — and  blood, 
spluttering  

and 
choking  —  and hardy  victories 
won  by  the  guards. 
And,  finally,  t  h  e 
succumbing  

of  the 
smugglers  to  the  quicker  wits  and 
steadier  nerves  of  the  coastguards, 
who  had  wanted  them  so  long.  A 
great  success,  however,  is  not  won 
in  an  instant.  The  shore  battle  was 
no  sooner  finished  than  the  Caroline 
put  out  to  sea,  with  Allen  on  deck 
and  Captain  Rawley  and  his  crew 
below.  Followed  a  pursuit  that  has 
marked  the  North  Bell  Light  and 
Ebbing  Cove  as  places  of  history; 
and,  finally,  the  struggle  on  the 
schooner  deck,  that  left  it  stained 
with  hard-spilled  blood  for  all  time 
and  rid  the  coast  of  Edward  Allen, 

ON    THE    BELL-BUOY 

the    secret    leader    of    the    desperate 
band  of  smugglers. 

Six   months   later,   the    sun   shone 
brightly    over    the    soughing    tides. 
On  the  porch  of  the   Rawley  home, 
free    and    clear    from    all    financial 
stress,    Alice   and   Tom   were   united 

in    holy    matri- 
mony.     They   had 

helped    free    the 
coast    of    its    ugly 

stain — t  hey    had 
captured  a  b  a  n  d 
of  the  most  desper- 

ate  smugglers   op- 
erating —  and    the 

Government    had 
acknowledged  it. 
One  strange 

wedding  gift  came 
to  them,  as  strange 
as  it  was  beautiful 
and  significant.  It 
was  a  miniature 
wireless  apparatus 
wrought  in  silver, 
with  each  steel 

pole  and  cluster 
of  wires  shaped  in 
delicate  filaments. "Who  could 

have  sent  it?" Alice  asked,  rum 
ning  her  fingers 
over  its  tracery. "I  can  only 

guess,"  said  the 
proud  groom  — 
"it's  from  the 

Government,  Old 
Uncle  Sam,  and 

it's  sent  in  appreciation  of  your 
services  in  those  dark,  terrible  days." 

"There  is  something  that  travels 
farther  and  quicker  than  a  wireless," she  said.  And  as  he  leaned  forward 
to  kiss  her,  a  voice  came  to  them. 

"And    they    didn't    smuggle    the 
Chings   in,    for   all   their   boasting," 
Jim   was    saying,    face    aglow    as   he 
reminisced  to  the  wedding  party. 

Tom  drew  his  hour-old  bride  to  him, 
and  his  eyes  were  tender-soft   
"But  they  did  smuggle  in,"  he 

whispered,  "a  heaven  full  of  happi- 
ness— for  you — and  for  me." 
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«<rT^HE  mountains?"  Doris  regarded 
her  husband  with  eyes  gray, 
troublous  pools  of  query. 

"Yes,  dear."  Tom  smiled,  with  a 
brave  attempt  at  reassurance,  but  the 
attempt  was  transparently  wan.  A 
lung  test ;  a  word  or  two  of  unsmiling 
advice ;  a  peremptory  order  to  moun- 

tain air — these  are  things  not  calcu- 
lated to  conjure  forth  the  harlequin 

spirit  of  Mirth. 
Doris  noted  the  piteous  smile, 

divined  the  pallid  fear  grimacing 
thru,  and  called  her  woman-love,  her 
mother  protectiveness,  into  play. 

"Well,  honey,"  she  smiled  gaily — 
and  her  smile  masked  effectually  the 

horrid  specter  at  her  heart — "if  the 
mountains  mean  health  and  a  big, 

new  lease  on  life,  we'll  just  go — that's 
all.  I've  been  aching  for  a  long  time 
to  put  into  play  my  knowledge  of 
telegraphy — if  for  nothing  else  than 

to  prove  my  woman's  superiority,  Mr. 
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Professional — and  now  you  just  sit 
back  and  fold  your  blessed  hands  and 

watch  me  hustle." 
Oh,  Doris,  you  coulolnH,  dear — 7 

couldn't   " Doris  eyed  him  with  a  fine  con- 
tempt. "Then  why,"  she  demanded, 

"did  you  consume  so  many  of  our 
precious  'courtin'  '  hours  with  your masterful  instructions?  You  said 

then  that  every  woman  should  be  pre- 
pared for  an  emergency,  financially 

— you  knoiv  you  did — ■  and  I  intend 
putting  those  hours  to  account,  be- 

sides showing  you  that  I  can  beat  you 

at  your  own  game."  Then,  with  a 
sudden  change  of  mood — a  swift  on- 

rush of  tenderness — she  ran  to  him 

impulsively.  "Oh;  my  dear,"  she 
whispered,  close  against  his  mouth, 
"my  dear — let  me  show  you  my  love 
— let  me  show  you!" 

Strange  how  swiftly  transforma- 
tions take  place — strange  how  the 

most  timid  spirit  rises,  in  an  instant, 
to  the  possession  of  a  dauntless  cour- 

age !  Strange — and  yet  how  splendid 
—that  a  woman,  shielded,  protected, 
almost  immured  from  the  battle- 

ground of  life,  will  respond  unfalter- 
ingly to  the  first  call — will  come  for- 

ward, booted  and  spurred  for  the 
fray,  and  defy  with  her  frail  strength 
the  very  legions  of  Life  and  Death ! 



SINGLE,        SHE    AFFIRMED    DEFINITELY 

"With  that  edict  of  the  doctor's,  a fear  more  vast  than  mortal  durance 
came  over  the  woman,  to  whom  that 
life  was  the  essence  of  her  being; 
and  yet,  because  she  loved — because 
a  woman  fights  for  what  she  loves — 
perhaps  we  may  say  just  because  she 
was  a  woman,  that  engulfing  fear 
crystallized  into  a  steel-strong  cour- 

age, and  she  came  out  of  it  valiantly 
equipped  —  older,  wiser,  infinitely 
stronger. 

As  they  drove,  a  few  days  later, 
along  the  thread-like  narrowness  of 
the  mountain  road,  and  breathed  the 
tang  of  the  pine  and  the  fresh  sweet- 

ness of  shaded  places,  Doris  squeezed 

her  husband's  hand  tightly. 
"You're  breathing  new  life, 

honey,"  she  told  him — "just  believe 
that — think  it  night  and  day — for  it 
is  that,  you  know — it  is.  Why" — 
with  a  lithe,  lengthy  sniff — "a 
mummy  would  come  to  life  in  this 

air." 
"Well,  I'm  not  quite  in  a  mummi- 

fied state  yet"  Tom  laughed,  buoyed 
up  by  the  brightness  of  her  courage 
and  the   invariable   optimism   of  his 
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trouble;  "but  tell  me,  dear,  what  of 
your  position?  You  must  tell  me  all 
about  it,  or  I  shall  worry  far  worse 

than  if  I  really  knew." 
"There,  then."  Doris  handed  him 

the  newspaper  clipping  bearing  the 
advertisement  on  which  she  had 
builded  her  hope. 

Tom  looked  at  her  perplexedly — 
then  back  again  to  the  slip  of  paper. 

"But  it  says,"  he  remarked,  "says 
quite  emphatically  that  only  single 

persons  need  apply   " 
"Well,"  Doris  smiled  lightly,  "do 

you  see  any  obvious  reasons  why  I 

should  not  pass  as  a  'single  person'?" 
,  "I  dont  like  it."  Tom  closed  his 
lips  firmly  together.  His  girl — his 
wife — to  face  heaven  knew  what 

vicissitudes  alone  —  and  ' '  single ' ' ! Doris  took  his  hand  tenderly.  Her 
voice  was  deep  and  sweet  and  very 
comforting. 

"Dear  love,"  she  told  him,  "there 
is  something  to  be  done — something 
to  be  fought  for — something  that  is 
not  only  life  to  you,  but  life  and  love 
and  all  my  world  to  me.  We  cannot 
bring   heaven   to    earth   without   our 
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meed  of  pain;  we  have  to  fight — to 
suffer — to  achieve ;  and,  dear,  if  we  do 
this  with  clean  faith  in  our  souls  and 
big  love  in  our  hearts  and  unstained 
hands  at  the  end — why,  God  keeps 
watch,  and  all  His  angels,  too." 

The  cheery,  white  walls  of  the  sani- 
tarium were  looming  in  the  distance, 

set  in  their  background  of  pines  and 
breathed  on  by  the  cool,  healing 
breaths  of  neighboring  mountains.  A 
red  sun  stained  the  many  wide  win- 

dows, open  for  his  entrance,  and 
white-capped  figures  were  glimpsed  in 
occasional  passings. 

' '  There 's  your  battleground,  Tom, ' ' 
Doris  told  him;  "and  just  as  I  am 
fighting,  so  you  must  fight — and  God 

will  help  us  win ! ' ' 

It  may  have  been  God — it  may  have 
been  Fate — it  may  have  been  merely 
a  man's  admiration  that  won  for 
Doris  the  position  she  sought. 

"You  are  single,  I  believe?"  the 
division  superintendent  queried,  as 
she  faced  him,  straight-eyed  and  im- 
perturbed. 

"Single,"  she  affirmed  definitely. 
"The  station  I  am  going  to  give 

you  is   a  lonely  one,"  the  superin- 

tendent continued;  "the  position  has 
always  been  filled  by  a  man — there's 
a  man  there  now — I  dont  know   -" 
He  paused,  a  bit  thoughtfully.  She 
seemed,  he  was  thinking,  so  fragile  a 
thing  to  be  assigned  to  the  desolate- 
ness  of  that  tiny,  unprotected  station. 
She  was  a  woman,  and  such  a  fem- 

inine woman !  Doris  smiled  at  him — 
a  cool,  unafraid  little  smile. 

"There  are  women,"  she  told  him, 
"who  do  not  know  fear.  I  am  one 

of  them." There  was  no  fear  in  Doris'  heart 
when,  the  following  day,  the  superin- 

tendent accompanied  her  to  the  tiny, 
boxlike  station  perched,  birdwise,  on 
a  sheer  slope  of  the  mountain  pass. 
Passing  the  door  and  winding  away 
thru  the  gloomy  canyons  and  over  the 
bald  surfaces  of  the  mountains,  ran 
the  shining  rails,  lost  to  view  at  last 
over  the  man-made  trestle,  built  sick- 
eningly  high,  in  the  distance.  There 
was  no  fear  of  the  solitariness,  no  fear 
of  the  responsibility,  no  dread  of  the 
inequality  of  her  strength  pitted 
against  these  things.  There  was  fear 
of  the  evil  light  that  flared  in  the  de- 

posed operator's  shifty  eyes.  He  took 
his  curt  dismissal  with  a  sullen  taei- 
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turnity  peculiarly  unpleasant  to  the 
slim  girl  who  was  his  unwitting 
successor. 

"You're  the  boss,"  he  growled, 
when  Mr.  Rodman  explained  the 

change  about  to  be  made  ;  and,  ' '  Hope 
you  like  yer  job,"  he  fired  at  the  girl 
as  he  slammed  the  door  in  leaving. 

"I'm  sorry  to  have  ousted  any  one 
from  their  position  in  this  manner." Doris  looked  troubled.  Mr.  Rodman 

smiled  reassuringly.  "He  deserved  a 
physical  rather  than  a  verbal  oust- 

ing," he  declared.  "The  man's  no 
good — he's  proved  untrustworthy  in 
many  ways.  And  his  nerve  is  poor. 

That's  what  this  job  calls  for,  Miss — 
er — Richards:  steady  nerves,  emerg- 

ency courage,  grit  I  think  you'll 
qualify.    Good  iuck ! ' ' 

Often  in  the  still  night-watches, 
their  chill-breathed  silences  unbroken 
even  by  the  tick-tick  of  the  instru- 

ment, Doris  had  to  remind  herself, 
rigorously,  uncompromisingly,  of  the 
good  fight  she  was  fighting — of  the 
pearl  beyond  price  that  was  to  be  the 
reward.  It  was  not  the  silence  she 
minded — the  silence  that  seemed  im- 

mutable ;  not  the  impenetrable   dark 
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of  the  night ;  but  that,  from  out  of 
the  dark  and  the  silence,  there  glared 
two  baleful  eyes — the  eyes  of  the  de- 

posed operator,  threatening,  vengeful, 
crafty.  Those  eyes  peopled  the  dark 
and  made  sinister  the  silence.  It  was 
in  those  times  that  she  had  to  recall 

most  vividly  Tom's  lean,  young  face, 
with  the  telltale  patches  of  hectic 
flush  on  each  too-prominent  cheek- 

bone ;  in  those  times  that  she  planned 
and  contrived  most  zealously  for  the 
tiny  shack  back  from  the  station,  that 
she  was  transforming  into  a  home  for 
herself  and  for  Tom,  when  he  should 
leave  his  battlefield — victorious.  And 

that  glad  day  dawned  at  last — as  all 
days  do  dawn  for  us  who  live  bravely 
thru  the  night.  Tom  came  up  from 
the  sanitarium  with  only  a  very  tiny 
doubt  as  to  his  bill  of  health;  that 
doubt  to  be  effaced  completely  by  con- 

tinued rest  and  the  tonic — mountain 
air.  Doris  took  him  to  the  little  cabin, 
made  home  by  love  and  the  blessed 
woman-knack  of  home-making,  with  a 
thankful  prayer  in  her  heart. 

"It's  going  to  be  a  real  home, 
dear,"  she  told  him,  "even  with  all  it 
lacks.     For  we've  learnt,   dear,   and 
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we've  grown.  "We're  going  to  love 
and  work  together — and  stand  loyally 
hand  in  hand. ' ' 

To  the  evil  all  things  are  smirched 
and  stained.  They  would  brush  aside 

an  angel's  wings  for  the  sake  of  a 
spot  on  his  robe.  And  so  Jake  Mills, 
deposed  operator,  passed  by  the  faith 

on  the  girl's  pure  face — the  love  that 
shone  there,  needing  no  golden  circlet 
nor  church  document  to  pronounce  it 
pure— and  grasped  the  coarse  face- 
value  :  the  man  and  the  woman  sans 
sanction  of  a  bond.  He  leered  at  them 

from  his  place  of  hiding  and  per- 
mitted himself  a  chuckle. 

"You  got  my  place,  my  fine  lady," 
he  muttered,  turning  on  his  heel, 

"but  I'll  warrant  you'll  turn  it  over 
when  I  get  thru  with  you.  What's 
meat  for  one  man's  meat  for  another. 
Jake  Mills  '11  be  that  'other'." 

Far  into  the  night  the  reunited 
married  lovers  talked  together.  They 
laid  plans  of  a  future  built  of  the 
solid  rock  of  mutual  hope  and  faith. 

"  I  've  always  thought, ' '  said  Doris, 
' '  that  if  we  keep  tryst  with  Life,  Life 
will  keep  tryst  with  us.  We  cannot 
expect  to  go  to  bed,  as  we  did  when 
we  were  kiddies,  and  let  Life  come 
along  and  fill  our  figurative  stock- 

ings. We've  got  to  be  giving,  too. 
And  we'll  give  our  oest,  Tom,  even 
if  that  best  is  life  itself   " 

"One  would  have  to  be  true  to  him- 
self in  these  mountains,"  Tom  said. 

"Their  code  seems  very  lofty  to  me 
— the  penalty  they  demand  very 
stern   " 

"But  the  reward  they  give,"  whis- 
pered Doris,  "is  very  splendid." 

Seated  at  her  instrument  the  fol- 
lowing morning,  Doris  felt  exultantly 

happy  and  alive.  Tom  was  there, 
in  the  home  they  were  building, 
with  the  horrible  stigma  of  death 
lifted  from  him;  they  had  love,  and 
life,  and  work  to  do  ahead  of  them, 
and  they  were  gloriously  equipped. 
She  felt  responsive  to  the  vast,  monu- 

mental patience  of  the  stern  moun- 
tains. They  were  not  stern  when  one 

was  giving  of  one's  best.  They 
seemed  to  understand,  then;  to  im- 

part   their   vigor,    their    indomitable 

courage  to  the  giver.  She  felt  that 
she  could  face  crucial  tests  with  a 

buoyant  courage  —  survive  them, 
scarred,  but  unbeaten.  And  into  the 
visions  of  her  brain,  rudely  shatter- 

ing, stepped  Jake  Mills.  Doris  rose 
to  her  feet,  with  the  sure  instinct  of 
trouble. 

"Good-morning,"  she  said  pleas- antly. 

"  'Mornin',  girlie."  Jake  leaned 
against  the  window-ledge  and  eyed 
her,  from  shining  head  to  boot-tips, 
with  offensive  amusement  in  his  eyes. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you?"  Doris 
seated  herself  at  her  instrument 

again,  with  an  air  of  detached  non- 
chalance. 

"Lots."  Jake  chuckled  mean- ingly. 

"Please  explain  yourself."  Doris 
copied  a  dispatch  unnecessarily,  and 
her  fingers  trembled  slightly. 

"P'haps  you  wouldn't  think  there 

was  any  '  please '  to  it  if  I  did ' ' — Jake 
straightened  himself,  and  a  dull  red 

suffused  his  face — "but  as  yer  want 
an  explanation,"  he  finished,  "here's 
it ! "  Before  she  could  speak  or  move, 
in  her  horrified  amaze,  his  heavy 
arms  were  holding  her  and  his  coarse 
mouth  claiming  hers.  Like  some  wild 
animal,  trapped  and  fiercely  resistive, 
she  struggled,  uttering  shrieks  sup- 

pressed against  his  shoulder  and  beat  - 
ing  him  with  her  frail  strength. 

It  was  Tom,  slowly  lifting  the  stud- 
ding of  their  shack,  who  heard  her 

calls.  As  he  ran  pell-mell  to  the  sta- 
tion, his  new  revolver  trembled  in  his 

tyro  hand  like  a  gust-driven  weather- 
vane. 

"No,  no — oh,  Tom!"  The  words 
beat  down  the  wind,  cutting  deep  into 
his  heart. 

' '  Hands  up  ! "  a  terribly  white  face, 
with  shining,  tigerish  eyes,  peered 
into  the  station  window,  over  a  sway- 

ing weapon. 
Jake  pushed  the  woman  from  him, 

with  a  smothered  oath.  She  stag- 
gered to  the  window,  her  breath 

strangling  with  sobs. 
Then  her  eyes  widened,  dilated, 

until  the  homely  station  seemed  a 
thousand     miles     from     her     vision. 



QUICK 
BACK    TO    THE    STATION- 

Far  in  the  distances,  where  the 
twin  rails  spanned  the  lofty  trescle 
and  were  devoured  by  the  mountains, 
a  single  flame  shot  up,  then  multiplied 
— spread — splotched  the  crystal  air 
with  lurid  gold.  So  vividly  they  rose 
against  the  deep,  forest  green  and 
lichened  rocks  that  Doris  saw  at  once. 

And  at  once  she  knew.  "The  des- 
patch— Jake  Mills — the  ten-fifteen  ex- 

press— the  division  superintendent — 
the  code —  0  merciful  God!" 

Impelled  by  that  force  out  of  which 
heroism  is  moulded  and  martyrs 
made,  Doris  sprang  to  the  door. 
Rushing  swiftly  toward  her,  aware  of 
what  she  would  attempt,  was  Jake 
Mills,  face  distorted  with  the  enormity 
of  his  evil  crime. 

"Tom!"  went  the  clear  call,  made 
clarion  by  anguished  desperation; 

"'Torn — the  gun — the  gun   " And  while  Mills  was  covered  from 
the  rear,  tiie  woman,  who  was  obeying 
a  call  stronger  than  fear  of  life  or  of 
death,  ran  blindly  on.  It  is  stress 
that  calls  to  life  the  infinite  in  man. 
It  was  the  infinite  that  guided  Doris 
now — that  urged  her,  dauntless,  into 
the  crucible. 

It  was  a  clean  three  miles  to  the 
place  where  the  gorge  met  the  trestle 
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— miles  of  flinty,  crimson  porphyry, 
wiry  brush  and  slipping  sand.  Far 
down  on  the  mesa  below,  the  toy  train, 

glinting  brightly  in  the  sun,  was  pre- 
paring to  make  its  climb  up  the  steep 

grades  to  the  shadowy  gorge  and  the 
doomed  trestle. 

Doris,  falling,  rising  again,  slip- 
ping, staggering,  struggled  on — to 

the  tracks  where  they  met  the  holo. 
caust  of  twisted,  ruby  steel. 

Oh,  God  in  heaven !  that  swaying, 
tottering  trestle — those  hissing,  hun- 

gry, violent  flames — the  scorch — the 
rush — the  livid,  twisted  face  of  Life 
— the  hot  embrace  of  Death — the 
horror!  Oh,  Blessed  Redeemer!  the 

air  on  tortured  flesh — the  speeding' 
engine  almost  at  the  brink — the  last 
wan  strength  that  raised  the  crimson 
flag — the  rescue !  The  code,  the  un- 

alterable code  had  been  appeased. 
The  price  was  paid. 

Rodman,  descending  from  the  train, 
caught  the  crumpled  girl  as  she  fell 
forward. 

' '  Quick ! ' '  she  gasped ;  ' '  back  to  the 

station — Tom  is   " Then  she  mercifully  fainted,  and 
her  torn  brain  refused  to  go  on  with 
its  work. 

It  was  the  powerful  "super"  who 
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tore  Jake's  fingers  from  Tom's  throat 
and,  with  a  boring,  smashing  jolt,  sent 
him  crashing  to  the  station  floor.  And 
one  more  tired  brain  and  aching,  bat- 

tered head  refused  to  do  its  functions. 

They  stood  together  that  night, 
Tom  and  Doris,  looking  up  at  the 
overhanging  mountains.  They  seemed 
to  look  down  with  a  protective  under- 

standing. A  peace — a  calm — an  as- 
surance came  from  their  purpled  hol- 

lows. Doris,  bandaged,  spent,  radi- 
antly happy,  leaned  against  Tom's arm. 

"It  is  as  I  said,"  she  murmured: 

"as  they  give,  they  must  be  given  to; 
and  when  the  giving  is  unasked, 
then  they  are  kind.  The  price  is  paid, 
and  they  have  given  their  splendid  re- 

ward— the  big  work  they  promise  us 

— your  precious,  precious  life   " Tom  was  silent.  He  was  seeing, 
with  an  awful,  inward  horror,  the 

price  they  might  have  exacted — the 
awful  price— averted  almost  miracu- 

lously. He  was  seeing,  too,  the  code 
— life's  code — the  tryst  exacted.  He 
was  realizing  the  omnipotence  of  a 
woman's  love. 

"Oh,  little  girl!"  he  choked— lcmy 

girl — my  mate!" 

Back  to  the  Play 
By  L.  M.  THORNTON 

After  the  lure  of  the  summer  days, 
After  the  riot  of  shore  and  sea, 

Back  I  come  to  my  picture  plays — 
And,  oh!  the  welcome  they  give  to  me! 

Scenes  of  a  distant  land,  perchance — 
Italy,  Spain  for  far  Japan ; 

Mine  while  I  sit  in  a  happy  trance, 
Blessing  the  skill  of  the  picture  man. 
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After  the  glare  of  the  midday  sun, 

After  the  tramping  o'er  stubble-field, 
Back  with  an  added  ardor  won — 
Now  for  the  joys  the  pictures  yield. 

Weary  mine  eyes  of  the  real  tonight, 
Lonely  was  I  while  long  away; 

Hungry  I  come  for  my  old  delight, 
The  sweet  content  of  the  picture  play 



'\V7E  shall  lose  him!"  mourned 
\ty  the  sad-faced  girl-woman 

with  three  wee  toddlers 

clinging  to  her  skirts.  She  was  think- 
ing of  the  kindly,  cheering  smile  that 

brightened  up  a  wintry  day  and 
made  poverty  seem  not  quite  so  dull 
and  bleak.  "We  shall  lose  him!" 
sighed  the  liquor-driven  Jake  New- 
combe,  whose  oft  unsteady  step  his 
compassioning  hand  had  guided. 
"We  shall  lose  him!"  trebled  the 

tiny  crippled  lad,  into  whose  patient 
ear  full  many  a  fairy  legend  had  been 
spun  by  him  who  knew  so  well  the 
listener's  need. 

And  all  around  Blind  Alley  the  sad 
intelligence  ran — that  Jeane  Basse  had 
come  into  a  legacy,  and  that  Blind 
Alley  would  know  him  no  longer.  He 
had  been  friend  to  all  the  Alley  in- 

mates— friend  and  wise  counselor, 
boon  companion  and  ready  sympa- 

thizer. In  his  own  stress  of  anxiety 
he  had  never  once  forgot  that  an- 

other's need  might  be  greater  still. 
From  his  small  store  of  worldly  bless- 

ings he  had  ever  managed  to  eke  out 
a  tithe  for  some  poorer  one,  and  of 
the  riches  of  his  soul  and  the  fullness 
of  his  heart  he  gave  luxuriously.  He 
was  the  quaint-  philosopher,  the  un- 

consciously   whimsical,    the    indomi- 

y%)tofl^ 

This   story  was  written   from  the  Photoplay   by 

MURDOCK  MACQUARR1E,  who  directed  it 

and  played  the  leading  part 

table  optimist,  the  truly  great  of 
heart.  And,  while  Blind  Alley 
mourned  and  condoned  together 
under  the  weather-racked  lamp  in  the 
middle  of  the  Square,  Jeane  Basse  sat 
in  his  neat  attic  with  his  grand- 

daughter, Pauline,  arranging  his 

miniature  statuary  for  the  day's 
round  and  addressing  her  from  time 
to  time  with  an  amused  chuckle. 

"I  had  thought,  my  girl,"  he  was 
saying,  "that  legacies  came  only  to 
young  gallants  with  bonny  brides  to 
win — such  as,  mayhap,  young  Dono- 

van up  the  stairs   " 
youthful,     starry- 

young    exuberance 
touch     of    wistful 

rose-petal    red — as she  should. 

45 

Pauline,  slim, 

eyed,  with  her 
tempered  by  a 
gravity,  blushed 
Jeane  had  intended 

"But  now  that  you  have  the  legacy, 
grandfather  dear,"  she  insisted, 
"what  shall  you  do  with  it?" 

"The  heart  of  a  man  is  ever  a  sel- 
fish one,"  smiled  Jeane,  "and  mine  is 

no  better  clay  than  my  brother's — 

therefore   " "Therefore?"  prompted  Pauline, 
sliding  to  the  floor  and  leaning 
against  his  knee. 

"Therefore,"  mused  the  old  man, 
carefully  placing  an  extremely  bellig- 

erent   statuette    of    Napoleon    Bona- 
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parte,  "therefore,  I  shall  buy  me — 
a  stove-pipe  hat." 
"A  stove-pipe  hat,  grandfather!" 

shrilled  the  girl.  "You  are  jesting 
— that  among  other  things,  perhaps, 
but  what  else?" 
"The  stove-pipe  hat,"  persisted 

Jeane,  not  a  whit  disconcerted  by  the 
somewhat  scornful  incredulity  with 
which  his  momentous  announcement 

was  made,  "shall  be  a  silk  one, 
Pauline — a    very    tall    one — a    very 

passionate  admiration  that  little 
heart  had  felt!  The  long,  long  way 
that  correctly  attired  gentleman  stood 
from  him,  by  reason  of  the  stove-pipe 
hat — proud  insignia  of  aristocracy ! 
Jeane  followed  the  years  apace — and 
remembered  a  slender  youth  just 

touched  on  eyes  and  lips  with  man- 
hood, and  its  problem,  and  its  pain. 

Passing  him  by,  head  averted,  was  a 
lily  of  a  girl,  fragile  and  fair  and  fine, 
and  she  leaned  on  the  arm  of  a  stal- 

THE   READING   OF    THE   WILL 

shiny  one — and  encircled  by  a  silken 
band.  Inside  of  it  shall  be  a  white 

lininsr — also  silken,  Pauline — and  it 
shall  bear  in  letters  of  gold  the  name 
of  a  haberdasher." 

'  ■  But,  grandfather, ' '  interrupted 
the  girl.  Jeane  waved  her  aside.  His 
were  the  eyes  of  one  who  sees  a 
beatific  vision,  and  his  lips  were 

gently  curved.  The  "Little  Em- 
peror" had  toppled  over,  but  he  was 

all  forgotten.  Down  a  vista  of  years 
Jeane  was  seeing  a  tiny,  wide-eyed 
boy  gazing,  face  aflame,  at  a  portly 
gentleman  most  correctly  attired  and 
topped  with  a  stove-pipe  hat.     The 

wart  youth — who  wore  a  stove-pipe 
hat!  The  agony  of  jealousy  that 
wounded  heart  had  felt !  The  unre- 

sisting barrier  that  stove-pipe  hat 
had  meant !  What  were  the  dreams 
in  his  eyes,  and  the  faith  in  his  soul, 
and  the  truth  in  his  heart,  to  one  who 
might  wear  a  stove-pipe  hat?  Jeane 
came  back  to  the  present,  eyes  touched 
a  little  with  mist  for  the  old-time  re- 

gret. Well,  he,  too,  would  wear  a 
stove-pipe  hat  at  last,  and  in  so  doing 
clasp  hands  an  instant  with  those  dear 
dream-people  of  the  long  ago.  He 
smiled  down  at  Pauline  and  stroked 
her  hair  gently. 
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"Little  one,"  he  said  fondly,  "the 
long,  long  years,  with  their  freight 
of  pains  and  joys,  strip  our  sonls 
bare  of  all  the  present  desires  and 
fancied  needs  and  wants.  We  see 

with  vision  clearly  true — and  we  find 
that,  after  all,  we  do  not  want  the 
many,  many  things.  We  want  the 
ideal  born  when  our  hearts  were 

young — and  never  given  up.  We 
want  that  which  has  been  to  us  the 
Best  we  know.     To  me  it  has  seemed 

The  old  man  rose  and  took  up  the 
shelf-like  arrangement  on  which  he 
peddled  his  quaint  images.  As  he 
neared  the  door  he  stopped  a  moment 
and  looked  back. 

"And  the  rest,  my  girl,"  he  said, 
"let  us  divide  among  our  good 
friends  in  the  Alley.  There  is  so  much 

of  hunger  and  despair." 

For  the  prodigal  reward  of  a  bare 
subsistence,  Donovan  Steele  was  offer- 

WE    SHALL    LOSE    HIM  !        MOURNED    EVERYBODY    IN    BLIND   ALLEY 

the  Best  to  be  a  gentleman.  A  great- 
souled  gentleman,  Pauline — one  who 
stands  close  to  the  pulse  of  the  world 
— and  very  close  to  God.  And  be- 

cause I  am  an  old,  old  man,  my  girl, 

and  very  near  the  journey's  end,  I  go 
back  to  that  ideal  of  my  lonely  child- 

hood— a  stove-pipe  hat." 
The  girl's  eyes  flushed  with  tears; her  arms  went  round  the  dreamer. 

"You  dont  need  a  stove-pipe  hat, 
grandfather  darling,  to  be  a  gentle- 

man." she  exclaimed.  "But  I  under- 
stand, dear,  perfectly — and  you  must 

buy  one  this  very  day." 

ing  up  to  Art  the  freshness  of  his 
youth,  the  flower  of  his  ambition,  the 
strength  and  determination  of  his 
manhood.  He  wooed  her  with  a 
bright  courage  and  a  glowing  faith, 
and  he  carried  as  a  bribe  the  unsul- 

lied love  he  bore  Pauline  Wayne. 
They  stood  together  now,  at  his 

window,  gazing  down  the  narrow 
alleyway  leading  to  the  street,  from 
which  busy  thorofare  Jeane  Basse 
would  come. 

"It  was  so  pitiful,  Donovan," 
Pauline  was  saying — "all  his  years  of 
work    and    discouragement — all    the 
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weary  battles  he  has  fought — and  the 
bigness  of  his  soul;  and  then,  at  the 

last,  to  ask  of  life — a  stove-pipe  hat. ' ' 
"He  has  served  great  gods, 

Pauline,"  Donovan  made  answer — 
"the  gods  whose  gifts  the  eye  of  man 
cant  see.  The  stove-pipe  hat  to  him 
is  a  symbol  bigger  than  we  know. 

That  it  is  a  stove-pipe  hat  is  charac- 
teristic of  him." 

Across  the  way  the  thin  voice  of  a 
crippled  lad  called  from  the  window : 
k '  Look !  here  comes  Jeane  Basse  ! ' ' 

Handsome  head  erect,  fine  old  eyes 
alight  with  that  big  happiness  of  a 
dream  long  dreamed  come  true,  step 
firm  as  tho  he  bore  on  his  arm  that 

lily-girl  of  his  youth,  Jeane  Basse 
came  down  the  Alley  and  under  the 
lamp  in  the  Square. 

"Hurray!"  shouted  the  crippled 
lad,  delightedly.  Heads  came  from 
every  window  around  the  Square  and 
up  the  Alley — all  eyes  were  alight  as 
they  fell  on  the  proud  old  man — all 
voices  gave  acclaim. 

"And  he  aint  going  to  leave!" 
cried  the  little  lad,  lurching  himself 

nearer  the  sill;  "he  told  me  he 
wasn't." 

Jeane  Basse  looked  up  at  the  tiny 
lad  from  under  the  silken  hat  with 
eyes  as  tenderly  kind  as  ever  they 
had  been  beneath  a  humbler  head- 
gear. 
"We  stick  together,  laddie,"  he 

said  gently — "you  and  I  and  Blind 

Alley." 

' '  Men 's  moments  of  pride  are  few, ' ' 
Jeane  told  Pauline,  as  she  met  him  at 
their  door  the  following  night,  eager 
to  hear  particulars  of  the  legacy.  He 
had  left  in  the  morning,  accompanied 
by  the  lawyer,  in  all  the  regalia  of  his 
oddly  incongruous  head-gear.  He 
had  been  childishly  happy,  and  his 
smile  had  touched  each  heart  that  met 
him  with  a  sudden,  sunny  warmth. 
He  returned  still  smiling,  but  the 
stove-pipe  had  gone. 

"Grandfather  dear — your  hat?" 
"I  have  worn  one,  my  dear,"  re- 

sponded the  old  man,  "and  that  is 
enough.     I   should   have   liked  it  to 
lend  dignity  to  my  white  locks,  but. 

no  doubt,  a  head  more  fit  than  mine 
will  grace  it.  I  sold  it  back  to  the 
haberdasher  at  a  small  sacrifice.  He 
was  very  kind.  He  has  the  soul  of  a 

gentleman." "But  the  legacy,"  persisted  the 
puzzled  girl  —  ' '  what — why — where- 

fore?" 

"The  legacy,  my  dear,  belongs  to 
creditors  rather  than  to  us.  By  them 
it  has  been  attached.  It  consisted  of 
the  contents  of  a  small  cottage,  and 
the  one  remaining  article  left  us  is  a 

painting.  We'll  go  tell  Donovan 
about  it  and  get  his  advice.  I  am  no 
judge  of  art,  my  dear,  and  this 
token  of  it  appears  exceeding  shabby 

to  me." 
"Donovan  will  see  some  beauty  in 

it,"  laughed  the  girl.  "No  canvas 
extant  is  imbeautiful  to  him.  And, 
dear,  soon,  very  soon,  you  must  have 

a  stove-pipe  hat  again." 
' '  I  would  like  it, ' '  admitted  Jeane ; 

"it  was  becoming,  Pauline.  It  made 
a  gentleman  of  old  Jeane  Basse." 

' '  I  am  not  sure, ' '  Donovan  declared, 
"but  it  looks  like  an  original  Van 
Dyke,"  his  artist  soul  shining  ex- 

citedly from  his  gray  eyes,  ' '  and  if  so, it  is  worth  all  and  far  more  than  the 

entire  legacy.  Take  it  to  Raeburn," 
he  advised.  "Or,  better  still,  bring 
it  to  my  studio,  and  I  will  notify  him 
that  you  have  a  genuine  Van  Dyke 

there.  He'll  come  at  once  and  prob- 
ably buy  it  from  you  and  pay  you 

well." 

Donovan  arranged  to  remain  in 
the  background  when  the  connoisseur 
arrived. 

Raeburn  was  one  thing  more  than 
artist  and  collector — he  was  financier. 
And  a  financier  who  would  not  hesi- 

tate to  make  capital  of  the  weak,  the 
ignorant,  the  easily  fooled. 

"Worthless!"  he  assured  Jeane, 
airily.  ' '  However,  my  good  man,  for 
the  trouble  you  have  been  put  to  I 

will  give  you  two  dollars,  and  we'll 
let  the  matter  drop." 

"Is  that  all  a  Van  Dyke  is  worth 
to  you,  Mr.  Raeburn?"  It  was 
Pauline  who  put  the  question  in  a 
little,  cool,  detached  voice  that  went 
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directly  home.  The  artist  laughed 
amusedly. 

"A  Van  Dyke  is  a  treasure,  my 
dear  little  girl,"  he  told  her,  "but 
you  have  not  a  Van  Dyke  here — no. 

Nor  even  a  good  copy. ' ' 
Jeane  rose,  signifying  his  intention 

to  depart,  and  Raeburn,  with  a  sharp 
glance  at  Pauline,  busied  himself  in 
wrapping  the  painting.  Long  prox- 

imity to  poverty  had  made  Pauline 
alert    to    the    trickery    whereby    the 

In  Jeane  Basse  and  Pauline  he  saw 
merely  the  humble  attire.  He  did  not 
look  beneath,  and  he  acted  accord- 

ingly. Pauline's  swift  knowledge  of 
the  theft  he  was  attempting — her 
cool,  sarcastic  observance — put  the 
matter  on  a  different  footing.  He  was 
none  the  less  determined  to  possess 
the  masterpiece  unfairly,  but  the  pos- 

session must  be  more  subtly  done.  He 
realized  that  he  was  dealing  not  with 
the  clothes  worn,  but  with  the  wearers 

NO,    YOU    SHALL   NOT    PAINT    HER 

greater  feed  upon  the  less.  She  was 
the  woman ;  and,  inherently,  she  was 
fighting  for  the  happiness  of  those 
dear  to  her — her  grandfather  and  her 
artist  lover. 

"Mr.  Raeburn,"  she  said  very 
quietly,  "may  I  beg  that  you  give  us 
the  painting  ?  It  may  be  worthless ;  but 
if  it  is  not  worth  more  than  two  dol- 

lars, it  is  surely  not  worthy  of  theft." 
Philip  Raeburn  had  reached  his 

present  prominent  position  in  life  by 
means  of  two  things — a  certain  talent 
not  to  be  denied,  and  the  felicitous 
habit  of  trampling  under  foot  any 
and  every  one  who  could  be  trampled. 

of  the  clothes.  Therefore,  he  tossed 
aside  the  wrappings  and  laughed 
frankly,  infectiously. 

' '  I  win  ! "  he  declared  genially — 
"and  this  is  what  I  bet:  that  those 
gray  eyes,  my  dear  little  girl,  with 
the  odd,  amethystine  tints,  were  as 
brightly  observant  as  they  are  beauti- 

ful. Do  you  know,  Mr.  Basse" — 
turning  to  Jeane,  who  stood  hat  in 
hand,  startled  gaze  on  the  debonair 

face — "do  you  know  that  you  have  a 
most  remarkable  type  in  your — er — 

daughter?" 
Jeane  smiled.  His  fine  old  face  was 

curiously  gentle.    He  saw,  with  those 



50 MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE 

DONOVAN   RESENTS   RAEBURN 'S 
IMPERTINENT   ADVANCES 

deep-seeing  eyes  of  his  soul,  the  sorry 
game  Raeburn  was  playing,  and  he 
was  compassionate.  He  had  not  lived 
in  Blind  Alley  these  many  years  for 
nothing.  He  had  been  very  near 

Life's  quick.  He  was  familiar  with 
all  the  distortedness  man's  soul  is 
capable  of.  He  knew  the  human  pas- 

sions well — and  yet  he  trusted;  and 

his  trust,  as  implicit  as  a  little  child 's, 
was  founded  on  the  Christ  in  man — 
the  Christ  who  was  crucified  that  the 
souls  of  men  might  live.  He  knew 
that  somewhere,  under  the  dross, 
under  the  accumulated  waste-heap 
of  the  years,  that  Patient  One  abided. 
And  so  he  was  able  to  smile  now  into 

Raeburn 's  eyes. 
"She  is  very  lovely,  sir,"  he  an- 

swered, with  a  simple  dignity,  "and 
your  opinion  is  valuable." 

"I  should  like  to  paint  her,"  Rae- 
burn  declared.  "And  that  gives  me 
the  idea !  For  the  portrait  I  shall 
have  this  quaint  little  daub,  which 
proves  at  once  my  whimsical  fancy — 

and  my  generosity   " 
"No,  you  shall  not  paint  her! 

you   ■" 
Raeburn  turned,  startled,  to  meet 

the  stern  gaze  of  Donovan,  who  now 

came  forward,  his  fists  clinched,  his 

eyes  ablaze. 
' '  So  this  is  your  game ! "  he  mut- 

tered; "you  know  the  picture  is 
genuine,  and  you  would  not  only 
take  advantage  of  these  poor  people, 

but   " 
"Dont,  Donovan,"  pleaded  Pauline 

and    Jeane    in    almost    one    breath. 

"We  do  not  wish  to  sell,  nor  to 

trade,  Mr.  Raeburn,"  said  Jeane. 

It  had  seemed  to  Donovan  Steele, 
in  the  unlightened  years  of  his  ap- 

prenticeship, that  Art  had  misin- 
terpreted the  command  that  reads 

"It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive, ' '  and  construed  it  into  ' '  It  is 
more  blessed  to  receive  than  to  give." 
And  now,  at  last,  success  seemed 
coming  near,  bearing  in  one  hand 
her  laurel-wreath,  and  in  the  other 
the  long,  bitter  nights  of  his  weary 
despair,  the  galling  tears,  the  dull- 

ing of  his  youth.  These  things  he 
must  accept.  They  were  as  much  a 
part  of  him  as  ever  the  laurel-wreath 
could  be.  They  were  the  purchase 
price.  After  the  connoisseur  had 
come  and  gone  on  the  very  day  Jeane 
and  Pauline  visited  Raeburn,  Dono- 

van took  the  munificent  check  and 

faced  himself  in  the  three-cornered, 
cracked  mirror.  And  there  he  saw 

his  battle-sears.  Soul-scars  they 
were — of  toil-worn  defeats  and  vic- 

tories dearly  bought.  And  yet,  he 
knew  that  the  fight  had  been  a  good 
one.  Tho  he  had  sunk  into  deep 
waters,  he  had  come  up  with  the  rose- 
pearl  of  success.  The  gate  of  obscurity 
had  swung  wide.  He  was  still  young 
— and  his  blood  was  warm — and  there 
were  long  years,  and  far  countries, 
and  many  things  to  learn.  And  there 
was  Pauline !  Pauline,  who  had 
stood  loyal  while  he  ate  the  crusts 
of  the  unwanted — Pauline,  who  had 
loved  him  while  he  stood  empty- 
handed  and  unbefriended.  Well,  she 
should  soon  know  how  endlessly,  how 
bountifully  he  could  remember.  He 
would  show  her  how  deep  her  faith 
had  sunk. 

She  was  coming  now.  He  heard 

her  step  on  the  stair — a  tired  little 
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step,  and  he  guessed  that 
something  had  gone  awry. 

"Come!"  he  called,  in 
answer  to  her  knock,  and 
the  light  in  his  eyes  was 
great  enough  to  light 
fires  in  her  own. 

"It  has  come,"  she 
breathed — '  'the  Success 

you  have  won ! ' ' 
"And  you  have  come," 

he  breathed,  as  she  en- 
tered his  waiting  arms — 

"the  Woman  I  love." 

'  •  We  have  lost  him  ! ' ' 
mourned  Blind  Alley. 

He  had  not  gone  to 
the  church  t  h  e  bright 
May  morning  when 
Pauline  and  Donovan  were  made  one 

flesh.  He  was  "tired,"  he  said.  He 
had  been  tired  for  many  days,  and  the 
shelf-like  arrangement  containing 
the  miniature  statuary  hung:  idle  on 
its  nail.  Perhaps  the  indomitable 
soul  would  have  propelled  the  tired 
body  still,  had  he  not  known  Pauline 
to  be  provided  for.  As  things  were, 
his  work  was  done.  Life  had  not  been 

copious  with  her  gifts — yet,  he  had 
found  her  sweet.  Now  she  was  thru 
with  what  he  could  give,  and  he  had 
earned  a  rest.  He  was  sorry  to  leave 
Blind  Alley — he  had  been  able  to 
help  them  so  in  his  small  way.  With 
the  clear  knowledge  of  one  whose 
soul  is  fast  breaking  its  moorings  to 
the  flesh,  Jeane  knew  that  the  tiny, 
crippled  lad  would  not  be  long  in  fol- 

lowing. He  wondered  whether,  in 
that  country  to  whose  shores  they 
were  hastening,  the  little  lad  would 
care  for  the  tales  that  had  made  Blind 

Alley  an  enchanted  spot.  He  won- 
dered many  things — about  Pauline 

and  Donovan,  and  their  future  life. 

The  dear  children — they  were  so 
young — they  had  so  much  ahead  of 
them.  He  thought  of  the  stove-pipe 
hat.  It  would  have  been  nice  to 
have  had  it  to  the  end.  The  dream 

had  been  so  long — the  fulfillment 
so  brief. 

"Grandfather,"  a  glad  young  voice 
whispered  in  his  ear,  "we  are  home 

DONOVAN    BREAKS    THE    GOOD    NEWS 

again,  dear,  and  see  what  we  have 

brought  you — see  ! ' ' Jeane  Basse  opened  his  tired  eyes 
from  which  the  light  of  the  world  was 
rapidly  dimming. 

"A  stove-pipe  hat!"  he  said  softly, 
gladly.  "I  am  glad,  my  girl — my 
little  girl.  Jeane  Basse  can  die — a 

gentleman  " "Dont,  dear."  Pauline  held  his 
head  tenderly,  and  Donovan  kneit 
by  the  couch,  clasping  the  old  hand 
in  his  strong  young  one. 

' '  Now  that  we  are  married,  sir, ' '  he 
said,  "we  are  all  going  to  be  happy 

together. ' ' 
Jeane  smiled.  "I  shall  be  with 

you,  children,"  he  said,  "nearer  and dearer  than  ever  I  have  been  in  Blind 
Alley;  and  I  want  you  to  have  the 
Van  Dyke — a  wedding  present, 
Pauline,  from  the  grandfather  who 

loved  you  dearly.  And  now" — the 
old  man  sat  suddenly  erect — "give 
me  the  stove-pipe  hat,  Pauline,"  he 
said,  "in  my  hand,  dear."  Carefully 
he  placed  it  on  the  noble  head,  and 
his  smile  was  a  very  happy  one. 

"It  is  well,"  he  murmured,  as 

they  laid  him  back;  "Jeane  Basse — 
can — die — a  gentleman." 
"We  have  lost  him!"  mourned 

Blind    Alley,    for    Jeane    Basse   was 

dead— but     ' '  We  haint  lost  him, ' ' 
shrilled  the  tiny,  crippled  lad, 
"  'cause  he's  living — in  my  heart." 
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"TY/hat  is  he  like — Duncan  May- 

W  nard?"  Temple  flecked 'a spoon  reflectively  in  his  sor- 
bet, unconsciously  beating  time  to 

the  tempo  of  the  violins  in  the  ball- 
room. 

"Ask  me,  'What  does  he  like?'  and 
I  can  give  you  a  quick  answer/' 

The  woman  with  coils  of  flame-shot 
hair  and  brilliant,  brown  eyes  leaned 
forward  impressively,  as  if  gathering 
the  points  of  a  charge  to  the  jury. 

"In  the  first  place,"  she  began, 
"he  doesn't  understand  woman — • 
that  means  an  awful  lot  to  his  wife. 
It  seems  as  if  the  greater  part  of  me 
— the  fun-loving,  dancing,  pleasure 
part — was  under  a  microscope,  and 
that  his  clear,  gray  eyes  were  hold- 

ing me  there  for  analysis.  'What  is 
she?'  the  eyes  question;  'my  mate, 
my  ideal,  or  just  part  good  and  part 

abhorrent?'  " 
"You  feel  like  the  mouse  to  his 

lion,"  suggested  Temple. 
"Exactly.  He's  so  big  and  awk- 

ward and  strong." 
"And  when  you  fire,  he  ices." 
"You  understand,"  the  woman 

said  slowly,  permitting  his  hand  to 

touch  her  arm  in  sympathy.  "And 
still  he  sends  me  to  dances — says  that 

I  must  represent  him." 52 
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"And  you  do,"  affirmed  Temple, 
confidently.  "Pardon  my  analysis, 
but  I  think  that  Maynard  is  using 

you  as  a  shield  to  his  boorishness. " 
"Perhaps  you  are  right,"  she  said, 

rising  to  a  spirited  overture  from  the 
ballroom.  "I  have  heard  of  such 
things.  And  now  let  us  dance — 

dance  and  forget!" Olive  Maynard  was  noted  for  her 
graceful  dancing,  and  the  best  of 
partners  were  generally  hers  for  the 
choosing.  But,  if  she  were  graceful, 
Temple  was  the  veritable  god  of  mo 
tion.  As  the  stringed  pieces  throbbed 
out  a  sensuous  Andalusian  air,  she 
felt  only  the  slight  touch,  like  a  stray 
leaf,  of  his  hand  on  her  shoulder. 
His  body  neither  swayed  nor  bobbed 
like  that  of  other  men;  his  strong 
limbs  seemed  barely  to  touch  the 
floor. 

"You  dance  so  well,"  she  said,  as 
he  led  her  to  a  seat. 

"I  could  do  anything  well  with 
such  an  inspiration,"  he  permitted himself  to  say. 

Later  on  in  the  week,  Duncan 
Maynard  joined  a  group  of  chatting 
men  at  his  club.  A  chance  word,  a 
snickering  laugh  had  warned  him  of 

John  Temple's  attentions  to  his  wife. 
But  with  his  coming,  and  his  grim, 



temple's  attentions  set  all  the  tongues  awagging 

tired  face,  the  conversation  headed 
into  less  dangerous  channels. 

He  knew  Temple,  by  hearsay,  as  a 
polished  and  heartless  flit-about,  a 
conqueror  of  women,  and  the  thought 
of  him  possessed  Maynard,  as  hours 

later,  he  watched  his  wife's  exquisite 
face  across  the  gleaming  mahogany 
dinner-table. 

"This  man  Temple,"  he  said 
evenly,  but  with  a  command  back  of 

the  words,  "does  he  amuse  you?" 
The  blood  rushed  to  Olive's  color- 

less cheeks,  but  she  eyed  him  squarely 
enough. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "he's  a  beautiful 
dancer,  and  witty,  and  a  cure  for  the 

blues." 
"That's  all?"— the  gray  eyes 

snapped  metallic  sparks — "you  are 
positive  that's  all?" 
"Duncan,"  said  the  woman  sud- 

denly, "you  frighten  the  girl  half  of 
me,  the  frivolous  half,  terribly  when 

you  speak  that  way;  but  I'm  grown 
up,  dear,  and  your  wife,  and  so  you 

only  insult  me." 
"I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  his  eyes 

softening,  "but  tongues  are  wag- 
ging, and  I  let  you  know  fairly  that 

I'd  pitch  your  dancer  off  the  house- 
top if  he  causes  you  a  blush." 53 

"I'm  sure  he'd  light  on  his  feet," 
she  said  saucily,  "in  spite  of  my 

beastie  darling." 
Duncan  Maynard  smiled.  "There 

are  some  men,"  he  expounded,  "that 
can  snake  their  way  out  of  trouble 

or  into  a  woman's  graces  with  the 
agility  of  a  cat.  As  for  me,  because 

I'm  big,  I'm  expected  to  work 
mightily  and  to  deal  only  big  blows." 
"And  you,  too,  have  your  ad- 

mirers," she  cheered,  touching  his 
mane  of  coarse,  graying  hair. 

"There's  young  Brooks — he  thinks 

you  a  god." "He  fears  me  like  a  god,  you 

mean, ' '  Maynard  yawned ;  ' '  and  even 
at  that,  I'm  afraid  I  cant  make  any- 

thing out  of  the  boy — he's  too 
dashed  good-looking  for  an  M.E." 

' '  I  cant  see  why  handsome  men  are 
doomed,"  said  Olive,  "especially  in 
the  eyes  of  the  ugly  ones.  Now, 

there's  John  Temple,"  she  illustrated 
boldly,  "give  him  half  a  chance — " ' '  And  he  '11  take  it — with  a  woman. 

You  see,  I've  met  him  intuitively." 
"I  have  more  faith  in  him  than  in 

Brooks,"  she  defended. 
"So  have  I,"  he  said  grimly; 

"whatever  that's  worth." 
Olive  felt  refreshed  after  her  talk 
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with  Duncan  concerning  John  Temple. 
He  had  sneered  at  him,  uncovered  a 
threat,  but  had  consented  to  discuss 
him.  So  much  was  a  victory,  and 
she  felt  that  she  had  defended  him 
and  given  Duncan  warning  of  her 
liking  for  him. 

The  next  day  Temple  called.  It 
was  his  first  call  at  her  home,  and  it 
rather  frightened  her  to  see  him 
actually  sitting  near  her  in  her  own 
drawing-room.  Balls  and  dances  re- 

quire a  certain  amount  of  physical 
intimacy,  and  the  talk  that  goes  with 
it,  but  to  bring  his  attentions  inside 
of  her  citadel,  well    Her  thoughts 
took  wing. 

There  were  things  on  his  mind  out- 
side of  mere  dances,  and  she  read  it 

in  his  eyes — read  his  love  for  her. 
Yet  she  could  not  dismiss  him.  At 
last  he  spoke,  and  his  words  were 
eloquent  and  well  chosen. 

"The  lighter  half  of  you  likes  me, 
does  it  not? — and  perhaps  this  is 
your  best,  your  true  half." 

His  low,  forceful  words  dinned  in 
her  ears  with  the  strong  detonation 
of  sounds  under  water.  She  could 
not  stop  them,  answer  them,  nor 
quite  fathom  them.  John  Temple 
was  making  passionate 
love  to  her,  that  she  real- 

ized ;  but  the  flow  of 
quiet,  merciless  words 
crushed  against  her  brain 
and  smothered  her  an- 

swering words. 

"Dont,  dont!"  Olive 
managed  to  cry  out; 

"you  do  not  know  me,  or 
you  would  not  say  such 
things.  Leave  me  at 

once,  I  beg  of  you!" 
.  The  words  went  on — 
intense,  subtle,  coiling  in 
and  out  of  the  hidden 
chambers  of  her  heart. 

Olive  leaned  back,  her 
eyes  half-closed,  a  look  of 
misery  distorting  her 
beautiful  face. 

"Go — before  it  is  too 
late!" 
Then  the  quick  rasp  of 

a   motor-car   brake   came 

up  to  them,  and  thru  the  half-drawn 
blinds  they  saw  Duncan  lift  a  limp 
man  from  the  tonneau  and  bear  him 
toward  the  house. 

"Quick!"  she  gasped;  "it's  my 
husband  and  young  Brooks." 

"I  want  to  meet  Duncan  Maynard 

— for  your  sake." Olive  shivered  in  answer,  but  already 
she  could  hear  uneven  steps  on  the 
stairs.    The  two  men  must  meet. 

The  door  was  kicked  open,  and 
Duncan,  with  his  burden  in  his 
arms,  advanced  into  the  room. 

"It's  Brooks,"  he  panted;  "the 
arm  of  a  traveling  crane  hit  him,  and 
I  rushed  him  here.  Phone  for  a 

doctor,  will  you?" 
For  the  first  time,  Duncan's  eyes 

fell  upon  Temple,  who  met  his 
glance  calmly. 

"I  am  John  Temple,"  he  said. 
"Is  there  anything  I  can  do?" "Yes" — Duncan  measured  his 

words  as  if  sighting  a  weapon — ' '  you 
will  oblige  me  by  clearing  out." 

"Two  broken  ribs,  a  fractured 
elbow  and  a  shattered  clavicle," 
enumerated  the  doctor,  as  he  arose 
from  his  examination  of  Brooks. 

YOU   WILL    OBLIGE    ME    BY    CLEARING    OUT 
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inquired 

the 

"Clavicle— what's  that?" 
Duncan. 

' '  Collar-bone, ' '        explained 
doctor. 

"You  might  have  said  that  first," 
growled  Duncan.  "Olive,"  he  added, 
turning  to  the  pallid  woman,  "this 
is  a  case  that  we  can  handle.  I've 
had  all  of  these  breaks  myself,  and 

I'm  still  fairly  alive." 
Her  eyes,  still  fear-haunted,  ques- 

tioned his. 

"I  expect  you  to  look  after  him.  to 
nurse  him,"  Duncan  explained.     "I 
think  you  need  distraction 

from  your  social  duties." 
She  caught  the  hidden 

meaning  in  his  words  and 
bent  over  the  groaning  en- 

gineer. Her  cool  hand 
stroked  his  forehead,  and 

his  e}Tes,  big  and  brown 
like  a  stag's,  looked  up 
gratefully  at  her. 

"Come,  Doc,"  said  Dun- 
can, "he's  in  good  hands, 

right  enough.  I'll  run  you 
back  to  town  if  you  say 

so." The  door  closed,  and 
Olive  turned  again  to  the 
wounded  man.  She  could 
not  help  noticing  that  he 
was  strikingly  handsome — 
the  English  type,  with  a 

baby 's  clear  skin  and 
heavy  clusters  of  brown 
hair  above  his  boyish  eyes. 

He  noticed  that  she  was 
staring  at  him,  and  his  eyes  took  on  a 
troubled  look. 

"There,  there,"  she  soothed;  "go 
to  sleep — it  will  do  you  a  world  of 

good." Olive  patted  his  towsled  pillow, 
and  Brooks  closed  his  eyes  obediently. 
She  turned  to  prepare  fresh 

bandages,  and  his  eyes  opened.  She 
caught  him  staring  at  her. 

"I'd  rather  talk,"  he  defended 
humbly.  His  voice  was  low,  deep, 
rich,  like  processional  bass  chords. 

"He  is  only  a  boy,"  she  appraised, 
and  so  they  talked  long  and  pleas- 

antly— the  woman  with  a  touch  of 
mothering  tenderness  in  her  voice. 

He  lay  flat  on  his  back  for  three 
weeks.  Then  she  helped  him  into  a 
reclining-chair,  and  when  the  shift 
was  completed,  and  the  handsome 
convalescent  lay  back  smiling  and 
breathing  heavily,  she  permitted  him 
to  hold  her  hand  in  sheer  gratitude. 

Olive  often  caught  the  ardent  look 

in  Brooks'  eyes.  He  made  no 
effort  to  screen  it  from  her,  and  she 
felt  that  he  was  fast  falling  in  love wTith  her. 

"He'll  be  here  but  a  few  days longer, 

EXPECT    YOU    TO    LOOK    AFTER    HIM,    TO 

NURSE    HIM" 
delicious  change  from  both  the  brute 

and  the  serpent." The  serpent  had  absented  himself 
strangely  for  one  who  had  half- 
fascinated  his  prey.  But  one  day  he 
called,  as  nonchalant  as  ever  and 
with  the  appearance  of  one  who  had 
simply  been  biding  his  time. 
"You  might  have  remembered  the 

tableau  of  your  last  call,"  said 
Olive,  with  a  touch  of  warning  in  her 

voice,  "and  how  near  Duncan  came 

to  being  violent." 
"I  tell  you  flatly  he's  a  brute. 

I'm  not  mincing  matters — a  brute, 
and  I  owe  it  to  you  to  protect  you." 

"I'm     beset     with     protectors,     it 
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seems — there's  the  damaged  boy  up- 
stairs, for  instance." 

"It's  in  you  to  trifle  with  him,  too, 
I  judge,"  said  Temple,  with  a  nasty 
fleer  in  his  voice,  "but  you're  mak- 

ing a  mistake  to  pick  out  a  calf  like 

that." Olive  colored  to  the  nape  of  her 
white  neck.  The  serpent  held  her 
pretty  cheap,  then?  A  thrust-about 
for  the  handiest  man  ? 

"You  go  too  far,"  she  said  icily; 
"neither  you  nor  your  advice  are 
welcome." 

"If  Maynard  were  here,"  Temple 
taunted,  "he  would  consider  my course  the  manlier  one.  No  soft 
looks,  no  pillow  to  smooth,  no  hands 

to   -" 
"Kindly  address  your  oration  to 

him,  then." A  heavy,  vigorous  step  scraped  on 
the  stone  stoop.  Duncan  entered  the 
drawing-room  and  measured  the  pair 
with  his  solemn,  outdoor  eyes. 

"I  have  no  need  to  ask,"  he  said, 
"whether  this  call  is  agreeable  to 
Mrs.  Maynard.  For  the  second  time 
I  ask  you  to  leave  my  house.  You 
are  not  my  kind — nor,  God  forbid, 

her's." Duncan  turned  his  back  while 
the  humiliated  Temple  was  leaving. 
Then  he  faced  Olive  squarely,  and 
she  glimpsed  the  fiery  light  blazing 
back  of  his  eyes. 

"Come  upstairs,"  he  said  curtly; 
"I  have  something  important  to  dis- 

cuss with  you  and  Brooks." 
Olive  led  the  way  into  the  presence 

of  the  convalescent.  She  noticed 
that  he  paled  and  that  his  hands 

trembled  slightly  before  Duncan's stare. 

"Olive,  sit  down,"  Duncan  com- 
manded, almost  gently.  "In  the 

space  of  six  hours  I'm  off  for  Pan- ama. The  Government  has  ordered 

me  to  the  'Big  Ditch,'  and  the 
steamer  sails  at  six." 

If  the  brute  hadn't  had  an  honest 
heart,  he  might  have  noticed  the 
swift  look  that  signaled  from  one  to 
the  other  of  his  audience. 

"I'm  going  to  leave  Mrs.  Maynard 
in  your   care,"   he   resumed,    facing 

Brooks;  "she  couldn't  stand  rough- 
ing it.  Look  after  her  as  you  would 

your  own  sister." For  the  space  of  a  heart-flutter  there 
was  a  stony  silence.  Then  Brooks 
half-rose  in  his  chair  and  gripped  his 
chief's  hand.  "I'm  there!"  he  said, 

with  a  gulp  in  his  throat;  "it's  my 

biggest  job !" Shortly  afterwards  they  heard 
Duncan  overhead,  spilling  trunks 
open  and  making  ready  for  his  hasty 
flight.  And  thereupon  a  strange 
silence  fell  between  them. 

A  month  passed  by,  an  inactive 
period  for  the  serpent  and  a  busy  one 
for  the  knight.  On  several  occasions, 

as  Brooks  was  hurrying  to  Olive's 
home,  he  met  Temple,  but  the  two 
merely  scowled  at  each  other^  and 
Temple  never  tried  to  intrude  upon 
her  again.  Whereat  the  knight  took 
much  credit  upon  himself  for  his 
vigilance  of  her. 

Then,  on  the  wings  of  chance,  a  rare 
opportunity  came  to  Brooks  that 
caused  him  to  absent  himself  for  the 
space  of  an  evening  and  to  pace  his 
room,  while  he  gathered  together  a 

plan. 
It  seems  a  friend  of  his,  one  of  the 

"Asphalt  Kings,"  had  written  him 
from  some  outlandish  island  off  the 
Colombian  coast,  asking  Brooks  if 
he  would  not  like  to  run  down  in  the 

"king's"  yacht  and  pick  him  up  for 
the  return  trip. 

Nothing  suited  Brooks  better — his 
trouble  now  lay  in  how  he  could  best 

abandon  Maynard 's  wife.  Then  the 
inspiration  came  to  him  that,  with  a 
dash  of  prevarication,  he  could  very 
well  compromise  the  situation — by 
taking  Olive  along  with  him. 

She  was  fond  of  him,  that  he  knew ; 
she  believed  him  a  perfect  knight; 
and  he  need  tell  her  only  that  May- 

nard had  chartered  the  yacht  to  fetch 
her  to  Panama.  Once  on  the  high 
seas,  with  a  villain  of  a  captain  and 
the  scummiest  crew  he  could  sign, 
Brooks  felt  that  she  would  have 
plenty  of  time  to  arrive  at  his  own 
conclusions  by  the  time  they  stepped 
ashore :  that  she  had  had  enough  of 
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the  brute  and  would  risk  the  role  of 
handmaiden  to  the  perfect  knight, 

Olive  took  to  the  trip  more  quickly 
than  he  thought.  It  was  adventurous ; 
she  sailed  with  a  man  she  thought  her 
hero ;  and,  in  the  end,  she  would  join 
her  husband. 

One  thing  only  saved  them  from 
slipping  away  unseen — the  little  mat- 

ter of  money.  Brooks  needed  it 
badly,  and  in  his  round  of  the  banks 
the  serpent  got  wind  of  the  trip  and 
turned  all  the  colors  of  a  chameleon 
when  he  sensed  the  meaning  of  it. 

For  a  man  who  had  never  run 
more  physical  risk  than  the  mazes  of 
a  cotillion,  it  was  a  foolhardy  thing 
to  do,  but  Temple  took  the  bit  in  his 
teeth  and  ended  up  by  deciding  to  go 
also.   There  was  only  one  opportunity 

within  a  day's  run  of  the  island,  tho 
he  was  drunk  most  of  the  time,  and 
in  his  sober  moments  confessed  that 

"they  might  be  in  the  Pacific,  for  all 

he  knew." 
The  crew  had  the  run  of  the  ill- 

fated  yacht,  and  Temple,  in  his  off 
hours,  would  sit  hard  by  the  cabin 
trunk  and  moodily  watch  the  all- 
absorbed  knight  anl  his  charge. 

On  the  fatal  night,  as  the  yacht  still 
lay  swathed  in  her  shroud  of  fog,  two 
bells  had  struck,  and  Brooks  and 
Olive  were  still  seated  on  the  after- 
deck,  lost  in  thoughts  of  each  other. 
A  murky,   flickering,  unholy  light 

arose    from    the    galley    and    slowly 
broadened,  flattening 
against  the  fog. 
"G  o  d!"   said 

A    FIRE    BREAKS    OUT    ON    THE    FALVOMETTE 

— to  ship  as  one  of  the  crew.  And  on 
the  early  morning  when  the  Fal- 
conette  slipped  her  mooring  in  the 
bay,  there  was  no  tougher-looking 
able-bodied  seaman  on  her  decks  than 
the  serpent,  with  his  grimy  blue  duck 
blouse  and  his  long,  white  neck  peer- 

ing into  the  breeze. 
The  lights  of  the  Jersey  coast  re- 

sorts, the  rough  water  of  Hatteras, 
the  warm  steam  of  the  Gulf  Stream, 
all  these  the  yacht  passed  quickly, 
shoving  her  slim,  white  breast  into 
the  mirror-blue  waters  of  the  coral 
islands. 

Then,  like  the  smoke  from  the 
galley-stove,  a  murky,  close-woven 
fog  settled  over  the  Caribbean,  caus- 

ing the  Falconette  to  slow  down  and 
barely  to  grope  her  blind  way  along. 

The    captain    reckoned    they    were 

Brooks,  stumbling  to  his  feet — 
"what's  that?" 
Then  his  jaw  dropped,  and  he 

stood  staring  dumbly,  gripping  the 
rail  for  dear  life  with  his  big,  brown 
hands. 

A  rush  of  feet  pounded  up  from 

the  crew's  quarters,  and  in  an  instant 
the  deck  was  filled  with  cursing, 
shouting  men. 

Temple  stood  by  the  little  quarter- 
boat  lashed  to  the  roof  of  the  cabin- 

house,  his  sailor's  knife  in  his  hand. 
There  came  the  rush  of  two  half -clad 
figures,  the  flash  of  a  knife,  and  then 
slipping,  sliding  feet  on  the  blood-wet deck. 
One  man  arose  from  the  silent 

sprawl  of  arms  and  legs  and  took  his 
place  by  the  boat  again. 

In  an  instant  he  was  sent  reeling 
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from  the  impact  of  a  rush  of  men ;  the 
boat  was  cut  from  its  lashings  and 

dropped  over  the  Falconette's  side. 
And  just  above  the  bobbing  boat,  with 
its  load  of  maddened  men,  stood 
Brooks,  his  hands  still  gripping  the 
rail,  his  face  twisted  into  a  fixed  look 
of  terror. 

His  scream  cut  the  air,  and  with  it 
his  body  came  tu  ibling  down  toward 
the  boat,  to  land  on  the  small  of  his 
broad  back  and  go  caroming  off  into 
the  sea. 

Temple  watched  the  boat  put  off. 
There  was  time,  he  knew,  to  shower 
down  gold  on  its  crew  and  to  lower 
Olive  to  their  tender  mercies.  Still 

he  did  not  sing  out,  and  the  over- 
loaded boat  pulled  out  of  the  (  j 

circle    of    dancing   flames   from       $ 

It  was  foolhardy,  putting  off  from 
the  doomed  yacht  on  their  crazy 
craft,  but  the  hot  ashes  were  already 
scorching  their  hair  and  stinging 
their  faces,  and  a  withering  sheet  of 
flame  had  advanced  as  far  as  the 

yacht's  waist. 
Inch  by  inch,  the  rocking  raft 

worked  away  from  the  terrible  heat. 
They  now  lay  in  a  weird  half-light, 
like  the  spell  preceding  a  gray  dawn. 

Temple  felt  the  eyes  of  the  woman 
fastened  upon  him,  and  he  smiled 
rather  bitterly  as  he  saw  that  recog- 

nition of  him  was  dawning  upon  her. 
"John  Temple !"  t 

He  bowed  in  pc1' ment — a  queer  thii 

paP^     in  mid-ocQ 
Then  a    >**Vi   -•— ■    _   __ 

INCH    BY   INCH,    THE   RAFT   WORKED    AWAY    FROM    THE    BURNING   HEAT 

the  Falconette,  leaving  only  these  two 
behind. 

The  serpent  came  close  to  the 
crouching  woman  and  drew  her 
hands  from  her  eyes. 

"There  are  you  and  I  left,"  he 
said;  "wait  for  me.  I'm  going  below 
for  an  empty  oil  barrel  or  so." 

She  looked  up  at  him  in  the  glar- 
ing, swaying  light,  and  even  then  he 

was  sure  that  she  did  not  recognize 
him. 

Temple  scrambled  below  and  stag- 
gered up  with  the  heavy  barrels.  He 

spiked  them  together  with  some  spare 
planks,  and  forthwith  a  crude  raft 
lay  ready  to  hand.  With  the  aid  of  a 
block  and  fall,  he  lowered  it  over  the 

yacht's  side,  where  it  rocked  tipsily. 
"Come,"  he  said,  and  Olive  fol- 

lowed him  obediently. 

the    sea,    clutched   the   raft 
it  to  careening  perilously, 
drenched  face  followed  th 

contorted,  handsome  feat" 
perfect  knight. 
"Howard!  Howard!"  ^reamed 

the  joyous  voice  of  Olive. 
Brooks   started  to   climb   onto 

raft. 

"There  is  room  for  only  two,"  said 

Temple;  "get  off." But  as  he  leaned  over  the  swimmer, 
ready  to  enforce  his  words,  the  fran- 

tic woman  bore  him  down  from 
hind.  Brooks  scrambled  upon  me 
rocking  raft,  which  slowly  started  to 
sink. 

Temple  violently  shook  himself 

free.  "Quick!"  he  commanded — 
"the  water  for  both  of  us,  you  fool!" 
and  as  Brooks  showed  no  intention  of 
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leaving,  he  charged  him  with  bent 
shoulders. 
The  two  hit  the  water  with  a 

splash  and  sank  in  a  medley  of  locked 
arms  and  legs.  For  a  moment  there 
were  heavy  thrashing,  groans,  curses, 
the  sound  of  a  smashing  blow,  and 
then  a  series  of  gentle  gurgles,  with  a 

myriad  of  bubbles  on  the  water's surface. 
One  man  swam  back  to  the  raft. 

It  was  Temple. 
He  crouched,  shivering  like  a  half- 

drowned  dog.  "He  was  a  beastly 
coward  and  <*»**  -"  he  muttered  over 
and  over,  *  :he  terrified  woman 

longer  and  burst 

aft  sat  huddled 

r-wj*     f;  an  hour,  while 
the  hOQrt  01  nan  poured  itself 

ban  €ee  wails  into  the  sil- 

very  !>■- 
-+  '  "f^slid  Temple,  raising 

"I 

his 
m  Ms  knees ;  "  I  hear  the 

SOnr   " 
w  t  *<f 

^gh,     down    the    murky 

bietz.         ,ne  the  "thump-thump"  of 
vigoro  ̂ .   strokes  against  thole-pins. 

""emple  set  up  a  series  of  vigorous 
s — tiny  squeals  in  the  vast  gloom 
t  them.     But  soon  an  answering 
.one   back   to   them,    and   they 

at  they  were  saved. 
ned   hours   before    the   boat 

1  em    and    drew    them    on 
'  in  the  row  back  to  shore 

tint'  that  they  were  off  the 
ariama,    and    that    their 

rescuers       ne  part  of  a  construction 
crew  working  for  Duncan  Maynard. 

"We  must  meet,  then,"  he  thought, 
Wxi.  his  wet  arms  steadying  the 

woman,  "and  have  it  out  at  last." 
Maynard  met  the  boat  as  its  crew 

jumped  out  and  ran  it  up  on  the 
beach. 

He  stared  like  a  drunken  reveler  at 
oight  of  Olive  in  the  boat  with 

John  Temple;  then  sprang  forward, 
with  a  growl  of  rage,  and  lifted  the 
shivering  serpent  out  upon  the  beach. 

"You  slime  of  the  sea,"  cried  Dun- 
can, "what  devil's  play  spewed  you 

up  here  with  my  wife?" 
"I'm  onl^  a  common  sailor,"  said 

Temple — "that's  no  way  to  address 

me." 

"Up  the  beach  with  me,"  ordered 
Duncan,  grasping  him  by  his  neck 

and  forcing  him  along.  "I'm  going 

to  try  to  kill  you. ' ' There  came  the  sound  of  blows  in 
the  fog,  and  the  sickening  impact  of 
bone  against  flesh. 

The  woman  sat  shivering,  the  epit- 
ome of  shame  and  sorrow. 

Suddenly  she  raised  her  head,  her 
eyes  steeling  with  resolve.  Then  she 
fled  up  the  beach  to  where  the  men 
struggled  in  their  death-grip.  Temple 
turned  his  bleeding,  mashed  face 
toward  her,  and  she  thought  she 
read  an  appeal  for  mercy  in  his  look. 
"Duncan,  Duncan!"  she  panted, 

"listen  to  one  word  from  me  before 

you  kill  him  ! ' ' Then,  as  the  iron,  inexorable  face 
of  Duncan  towered  above  her  and 
Temple  lay  panting  on  the  beach,  she 
flung  herself  down  before  her  hus- 

band and  poured  out  the  confession 
of  her  past  month  of  weakness. 

Strange  as  it  sounded  to  Duncan's 
ears,  the  name  of  the  serpent  did  not 
once  appear. 

Then — at  the  end — Brooks'  cow- 
ardice and  Temple's  strength  of  a 

man  flashed  before  him  in  searing, 
vivid  brain-pictures. 

Olive  finished  her  confession  and 

crouched,  softly  sobbing,  while  Dun- 
can walked  over  to  the  mutilated  man 

on  the  sands. 
"Get  up!"  he  said. 
"I  cant,"  said  Temple. 
"Then  here's  my  hand  and  my 

heart,  too,"  said  Duncan,  putting  his 
arm  around  the  serpent  and  drawing 

him  to  his  feet;  "you're  not  my  kind, 
but  you've  behaved  like  a  man,  and  I 

respect  you  for  it." Temple  slowly  forced  himself  loose 
from  his  new-found  friend.  Visions 
of  a  welcome  house  warmed  the  blood 
in  his  pounding  heart.  But  he  stood 
off  coldly  and  a  bit  weak  on  his  legs. 

"I've  simply  lost  out,"  he  said, 
"in  a  race  of  three.  One's  dead; 
one's  a  battered  hulk,  and  'the  brute' 
offers  him  a  few  words  of  cheer." 

He  turned  and  walked  off  down-  the 
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'"WHAT    DEVIL'S   PLAY    SPEWED    YOU    UP    HERE    WITH    MY    WIFE?" 

beach   with   slipping   feet,   and   they  "No  thanks,"  he  said,  half  to  the 
watched  him  melt  into  the  warm  sea      combing  sea.     "It's  a  cursed  pity  Ave 
mist  landed  anywhere  but  here." 

On  the  Wrong  Side  of  the  Movie  Screen 

AMoving  Picture  sheet  from  the 
wings  of  the  stage  is  a  curious 
example  of  optical  distortion. 

It  is  like  a  Japanese  print,  devoid  of 
perspective  to  the  uninitiated.  The 
figures  have  a  strange  way  of  rapidly 
growing  tall  and  thin  and  then 
evolving  into  sudden  hugeness — like 
"Alice  in  Wonderland,"  or  a  night- mare. 

From  the  front  a  band  of  wildly 
dashing  horsemen  ride  from  the  dis- 

tance into  the  foreground,  but  from 
the  back  of  the  stage  it  looks  as  if 
they  were  raining  from  the  heavens 
down  a  precipice.  An  Indian  draws 
an  arrow  from  his  quiver,  and  it 
looks  like  a  spear.  The  lover  puts  out 
his  arms  to  embrace  his  sweetheart, 
and  you  involuntarily  dodge  those 
long  arms  coming  so  swiftly  your 
way.    A  man  opens  a  door  and  passes 

thru  it — perfectly  normally  from  the 
front — but  to  you  it  looks  as  if  the 
door  were  a  slicing  machine,  and  had 
shaved  him  off  like  chipped  beef.  A 
man  sweeps  his  hat  off  in  a  low  bow, 
and  the  different  shapes  that  hat 
passes  thru  would  surprise  its  maker 
and  owner.  The  fair  maiden  receives 
a  bouquet  and  puts  it  in  a  vase  on 
the  table.  When  she  has  completed 
the  operation  it  looks  as  if  a  healthy 
young  tree  were  standing  there.  But, 
best  of  all,  when  the  hero  jumps  into 
the  seething  waters  to  rescue  the 
heroine — then  you  get  all  the  sensa- 

tions of  a  bath,  without  getting  wet. 
But  the  most  aggravating  of  all 

are  the  printed  explanations  flashed 
on  the  screen.  By  the  time  you  have 
deciphered  three  words  backward,  it 
flashes  off  again,  and  you  are  left 
wondering  what  it  is  all  about. 
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\J?y Normay §ruce 
This  story  was  written  from  the   Photoplay   by  EDWARD  T.  LOWE,  JR. 

I  might  commence  the  spinning  of 
this  tale  by  an  apostrophe  to 

Night,  "0  Stygian  Queen,  dark- 
tressed,  with  moonlight  eyes" — you 
know  the  sort  of  thing;  or  I  might 
lead  off  with  a  natty  little  descriptive 

bit,  as  "The  dark  lay  like  a  palpable 
mist  over  lawn  and  lea."  But  I  shall 
not  employ  either  of  these  methods  of 
getting  things  started.  I  shall,  in- 

stead, simply  begin. 
It  was  night.  Had  it  not  been,  it 

is  unlikely  that  we  should  have  the 
present  pleasure  of  making  the  ac- 

quaintance of  the  four  gentlemen 
grouped  so  cosily  about  the  table  in 
a  third-floor  rear  room  of  Keefe's 
Lodging  House.  To  say  this  house  was 
doubtful  would  be  an  exaggeration. 
No  one  ever  had  any  doubts  about  it 
whatever.  I  will  simply  add  that 

"Mug"  Murphy,  "Spike"  "Wardell, 
"Foxy"  Nichols  and  "Shifty"  Stone 
did  not  look  out  of  place  in  their 
surroundings,  nor  was  their  conver- 

sation inharmonious.  Skipping  non- 
essentials and  expurgating  somewhat 

for  the  benefit  of  lady  readers,  it  ap- 
peared that  Stone  had  a  grudge 

against  the  others,  designated  as  "th' 
Hindi,"  for  holding  back  a  section  of 
his  honest  earnings.    "Blackmailer, 61 

' '  dirty  grafter, "  "  double-crosser ' ' 
and  "low-lived  pup"  were  among 
the  mildest  of  the  terms  freely 
passed  around.  At  length,  running 
out,  temporarily,  of  epithets,  Stone 
hit  the  unoffending  table  a  blow  in 
the  solar  plexus  and  jumped  to  his 
feet. 

"I'm  t'roo  with  de  gang,  t'roo," 

he  yelled.  "Youse — youse  crimi- 
nals, dat's  wot  youse  is,  I  hopes  de 

Distric'  Attorney  gits  yer  good  an' 

plenty,  dat's  all." The  door  banged  on  his  irate  back. 
He  was  about  to  descend  the  stairs, 

when  an  idea  struck  him.  "Struck" 
is  the  word.  A  pained  expression  fol- 

lowed the  unwonted  activity  of  his 
brain;  then,  with  shuffling  steps  and 
backward  glances,  he  approached  the 
door,  neighbor  to  the  one  he  had  just 
slammed,  applied  a  cautious  eye  to 
the  keyhole  and  entered.  Let  us  now 
pass  over  some  five  moments  to 

Shifty 's  reappearance,  positively 
bloated  with  suppressed  joy.  The  ex- 

pression of  his  face  would  have 
wounded  the  feelings  of  his  former 
friends  as  he  shook  a  malicious  fist  in 
their  direction. 

"I'll  git  even!"  said  Shifty,  sin- 

eerely.     "I'll  give  th'  whole  blame 
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deal  away  t'  Varing,  blarst  me  eyes 
'fldont!" 

The  legal  desert  of  the  District  At- 

torney's  office  blossomed  as  a  rose, 
which  is  the  author's  pretty  way  of 
saying  that  Varing 's  daughter,  Mil- 

dred, age  seventeen,  was  present.  Of 
course  she  was  pretty.  All  seventeen- 
year-olds  are  pretty.  Having  success- 

fully engineered  the  transaction  of  a 
ten-dollar  bill  into  her  gold  chatelaine, 
she  was  still  prettier.  In  fact — but 
enough  of  Mildred  for  the  present. 
She  appears  later  on.  As  the  office- 
boy  admitted  our  old  friend  Shifty 
to  the  presence,  Mildred  gave  one 

glance  at  the  visitor's  face,  which 
must  have  been  useful  to  him,  but 
was  far  from  ornamental,  and  fled 
homeward,  which  is  the  best  place  for 
seventeen-and-pretty  young  ladies. 
Her  father  showed  hardly  more 
fascination  for  his  guest,  but  Shifty 
waited  for  no  useless  preliminary 
generalities.  Bolstered  by  several 
whiskeys  and  the  advice  of  his  pal, 
Kern,  he  plunged  at  once  into  the 
subject  of  his  visit. 

' '  It  '11  cost  y er  a  century  t '  git  wise 
t'  de  whole  gang  o'  gunmen.  Dig. 
Plank.    An '  I'm  de  guy  ! ' ' 
As  Varing  regarded  Shifty,  it 

occurred  to  him  that  "to  catch  a 
thief"  it  was  wise  "to  set  a  thief." 
Accordingly,  he  turned  to  the  tele- 

phone, left  word  for  his  daughter 
that  he  would  not  be  home  until  late 
and  reached  for  his  hat.  A  normal 
man,  facing  a  grave  crisis  in  his  life, 
invariably  acquires  his  hat  first; 
afterwards,  his  nerve.  Then  he 
turned,  grimly. 

"Come  on,"  said  the  District 
Attorney. 

Spike  Wardell  leaned  forward 
menacingly,  as  they  lean  forward  in 
crook  plays  or  underworld  films. 

"We  gotter  get  him,"  he  hissed,  "or 
it's  th'  prickly  chair  at  Sing  Sing 
f'r  alio'  us." 
Mug  Murphy  and  Foxy  Nichols 

looked  about  uneasily.  They  were 
ultra-modern  crooks,  and  knew  that 
walls  have  often  not  only  ears,  but 
dictographs.    Wardell  laughed  sneer- 

ingly.  "Dere  aint,"  said  he  confi- 
dently, ' '  a  soul  widin  a  mile. ' ' Crash! 

The  three  men  paled  and  jumped 

with  the  skittish  promptness  of  a  con- 
clave of  mice  at  the  approach  of  a 

cat.  Simultaneously,  three  hands 
sought  three  pockets,  each  of  which 
violated  the  Sullivan  law.  There  was 
a  show  of  cold  steel.  Motioning 
to  Nichols  to  remain  on  guard  at  the 
inner  door,  the  other  two  slid,  with 
practiced  noiselessness,  into  the  hall. 

"So      it's      youse,      y'      d   d 

squealer,"  shrieked  Wardell.  "I'll 
shut  y'  mouth  f'r  youse."  Simul- 

taneously, two  pistol-shots  clipped 
the  air,  followed  by  two  thuds. 
Varing  struggled  now  fiercely  in  the 
clutch  of  Spike  Wardell.  It  was 

pitiable  child's  play.  The  law,  as  a 
profession,  does  not  develop  muscle, 
nor  teach  uppercuts  to  the  jaw. 
Pinioned  and  helpless,  he  looked 
wildly  about  for  his  guide  hither,  but 
Shifty  was  gone,  leaving  a  trail  of 
blood  behind.  His  revolver,  one 
chamber  blackened,  lay  on  the  floor 
beside  the  body  of  Murphy. 

"D'  youse  know  wot's  comin'  t' 
youse  ? ' '  leered  Wardell,  viciously,  in- 

dicating the  dead  gunman.  "I'm 
goin'  t'  git  youse  'rested  f'r  croakin' 

dat  guy." ' '  But  you  know  I  didn  't  even  have 

a  gun." 

"Tell  dat  t'  de  cop,  Mister  Distric' 
Attorney,"  laughed  the  crook.  "Say, 
I  guess  it'll  be  quite  a  spell  byfore 
youse  goes  pokin'  y'  nose  int'  odder 

poiple  's  affairs  agin ! ' ' 

"Swear  youse '11  toin  bot'  dose 

letters — over — t ' — de — ones   ' ' 
Shifty  Stone  gasped.  Chalk-white 

of  cheek  and  hideously  smeared  as  to 
coat-front,  he  clutched  the  edge  of 

the  table,  looking  up  into  Kern's 
frightened  face. 

"S'help  me,  Shifty.  But,  say; 
lemme  fix  youse  up — lemme  call  a 

sawbones   " The  wounded  gunman  smiled 
calmly. 

' '  No  good, ' '  he  said,  with  the  fatal- 

istic  stoicism   of   his   kind;    "I'm   a 
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goner.    Now  beat  it,  kid,  lively.   Dose 

— letters  is — me  dyin' — blessin' — " 
The  words  trailed  off.  The  filming 

eyes  saw  his  messenger  disappear; 
then,  with  a  grnnt  of  relief,  Shifty 
Stone  sprawled  forward  across  the 
table — thief,  gunman,  ticket-of-leave 
man — gentleman,  with  crooked  noble- 

ness, devoting  his  last  few  moments 
on  earth  to  a  tardy  restitution  for  his 
life.    Exit  Shifty. 

It  was  night.  Mildred  felt  uncom- 
fortably reminded  of  the  fact  by  a 

particularly  vicious  jangle  of  the 
front-door  bell.  Why  all  servants  in- 

variably take  a  night  off  at  the  same 
time  is  a  mystery,  but  such  is  usually 
the  case,  at  least  in  fiction  such  as  I 
am  now  writing.  As  she  hesitated, 
the  bell  rang  again.  Mildred  went  to 
the  bookcase,  fumbled  behind  Shake- 

speare in  limp  leather,  and  brought 
forth  triumphantly  the  smallest, 
mother-of-pearliest,  most  helpless  re- 

volver that  ever  a  burglar  laughed  at. 
With  this  formidable  weapon  behind 
her  back,  she  went  to  the  door  and 
opened  it  an  inch  on  the  burglar- 
chain.  A  folded  bit  of  paper,  un- 

pleasantly grease-smeared,  was  thrust 
into  her  startled  hands. 

"De  letter  is  f'r  yer 
father.  Shifty  says  t '  hang 
t'  it  wid  yer  life,"  croaked 
a  hoarse  voice  from  the 
darkness.  Footsteps  ran 
down  the  gravel  path. 
Mildred,  white  and  breath- 

less with  premonition,  con- 
sulted the  letter  in  her 

hand.     She  read  aloud : 

I  do  swear  as  I  was  the  fel- 
ler wliot  croaked  Murphy. 

Mister  Taring  hadn't  even  no 
gun.  Warden's  shot  done  f'r me.  Shifty  Stoxe. 

"Oh!"  moaned  the  girl, 
sick  with  the  knowledge  of 

the  letter's  meaning,  shud- 
dering from  the  still  damp 

stains  that  soiled  her 

hands  —  "oh,  where  shall I  hide  this  where  it  cant  be 

found?" 

It  was  night.  In  the  rear  room  of 

Keefe's  Lodging  House  events  were 
flitting  by  on  noiseless  rubber  heels. 
The  room  still  echoed  to  the  racket 

of  Varing's  arrest.  Wardell,  cocky 
with  triumph,  sat  waiting  Nichol's 
return  from  the  nearest  swinging 
door  with  the  wherewithal  of  a 

"night  of  it."  Then,  presto  !  a  punc- 
ture in  the  smooth-running  wheel  of 

events.  Enter  Nichol,  chalky  and 
batted  as  to  eye,  carrying  a  sinister- 
appearing  note. 

"A  guy  wuz  jus'  slippin'  it  under 
de  door ! "  he  gasped.  Nichol  was 
obviously  not  of  the  material  .of 
which  even  good  crooks  are  made. 
Wardell  ripped  the  sheet  apart. 

' '  H — 1 ! "  he  remarked  disgustedly. 
He  rose  and  reached  for  his  hat. 

"Dat  fool  Shifty  has  queered  our 
gime  'less  we  look  lively.  Cussed  if 
he  aint  wrote  a  confession  t'  croakin' 
Murphy  and  sent  it  t'  Varing's 
house.  C'mon,  Foxy,  we  gotter 

rustle." 

The  dark  swallowed  them.  Half 
an  hour  later,  they  emerged  into  the 
circle  of  illumination  that  marked 

the  District  Attorney's  library window. 

' '  Gee  !  but  we  'se  de  lucky  guys  ! ' ' 

SIMULTANEOUSLY,    TWO    PISTOL-SHOTS    CLIPPED 
THE   AIR 
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H-HANDS    UP!"    SHE    QUIVERED 

snickered  the  more  cowardly  crook. 

"Dere's  on'y  de  goil  t'  home.  Looker 

dere!" 
"An'  site's  got  de  letter  "—"War- 

den's fingers  fumbled — "see — in  de 
brass  box.  Say,  it's  like  stealin'  a 
kid's  lollipop.    Dis  way,  beauty  bo." 

The  girl  stood  very  still. 
There  was  in  her  tense  atti- 

tude the  horror  of  a  child 
who  stands  alone  in  the 
fearfully  peopled  darkness 
and  dares  not  turn  to  con- 

firm his  dread.  Every  sense 
was  alert,  yet  it  was  almost 
by  sixth  sense  she  felt  the 
alien  presences  behind.  Her 
hand  crept  to  the  table- 
drawer.     She  whirled. 

' '  H-hands  up  ! "  she  quiv- 
ered. The  point  of  the  re- 
volver described  curious  gy- 
rations more  dangerous  than 

a  deadly  aim.  Taken  by  sur- 
prise, their  usual  arguments 

out  of  reach  in  a  hip  pocket, 
the  two  at  the  window 
bolted  into  outer  darkness. 
Now,  it  is  a  curious  fact 
that    known    and    present 

terror  is  not  so  fearful  as 
unseen  danger.  As  t  h  e 
ugly  forms  disappeared, 
Mildred  felt  her  horror 
increase.  She  gave  a 
haunted  glance  about  the 
cheerfully  lighted  room 
and — followed  t  h  e  rob- 

bers thru  the  open  win- 
dow ! 

Here  Fate  introduces 
the  hero.  His  name  was 

Humphrey,  and  he  was 
very  much  lost  in  the 
tangle  of  suburban  by- 

paths. To  him,  peering 
disconsolately  about  in 
the  dim  radius  of  his 

automobile  lights,  ap- 
peared beauty  in  distress. 

11  Oh— please!" 
The  bewildered  young 

man  felt  a  small,  hard 
square  thing  thrust  into 
his  hands;  heard  a  small, 
soft,  shaky  voice  in  his 

charmed  ears;  saw  a  small,  lovely, 
troubled  face,  and,  altho  he  had  not 
yet  heard  the  justice  of  her  plea, 
espoused  her  cause  immediately.  Wlio 
ever  heard  of  a  pretty  lady-murderer 
being  hung?  In  a  moment,  however, 
he  was  possessed  of  the  facts. 

HUMPHREY    FALLS   INTO    THE    TRAP 
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"Look!"  Mildred  softly  whispered 
— look;  there  they  are  now!" The  lust  of  the  chase  seized  our 
hero.  Reckless  of  the  consequences, 
he  was  after  them  hot-foot,  leaving 
the  girl  alone.  A  shriek  from  her  re- 

called him — too  late. 

"There!  Quick!  He's  got  the 

box!" It  was  a  clever  author  who  first 

used  the  pregnant  phrase,  "What 
followed  may  better  be  imagined 

than  described."  I  beg  your  aid. 
Try  to  picture  Hero  Humphrey  to  the 
rescue ;  see  him  pant  as  the  chase 
leads  over  fence  and  field;  watch  the 
wretched  Nichol  staggering  with  his 
plunder  over  the  unaccustomed  grass 
and  gravel.  He  stumbles  !  He  falls  ! 
The  brass  box  drops  from  his  hand, 
and  Humphrey  has  it !  So  far,  so 
good.       But     where     was     Mildred? 

With  real  alarm,  the  young  autoist 
searched  and  shouted.  At  length,  he 
climbed  dejectedly  into  his  1914 
model  and  chugged  away.  Without 
the  hard  feel  of  the  brass  box  in  his 
overcoat  pocket,  he  would  have 
thought  the  whole  affair  a  dream,  so 
quickly  had  it  taken  place. 

It  was  night.  It  was  also,  thought 
Mildred,  desperately,  a  nightmare. 
She  ceased  struggling  with  the  cords 
about  her  wrists  and  listened  breath- 

lessly to  the  voices  in  the  other  room. 
The  handsome  woman  that  the  men 

called  "Miss  Vernon"  was  speaking: 
"You  followed  him  to  his  home? 

Are  you  sure  of  the  number?  Then 

the  rest  is  easy." 
A  telephone  receiver  clicked  down. 
"Hello!  2195— M,  Breslin— hullo ! 

Mr.  Humphrey?  This  is  a  friend  of 
Miss  Varing  speaking.  She  wants  you 
to   bring  the   little   box   to   50   West 

THE    TRAPPERS    TRAPPED 
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Forty-ninth  Street — yes — thank  yon 

— good-by ! ' ' 
Struggle  as  she  would,  there  was 

no  help  for  it.  She  could  only  wait. 
At  last  the  sound  of  the  bell.  It  was 

strange  how  his  voice  gave  her  cour- 
age.   She  heard  a  murmur ;  then : 

' '  No,  I  thought  there  might  be 
some  mistake,  so  I  did  not  bring  the 

box." Mildred  could  have  shouted  with 
joy,  but  the  next  instant  her  heart 
sickened  at  the  sound  of  blows.  A 

heavy  thud — silence — a  scuffle  of 
departing  feet.  Frantically,  she 
wrenched  and  wrung  her  bound 
hands.  The  next  thing  that  she  knew 

was  the  touch  of  the  stranger's 
fingers  on  her  bruised  wrists.  The 
two  looked  at  one  another  gallantly. 

The  girl's  hands  were  bleeding;  the 
man's  face  cut  and  torn.  They  were 
disheveled,  panting,  breathless  and 
mutually  admiring. 

"Are  you  game  to  go  on?"  he 
asked.  "I  suppose  they've  gone  to 
my  house  for  the  box." 

' '  Come  ! ' '  she  cried  briefly.  With 
a  feminine  gesture,  she  pushed  back 
the  straggling  locks  about  her  face. 

' '  I  haven 't  the  least  right  to  drag  you 
into  this  mess   " 
"I  think  —  you're  —  bully!"  he 

gulped,  and  caught  her  arm,  hurry- 
ing her.  ' '  My  car  can  catch  anything 

on  four  wheels  ! ' ' 
This  is  not  a  Ben  Hur  chariot-race 

description.  Yet  one  point  during  the 
ensuing  hour  deserves  passing  men- 

tion, and  that  is  Humphrey's  leap 
from  his  auto  to  that  of  the  robbers, 
and  his  single-handed  capture  of  the 
precious  box.  However,  every  night- 
hawk  is  a  coward  at  heart.  He  relies 
on  bluff,  on  the  darkness  and  the 
timorousness  of  his  victim.  Met  with 
his  own  weapons,  he  is  easily  cowed. 

The  deed  was  the  ancestor  of  conse- 
quences. But  let  us  be  patient.  We 

must  first  capture  Wardell  and  the 
infamous  Nichol,  turn  them  over  to 
two  husky  defenders  of  law  and 
order,  arrest  them  on  the  evidence  of 

Shifty 's  confession,  and  free  Mr. 
Yaring  from  the  unpleasant  hostelry 
provided  by  the  city  for  its  involun- 

tary guests — to  wit,  the  police  station. 
Having  performed  our  duty  along 

these  lines,  the  author  turns,  with  a 
sigh  of  relief,  to  the  subject  of  young 

HUMPHREY   IS    REWARDED 

love.  If  all  the  world  loves  a  lover, 
how  much  more  does  the  author — 
paid  by  the  word — love  him !  For  it 
is  easy  to  make  love  by  tongue  or  pen. 
Witness  the  numerous  breach-of- 
promise  suits,  likewise  the  romances 
of  the  ever-prolific  R.  W.  Chambers. 
And  from  the  first  words  of  this  story 
it  was  inevitable  that  the  lovely 
Mildred  and  the  gallant  Humphrey 
should  fall  in  love  dramatically, 
marry  romantically,  and  live  prosaic- 

ally happy  ever  after. 

To  See  Ourselves 

'O  wad  some  power  the  giftie  gie  us, 
To  see  oursels  as  ithers  see  us !" 

So  prayed  a  gifted  poet  long  ago. 

By  E.  B.  KENNEDY 
Had  he  but  lived  until  this  time, 
He'd  have  found  the  answer  to  his  rhyme 

In  the   Moving   Picture  show. 
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Colonel  Arthur  Lennox  surveyed 
the  flat,  gray  landscape  unreel- 

ing thru  the  car-window  with 
the  contemptuous  curl  of  the  lip 
common  to  all  masculine  subjects  of 
Uncle  Sam  who  find  themselves  in  a 

foreign  land.  That  this  land  hap- 
pened to  be  Russia,  and  that  his  wife 

was  not  with  him  to  listen  to  his 
opinion  of  the  situation,  added  to  his 
ire  not  a  little.  Why,  in  the  name 
of  common  sense,  had  his  daughter 
married  a  Russian?  and,  once  mar- 

ried, why  must  her  husband  die 
and  leave  his  affairs  to  be  disen- 

tangled by  his  wife's  relatives?  and, 
since  the  affairs  must  be  settled,  why 
must  his  wife  have  been  taken  ill  with 

neuralgia  in  Paris  after  he  had  pro- 
cured her  passport  as  well  as  his? 

Colonel  Lennox  felt  in  the  pocket  of 
his  overcoat  to  be  sure  the  precious 
paper  was  safe,  consulted  his  watch 
for  the  sixtieth  time  and  was  over- 

joyed to  find  that  the  train  must  be 
nearly  at  the  frontier. 

A  spine-rending  jar,  together  with 
the  crash  of  opening  compartment 
doors  and  loud  shouts  in  a  language 
chiefly  consonants,  confirmed  his  im- 

pression. Distrustfully  clutching  his 
bag  in  one  hand  and  his  passport  in 
the  other,  Lennox  plunged  into  the 
breakers  of  porters  and  was,  so  to 
speak,  washed  ashore  on  the  station 
platform.  And  then  he  became  aware 
of  the  pleasing  sensation  of  being 
watched  by  a  remarkably  beautiful 
wo^aan    standing   near   the    entrance 67 

gates.  Colonel  Lennox  had  private 
suspicions  that  he  was  still  something 

of  a  ladies'  man,  in  spite  of  his  forty- 
odd  years.  The  large,  liquid  eyes  of 
the  lady  in  question  confirmed  his  be- 

lief. But,  with  a  virtuous  remem- 
brance of  his  neuralgic  wife  in  Paris, 

he  was  about  to  pass  on  to  the  gates, 
passport  in  hand,  when  he  heard  a 
soft,  troubled  voice  murmuring  in  his 
ear: 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  m'sieur,  but 
I  am  in  such  trouble,  and  you  look 

kind   -" 
The  lady  of  the  eyes  stood  beside 

him.  Gad !  she  did  have  deuced  fine 

eyes !  A  gentleman  could  not  well  re- 
fuse to  help  a  lady  in  distress   

Five  moments  later,  dazed  and 
lamblike,  he  found  himself  passing 
thru  the  gates,  the  lady  clinging  af- 

fectionately to  his  arm  and  the  horri- 
fying words  ringing  in  his  ears : 

' '  Pass  Colonel  Lennox  and  his  wife 

into  Russia  ! ' ' Still  in  the  same  dazed  state,  he 
was  led  by  his  fair  companion  into  the 
restaurant  where  the  other  travelers 
were  already  satisfying  their  hunger 
with  unpronounceable  delicacies,  and 
seated  at  one  of  the  tables  a  trots. 
The  lady  removed  her  gloves,  leaned 
a  very  white  pair  of  arms  upon  the 
table  and  smiled  gently  across  at  him. 

"How  can  I  ever  thank  you?"  she 
said  softly.  "I  shall  have  to  leave 
that  for  my  husband  to  do." Her  husband !  Husband!  Yes, 
that   was   it.      Lennox   drew   a   long 
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breath  of  relief.  Of  course  the  situa- 
tion was  a  trifle — well,  unusual,  but 

the  wife  of  an  American  could  not  be 
allowed  to  remain  at  the  mercy  of 
those  boorish  officials  simply  because 
she  had  mislaid  her  passport.  It  was 
distinctly  amusing;  rather  piquant 
and    pleasant,    too.      As    he    would 

_    it 

I   AM    YOUR 
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necessarily  enjoy  little  of  her  society. 
Lennox  determined  to  make  the  best 
of  the  next  few  moments. 

"It  was  a  mere  nothing,  madam,' ' 
he  waved  away  her  thanks  lightly. 

' '  And  now  permit  me — a  glass  of  the 
famous  Russian  tea — caviar   " 

A  faint  gasp  made  him  glance  up, 
to  see  a  tall,  heavy  Russian,  in 
belted  uniform,  approaching  their 
table.      But    a    glance    at    his    com- 

panion's composed  features  seemed  to 
put  his  hearing  at  fault.  The  Rus- 

sian, staring  boldly  at  the  lady,  drew 
out  the  third  chair  and  sat  down, 

with  a  superfluous,  "I  am  per- 
mitted ? "  to  which  she  replied  archly, 

"But  certainly,  sir." 
The  Russian  ordered  and  drank  a 

huge  goblet  of  dark  liquor  before 
he  spoke,  his  eyes  roving  keenly 
about  the  room.  Then  he  and  the 

lady  began  a  desultory  conversa- 
tion which  left  Lennox  sulking 

over  his  luncheon  in  silence.  Sud- 
denly a  chance  remark  of  the 

Russian  reached  his  ears. 

"Yes,  we  of  the  police  have  to 
be  ever  on  the  watch  for  false 

passports.  Since  the  penalty  for 
them  became  Siberia,  however, 
there  are  few  who  dare  attempt 

it- 

The  word  slid  down 

Lennox's  spine  with 
the  effect  of  a  lump 
of  ice.  He  grew  hot 
and  cold,  red  and 
pale  all  at  once. 
Without  his  volition, 
his  legs  made  a  purely 
reflex  attempt  to  rise, 
but  the  eyes  of  his 
beautiful  companion, 
sternly  warning, 
forced  him  back 

again.  He  wiped  his 
beaded  brow  surrep- 

titiously with  his  nap- 
kin and  sent  a  mental 

S.  0.  S.  to  his  wife  in 
Paris  for  aid  in  this 
horrifying  dilemma. 
As  tho  in  reply,  a 
shrill  whistle  from 

the  platform  resolved 
the  restaurant  into  a  tangle  of  hurry. 

The  guardian  of  the  law  looked  from 
Lennox  to  the  lady  with  a  smile  as 
pleasant  to  see  as  that  of  a  grizzly 
bear. 

"I  introduce  myself  as  Baron 

Friedrich,  at  your  service,"  lie 
bowed.  "And  may  I  have  the  honor 

of  your  name,  also?" Lennox  felt  the  surface  of  Russia 

heaving  gently  under  his  feet.     Yet 
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there  was  only  one  thing  to  be  done. 
With  the  worst  grace  in  the  world,  he 
proceeded  to  do  it. 

"I  am  Colonel  Lennox,  of  New 
York,  and  this  is — is  my — wife,"  he 
gulped.  His  evil  genius  prompted 
him  to  add  the  wholly  gratuitous  in- 

formation that  they  were  on  their  way 
to  St.  Petersburg  to  see  their  daugh- 

ter, Marguerite  Welatsky. 

"Welatsky!"  exclaimed  the  insuf- 
ferable Baron,  beaming  with  pleasant 

surprise.  "Widow  of  Peter  Welat- 
skv  ?      Ah    then,    you    are    friends 

inflated,  intolerably  complacent)  was 
relating  his  exploits  in  the  police 
service.  He  was  now  working,  he 
said,  on  the  clue  that  a  dangerous 
petticoat  Nihilist,  named  Helene 
Marie,  would  probably  soon  attempt 
to  enter  the  country. 

"St.  Petersburg f" 
With  the  sensation  of  a  criminal 

about  to  be  hanged,  Lennox  gathered 
his  belongings  and  those  of  the  wife 
whisked  on  him  by  Fate,  and  followed 
the  Baron  into  the  pandemonium  of 
the  great  station.     There,  to  his  iin- 

HAD    OR    HAD    XOT    HELENE    MARIE   BEEN   ONE   OF 

THOSE    WOMEN    HE    HAD    JUST    SEEN    STRUG- 
GLING  IN    THE    HANDS   OF   THE   POLICE 

of  my  friends.     Permit  me  to  accom- 

pany you  to  St.  Petersburg." 
The  Baron  and  the  lady  did  all  the 

talking-  on  this  part  of  the  journey. 
Sunk  in  a  profound  gloom,  Lennox 
reviewed  the  situation,  seeking  a 
loophole  of  escape.  But.  like  Don 
Quixote,  his  chivalrous  impulses 
seemed  to  have  landed  him,  as  he 

mentally  phrased  it,  "in  the  very 
devil  of  a  mess."  He  pictured  him- 

self beating  hemp  or  at  some  other 
convict  pastime  in  Siberian  wilds ;  he 

pictured  his  wife's  frenzy  and.  his 
daughter's  astonishment  on  perceiv- 

ing her  new  "mother."  From  the 
fragments  of  his  fellow  travelers' 
conversation  that  penetrated  his 
gloom  he  learnt  that  the  Baron  (chest 

mense  relief — that  of  the  criminal 
granted  an  unexpected  reprieve — he 

found  only  Marguerite's  brother-in- 
law,  Constantine  Welatsky,  awaiting 
them.  Between  his  effusive  greeting 
and  the  no  less  effusive  farewells  of 

the  Baron,  Lennox  learnt,  with  unpa- 
rental  joy,  that  his  daughter  was  ill 
and  out  of  town  for  a  few  days.  But 
before  the  Baron  disappeared,  he  had 

presented  the  stranger  of  the  pass- 

port to  Welatsky  as  his  "most 
charming  sister-in-law,"  and  the harm  had  been  done.  There  was 

no  doubt  that  the  susceptible  Con- 
stantine wras  overjoyed  at  the  re- 

lationship. The  lady  played  her  part 
perfectly,  and  it  was  her  tact  that 

slurred  gracefully  over  Constantine 's 
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invitation  to  his  home  and  explained 
the  necessity  for  a  hotel  convincingly. 

"Then,  my  dear  brother/'  begged 
Constantine,  "you  will  surely  be  my 
guest  at  the  club  tonight.  And  you, 

my  sister,  will  make  my  wife  Olga's 
heart  glad  by  a  visit  soon.  Until 

then,  farewell." 
In  the  comparative  security  of  the 

hotel  room,  Lennox  and  the  woman 
faced  one  another.  The  Colonel's 
anger,  bottled  until  now,  slipped  its 
cork,     frothing     over     into     words. 

repeated  the  strange  process,  while 
he  stared  in  amazement.  Either  she 
was  mad — or — she  was  afraid  of 
something  or  some  one.  Both  alterna- 

tives were  distressing.  And  distress- 
ing were  the  words  she  spoke,  her 

search  ended. 

"Hush,"  she  whispered  blood- 
curdlingly — "hush!  There  may  be 
spies  about  here.  I  am  the  Nihilist, 

Helene  Marie!" Lennox  had  lived  up  to  now  the 
complacent,    humdrum    life    of    the 

MY   WIFE,    MONSIEUR,    WAS    THE    MOST    BEAUTI- 

FUL  WOMAN    I   SAW    ON    THE    TRAIN  ! ' ' 

"And  now,  madam,"  he  con- 
cluded, after  an  eloquent  five  min- 

utes, "if  you  will  kindly  send  for 
your  husband,  we  will  try  to  think 
of  some  way  to  get  out  of  this 
tangle  into  which  my  kindhearted- 
ness — I  repeat,  my  kindhearted 
simple-mindedness — has  led  us. ' ' 

He  paused,  his  scalp  pricking  un- 
pleasantly. For,  instead  of  listening  to 

him,  the  eyes  of  his  companion  were 
fixed  intently  upon  the  overhanging 
fringe  of  the  table-cover!  With 
stealthy  tread,  she  darted  forward, 
lifted  it,  peered  beneath ;  then,  flitting 
to  window  enclosures,  divan  recesses 
and  the  doors  of  both  bedrooms,  she 

normal  New  Yorker.  Every  morning 
in  the  subway  he  had  read,  in  the 
newspaper  columns,  of  murders, 
militants,  modernist  art,  and  other 
unpleasant  topics,  but  he  had  never 
met  anything  of  the  sort  face  to  face. 
And  this — this  person  was,  in  the 
eyes  of  Russia,  his  wife !  Helene 
Marie  patted  a  hairpin  into  place 
coolly  and  yawned. 

"It  really  will  not  help  matters 
for  you  to  get  annoyed,"  she  re- 

marked casually.  "You'll  only  get 
sent  to  Siberia  for  it.  And  it's  very 
unflattering  to  me,  besides,  for  you 
to  object  to  my  being  your  official 

wife  for  a  few  days." 
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Gad! 
H-m-m- 

slie     did    have    fine     eyes 

Lennox  straightened  himself.  After 
all,  as  she  said,  it  was  only  for  a  few 
days,  and  nobody  need  know  till  it 
was  safely  over.  If  he  ever  got  ont 
of  this  police-ridden  country,  he 
would  take  precious  good  care  never 
to  return !  A  waiter,  bearing  two 
cards  on  a  tray,  saved  the  necessity  of 
a  reply.     In  fact,  there  was  no  time. 

" 0  1  g  a  and 
young  Sacha,  the 

nephew,"  he  said, in  fresh  alarm. 

' ;  Do  you  really 
think  you  can 
carrv  the  thing 

thru?" Helene  M  a  r  i  e 
glanced  into  the 
oval  mirror  beside 
her.  A  smile 
touched  her  full, 
red  lips. 

' '  An  old  wom- 

an ? "    she    queried 
sweetly;  "a  young 
man  ? — wait  and 

see!" It  appeared  to 
Lennox,  half  an 
hour  later,  that 
she  was  overdoing 
the  matter  a  bit. 
It  was  well  enough 
for  second  cousins- 
in-law  to  be  cor- 

dial, but  that 
handsome  young 
pup  of  a  Sacha 
ought  to  remem- 

ber that  he  was 

speaking  to  a  mar- 
ried woman  in  the 

presence  of  her  husband!  After 
their  visitors  were  gone,  he  at- 

tempted to  remonstrate,  but  the  vola- 
tile Helene  Marie  closed  the  door  of 

her  bedroom  in  his  face,  effectually 
putting  an  end  to  argument.  Re- 

membering Constantine's  invitation, 
he  strolled  moodily  downstairs, 
paused  at  the  desk  long  enough  to 
write  a  telegram,  to  his  daughter, 
telling  her  not  to  return  on  his  ac- 

WHAT    LENNOX   SAW    THRU 

THE    KEYHOLE 

count,  and  then  took  his  way  to  the 
club,  threading  amid  a  thousand  new 
sights  and  strange  sounds  with  the 
unconcern  of  a  sleepwalker.  And  be- 

hind, under  the  cover  of  the  night, 
a  slender,  cloaked  figure  slipped  thru 
the  crowds  with  the  sure  foot  of  one 
who  has  taken  the  same  path  many 
times  before. 

The  clocks  all  over  the  city  were 
yawning  twelve  as 
Lennox   slipped 

into  the  dark  par- 
lor again.    He  had 

received    a    shock, 

and    the    disagree- 
able  after-twinges 

of    it    were    still 

playing    up    and 
down    his    spine. 
Had   or   had   not 
Helene  Marie  been 
one  of  those  women 
he    had    just    seen 
struggling    in    the 

grasp    of    the    po- lice ?     Her    empty 

bedroom    con- 
firmed  his   worst 

fears.      It    was 
harassing     enough 

to    become   pos- 
sessed of  a  beauti- 

ful   and    superflu- 
ous   wife,    without 

having  to  lose  her. 
He    tottered    into 
his  own  room  and 
sank  nervelessly  on 
the  side  of  his  bed. 
A    latch    squealed 
in    the    parlor ;    a 
light  footstep,  and 
the    missing    lady 

was  before  him,  finger  on  roseate  lips. 
"Sh-h-h!"   she  sibilated— "  try  to 

pull    yourself    together,    my    friend. 
Baron   Friedrich   is   coming   up    the 

stairs,  and  I  think  he  is  on  our  trail !" 
Lennox  suddenly  felt  quite  cheer- 

ful, almost  hilarious.     After  all,  the 
reports  about  Siberia  as  a  residence 
district  might  be  greatly  exaggerated. 
He  shook  the  Baron's  hand  with  the 
cordiality  of  one  who  enjoyed  having 
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the  Chief  of  Police  for  a  caller  at  one 
a.m.     The  Baron  was  apologetic. 

"I  regret  having  disturb  you," 
he  bowed,  ' '  but  I  am  in  deep  distress. 
It  seems  that  the  notorious — the  so 
infamous  Helene  Marie — has  some- 

how slipped  by  my  guards  and  is  in 
our  midst.  It  is,  as  you  English  say, 

'up  against'  me  to  capture  her.  It 
occur  that  you  may  possibly  have  seen 

an  alone  lady  on  your  train — ver' 
beautiful,  I  am  told,  and  with  inno- 

cent, young  eyes,  like  a  child — no?" Lennox  laughed 

gaily.  "My wife," 
he  said,  bowing  to 
the  amazed  Helene 

— "my  wife,  mon- 
sieur, was  the  most 

beautiful  woman  I 

saw  on  the  train ! ' ' 

"Dont  you  know 
that  this  is  no  jok- 

ing  matt  er?" blazed  the  Nihil- 
ist. The  charming 

farewell  smile  that 
had  sent  the  Baron 
away  swaggering 
was  still  on  her 
lips,  but  there  was 
venom  in  her 
voice  as  she 
whirled  upon  the 
reckless  Lennox. 

"You  will  be  the 
ruin  of  the  pair  of 
us  with  your  silly 

American  jokes ! ' ' 
"And  you — if  I  may  offer  a  bit  of 

advice — will  do  well  to  suppress  the 
too  ardent  Sacha,  madam,"  said  the 
official  husband,  ironically.  "You 
may  not  know  that  he  is  engaged  to 
one  Eugenie,  governess  at  the  Welat- 

skys'  and  a  spy  of  the  police.  You 
see,  I  have  used  my  evening  to  pur- 

pose in  gathering  these  bits  of  biog- 
raphy. You  will  be  flirting  with 

death,  my  dear,  if  you  smile  on 

Sacha."  He  looked  at  the  beautiful, 
scornful  face  in  the  light  of  the  can- 

delabra and  took  a  step  toward  her. 
Reading  his  purpose,  she  sprang  back, 
a  warning  in  her  outflung  hands. 

NO   KISSES    IN    PRIVATE 

' '  No  kisses  in  private  ! ' ' 
"  So  ? "  Lennox  moved  to  the  door. 

"Well,  you  have  little  to  fear  from 
me,"  he  assured  her  sarcastically. 
' '  Tomorrow  morning  I  settle  the  busi- 

ness that  brought  me,  and  then  I 
must  tear  myself  reluctantly  from 

you." 

Helene  Marie  laughed.  "Oh  no," 
she  corrected,  "whither  thou  goest, 
my  lord,  I  go — until  we  are  safe  over 
the  boundary  line.  My  business  also 
is  finished— this  evening — but  I  must 

remain  your  offi- 
cial wife  rather 

longer,  I  fear." As  she  had  pre- 
dicted, the  next 

two  days  saw  Len- nox lingering, 

watching,  in  futile 

rage,  the  open  in- fatuation of  Sacha 
and  Helene,  yet 

not  daring  to  re- 
nounce the  woman 

openly.  His 
daughter,  how- 

ever, remained 
providentially  ill, 
and  he  had  ex- 

tracted a  reluctant 

promise  from Helene  to  leave  on 
the  afternoon  train 
for  Paris.  Their 

passports  were  in 
his  pocket,  their 
grips  packed,  and 
he  was  beginning 

to  breathe  almost  freely,  when  Fate 
put  an  unexpected  obstacle  in  the 
way  of  his  smooth-running  plans. 

The  Welatskys,  with  the  insuffer- 
able Sacha,  had  called  to  bid  their 

relatives-in-law  godspeed.  During  the 
course  of  the  visit,  Olga  innocently 
regretted  that  they  would  not  be  at 
the  Diplomat  Ball  that  evening. 

"For  they  say,"  she  hinted  mys- 
teriously, "that  the  Czar  is  to  be 

there.  It  isn't  often  one  can  get  a 

glimpse  of  him,  you  know. ' ' 
' '  Arthur,  my  love ' ' — Helene  turned 

resolutely  to  Lennox;  in  her  face 
blazed  for  an  instant  a  strange,  fana- 

\ 
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tic  light — "you  must  travel  to  Paris 
alone,  I  fear.  I  have  decided  to  at- 

tend the  ball ' ' — she  glanced  demurely 
at  the  devoted  Sacha — "if  I  can  find 

an  escort   " 
"Oh,  with  a  thousand  pleasures, 

madame. " 
Lennox  glared  at  the  handsome 

young  lieutenant.  Then  he  astonished 
himself  by  turning  courteously  to 

Helene.    "If  you  wish  an  escort,"  he 

glances  at  the  dais;  the  strangely  ex- 
alted look  of  her.  Just  before  start- 

ing out  he  had  come  upon  her  sewing 
a  pocket  into  the  panier  of  her  gown! 
She  meant  to  do  something.  Of  that 
he  was  miserably  certain.  And  what 
she  meant  to  do  was  now  all  too  ap- 

parent. He  felt  the  moments  weigh- 
ing him  down  with  intolerable  stress, 

yet  his  brain  refused  to  move.  Then 
his  hand,  fumbling  for  his  handker- 

THEY    SAW    HER    STAGGER,   AS   THE    POPPIED    DRAUGHT    SWEPT    ENTIRELY 

ACROSS   HER   SENSES 

said  gravely,  "who  so  suitable,  pray, 
as  the  man  you  call  your  husband  ? ' ' 

The  great  room  was  dizzy  with 
light  and  music.  At  the  foot  of  the 
raised  dais,  on  which,  small  and 
pathetically  ill-appearing,  sat  the 
Great  White  Czar,  moved  an  ever- 
shifting  kaleidoscope  of  color  and 
form.  From  his  corner,.  Lennox  fol- 

lowed, with  his  eyes,  a  pair  of  dancers. 
Many  eyes,  indeed,  were  on  them,  for 
Helene  had  never  been  more  radiant 
than  now,  as  her  face  blazed  whitely 
under  her  dark  hair  and  her  eyes 
shone  with  a  fever-gleam.  Lennox 
was  uneasy.     He  noted  her  frequent 

chief,  touched  a  tiny  case  in  his  inner 
pocket.  Sleeping-powders !  The 
thought  of  them  illumined  his  dark- 

ened mind  like  a  lightning-stroke.  In 
five  minutes  he  was  at  Helene 's  side 
with  a  glass  of  champagne. 

"You  are  tired/'  he  said  kindly; 
"this  will  fix  you  upOK." 
She  smiled  gratefully  as  she 

handed  back  the  empty  glass.  But 
sudden  terror  erased  the  smile.  She 
swayed.  Then  comprehension  dawned 
in  her  eyes,  and  she  turned  toward 
the  dais,  struggling  feebly  in  Len- 

nox's arms.  Her  hand  crawled  to- 
ward the  pocket  in  her  gown,  clawing 

desperately     for     something     within. 
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The  Czar  and  his  guards  were  only  a 
few  feet  away,  but  they  did  not  see 
the  tiny,  pearl-handled  pistol  in  the 
beautiful  woman's  hand.  They  saw 
her  stagger,  as  the  poppied  draught 
swept  entirely  across  her  senses  and 

flung  her  limp  weight  into  Lennox's arms.  In  an  instant  a  crowd  had 
gathered.  The  dark  face  of  Baron 

Friedrich  appeared  at  Lennox's 
trembling  elbow. 

"The  he'at," exclaimed  the 

wretched  man;  "I 
must  get  her  out 

of  this." "Yes  —  stand 
back,  every  one. 
Here,  lay  her  on 
the  couch  in  the 
alcove.  I  will  re- 

turn at  once  with 

the  Czar 's  own 

physician. 
' ' But  when  the 

two  returned  to 
the  recess,  the 
beautiful  patient 
and  her  husband 
were  gone ! 
"Whew!"  from 

the    medical    man 

opium 

I" 

A    SUDDEN    SPRIN( 

A   FALL- 

"H-m!"  The 
Baron  started  vio- 

lently. * '  I  won- 
der  " 

Ten  minutes 
later,  a  telegram 
was  speeding 
along  the  wires  to- 
w  a  r  d  a  certain 
darkened  room  in 

far-away  Paris. 

"If,"  muttered  the  police  chief,  as 
he  turned  away  from  the  telegraph 
office — "if  it's  as  I  suspect,  the  real one  ought  to  be  here  tomorrow 

afternoon. ' ' 

"Gone!"  shrieked  the  Baron. 
"How?  When?  Where?  Speak!" 
Despoiled  of  his  triumph  in  the  mo- 

ment of  its  realization,  he  fairly 
danced  with  rage  about  the  shrinking 
girl. 

"Hear,  then,"  wept  Eugenie  de 
Launay.  "The  cat  of  an  Americaine 
has  soft  fur  and  sharp  claws.  She 
steal  from  me  my  Sacha.  I  come  to 
find  proof.  True  enough,  Sacha  is 
here.  She  offer  me  a  glass  of  wine. 
Miserable  me !  I  drink  and  know  no 

longer.  When  I  wake — my  passport — 
she  is  gone;  the  Americaine  is  gone; 

Sacha  is  gone !  She  has  stolen  him ! ' ' "And  he  also — 

Lennox?" 
Eugenie  pointed 

silently  to  one  of 
the  inner  rooms. 
Colonel  Lennox, 
roused  from  his 
slumbers  by  t  h  e 
ungentle  means  of 
a  boot-tip,  opened 
his  eyes,  to  see  a 

face,  vaguely  fa- 
miliar, gazing  re- 

proachfully down 
upon  him.  The 
Baron,  boiling 
with  threats  and 
abuses,  was  not 
half  so  terrifying 

as  this  face.  Len- 
nox sat  up  in  bed, 

blinked,  blushed, 
coughed,  choked, 

and  fumbled  fran- 
tically about  in 

h  i  s  memory  for 

some  of  the  re- 
marks he  had  pre- 
pared so  carefully 

for  his  wife 's  ears. But  she  did  not 
wait  for  them. 
"What  is  this  all 

about,  Arthur?" 
she  complained.  "You  knew  how 
bad  my  neuralgia  has  been!  The 
train  was  full  of  draughts !  You  dont 

look  half  as  sick  as  I  feel!" 
Lennox  sprang  from  the  bed,  even- 

ing-suit rumpled,  hair  erect,  and 

gathered  his  wife  in  his  arms.  "We 
will  go  home,  Emma,"  he  cried,  half- 
sobbing.    "  I  've  been  awfully — ill,  but 

I  can  travel  now   " 
"To  Siberia,  yes!"  this  scorn- 

fully from  the  Baron. 

-A    GASP- 
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A    STILL,    BEAUTIFUL    FACE    SMILING    SCORNFULLY 

Lennox  fixed  him  with  a  menacing 

eye.  "If  you  make  trouble, "  he 
hissed  fiercely,  "I  shall  tell  what  I 

know!" 
The  Baron  shrank  back,  visibly  ap- 

palled. It  is  remarkable  how  many 
respectable  men  of  impeccable  lives 
may  be  cowed  and  subdued  by  a 
phrase  of  this  kind.  He  hesitated, 
glowered  and  turned  on  his  heel. 

' '  Anyhow,  I  '11  get  the  woman, ' '  he 
muttered.  ' '  She  shall  never  leave  the 
country  alive  ! ' ' Nor  did  she. 

Even  as  he  spoke,  miles  away,  in 
the  cabin  of  an  outgoing  steamship  a 
man  and  woman  faced  each  other 
furiously. 

' '  Love  you  ?     I  ?     You  poor  fool ! ' ' 

sneered  Helene  Marie.  "I  loathe  you 
and  all  your  kind.  Yet,  you  are  use- 

ful, sometimes." Laughter  bubbled  in  the  white 
throat.  It  stung  his  pride — taunted 
his  wounded  love.  A  sudden  spring 

— a  gasp — a  fall   
"God,  0  God!"  moaned  Sacha. 

"What  have  I  done!" 
He  looked  down  in  horror  at  the 

motionless  form,  at  the  purple  neck- 
lace of  thumb-prints  on  her  beautiful 

neck;  then,  without  a  word,  plunged 
thru  the  door.  A  faint  splash  broke 
the  surface  of  the  great  sea.  One 
moment  the  waves  were  ruffled;  then 
— silence,  and  a  still,  beautiful  face 
smiling  scornfully  in  the  spectre 
glow  of  the  moon. 

The  Lamp  of  Aladdin 
By  A.  J.  TIEJE 

Daytime — a  dust-grimed  lecture  hall, 

And  College  "Might-be-worse"; 
There  gray-beard  pedants  drone  and 

drawl 

Of  Shakespeare's  prose  and  verse! 

The  call  of  night — the  student  throng, 

The  "Lyric"  or  the  "Dove"— 
The  mirror-screen — the  Moor's  deep 

wrong — And  Shakespeare  is  our  love ! 



OLD  WINE- OLD  BOOK 
OLD  FRIENDS 

^UliamVfWtehi 
Old  wine,  old  books  and  old  friends  is  a  classical  expression 

that  has  proven  its  worth  time  and  time  again.  Old  wine 
is  dear  to  the  county  esquire;  old  books  are  indispensable 

to  the  happiness  of  the  student;  old  friends — well,  old  friends 
are  the  best  friends  of  all !  And  when  on  the  subject  of  old  books 
and  old  friends,  why  not  add  old  films?  Many  a  classic  in 
Cinematography  reposes  on  the  shelves  of  the  film  manufacturer, 
labeled  "old"  and  therefore  "not  wanted."  Old  books  are  the 
best  books  of  all.  The  classics  can  be  read  time  and  time  again, 
and  invariably  something  new  is  found  in  their  pages ;  something 
entertaining  is  discovered;  a  new  lesson  is  impressed  upon  the 
reader-student  which  he  may  have  overlooked  in  a  previous 
perusal  of  the  old  volume. 

It  is  the  same  with  old  films.  Many  a  delightful  comedy, 
convincing  drama  or  educational  feature  was  released  four  or 
five  years  ago  that  would  bear  repetition. 

The  Motion  Picture  Magazine  recently  conducted  a  contest 
to  ascertain  the  popularity  of  the  old  film  favorites.  The  result, 
as  studied  by  the  author  of  this  article,  was  startling.  There  is 
a  demand  for  a  revival,  just  as  revivals  of  the  spoken  dramas  of 
merit  prove  popular  and  profitable. 

Certain  of  the  old-time  Vitagraph  comedies  have  never  been 
surpassed  in  excellence,  even  in  this  day  of  the  superior  story  and 
artistic  directorship.  Biograph  films  of  by-gone  days  are  yet 
fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  "first-nighter"  in  Filmland.  Lubin, 
too,  released  some  very  superior  dramas  and  comedies  when 

Florence  Lawrence  and  Arthur  Johnson  played  the  "leads" 
some  years  ago.  Who  of  the  old-time  "film  fans"  has  forgotten 
them  ?  The  Edison  Company,  the  Selig  and  Essanay  Companies, 
including  the  Imp  stock  company  of  four  or  ̂ .Ye  years  ago,t 
produced  comedies  and  dramas  that  will 
live  in  the  recollections  of  many  so  long 
as  the  animated  screen  shall  endure. 

Many  of  the  lessons  taught  today  in 
later  film  stories  were  impressively  pre- 

sented years  ago.  "The  Usurer,"  a  Bio- 
graph film  of  some  years  ago,  taught  a 

strong  and  vivid  lesson  against  the 
(Continued  on  page  156) 
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J.  G.flenjnjeijt 
I  believe  that  I  shall  discover  the 

true  missing  link  and  photo- 
graph him,  on  the  African  trip 

that  I  am  now  starting  on.  I  believe 
that  such  a  missing  link  exists,  that 
he  is  not  only  prehistoric,  but 
actually  exists  now,  in  the  wilds  of 
the  Congo.  He  is  half -man,  half- 
monkey — this  large  gorilla,  or  rather 
chimpanzee,  who  lives  in  the  caves 
of  that  part  of  the  country,  and  who 
really  constitutes  the  original  cave- 

man. If  a  pair  of  these  could  be 
brought  into  captivity  and  trained 
for  a  few  generations,  I  believe  that 
we  could  cultivate  their  intelligence 
to  such  an  extent  that  it  would  be 
almost  as  high  as  that  of  many  of 
the  natives  living  in  the  interior  of 
Africa. 

My  chief  object,  in  undertaking 
this,  is  to  secure  a  series  of  Motion 
Pictures  of  the  so-called  troglodyte. 
This  creature  has  never  been  photo- 

graphed in  his  native  state,  and  mine 
will  be  the  first  photographs  to  show 
him  as  he  really  exists.  This  huge 
gorilla  weighs  about  250  pounds,  and 
even  more  than  this  in  the  large 
specimens.  He  is  of  substantial 
height,  has  long  arms,  is  covered 
with  thick,  coarse  hair,  and  is  pos- 

sessed of  enormous  strength.  He 
has  even  been  known  to  attack  a  lion 
when  cornered.  Yet  he  lives  in  a 
cave,  comes  out  at  night  to  poach  and 
secure  his  food,  and  in  many  ways 
acts  as  an  intelligent  creature.  His 
habitat  is  an  inaccessible  portion  of 
the  Congo,  and  he  is  not  to  be  found  in 
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THE    FAMOUS WATER-HOLE.  NOTE    THE    MANY    WILD   ANIMALS 
IN    THE    MIDDLE   GROUND 

the  same  district  with  lions.  In  fact, 
lions  and  gorillas  are  never  found 
together,  save  perhaps  when  they  go 
to  the  same  water-hole  to  drink  in 
the  evening. 

I  hope  to  secure  a  series  of  Moving 
Pictures  of  this  animal  in  his  lair, 
following  him,  if  necessary,  into  his 
cave  in  order  to  get  a  series  of  pic- 

tures of  his  home  life.  These  animals, 
as  I  have  said,  closely  resemble,  in 
many  ways,  the  lower  type  of  natives, 
and  display  considerable  intelligence. 

They  live,  as  far  as  possible,  in  the 
thickly  wooded  districts,  while  the 
lions  seek  open,  stony  country. 
Accompanying  me  there  will  be 

Allan  Black;  Bill  Riley,  superintend- 
ent of  police  of  that  district ;  George 

Utram,  and  Roberts,  a  well-known 
and  experienced  hunter.  Allan  Black, 
I  may  say,  is  the  man  who  saved  my 
life  on  a  previous  occasion.  I  was 
taking  a  Moving  Picture  of  a  lion, 
when  he  suddenly  charged  me, 

springing  full  at  the  camera.    In  an- 

Editorial  Note. — That  the  missing  link  is  not  a  mere  fiction,  but  an  actual,  living 
reality,  is  the  belief  of  at  least  one  great  explorer  who  has  penetrated  the  wilds  of 
Central  Africa  more  deeply  than  perhaps  any  white  man  living.  A  great,  shaggy  half- 
man,  half-ape,  living  in  a  state  of  semi-civilization,  in  caves  which  act  as  primitive 
homes,  and  having  a  language  of  his  own — these  are  some  of  the  characteristics  which 
he  is  said  to  possess  and  which  a  great  American  photographer  is  going  to  try  to 
portray  in  Motion  Pictures  that  he  is  now  taking  in  the  Congo.  Could  anything  be 
more  astounding?  The  cave-man  of  mythology  is  now  likely  to  be  shown  upon  the 
screen  of  the  Motion  Picture  theaters,  an  accomplishment  that  will  set  a  new  mark 
for  remarkable  exploits  of  an  educational  value  in  the  Motion  Picture  world. 

This  is  the  astounding  undertaking  now  being  made  by  J.  C.  Hemment,  the  man 
who  took  the  Paul  J.  Rainey  African  pictures,  and  who  is  now  there  to  take  a  series 
of  new  photographs  of  his  own.  These  photographs,  Mr.  Hemment  believes,  will  be 
the  most  startling  that  have  yet  been  shown.  He  is  in  Africa,  after  having  fitted  out. 
an  extensive  expedition  for  the  purpose,  including  a  company  of  four  white  men  and 
about  three  hundred  native  carriers,  who  have  accompanied  him  into  the  wilds  of  the 
animal  country. 

This  latest  and  most  remarkable  exploit  of  Mr.  Hemment  will  be  best  understood 
by  reading  the  following  article  by  him.  Since  writing  this,  Mr.  Hemment  has  been 
hard  at  work  in  Africa,  and  reports  just  received  state  that  he  is  meeting  with  great 
success  in  securing  the  pictures  he  set  out  to  get.  Altogether,  this  is  probably  the  most 
ambitious  Motion  Picture  undertaking  to  date,  and  the  results,  which  we  hope  to  pub- 

lish in  this  magazine,  will  be  looked  forward  to  with  great  interest  by  all  the  world. 
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other  second  it  would  have  been  all 
over,  and  I  should  not  be  here  telling 
this  tale.  Black,  however,  with  rare 
presence  of  mind,  shot  the  beast  in 
mid-air,   and  he   fell  at  my  feet  an 

LION 

CAUGHT 

IN    THE 

CROTCH 

OF   A 
TREE 

inanimate  m  a  s  s,  within 
four  feet  of  the  camera, 
and  so  close  that  I  carried 
his  blood-stains  about 
with  me  upon  my  cloth- 

ing. When,  on  the  25th 
of  May,  two  years  ago, 
the  news  was  spread  that 
I  had  been  charged  by  a 
lion  and  had  lived  to  tell 

the  tale,  it  created  a  sen- 
sation. I  believe  I  am  the 

only  man  on  record  to 
whom  this  has  happened. 
The  tombstones  in  the  small  grave- 

yard in  that  part  of  the  country  are 
filled  with  inscriptions  reading — -. 
"Killed  by  a  Lion,"  "Tossed  by  an 
Elephant,"    "Gored    by    a    Rhinoc- 

k    TRAPPED    LION 

eros,"  and  similar  inscriptions. 
Allan  Black,  who  is  an  experienced 
hunter,  told  me  that  he  had  never 
known  such  another  case. 

The  first  place  we  land  on  arriving 
in  Africa  is  at  Mombasa.     Our  base 

of  supplies  will  be  Morobi,  where  we 
will  stay  three  days.     Here  we  will 
turn    over    our   pack    of   Mississippi 
bear-hounds,  the  only  dogs  who  have 
tracked   and   caught   a   lion   success- 

fully.    We   then   go   on  to   Uganda, 
which  is  as  far  as  the  railroad  goes. 
When  I  get  my  dogs  into  Uganda,  I 
shall  leave  them  in  charge  of  Utram, 
who  will  train  them  in  following  the 

spoor  of  the  lion.     The  scent  of  the 
lion,    as    left    in    his    footprints,    or 
spoor,     is     characteristic     and    very 
strong — ten  times  as  strong  as  that 
of  the  fox,  for  instance.     These  dogs 

must  be  trained  to  select  and 

follow  the  lion's  spoor  from 
that  of  all  other  animals,  and 
this,    at    first,    is    a    tedious 
process.     When  the  pack  is 
shown  the  spoor  of  a  number 
of    animals,    they   would    at 
first  pick  up  the  scent  of  one 
of  them  and  follow  that.     If 

they  were  not  taught  to  dis- 
tinguish  that    of   t  h  e   lion, 

they  might  follow  that  of  the 
congoni,  topy,  zebra,  or 
any    of    the    numerous 
deer  family,  and  if  you 
were  hunting  lions,  your 

day's    effort    would    be 
wasted.     We  train  the 

dogs   by   taking  them 
over  the  spoor  of  a  lion 
which  has  been  trapped 
or    shot,    then    showing 
them  the  animal.   When 
once  they  understand 
that  they  must  pick  up 

this   scent,    as    distin- 
guished   from    others, 

they  will  never  fail  to 
do  so. 

Let  me  give  you  an 
instance  of  the  intelligence  displayed 
by  these  dogs  in  following  the  spoor 
of  the  lion. 

On  one  occasion,   I  remember,  we 
came  to  a  kill — that  is,  the  carcass  of 
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an  animal  that  had  been  killed  by 
wild  beasts,  presumably  lions,  and 
wholly  or  partly  eaten.  On  this  occa- 

sion the  ground  was  so  scratched  up 
by  the  feet  of  the  vultures,  ravens, 
and  other  carnivorous  birds  that  had 
come  to  feed  upon  the  remains,  that 
we  could  see  no  trace  of  the  spoor. 

jackals,  hyenas,  as  well  as  by  the 
birds  of  prey.  Our  dogs  had  ascer- 

tained this  fact  and  had  failed  to 

follow  any  of  the  other  spoor,  realiz- 
ing that  no  lion  had  been  there. 

These  dogs  will  never  eat  the  ani- 
mal they  have  killed,  no  matter  what 

it  may  be.  This    is,    however, 

■ 

THE    RESULT 

r-f*^     . OF   A   DAY'S CHEETAH 
SHOOTING i«r  fE.^ 

*  -*sJ25 

THE    HOUNDS    HAVE    CHASED    A    LION    INTO    THE    TRAI 

Bringing  up  the  dogs,  Ave  set  them  to 
find  it,  but  were  surprised  that  they 
failed  to  take  tongue  or  to  discover 
lion  spoor  in  any  direction.  What 
had  probably  happened  was  this: 
the  animal  had  not  been  killed  by  a 
lion,  in  this  case,  at  all,  but  had 
dropped  dead  by  reason  of  disease, 
old  age,  or  some  other  cause,  and  the 
body    had    been    largely    eaten    by 

THE    PAUL 
RAINEY    HOUNDS 

largely  the  result  of 
training  on  our  part. 
We  never  allow  them 
to  taste  the  meat  of 
the  deer,  zebra,  or 

any  other  animal  we 
are  killing.  We  feed  them  entirely 
upon  dog-biscuit  and  such  meat  as 
mutton,  bought  purposely  for  the 
dogs.  In  this  way  they  fail  to  realize 
the  fact  that  deer  or  zebra  meat  is 
also  their  own  natural  food.  If  once 

you  gave  these  dogs  a  piece  of  this 
meat,  they  would  doubtless  ravage  the 
carcass  after  they  had  killed  it. 

The    country    thru    which    I    shall 
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DR.    JOHNSON,    ON   THE    PAUL   RAINEY   TRIP, 
WITH    TWO    FINE    SPECIMENS 

travel  is  very  beautiful  and  com 
paratively  cool.  Tho  it  is  in 
the  central  part  of  Africa,  it 
is  from  6,500  to  10,000  feet 
above  the  sea-level,  and  in 
some  places  we  see  snow.  On 
the  whole,  the  country  is 
healthy,  tho,  of  course,  the 
natives  suffer  from  malaria, 
sleeping-sickness,  and  other 
tropical  diseases  to  which  we 
white  men  seem  more  or  less 

impervious.  On  the  whole, 
however,  one  could  hardly 
wish  for  a  better  or  healthier 
climate. 

I  shall  travel  thru  a  portion 
of  the  country  traveled  by 
both  Stanley  and  Livingston, 
tho  I  shall  also  explore  a  vast 
region  which  they  have  never 
traversed,  and  which  no  white 
man  has  yet  entered.  From 
the  border  of  Uganda  I  ex- 

pect to  go  to  Morobi,  where  I 
propose  to  take  my  dogs  and 
go  across  the  desert  toward 
Abyssinia,  where  I  expect  to 
take  the  wonderful  picture  by 
the  water-hole  where  the  ani- 

among 

mals  come  to  drink  in  the  dry 
weather — where  they  have  to 
dig  down  in  the  sand  to  get 
their  water. 
From  there  I  shall  go  up 

the  White  Nile  to  the  Tomia 
River,  and  I  shall  hope  to 
find  the  source  of  the  Guasi- 
nero  River.  No  one — white 
man  or  native — has  ever  dis- 

covered the  source  of  this 
river,  but  I  hope  to  do  so  and 
shall  take  a  number  of  photo- 

graphs of  this  obscure country. 

In  the  little  village  where 
Stanley  met  Livingston  I  am 
going  to  take  a  number  of 
pictures,  and  shall  hope  to 
duplicate  there  the  historic 
scene  of  the  meeting  of  these 
two  African  pioneers. 

It  is  my  hope  to  secure  in 
these  pictures  a  true  account 
of  the  life,  manners  and  cus- 

toms of  the  strange  people 
whom    I    shall    dwell,    their 

HYENA    CAUGHT    IN   A    TRAP 
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A   WILD    CHEETAH,    PHOTOGRAPHED    BY    MR.    HEMMENT 

religious  festivals,  their  methods 
of  hunting  and  living.  I  shall  also 
take  a  number  of  pictures  of  plant 
and  animal  life,  which  will  be  of 
great  interest  to  the  scientific  world. 
Also,  I  shall  chronicle,  by  means  of 
the  Moving  Pictures,  the  whole  his- 

tory of  the  rubber-plant,  from  the 
time  the  little  tree  is  first  cut  until 
it  is  converted  into  automobile  tires 
and  rubber  bands.  These  pictures 
will,  therefore,  be  of  great  educa- 

tional value,  as  well  as  of  dramatic 
interest.  The  Rainey  pictures  pos- 

sessed this  latter  quality,  but  I  shall 
endeavor  to  make  these  appeal  to  all 
ages  and  classes,  and  shall  feel  that 
every  picture  I  take  is  for  the  benefit 
of  the  American  public  as  a  whole. 

One  great  advantage  which  I  will 
possess  over  all  others  who  have  at- 

tempted to  take  pictures  of  this  char- 
acter in  the  past,  is  the  fact  that  I 

am  familiar  with  the  difficulties  in- 
volved— familiar,  that  is,  not  only 

with  the  language,  manners  and  cus- 
toms of  the  people,  but  also  with  the 

technical,  photographic  end  of  it  in- 
volved in  securing  the  pictures.  For 

instance,  owing  to  the  peculiar  light 
effects  of  the  country,  special  films 
are  necessary.  These  films  have  been 
made,  and  I  shall  take  them  with  me. 
Any  one  not  familiar  with  these  facts 
must  necessarily  fail  to  secure  Mov- 

ing Pictures  such  as  I  shall  obtain. 
The  series  of  pictures,  therefore, 

which  I  hope  to  get  on  this  trip  will 
have  an  educational,  industrial  and 
sporting  interest,  and  people  all  over 
the  world  will  realize  that  they  are 
having  shown  to  them  something 
which  they  have  never  seen  before, 
and  which  has  never  previously  been 
obtainable. 

(To  be  continued) 



Some  years  ago,  just  how  many  the 
writer  refuses  to  tell,  but,  at  any 

rate,  it  was  at  the  age  of  "pig- 
tails" and  "pinafores"  that  I  at- 
tended a  performance  of  "Editha's 

Burglar."  My  grandmother  had taken  me  on  this  memorable  occasion, 

and  whom  do  you  suppose  I  saw? 
Baby  Ruth  Roland.  The  most  won- 

derful little  girl  about  my  own  age, 
large,  wonderful  blue  eyes  and  long, 
golden  curls.  Why,  I  thought  she 
was  the  greatest  thing  in  the  world. 
It  was  my  pleasure  to  meet  her,  and 
we  had  the  grandest  time  drinking 
sodas  from  a  high  stool  in  the  drug- 

store, with  our  feet  tucked  around 
the  legs  of  stools.  We  laughed  and 
chattered  like  little  monkeys.  For, 
altho  Baby  Ruth  was  a  stage  child 
and  wholly  unspoiled,  she  was  just  a 
dear  little  human  being  and  loved  to 
play  out  of  her  work.  Well,  that 
same  Baby  Ruth  today  is  none  other 

than  our  much-loved  "Kalem  Girl," 
and  she  is  just  the  same  sweet,  un- 

spoiled Ruth  of  yesteryear. 
It  has  been,  as  I  say,  several  years 

when  it  was  my  pleasure  to  renew  our 
old  friendship.  Of  course  questions 
flew    at    each    other    faster    than    a 

Ruth  Roland 
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prosecuting  attorney  could  have 
asked  them,  but  we  were  so  happy  to 
see  each  other  again. 

Ruthie,  as  I  have  always  called  her, 

told  me,  "Why,  I  have  done  a  million 
things  since  the  old  days.  I  worked 
with  ever  so  many  companies,  and 
when  mother  was  leading  lady  and 

there  wasn't  any  part  for  me  in  the 
show  I  used  to  sing  and  dance  be- 

tween the  acts.  My !  I  was  so  happy. 
Then  came  our  trip  to  Honolulu.  I 
was  the  first  little  girl  ever  to  play 
over  there,  and  they  surely  were  won- 

derfully nice  to  me.  We  stayed  in 
Honolulu  six  months,  but  we  had  been 

in  'Frisco  only  a  short  while  when 
mother  died,  and  it  just  seemed  for  a 
time  I  never  would  get  over  it,  but 

since  I've  grown  up  I  have  learnt  to 
bear  it  better.  But  I  miss  her  more 
than  anything  on  earth.  I  then  lived 

with  Auntie — you  know  her."  I 
nodded  that  I  did — didn't  want  to 
speak  for  fear  of  interrupting  her 

story.  ■ '  I  used  to  help  Auntie  do  all 
of  the  million  little  things  it  takes  to 
keep  a  healthy,  vivacious  girl  in 
clothes.  I  really  went  to  school  dur- 

ing that  time.  Say,  I  sure  was  happy 
at  school.  But  you  know  me ;  I  have 
always  been  a  tomboy — I  just  love  to 
ride  and  swim  better  than  anything. 
Well,  I  went  in  vaudeville  for  several 
seasons,  both  big  and  small  time,  sang 
and     danced;     played     in     Morosco 
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Stock,  also  for  Belasco  in  'Frisco ; 
had  lots  of  the  hardest  bumps  any 
one  on  earth  can  get;  but  just  look 
how  well  I  have  prospered  by  it. 
Then  came  a  visit  one  day  to  the 
Kalem  studio.  Mr.  Hartigan  was 
then  director.  Just  by  chance  I  tried 
out  for  the  position  of  leading  woman 
—  well,  you 
know  the 

rest," "Well,"   I 
said,    "  you surely  have 
had    some 
varied  experi- 

ences, haven't 
you?"      She, of    course, 
wanted  to 
know  what  I. 
had  been  do- 

ing,   and    I 
told  her  that 
would  be  con- 

tinued in  our 
next  talk.     I 
her    how    she 
picture     work. 
"Oh,"  she  said,  "I 
just    adore    it,    and 
particularly    my kind   of   comedies.      I   do   love   to 

make  people  laugh.     "We  have  the hardest  time   in  life,   anyway,   at 
best;    so    why    not    smile    all    the 
time  we  can  ?  Yes,  indeed,  and  I  am 
an  optimist  of  the  first  degree 

During  my  winter  spent  in  Cali- 
fornia, Ruthie  and  I  were  great 

chums.  After  spending  the  night 
at  her  charming  apartment,  which 

looks  very  much  ' '  Ruth  Rolandy, ' ' we  used  to  sit  in  the  middle  of  the 

floor,  with  a  bowl  of  potato  chips  be- 
tween us,  and  talk  and  tell  experi- 
ences, and  thoroly  enjoy  it;  and  on 

several  occasions  a  third  and  fourth 
person  would  join  us,  and  we  would 
have — you  might  call  it  experience 
meetings,  for  those  other  two  were 
none  other  than  Mabel  Normand,  of 
Keystone,  and  Jackie  Saunders,  of 
Universal.  And  we  could  think  of  so 
many  funny  things  of  interest  to  tell 
each  other. 

asked 
liked 

Ruth,  to  my  idea,  is  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  girls  I  ever  knew.  She 
can  trim  a  hat  or  make  a  dress  like  a 

professional.  She  loves  horses  and 
dogs,  which  makes  her  so  human  and 
brings  her  so  close  to  Nature.  And 

as  Ruthie  says,  "I  love  little  children 
— why,  every  little  newsie  in  Los 
Angeles  knows  me" — and  truly  they 
do.  I've  been  with  her  on  the  street 
where  they  would  grab  their  caps  off 

and  say,  "  'Evening,  Miss  Roland," 
and  our  Ruth  would  stop  and  give 
each  a  nickel  for  the  picture  show,  and 

they  would  "beat  it,"  as  they  say,  to 
find  one  of  her  comedies. 

Miss  Roland,  the  dignified  leading 
woman  of  Kalem,  is  just  a 
great  big,  overgrown  child, 
with  never  a  cross  word  nor 
mean,  hard  thought,  even  for 
any  one.  Her  one  hobby 
nowadays  is  to  drive  her 
Hudson  car  to  the  limit  of 
the  speed  laws. 

Ruth  Roland  is  essentially  an 
outdoor  girl, 
and  during 
her  long 
membership 

on  the  Ka- lem staff  as 
their  leading 
comedy  star, 

has  taken 
hundreds  of 

roles,  from  a 
fisher-girl  to a  society 

belle.  Just 

at  present 
her  opposite 
is  the  corpu- 
1  e  n  t  and 

trouble-making  John  Brennan,  and 
she  generally  plays  up  to  him  as  his 
zealous  and  over-jealous  wife.  Some- 

times she  is  only  engaged  to  him,  but, 

at  any  rate,  their  whimsical  photo- 
play misadventures  have  kept  the 

world  laughing  for  over  a  year. 
To  millions  of  Motion  Picture  en- 

thusiasts who  see  her  daily  on  the 
screen  she  is  charming,  but  to  know 
her  is  to  love  her.  She  is  one  girl  in 
a  million. 
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One  and  all  have  risen  beautifully  to  the  incentive  offered  by 
the  prize.     There  have  been  many  letters — many  poems — 
all  of  them  exceedingly  good.    But  as  there  must  be  a 

"best,"  we  offer  that  distinction   (and  the  prize)   to  Alice  A. 
Petersdorf ,  444  West  Twenty-third  Street,  New  York  City : 

LOTTIE  BRISCOE,  THE  LUBIN  BELL(E). 

ell  me,  lovely  Lottie  Briscoe, 

Were  you  really  born  in  'Frisco, Near  the  Golden  Horn? 
Or  did  Alabama  sunshine 
Make  your  lovely  eyes  at  one  shine 

I  Like  the  summer  morn? 

Perhaps  the  California  cornfields 
Tipped  thy  hair  with  light  like  morn  yields, 

As  of  molten  gold ! 
Or  did  New  England  fairies, 
With  the  cream  from  out  its  dairies, 

Neck  and  shoulders  mould? 

Did  the  power  of  some  tornado 
Rubies  wrest  from  Colorado, 

Lips  in  other  guise? 
Or  were  stars  from  out  the  gloaming 
Of  the  skies  of  far  Wyoming 

Loaned  to  thee  for  eyes? 

Or  were  pearls  from  the  Missouri 

Voted  thee  by  Cupid's  jury, 
Ruby  lips  to  greet? 

But  wherever  was  thy  morning, 

Now  the  pictures  you're  adorning 
With  thy  presence  sweet! 

Lucky  is  the  firm  of  Lubin 
That  to  it  you  have  so  true  been — 

You're  the  people's  queen. 
For  you're  loved  from  sea  to  ocean 
By  the  readers  of  the  Motion 

Pictuee  Magazine! 

0.  M.  Wright  contributes  an  admonition  entitled  "Dont 
Spoil  the  Picture/ '  which  is  verily  a  word  to  the  wise.     It 
follows :  ' 

DONT  SPOIL  THE  PICTURE. 

t  every  turn  you  may  invade 
The  Moving  Picture  realm — 

'ft    Let  others  ply  the  hero  trade, 
Dont  butt  into  the  film ! 

While  walking  on  the  quay  one  day 
I  heard  a  damsel  squeal — 

I  tried  to  stop  a  runaway, 
And  spoiled  a  lengthy  reel. 
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I  saw  a  brutal  fellow  shove 
A  child  beneath  a  van — 

I  saved  her,  to  the  horror  of 
The  Moving  Picture  man. 
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The  mystery  of  the  April  number  is  solved,  wittilv  and 
briefly,  by  P.  D.  S. : 

When  the  preacher  said,  "Name  this  child" — adding, 
"What  makes  him  look  so  funny?" 

Dame  Nature  replied,  "He's  to  make  the  world  laugh, 
And  his  name  is  to  be  John  Bunny" 

From  Mae  Martin,  Omaha,  Neb.,  to  Ruth  Stonehouse,  of  the 
Essauay : 

harming  Ruth,  of  the  Essanay  films, 
When  you  come  on  the  screen, 

I  settle  myself  for  a  sure  nuff  treat, 

'Cause  you're  my  picture  queen. 

I  like  you  for  so  many  things, 
There  is  one  I  must  confess : 

You've  that  rare  trait  which  makes  actors  great — Perfect  naturalness. 

Your  pretty  face  and  charming  grace 
And  unaffected  posing 

Make  you  an  ideal  picture  girl, 

And  now  I'll  say  in  closing: 

Were  I  a  man,  O  lady  fair, 

I'd  send  you  lots  of  roses, 
And  when  I  met  you  (I  sure  would), 

I'd  bore  you  with  proposes. 

Please  accept  for  your  columns  a  sincere  tribute  to  the  "American 
Family."  My  first  friends  among  the  photoplayers  were  the  members 
of  the  old  American  Company  some  three  years  ago.  George  Pierolat, 
with  the  big,  kindly  heart ;  lovable  Louise  Lester ;  gentle  Jessalyn  Van 
Trump ;  patient  Pauline  Bush,  who  portrays  such  strength  of  character ; 
the  kingly  Kerrigan ;  manly  Marshall  Neilan,  and  last,  but  not  least, 
Jack  Richardson,  the  handsome  villain.  Why  dont  they,  like  other 
divided  families,  have  a  reunion,  and  give  the  public  more  gloriously 

true-to-life  pictures  like  "The  Dread  Inheritance,"  "The  Green-eyed 
Monster"  and  "The  Open  Road"?  To  each  member  of  this  noble  family, 
tho  they  be  now  scattered  to  the  four  winds,  I  send  greetings  and  an 
undying  admiration.  Sincerely, 

Marianna,  Fla.  Florence  Willard. 

H.  Lubenow  writes  us,  in  conjunction  with  the  following 
verse,  that  he  has  been  assured  that  the  Editor  writes. all  the 
verse  printed.    All  of  it  ?    Never  let  it  be  said !    Proof  follows  : 

TO   SOME  OF  MY  FRIENDS. 

ere's  to  John  Bunny,  who  really  is  funny, 
And  also  to  Flora,  his  mate ; 

To  sweet  Mary  Fuller  and  dainty  Miss  Courtot 
And  dear  Alice  Joyce,  so  sedate. 

To  handsome  Crane  Wilbur  and  Williams,  the  proud  one, 
To  Fielding,  who  really  is  chief; 

To  gallant  Guy  Coombs  and  sunny  Miss  Neilson, 
To  Calvert,  who  makes  a  fine  thief. 

To  dimpled  Miss  Walker  and  Marguerite  Clayton, 

May  she  ne'er  leave  some  one  in  a  lurch, 
And  as  long  as  you  love  her,  and  woo  her,  and  win  her, 

Here's  to  you,  Frederick  Church.  . 
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P.  G.  Burkhartsmeier,  3638  Portland  Street,  Chicago,  sends 

us  a  very  big  "When" — so  big  that  it  is  insurmountable: 

WHEN  GEORGE  CHAPLIN  CEASES  TO  BE  COMICAL. 

hen  the  lion  eats  grass  like  an  ox, 
And  the  fish-worm  swallows  the  whale ; 

When  the  terrapin  knits  woolen  socks, 
And  the  hare  is  outrun  by  the  snail. 

When  the  serpents  walk  upright  like  men, 
And  doodle-bugs  travel  like  frogs ; 

When  the  grasshopper  feeds  on  the  hen, 
And  feathers  are  growing  on  hogs. 

When  Thomas-cats  swim  in  the  air, 
And  elephants  roost  upon  trees ; 

When  insects  in  summer  are  rare, 
And  snuff  cannot  make  one  sneeze. 

When  fish  creep  over  dry  land, 
And  mules  on  velocipedes  ride ; 

When  foxes  lay  eggs  on  the  sand, 
And  in  dress  pretty  girls  take  no  pride. 

When  the  hearts  of  Tennesseans  turn  stone, 
And  John  D.  no  more  has  money, 

Then  Chaplin  the  Great,  of  Keystone, 
Will  forever  cease  to  be  funny ! 

E.  F.  Pearson,  43%  Erie  Street,  Ashtabula,  0. 
very  delicate  note  in  her  tribute  to  Mary  Fuller: 

strikes  a 

6  thy  name  Mary,  maiden  fair? 
Such  should,  methinks,  its  music  be  ; 

The  sweetest  name  that  mortals  bear 
Were  best  befitting  thee ; 

And  she  to  whom  it  once  was  given 
Was  half  of  earth  and  half  of  heaven. 

I  hear  thy  voice ;  I  see  thy  smile ; 
I  look  upon  thy  folded  hair. 

Ah !  while  we  dream  not  they  beguile. 
Our  hearts  are  in  the  snare ; 

And  she  who  chains  a  wild  bird's  wing 
Must  start  not  if  her  captive  sing. 

So,  lady,  take  the  leaf  that  falls— 
To  all  but  thee  unseen,  unknown ; 

When  evening  shades  thy  silent  walls, 
Then  read  it  all  alone — 

In  stillness  read,  in  darkness  seal, 
Forget,  despise — but  not  reveal! 

To  Edith  Storey  in  "The  Christian,"  by  George  W.  Gage 

You  put  a  very  wondrous  glow  in  Glory — 
So  yielding  in  her  strength,  so  shy,  so  bold; 

You're  such  a  very  interesting  "Storey," 
Almost  "the  sweetest  Storey  ever  told." 
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.TRAINMEN  ENJOY 
PICTURE  INSTRUCTION 

by  Albert  AfARPie- 

The  value  of  motion  and  stereopti- 
con  pictures  as  a  medium  of  in- 

struction is  daily  being  proven 
by  the  Pacific  Electric  Railway  Co. 
of  Los  Angeles,  Cal.,  which  organiza- 

tion has  for  several  months  employed, 
and  is  now  employing,  this  method  of 
instructing  its  employees  in  the  in- 

side workings  of  the  railroad  busi- 
ness. This  company  employs  some- 

thing like  1,600  men  on  its  various 
branches,  and  to  reach  this  number  of 
workmen  with  any  large  amount  of 
success,  the  officials  of  the  company 
found  that  something  more  than  the 
ordinary  instruction  lecture  would 
have  to  be  employed.  Shortly  before 
these  pictures  were  introduced,  the 
company  officials  noticed  that  the 
greatest  drawing  power  in  Los  An- 

geles was  the  Motion  Pictures,  and 

this  thought  presented  itself:  "Why not  make  our  instruction  school  a 

picture  show?" The  thought  seemed  to  be  a  good 
one,  and  the  work  of  gathering  the 
pictures,  both  stereopticon  and  mov- 

ing, was  started.  This  work  covered 
a  space  of  several  weeks.  The  first 
step  was  the  outline  programs  for  six 
nights  a  week  and  extending  over  a 
period  of  several  weeks.  These  pro- 

grams were  illustrated,  and  the  "pic- 
ture show"  was  announced  to  the 

trainmen.  The  increase  in  attend- 
ance was  noticeable  from  the  start, 

and  the  number  present  continued  to 
grow,  until  now,  several  months  after 
the  introduction  of  the  pictures,  the 

average  attendance  has  been  in- 
creased from  three  to  four  hundred 

per  cent.,  and  there  has  been  no  sign 

of  its  falling  off.  The  company's lines  cover  a  wide  territory,  and,  in 
order  that  all  employees  may  have  an 

opportunity  of  attending  these  illus- 
trated lectures,  the  picture  machines 

are  moved  from  one  point  of  the  sys- 
tem to  another.  The  men  drink  in 

the  instruction  presented  by  the  pic- 
tures, the  stereopticon  and  the  Mo- 

tion Pictures  being  alternated,  hardly 
realizing  that  they  are  doing  so. 

Every  phase  of  the  electric  rail- 
roading game  is  taken  up  for  con- 

sideration. The  instruction  starts 
with  the  smaller  points,  such  as  the 
headlight,  automatic  air-trolley,  etc., 
and  these  are  thoroly  described. 
The  pictures  of  these  features  are 
thrown  upon  the  screen,  and  each  one 
is  given  several  minutes  of  descrip- 

tion, which  includes  everything,  from 
the  construction  to  method  of  repair 

in.  case  of  mishap.  Then  the  em- 
ployees are  instructed  as  to  how  each 

appliance  on  the  car  should  be 
worked.  In  each  case  one  or  more 

wrong  methods  are  shown,  and  in- 
variably these  are  followed  by  the 

right  way  of  performing  this  certain 
piece  of  work.  This  is  illustrated  by 
the  photograph  of  the  reverser,  which 
the  operator  is  throwing  over  by 
means  of  his  foot.  It  is  explained 
that  the  hands  should  be  used  for  this 
work,  and  a  picture  illustrating  this 
proper  method  is  shown. 93 
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THE    WRONG    WAY   AND    THE    RIGHT    WAY,    AND 
THE    RESULTS 

The  question  which  is  most  strenu- 
ously emphasized  in  this  course  of 

illustrated  lectures  is  that  of  public 
safety.  The  passenger  must  be  given 
first  consideration,  after  which  the 
property  of  the  company  is  to  be 
thought  of.  In  this  connection  the 
instructor  reminds  the  employee  that 
if  the  rules  and  regulations  of  the 
company  are  strictly  adhered  to  the 
safety  of  the  public  will,  in  most 
cases,  be  assured,  as  well  as  the  saving 

of  the  company's  property.  The  in- 
structor states  in  this  regard  that  the 

employee  who  does  not  obey  the  com- 
pany's orders  cannot  reasonably  ex- 

pect to  be  retained. 
Another  question,  and  one  that  is 

closely  related  to  that  of  public 
safety,  is  that  of  attention  and  con- 

venience to  patrons  of  the  line.  It  is 
taught  that  when  a  passenger  pays 
his  fare  he  is  entitled  to  the  very  best 

treatment  possible,  and  the  employee 
who  does  not  afford  the  passenger  this 
consideration  is  not  working  for  the 
best  interests  of  the  company.     Dur- 

ing the  gathering  of  photographs  for 

these   lectures   many   "snaps"   were 
taken  of  employees  in  various  situa- 

tions and  positions.  From  these  photos 
slides  were   made,   and  the   pictures 
thrown  upon  the  screen.    As  each  pic- 

ture is  projected,  the  instructor  ex- 
plains what  rules  were  being  broken 

by  these  particular  trainmen  at  the 
time    the    photographs 
were    taken.      The    em- 

ployment   of    this    dis- 
courteous    treatment     is 

tabooed. 
The  Motion  Picture 

plays  a  very  important 
part  in  these  lectures. 
Wherever  action  is  neces- 

sary, the  Motion  Picture 
is  used.  In  the  flag-and- 
sign  system  it  is  exten- 
tively  employed.  A  num- 

ber of  illustrations  are 

given  where  the  careless 
driver  approaches  the 
"STOP"  flag  or  the 
"SLOW"  sign,  only  to 
rush  by  without  any  abate- 

ment in  speed.  A  little 
farther  on  he  comes  upon  a  derailed 
car  or  something  of  the  like,  but  from 
the  excessive  rate  at  which  he  is  go- 

ing is  unable  to  stop  his  car  in 
time  to  avert  an  accident.  The  next 
picture  is  taken  at  the  very  same 
place,  showing  the  train  approaching, 
as  did  the  other,  but  this  time  the 
driver,  seeing  the  warning  signs,  ap- 

plies the  air,  and  when  the  broken 
switch  or  derailed  car  is  seen,  he  is 
able  to  bring  his  car  to  a  complete 
stop  before  the  point  of  trouble  is 
reached.  There  are  many  similar  in- 

cidents, but  this  will  serve  as  an  ex- 
ample. The  idea  is  that  the  wrong 

method  of  action  is  first  shown,  only 
to  be  followed  by  the  right  manner  of 
doing  the  same  thing.  This  is 
shown  in  the  illustration  of  the  flag- 

man who  is  waving  the  train  to  "Pro- 
ceed," while  at  the  same  time  he  re- tains his  seat  and  continues  to  read 
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PERSONS 

ARE    NOT 

ALLOWED 

TO    TALK 
TO 

MOTORMEN 

THIS    FLAGMAN    WAVES    THE    TRAIN    TO 

"PROCEED,"    AND    CONTINUES   TO 
READ    HIS    PAPER 

his  paper.  The  companion  to  this 
picture  shows  the  right  way  to  flag 
an  approaching  train. 

7  y^         The   trainmen    are   cau- tioned, also,  against  attain- 
ing   unsightly    positions 

while    on    duty.      This    is 
illustrated   by   the   photo- 

graph showing  the  motor- 
man  sitting  with  his  feet 
almost  on  a  level  with  the 
window   in   front   of  him. 
In  this  picture,   also,  will 
be  seen  another  trainman 
breaking    a    rule    of    the 
company  which  says  that 
"Persons  are  not  allowed 

to    talk    to    motormen." Each  of  these  points  is 
fully    illustrated   in   these 
lectures,   and  the  remarks 

of  the  instructors  tend  to  discourage 

their  use.     The  "Chart  and  Figure" 
class  for  beginners,  which  is  conducted 
in  conjunction  with  these  illustrated 
lectures,  is  proving  very  profitable. 

The  popularity  of  these  "picture 
show ' '  lectures  is  attested  by  the  fact 
that  other  railroads  are  about  to  em- 

ploy them,  the  system  having  been 
given  a  thoro  investigation  by  their 
representatives.  The  importance  of 
this  method  of  instruction  can  be 

more  fully  realized  when  it  is  remem- 
bered that  there  are  over  20,000  miles 

of  street  railroad  track  in  the  United 

States,  and  that  the  traction  com- 
panies employ  over  180,000  people. 

THE      EMPLOYEES      ARE      IN 

STRUCTED  AS  TO   HOW  EACH 

APPLL4NCE     ON     THE     CAR 

SHOULD       BE       WORKED, 

INCLUDING 

THE   HEADLIGHT  AND 

REVERSER,      S II  OWING 
THE  RIGHT  WAY  AND  THE 

WRONG   WAY. 
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IN  the  last  issue  we  gave  four  inter- 
esting pages  from  that  wonderful 

little  green  book  of  Mary  Fuller, 
the  famous  Edison  player,  and  here 
are  four  more.  The  following  extracts 
are  copied  verbatim  from  Miss 

Fuller's  diary,  all  names  being omitted : 

April  3d. — What  delight  to  live  in  a 
place  large  enough  to  expand  one's  ideas 
in,  sleep  on  a  sumptuous  bier  in  a  lofty 
room  as  large  as,  say,  the  Grand  Central 
Station  rotunda !  I  would  like  that  above 
all  things.  And  long,  columnated  halls, 
and  handsome  slaves,  and  purple  cushions 
with  gold  fringe,  and  men  of  science  and 
art  to  discourse  with,  and  no  interference 
of  Cupid,  with  his  painful  darts. 

April  4th. — I  had  a  delicious  time  to- 
day going  to  three  theaters,  dining  at  my 

Mexican  restaurant  on  tamales  and  hot 

dishes,  and  driving  in  the  limousine.  Go- 
ing down  Fifth  Avenue,  a  newsboy 

urchin  jumped  up  on  the  running-board 
and  thrust  his  head  in  the  window.  He 
treated  me  to  an  unconvincing  line  of 

begging  and  ended  by  saying,  "I'll  say  a 
prayer  for  you,  lady,  if  you  help  me  out." 
I  helped  him  out,  but  I  dont  think  I  have 
need  of  prayers  so  much  that  Fate  should 
send    so   ill   a   messenger   to    offer    them. 
Saw     in   a   feature  picture   today. 
He  is  one  of  the  film  actors  that  I  like. 
It  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  him, 
either  on  the  screen  or  in  person.  I  sup- 

pose I  should  see  more  pictures,  but  there 
are  so  many  other  things  that  claim  my 
attention  first. 

April  5th. — The  weather  is  sulking.  I 
took  an  aristocratic  leisure,  dressing,  this 
morning  after  my  bath.  It  is  such  a 
solace  to  be  able  to  live  like  a  human 
one  day  in  the  week.  In  my  .iourneyings 
I  strolled  into  the  Palace.  There  is  noth- 

ing in  vaudeville  deader  than  a  worn-out 
act.        was  there,  and  I  overheard 
him  roasting   .    Some  people  haven't 

wit  and  imagination  enough  to  make  their 
own  life  interesting,  so  they  meddle  in 
the  affairs  of  others.  With  my  raincoat 
collar  turned  up  and  my  hat  down,  I  was 
the  Invisible  Angel  standing  amongst 
them. 

April  6th. — They  blew  me  up  with  a 
Black  Hand  bomb  today,  doing  "Dolly  of 
the  Dailies"  (No.  7).  The  charge  of 
dynamite  was  very  heavy.  The  shack 
was  wrecked,  my  clothes  were  torn  and 
blackened,  and  blood  ran  from  a  scalp 
wound.  It  was  exciting.  I  hope  my 
"fans"  will  like  it. 

April  7th. — We  finished  Frederick  the 
Great  today.  In  one  of  the  platform 
scenes  I  wore  the  black  velvet  Watteau 

hat  trimmed  with  lilies  that  I  sat  up  mak- 
ing late  last  night.  It  turned  out  a  great 

success.  I  hope  they  dont  cut  that  scene 

out. 
April  8th. — I  received  on  this  date  a 

letter  from  one  of  my  dear  movie  fans 
relative  to  the  recent  studio  fire.  She 

writes :  "I  read  in  the  Philadelphia 
Record  of  the  terrible  fire  and  destruction 
of  your  studio.  I  am  awfully  sorry,  dear ; 
the  papers  stated  that  the  studio  was 
destroyed,  the  plays  that  were  being 
made,  four  hundred  actors  and  actresses 
lost  their  job,  and  the  loss  was  $100,000. 
I  shall  tell  you  my  first  thought  after 

reading  it :  Good  Lord !  I  hope  'Dolly 
of  the  Dailies'  is  not  destroyed!" 

April  9th. — Today  I  received  a  request 
from  a  London  magazine  to  write  some 

articles  for  them— one  entitled  "My  Peal 
Love  Romance,"  which  I  jotted  down, 
typed  and  sent  off  to  the  editor.  I  be- 

lieve they  will  be  interesting  reading.  In 

writing  "My  Real  Love  Romance,"  I 
didn't  know  which  one  to  choose,  so  began 
with  the  first  serious  one.  Some  day  I 
will  write  a  series  of  them,  and  I  am  sure 

it  will  be  good  "copy." 
April  10th. — I  was  pulled  up  a  coal- 

hole today.  We  were  taking  a  scene  from 

"Dolly  of* the  Dailies"  (No.  8),  on  Decatur Avenue,  and  when  I  emerged  thru  the 
coal-hole    and    scrambled    out    with    face 
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and  hands  black  with  soot,  hair  down  and 
dress  torn,  puffing  and  blowing  like  a 
grampus,  the  crowd  shouted  with  glee. 
The  worst  of  these  outside  scenes  is  that 
there  is  always  such  a  crowd.  And  how 
they  do  eat  me  up ! 

April  11th. — Went  to  the  opera  this 
afternoon.  I  love  Wagner;  his  ideas  are 
mighty,  his  conceptions  broad  and  full  of 
poise.  After  the  matinee  I  went  to  buy  a 

hat.  I  just  couldn't  wear  that  last 
summer's  Panama  on  Easter  Sunday. 
Bought  one  of  those  burnt-to-a-crisp  black 
hats  with  stove-polish  ribbon.  Beastly 
thing,  but  all  the  style.  Look  for  it,  dear 

children,  in  "Dolly  of  the  Dailies"  (No. 
9).     Went  to  my  Mexican  restaurant  and 

ate  peppers  and  things  until  I  felt  like  a 
Fourth  of  July  celebration ;  then  saw 

Frank  Craven's  new  play.  Amusing,  but 
very  light. 

April  12th. — At  12  o'clock  "X"  called 
for  me  in  the  machine,  and  we  motored 
over  to  Long  Beach.  He  had  brought  one 

of  his  pet  "props" — a  striped  blanket 
which  had  been  around  the  world  many 
times  with  him — to  keep  my  feet  warm. 
It  looked  dingy  to  me,  and,  as  he  put  it 

conspicuously  over  my  lap,  I  said,  "Why 
feature  the  caterpillar  blanket?"  at  which 
he  was  "sore,"  and  was  not  to  be  mollified 
until  I  said,  "Never  mind,  I  am  going  to 
immortalize  you  by  putting  you  into  my 
diary — a  distinction  not  bestowed  on 
many,"  at  which  he  smiled  and  said  I 
was — well,  never  mind  what  he  said. 
Long  Beach  was  full  of  the  Easter  crowd, 
but  we  had  no  trouble  in  getting  a  table 
for  dinner.  The  musicians  played  the 
pieces  I  like.     We  walked  two  miles  on 

the  beach  and  returned  to  town  in  time 
to  attend  a  photoplay  show  and  a  Metro- 

politan concert. 
April  13th. — How  strange  it  is  that 

many  people  who  could  help  one  by  just 
a  few  words  at  the  right  moment — spirit- 

ual sign-posts,  so  to  speak — never  do  so, 
out  of  sheer  wantonness  or  selfishness  or 

lack  of  perception !  If  the  strong  flourish- 
ing in  their  maturity  would  shed  a  ray 

of  light  into  the  darkness  of  the  ignorant 
or  weak  or  callow,  they  would  be  laying 
for  themselves  a  living  monument  in  the 
impressionable  mind  of  the  one  who  had 
caught  some  of  the  luster.  Can  you  not 
think  of  some  man  or  woman  in  your 
life  who,  by  some  look  or  gesture  or  noble 
remark,  has  lighted  in  you  a  like  flame  of 
something  finer  than  had  flourished  in 
you  before?  And  is  it  not  sweet  to  be  one 
of  those  who  give  forth  such  divine, 
psychic  help?  So  many  human  shadows  I 
have  seen,  with  their  eyes  clouded  with 
discouragement  or  bewildered  by  a  rush- 

ing world,  and  I  longed  to  take  them  in 
my  arms  and  comfort  them.  I  love  every- 

thing my  life  touches.  All  things  and 
people  woven  into  the  fabric  of  my  ex- 

istence I  like,  each  for  a  different  thing.  I 
want  to  encourage  and  inspire  those 
around  me.  It  behooves  us  to  be  always 
at  our  best.  For  instance,  I  saw  recently 
for  the  first  time  a  well-known  actress  in 
a  new  play  on  Broadway.  In  her  biggest 
scene  she  diligently  picked  her  nose.  (It 
sounds  crass  to  write  it  down  here;  it 
looked  the  same  way.)  This  was  not 
necessary  either  for  the  realism  of  the 
play  or  as  a  sidelight  on  the  character 
portrayed.  It  offended  good  taste  and  is 
one  of  the  unpleasant  things  that  is  liable 
to  remain  as  an  after-impression.  I  am 
sure  no  actress  wants  to  be  remembered 

as  the  one  who  picked  her  nose — a  re- 
minder that  is  as  salient  as  it  is  disagree- 
able. Therefore,  never  do  anything  to 

offend,  for  who  knows  what  eyes,  looking 
from  afar,  from  a  corner,  from  aloft,  may 
carry  that  impression  of  you  stamped  in- 

delibly. To  foster  in  one's  self  the  best 
things.  Playing  queens  and  thinking  on 
what  is  good  for  the  people  begets  ideas 

for  one's  own  state,  for  we  are  all  sover- 
eign states,  a  little  country  within  our- 

selves. I  believe  nobility  of  self  and 
charity  for  others  will  be  more  universal 
as  time  goes  on. 
April  14th. — Thank  fortune !  We 

started  the  "Master  Mummer"  today. 
Took  some  of  the  convent  scenes.  I  like 
the  part  (or  parts).  I  hope  it  will  be  a 
success.  Went  to  the  Booth  Theater  in 
the  evening.  While  we  were  having  coffee 
in  the  lounge  during  intermission,   I  was 
introduced  to  the  adorable    ,  whom 
I  have  admired  from  afar  for  several 

years.  He  is  not  at  all  good-looking  off 

the  stage,  but  his  manner  and  "atmos- 
phere" are  irresistible.  After  the  show 

we  picked  up   at  the  Astor.    He  had 
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been  to  review  Hitchcock — been  enjoying 
the  drollery  of  the  time-table  scene.      (I 
saw  it  in  Boston.)      was  in  excellent 
spirits  and  admired  my  hat — something 
he  doesn't  usually  do.  We  supped  at  the 
McAlpin  and  discussed  coming  scenarios. 
He  is  such  a  dear ;  I  am  so  fond  of  him. 
His  fair  hair  curls  around  his  chubby 

neck — a  sweet,  chubby  neck — well,  I  shant 
say  more. 

April  15th. — Bought  two  junior  dresses 

today    for    "The    Master    Mum- 
mer,"   one    a    blue    serge,     the      •    —  -  ■ 

other  a  shepherd  plaid.     I  met 
■   ,  and  we  drove  home  to-      » 
aether.  He  bought  me  a  bunch 
of  violets  which  I  sniffed  all  the 
way  home.  A  delightful  lady 
from  the  Chicago  Tribune  inter- 

viewed me  today.  I  liked  her 
ever  so  much.  She  was  slender, 

and  her  eyes,  keen  and  intelli- 
gent, had  that  quintessential 

sweetness  of  pain.  Another 
reason  I  liked  her  was  because 

she  didn't  radiate  commercial- 
ism.     came  up  to  see  our 

picture  and  was  the  one  bright 
spot  of  the  evening. 

April  16th. — Went  to  see  a 
Welch  play  at  the  matinee ;  well 
acted,  but  very  gloomy.  Nearly 
every  one  in  the  play  was  pol- 

ished off  before  the  end.  The 
house  was  almost  empty ;  only 
a  few  of  us  mourners  attended. 
Bought  two  little  frocks,  and 
some  magazines  which  I  perused 
until  3  a.  m.,  a  very  bad  hour 
for  a  film  actress  to  retire. 

April  17th. — An  early  call 
took  us  to  the  Fourteenth 
Street  studio  to  do  Dolly 
No.  9.     I  turned  the  hose  on  Mr.  Boliver. 

We  had  a  late  day,   but     is   very 
good  and  spoils  me  dreadfully.  When  I 
returned  to  the  uptown  studio,  M.  N.  had 
left  a  mince  pie  for  me  which,  as  I  had  had 
no  dinner,  tasted  very  good.  Received  a 
telegram  from  the  editor  of  a  Dallas  news- 

paper, saying  I  had  won  the  Popularity 
Contest  by  a  majority  of  2,000  votes.  This 
made  me  very  happy,  and  I  immediately 
telegraphed  him  a  reply.  I  wonder  if 
people  will  ever  know  how  dear  to  me 
these  expressions  of  their  interest  are,  and 
what  feelings  well  up  in  my  heart  at  the 
thought  of  them. 

April  18th. — A  music  firm  wrote  to  me, 
asking  permission  to  use  my  picture  on  the 
front  of  some  music,  and  I  had  a  letter 
today  from  a  theater  manager,  offering  me 
$200  to  appear  at  his  theater  for  one  even- 

ing. Such  appreciation  is  lovely.  Went  to 
the  final  New  York  appearance  of  Pav- 
lowa,  the  dancer.  She  is  making  a  world 
tour  and  has  been  visiting  New  York.  She 

is  rightly  called  "The  Incomparable." 
Such  fire,  such  abandon,  and  yet  such 
faultless    execution !      It   was    a    glorious 

farewell  she  received.  The  house  was 
packed  and  fully  appreciated  the  exqui- 

site numbers  on  the  program.  At  the  end 
of  the  performance  a  long  array  of  ushers 
filed  down  the  aisle,  carrying  huge  bunches 
of  American  Beauty  roses.  It  looked  like 

"the  forest  of  Dunsinane  was  moving," 
truly.  The  house  applauded  continuously 
for  twenty  minutes.  The  flowers  were 
heaped  around  her  on  the  stage.  A  net- 

ting of  flowers  and  petals  was  released 

from  the  "flies"  a  n  d 
showered  on  her  and  her 
company.  She  brought  out 
the  different  members,  then 
her  musical  conductor, 
then  her  stage  manager, 

then  her  business  mana- 

ger, then  her  business  rep- 
resentatives. The  house  on 

its  feet  applauding!  She 
seemed  quite  overcome, 
mute,  awed,  tearful,  at  this 
outburst  of  public  affection. 
Even  I  felt  a  lump  in  my 
throat.  It  was  one  of 
those  times  when  the  heart 
runs  warm  and  liquid.    She 
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at  last  made  a  speech, 
very  small  and  very 
tremulous.  Then  the 
house  went  home.  It 

was  a  real  event,  not  one  "worked  up." April  19th. — Had  a  lovely  time  today 
motoring  around  over  Coney  Island  and 

Sheepshead  with  "Z."  He  had  on  a  new 
spring  hat  and  coat  and  was  so  proud  of 
himself  that  he  sat  down  on  his  nice  cane 

and  broke  it  all  to  pieces.  I  couldn't  help 
laughing.  r  I  had  fish  and  lobster,  and 
later  on  Welsh  rarebit — and  lived  thru  it. 
Coming  home  in  the  evening — the  frogs 
singing — the  dusk  falling  like  a  benedic- 

tion  



"X  tothing  troubles  me  more  than 
]^  the  mania  some  folk  have  of 

wanting  to  act  for  the  camera, ' ' 
a  well-known  director  confided  to  the 

humble  scribe  t'other  day;  "altho 
they  are  not  qualified  in  any  way  for 
such  exacting  and  hard  work  as 
cinema  acting.  Years  ago  aspirants 
got  stage-struck;  now  it  is  a  case  of 
being  film-struck  —  the  latest  full- 
developed  craze. 

"I  have  had  applications  from  re- 
tired policemen,  court-officers  and  at- 

torneys, soldiers,  sailors  and  firemen, 
who  fondly  imagine  that  they  could 
act  their  parts  well.  I  do  not  doubt 
their  abilities  in  their  different  spheres 
in  real  life,  but  when  it  comes  to 
posing  for  Motion  Pictures,  well —  In 
fact,  I  have  had  requests  from  people 
in  all  stations  of  life.  They  do  not 
seem  to  realize  that  this  new  art  is 
not  near  so  easy  as  it  looks. 

"The  reasons  that  some  of  them 
give  are  most  astonishing.  I  have  had 
an  offer  from  the  widow  of  a  notorious 
murderer,  who  calmly  suggested  after 
his  death  that  I  engage  her  as  a 
heroine  at  a  high  salary.  She  stated 
that  her  reflected  fame  would  cause  a 
sensation. 

"On  another  occasion  a  weeping 
maiden  paid  me  a  visit,  quite  con- 

fident that  she  could  play  pathetic 
heroines  with  touching  pathos  and 
realism.  Her  lover  had  just  thrown 
her  over  was  the  excuse,  and  there 
would  be  no  need  to  pretend  to  be 
affected;  for  she  could  provide  the 
real  thing. 

"Later  on  I  received  a  letter  from 
a  young  man  who  wrote  that  he  had 
been  practicing  until  he  could  hold 
his  breath  for  a  whole  five  minutes. 

He  innocently  explained  that  he  ac- 
complished this  feat  in  order  not  to 

spoil  the  pictures  by  moving  his  face 
as  the  camera  was  grinding  out  the 
film.     This  enterprising  young  man 
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has  a  sweetheart  who  has  been  as- 
sured that  she  possesses  every  qualifi- 
cation to  win  success  on  the  screen.  '  I 

can  cry  just  whenever  I  like,'  she 
states,  'and  my  young  man  says  that when  I  stare  at  him  real  hard  he  feels 

quite  tremulous,  because  it's  as  if  I 
was  accusing  him  of  doing  all  sorts 

of  awful  things ! ' 
"I  heard  the  other  day  that  two 

typists  in  a  city  office  are  testing  their 
talents  for  silent  acting  in  a  manner 
that  is  certainly  unique  and  amusing. 
Every  lunch-time  they  decline  to 
speak  a  word.  When  anything  calls 
for  the  use  of  spoken  words  they  try 
to  express  their  meaning  by  the  aid 
of  gesture  and  facial  expression. 
Sometimes  the  results  prove  to  be 
disastrous.  Recently,  one  of  the  girls 
attempted  to  order  a  glass  of  milk 
and  a  bun  without  speaking,  and  in 
all  solemnness  she  found  herself  hand- 

ling a  box  of  cigarets  and  a  railroad 
time-table  instead.  And  then  they 
think  they  are  talented ! 

"One  applicant  that  came  to  me 
hankering  after  a  position  as  a  film 
hero,  impressed  me  so  much  that  I 
cross-examined  him.  I  told  him  that 
we  required  a  man  of  wonderful  facial 
expression,  of  dramatic  action,  and  of 

commanding  appearance.  'Do  you 
consider  yourself  up  to  this  descrip- 

tion?' I  asked;  'and  can  you  make 
yourself  understood  without  words?' 
'  Can  I  ? '  he  laughingly  replied.  '  Look 
here,  my  wife  is  French,  the  boss  that 
I  work  for  is  a  Dutchman,  and  my 
boarder  is  a  Jew,  who  talks  nothing 
but  Yiddish.  I  dont  know  a  word 
of  any  foreign  language,  yet  I  have 
been  making  them  understand  me  for 

years.    How's  that?' "More  than  once,  in  the  course  of 
my  experiences,  have  broken-hearted 
parents  come  to  me,  thinking,  of 
course,  that  one  or  other  of  the  run- 

aways had  joined  film  companies." 
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This  is  the  second  of  a  series  of  articles,  the  first  having  appeared  in  the  July  issue 

Some  persons  have  faces  that  are 
extremely  expressive,  while  oth- 

ers have  faces  that  are  almost 
a  blank.  There  is  also  a  class  of 

people  who  have  such  control  over 
their  emotions  that  their  faces  are 

always  in  repose,  however  intense  may 
be  the  thoughts  in  their  minds  and 
however  stirring  their  feelings.  There 
seems  to  be  a  prevailing  notion  that 
dignity  demands  the  suppression  of 
all  forms  of  expression  of  the  emo- 

tions; that  a  king,  or  a  judge,  or  a 
governor  must  never  lose  that  repose 
of  countenance  which  marks  them  as 
something  above  the  common  people. 
While  it  is  true  that  the  highest  type 
of  aristocracy  that  we  can  imagine 
would  consist  of  people  who  were 
never  perturbed,  never  ruffled,  never 
aroused  to  intense  emotions  of  any 
kind,  and  who  were  always  calm  and 
cool  whatever  the  provocation,  this 
conception  leads  us  to  a  race  of  super- 

men. We  are  dealing  with  people 
that  we  see  all  around  us.  Violent 
passions  are  exhibited  distinctly  in 
the  countenance  of  both  man  and 
animals,  but  the  animals  have  very 
little  power  of  expression.  In  brutes, 
the  most  marked  expression  is  that  of 

rage,  which  is  quite  what  we  could  ex- 
pect, since  rage  in  this  case  is  based 

on  the  law  of  self-preservation,  the 
first  law  of  nature.  When  we  see 
the  expression  of  rage,  we  may  know 
that  it  means  opposition,  resistance 
and  defense. 

As  we  proceed  from  the  lowest  form 
of  animal  life  to  the  highest  type  of 
mankind,  we  note  that  the  capacity 
for  emotion,  feelings  and  sensations, 
and  their  expression,  is  increased. 
Thus,  the  lowly  worm  has  very  few 
sensations,  while  the  learned  philoso- 

pher has  many;  and  the  worm  has 
but  two  or  three  ways  of  expressing 

those  sensations,  while  the  philoso- 
pher may  have  a  hundred.  An  un- 

civilized man  has  fewer  emotions  than 
a  civilized  one  has,  and  his  face  is 
correspondingly  less  expressive.  A 
savage  may  express  such  primitive 
emotions  as  rage,  fear  and  joy  more 
clearly  and  decisively  than  a  highly 
civilized  man  would,  and  so  might 
one  of  the  lower  animals,  such  as  a 
dog.  For  example,  take  a  dog  who 
is  about  to  go  out  for  a  walk  with  its 
master ;  it  wags  its  tail,  prances, 
barks  joyfully,  even  laughs,  and  its 
whole    frame    is    expressive    of    ani- 101 
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mated,  joyful  anticipation.  A  phil- 
osopher does  not  exhibit  his  pleasures 

so  expressively,  but  a  child  often 
does.  Why?  Because  the  philosopher 
has  learnt  to  control  his  emotions, 
while  the  child  is  natural.  And  so 
with  the  lower  types  of  man.  The 
savage  is  natural.  When  he  is 
angry,  he  shows  it.    In  a  natural  and 

THE   EXPRESSIVE    PACE    OF    MAUDE    EBURNE    IS 

A    FEATURE   OF    "  A    PAIR   OF    SIXES ' '    AT 
THE    LONGACRE    THEATER,    N.    Y. 

primitive  state  of  society  there  is  not 
so  much  deception  and  concealment 
of  the  inner  workings  of  the  mind; 
whereas,  as  we  become  civilized,  we 
learn  to  cultivate  repose,  suppression 
of  our  passions  and  a  poise  and  bal- 

ance of  our  faculties.  In  other  words, 
we  become  hypocrites.  We  learn  to 
conceal  our  real  emotions.  We  think 
that  it  is  a  sign  of  cowardice  to  ex- 

hibit fear;  that  it  is  undignified  to 
laugh  uproariously,  and  that  it  is  un- 

becoming to  weep.    Thus,  we  strive  to 

control  the  muscles  of  our  faces  so  as 
to  conceal  from  our  fellows  the  inner 
workings  of  our  minds.  As  we  mix 
up  with  the  intricate  affairs  of  the 
world,  we  learn  that  life  is  a  struggle 
for  existence  and  that  to  succeed  we 
must  conceal  our  thoughts  from  our 
fellows  and  make  a  fight  for  a  living. 
We  learn  to  drive  a  sharp  bargain,  to 

put  our  best  foot  for- 
ward, to  conceal  our 

weaknesses,  to  exaggerate 
our  good  points,  and  in 
various  ways  to  create  a 
good  impression,  all  of 
which  necessitate  acquir- 

ing control  of  our  emo- 
tions and  of  our  modes  of 

expressing  them.  And  in 
so  doing  we  learn  to  ex- 

press false  emotions.  We 
learn  to  express  sorrow 
when  we  have  none,  hop- 

ing to  gain  sympathy, 
and  we  assume  an  expres- 

sion of  bravery  and  fear- 
lessness, hoping  thereby 

to  frighten  off  o  u  r  ad- 
versary. This  deception 

and  hypocrisy  is  natural, 
for  we  find  it  in  the  low- 

liest of  animals.  The 

expression,  "playing 
'possum,"  comes  from 
the  fact  that  the  opos- 

sum, when  in  danger, 
assumes  a  semblance  of 
death,  so  as  to  deceive  the 
enemy.  A  hen,  when  she 
thinks  her  chicks  in  dan- 

ger -from  an  intruder, 
ruffles  up  her  feathers 
until  she  is  nearly  twice 

her  size,  thinking  thereby  to  deceive 
the  enemy  as  to  her  frightfulness  and 
power.  All  feathered  animals  do  like- 

wise, and  most  of  the  other  animals 
have  similar  ways  of  deceiving  the 
enemy — certain  snakes  dilate  their 
necks  to  resemble  the  deadly  cobra. 

Thus,  physical  expression  may  be 
divided  into  two  kinds:  those  which 
we  adopt  for  deception  purposes,  and 
those  which  arise  from  the  involun- 

tary expression  of  the  emotions.  We 
are  now  concerned  only  with  the  latter. 
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In  my  last  article  I  gave  a  list  of 
over  165  different  emotions  that  may 
be    expressed    by 
the  face,  and  it  is 
possible  that  each 
one  of  these  may 
be    subdivided 
into  others.   Take 

the  accompany- 
ing   illustration : 

three  of  the  four 
faces    indicate 
mirth,    but    it    is 
quite    clear    that 
it   is   a   different 
kind   of   mirth 
that    has    caused 
the   laughter. 
Assume  that  Per- 

son 3  has  called 
Person   4   by   an 
uncomplimentary 
name ;   Person   4 
is  apparently  amused,  hardly  angry; 
Person  1  thinks  it  rather  funny,  and 

Person  2 
thinks  it 

quite  comic. 
The  faces  of 

all  four  in- 
dicate good- 

nature, and 

each  expres- 
sion is  dif- 

ferent. The 
mind  of 

each  person 
has  been 
affected  in  a 

different  way,  and 
simple  as  the  drawing 

is,  you  can  almost 
imagine  the  chain  of 
thoughts  that  has  been 
started  in  each  mind. 
And  below  are  three 

others,  all  of  different 
character  and  station, 
who  heard  the  remark, 
and  you  will  observe 
that  the  expression  of 
mirth  on  each  face 
differs  materially  from 

that  of  any  other.  Ex- 
amine the  lines  of  the 

face  of  Person  3,  and 
you  can  imagine  the  cynical  thoughts 
that  are  passing  thru  his  mind.  There 

is  a  slight  expres- 
s  i  o  n  of  resent- 

ment as  well  as 
of  mirth  in  the 
face  of  Person  1, 
and  he  might  be 

saying  to  him- 
self:  "Very 
funny,  but  if  he 
called  me  that,  I 
would  not  stand 
for  it. ' '  Person  2 
sees  the  wit  of  the 
remark  rather 

vaguely  and  is 
somewhat  curious 

and  yet  indiffer- ent. As  simple  as 
these  drawings 
are,  the  more  you 
examine  them, 

the  more  you  can  read  in  the  lines. 
And  that  is  one  of  the  purposes  of  this 

it    is  2 

you 

The article  — to  make 
thin  k. 
more  you 

study  facial 
expression,  the 
more  you  will 
unders  tan  d 
the  minutest 
lines  of  the 

face,  and  the 
greater  will  be 
your  enjoy- m  e  n  t   of   the 



{IK;//'!  '» 
104 



EXPRESSION  OF  THE  EMOTIONS 105 

w 
photoplay.  And  it  is  necessary  here 
for  you  to  understand  that  the  im- 

pressions communicated  by  the  exter- 
nal organs  of  sense 

belong  to  the  mind, 
and  that  there  is  a 
mutual  influence  exer- 

cised by  the  mind  and 
body  on  each  other.  In 
other  words,  what  goes 
on  in  the  mind  is 
shown,  more  or  less,  on 
the  face  and  body,  and 
when  the  body  suffers 
a  sensation,  such  as 
pain,  it  is  immediately 
shown  on  the  face.  I 
invite  you  to  study  the 
effects  of  emotion  and 
sensation  on  the  lines 
of  the  face,  and  I  trust 
that  you  will  bear  with 
me  if,  in  these  intro- 

ductory chapters,  I 
find  it  necessary  to 
lead  you  now  and  then 
into  what  might  prove 
to  be  uninteresting 
fields  of  thought.  Let 
us   now   turn,    for   a 

moment,  to  Darwin  and  see  just 
what  causes  expression.  Darwin 
gives  three  principles:  I.  Serv- 

iceable associated  habits;  II. 
Antithesis;  III.  Actions  due  to 
the  constitution  of  the  Nervous 

System. The  first  principle  assumes 
that  certain  expressions  are 
caused  by  our  desire  to  relieve  or 
gratify  certain  sensations,  de- 

sires, etc.,  by  making  certain 
muscular  movements  that  we 
have  found  to  be  helpful.  The 
second  principle  assumes  that,  if 
a  certain  emotion  causes  us  to 
make  a  certain  facial  expression, 
which  we  have  found  to  be  of 
service  to  relieve  us  (Principle 
I),  when  an  opposite  emotion  is 
felt,  there  is  a  strong  tendency  to 
make  an  expression  of  an  oppo- 

site nature,  even  if  these  expres- 
sions do  not  relieve  us.  The 

third  principle  assumes  that 
when  we  are  strongly  excited, 

nerve-force  is  generated  in  excess  and 
is  transmitted  thru  the  nerve-channels 
in  certain   definite   directions,   which 
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affects  certain  muscles  of 
the  face  and  body.  But  all 
this  leads  us  into  scientific 
and  physiological  fields,  to 
which  I  do  not  intend  to 
carry  my  readers. 

Not  only  do  different 
people  express  their  emo- 

tions in  different  ways, 
but  different  people  are 
affected  in  different  ways 
by  the  same  thing.  On 
page  104  I  have  given  a 
number  of  faces,  each  de- 

picting an  entirely  differ- 
ent emotion.  I  ask  you  to 

examine  each  face  closely 
and  make  up  your  mind 
what  emotion  or  sensa- 

tion each  face  represents. 
After  this,  I  request  that 
you  imagine  that  each  of 
these  persons  has  just 

heard  the  important  news,  "The  king 
is  dead!"  Of  course,  each  person 
takes  the  news  differently.     The  news 

X 

arouses  different  sentiments  in  these 
different  types  of  character.  Can  you 
not  tell  what  is  passing  in  their 

minds?  At  least,  you  have  an 
idea,  and  while  your  idea  may 
be  different  from  mine,  it  is 
founded  on  a  certain  common 
instinct  or  knowledge.  We 
all  know  laughter  when  we  see 
it,  and  likewise  pain.  But  can 
we  always  tell  whether  it  is 
physical  pain  or  mental  pain? 
Here  are  two  faces,  each  de- 

picting fear.  How  different 
they  are !  Each  of  these  per- 

sons may  fear  the  very  same 
thing,  but  they  have  different 
ways  of  showing  it,  because 
each  is  affected  by  more  than 
one  emotion.  In  other  words, 
every  emotion  we  might  name 

!  is  always  accompanied  by  one 
or  more  other  emotions  or  sen- 

1  sations,  and  each  of  these  will 
have  some  effect  on  the  muscles 

\    of  expression. 
It  is  remarkable  that  the 

:  expressions  of  pain,  weeping, 
'  terror  and  laughing  are  quite 

similar,  many  of  the  same 
muscles  being  brought  into 
use  for  each  emotion.  A 

person   may    laugh    if   told   a 
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joke,  and  he  may  also  laugh  if  tickled 
on  the  foot,  one  being  purely  mental 
and  the  other  purely  physical.  Like- 

wise, a  person's  face  may  show  an  ex- 
pression of  agony,  and  it  may  be 

caused  by  grief,  purely  mental,  or  by 
an  ache,  purely  physical.  We  must 
not  forget  that  the  strongest  emotions 
are  sometimes  expressed  the  least.  No 
emotion  is  stronger  than  maternal 
love,  but  a  mother  may  feel  the  deep- 

est love  for  her  helpless  infant,  and 
yet  not  show  it  by  any  outward  sign. 

Expression  is  very  much  like  a  lan- 
guage; we  have  to  learn  it.  It  is 

doubtful  if  children  instinctively 
recognize  any  expression.  They,  no 
doubt,  learn  to  read  expression  mostly 
by  watching  their  elders ;  but  when  a 
child  cries  or  laughs,  it  knows,  in  a 
general  way,  what  it  is  doing  and 
what  it  feels,  and  therefore  it  soon 
learns  to  recognize  those  emotions  in 
others. 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  we  recog- 
nize so  many  shades  of  expression 

without  any  conscious  process  of 
analysis  on  our  part.  We  see  a  face, 
and  we  instantly  recognize  an  expres- 

sion of,  say,  cunning;  but  we  cannot 
tell  why,  nor  can  we  describe  a  cun- 

ning expression.  There  are  various 
ways  of  reading  character,  with  more 
or  less  correctness,  such  as  phren- 

ology, physiognomy,  astrology,  palm- 
istry, chirography,  etc.,  but  there  is 

nothing  like  the  face.  Some  can  read 
faces  better  than  can  others.  Some 
faces  are  as  an  open  book,  while  others 
are  expressionless  always.  Some  of  our 
best  actors  on  the  stage  and  on  the 
screen  have  faces  that  are  extremely 
expressive  when  in  repose,  while 
others  have  to  distort  their  faces  out 
of  all  shape  to  tell  the  story  of  their 
emotions.  Gestures  are  very  helpful, 
but  a  great  orator  does  not  require 
gestures,  and  uses  them  sparingly. 
When  an  actor  or  speaker  has  not  the 
power  to  express  his  emotions  by  his 
face,  he  resorts  to  extreme  measures, 
which  is  called  ranting.  Did  you  ever 
observe  Henry  Walthall  display  an 
intense  emotion?  He  does  not  wring 
his  hands,  distort  his  face  and  wildly 

cry,  "My  God!"     His  face  is  in  re- 

pose, but  you  can  read  the  whole  story 
in  his  eyes  and  by  the  very  slight 
movement  of  the  muscles.  That  is 
one  of  the  tricks  of  that  master  artist, 
David  Griffith;  for  you  will  remem- 

ber that  he  seldom  allows  his  players 
to  rant.  He  makes  them  turn  toward 
the  camera  and  tell  the  story  with 
faces  almost  serene.  In  this  regard, 
mention  should  be  made  of  the  ex- 

pressive face  of  Earle  Williams,  also 
of  Edith  Storey  and,  in  fact,  of 

nearly  all  of  the  players  in  "The 
Christian,"  which  has  not  yet  been 
equaled  as  far  as  acting  and  facial 
expression  are  concerned. 

I  think  it  was  Talleyrand  who  said 
that  language  was  given  us  so  that 
we  could  conceal  our  thoughts.  It  is 
true  that  we  often  say  one  thing  and 
mean  another,  but  when  we  have 
to  look  a  person  in  the  eye  and  say  it, 
it  is  not  so  easy.  The  expression  on 
our  faces  is  likely  to  give  us  away. 
The  movements  of  expression  give 
vividness  and  energy  to  our  spoken 
words.  The  players  on  the  screen 
have  but  few  words,  and  they  must 
depend  on  expression  almost  solely  to 
tell  their  story.  And,  lately,  the  art 
of  photography  has  been  carried  to 
such  an  artistic  extreme  that  the 

photoplayer  is  now  given  abundant 
opportunity  to  display  his  abilities  in 
the  art  of  facial  expression.  Formerly 
the  faces  on  the  screen  were  all 

chalky  white,  and  the  art  of  make-up 
was  not  understood  by  the  players. 
The  best  camera  in  the  world  cannot 

give  perfect  modeling  to  faces  that 
are  plastered  with  grease-paint  and 
white  powder.  The  art  of  lighting 
has  also  been  greatly  improved,  so 
that  now  there  is  no  excuse  for  a 

player  in  a  well-regulated  company 
who  cannot  make  his  or  her  face  tell 

the  story  without  resorting  to  melo- 
dramatic ranting. 

Again,  some  characters  require  vio- 
lent gesture  and  intense  facial  ex- 

pression. Take  Mr.  Bosworth  in 
"The  Sea-wolf";  here  was  a  strong 
character,  and  it  would  be  hard  to 
overdo  the  acting  of  such  a  part. 
What  I  wish  to  impress  is  the  fact 
that  as  the  ladder  of  culture  and  in- 
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telligence  is  ascended,  the 
players  must  learn  to  express 
their  emotions  by  suppressing 
them,  as  it  were ;  and  when 
they  are  depicting  characters 
of  a  low  order,  they  must  give 
their  facial  muscles  fuller 

play,  accompanied,  if  need  be, 
with  gestures  and  other  acces- 

sories. It  is  comical  to  see  the 

way  some  of  our  players  de- 
pict a  governor  or  other  sup- 

posedly intelligent  officials  and 
men  of  affairs.  Not  having 
command  of  the  facial  muscles 
of  expression,  they  resort  to 
violence  and  vehemence  that 
would  do  credit  to  an  uncivi- 

lized backwoodsman.  A  good 
player  can  express  almost  any 
emotion,  however  intense,  by 
the  slightest  movement  of  the 
facial  muscles! 

I  have  written  to  several  of 

A 

our  leading  photoplay- 
ers  for  photographs  de- 

picting various  e  m  c- 
tions,  and  may  I  ask 
those  to  whom  I  have 
not  yet  written,  and 
who  see  this,  to  favor 
me  with  theirs?  Thus 

far,  my  illustrations 
are  general  and  are 
made  from  drawings ; 
but  my  next  article  will 
be  illuminated  with  fa- 

miliar faces. 
Here  we  have  a  man 

who  has  just  committed 
a  crime.  The  dagger  is 
held  loosely  in  his  hand, 
and  he  is  contemplating 
his  deed  with  just  a 
tinge  of  remorse  in  his 
heart,  yet  the  hatred 
and  revenge  that 

prompted  the  crime 
have  not  entirely 
vanished. 

Here  we  have  a  good 
example  of  jealousy 
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NORMA    TALMADGE,    OF    THE    VITAGRAPH    PLAYERS,    SHOWING    HER 
REMARKABLY   EXPRESSIVE   FACE    UNDER   DIFFERENT    EMOTIONS 

and  suspicion.  But  cover  the  hand 
so  that  only  the  face  is  visible,  and 
you  will  recognize  contempt,  hatred, 
anger  or  cruelty.  Can  you  imagine 
John  Bunny  or  Alice  Joyce  posing  so 
as  rto  resemble  the  emotions  in  this 
picture?     If  not,  why  not?     That  is 

a  phase  of  the  subject  which  we  shall 
soon  explore.  And  we  shall  learn 
why  we  all  express  emotions  prac- 

tically the  same.  And  why  tears 
come  to  the  eyes  when  we  are  in  deep 
sorrow.  And  why  we  frown  and 
scowl  when  we  are  displeased. 

(To  be  continued) 



Mother  Goose  of  Motion  Pictures 
By   HARVEY  PEAKE 

Jack  be  nimble,  Jack  be  quick, 

Leave  behind  your  candle-stick ; 
Hustle    up,    you    are    far    too slow, 

You'll  get  no  seat  at  the  Picture 
Show. 

Little    Bo-Peep,    she    lost    her 
sheep, 

And    cried   when  they   strayed 
away; 

But    she    dried    the    tear  when 
mother  dear 

Took  her  out  to  a  Picture  Play. 

A  frog  who  would  a-wooing  go, 
Took  his  girl  to  a  Picture  Show ; 

She  thought  it  was  grand, 
And  he  won  her  hand, 

For  your  taste  is  good, 

You  have  proved  it  so. 

Little  Tommy  Tucker 

Sings  for  his  supper ; 
What  shall  he  eat? 

White  bread  and  butter 

Where  shall  he  go 
For  an  evening  gay? 
To  a  Photoshow, 

Just  across  the  way. 
110 



ROSE  TAPLEY,  OF  THE  VITAGRAPH  COMPANY 

«t      et's  sit  in  the  sunshine."    We  picked 
I  our  way  thru  a  vivacious  company 
«*— J  of  lions,  a  cross-section — very 

cross — of  a  cowboy  lynching  and  an  em- 
barrassingly fervent  case  of  camera 

love-making,  to  a  more  or  less  retired  part 
of  the  yard.  Miss  Tapley  indicated  a 
Florentine  marble  bench,  made  of  New 
Jersey  cement,  and  we  sat  down  beside 
the  scenic  splendor  of  a  Southern  man- 

sion with  majestic  canvas  pillars. 

"Local     color   "     said    my    pretty 
hostess ;  "maybe  you  wouldn't  guess  I 
was  born  in  Petersburg,  Virginia,  tho?" 
■ — this  hopefully. 

"Well" — I  was  puzzled — "you  have  a 
Southern  voice  and  an  English  accent  and 
a  New  York  emphasis,  and  you  use  New 

England  expressions   " 
"A  real  What-is-it,  am  I  not?"  smiled 

she.  "You  see,  I  was  raised  in  the  South, 
and  my  mother  is  a  Knickerbocker 
Dutchwoman,  and  I  went  to  Boston  High 

School  and  Boston  University   " 
"You  did?"  cried  I.  "Why,  I  still 

think  the  world  is   a   suburb   of  Boston. 

Dont  you  remember   "     And  we  were 
off,  interview  forgotten. 

The  sun,  painfully  reminding  me  that 
I  had  not  put  on  my  thin  ones  yet,  re- 

called my  duty  as  a  scribe.  I  applied  my 
pencil  severely  to  my  note-book. 

"Did  you  plan  to  be  an  actress  when 
you  were  a  child?" 

"Mercy,  no !"  Miss  Tapley  laughed  reminiscently.  "I  used  to  think  I'd  be  a  grand 
opera  star.  You  see,  I've  loved  music  from  the  cradle  on.  Even  now  I  sing  a  bit  and 
play  a  trifle.  And  yet  I'm  a  silent  drama  star !  Dear,  dear !  what  practical  jokes  Life 
plays  on  us !" 

"But  surely  you're  not  sorry   " 
"Sorry!     No!     I  love  it!"     This  went  down  in  three  exclamation  points. 
"I've  been  on  the  real  stage  with  Mansfield,  Chauncey  Olcott,  Larry  Griffin,  and  in 

'The  Sign  of  the  Cross'  and  'The  Lion  and  the  Mouse,'  "  continued  Miss  Tapley,  "but  I 
like  picture  work  better.  I  believe  there  are  no  finer  speaking  dramas  than  'The  Battle 
Hymn  of  the  Republic'  and  'Tho  His  Sins  Be  as  Scarlet,'  for  instance.  I've  played 
sixty  parts  with  Yitagraph,  and  felt  every  one  of  them." 

"A  wide  range  of  sensation,"  I  commented.  "Isn't  it  a  bit  wearing  to  feel  like  a 
deserted  wife  one  morning,  a  cruel  adventuress  after  lunch,  a  pious  grandmother  dur- 

ing the  course  of  the  afternoon,  and  a  chorus  girl  to  wind  up  the  day?" 
"I  do  emotional  parts  mostly,  and  they  are  a  bit  wearing,"  admitted  Miss  Tapley, 

"especially  as  I  always  cry  real  tears,  unless  we  rehearse  too  often.  But  they  vary 
damp  characters  by  firiving  me  a  dash  of  comedy  now  and  then.  The  best  thing  I've 
done?  Well,  perhaps  in  some  ways  the  wife's  part  in  'Conscience'  and  Amelia  in 
'Vanity  Fair.'  " 

She  paused,  glancing  at  me  suspiciously. 

"About  five  foot  six,"  I  murmured  absently,  "plump,  brown-haired — I  beg  your 

pardon !" 
"Yon  look  as  tho  you  were  writing  an  eye-witness  description  of  a  murder  suspect 

or  a  tailor's  measurements  or  something,"  she  smiled,  with  a  roguish  twinkle  of  her 
grayish-bluish  eyes,     "I'm  not  'wanted'  for  anything,  am  I?" Ill 

Rose  ETapW 
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''Only  for  the  Motion  Picture  Magazine,"  said  I,  deftly  angling.  "Perhaps  you 
see  it,  sometimes?" 

"Always" — promptly — "I  sent  in  ten  subscriptions  to  it  once,  The  stories  are 
especially  fine.     They  catch  the  atmosphere  that  we  try  to  produce  so  encouragingly." 

I  suddenly  caught  the  gleam  of  authorship  in  the  lady's  eyes. 
"I  believe  you  write  yourself,"  I  accused  her. 
"Only  scenarios  and  stories  and  poems,"  she  said  modestly.  "But  I  love  to  read. 

I  like  poems,  too — truly.  I  read  them  when  no  one  is  around  to  be  impressed,  too !  I 
knew  Whittier  when  I  was  a  little  girl." 

"Do  you  want  to  vote?"  I  asked  cautiously. 
"I'd  rather  sew  and  cook,"  exclaimed  this  remarkable  woman.  "If  politics  are  to 

be  purified,  let  the  men  do  better  themselves.  If  we  women  gave  the  world  better  food 

and  darned  more  stockings,  there  would  be  fewer  thieves  and  paupers,  /  believe." 
"Long  may  she  wave!"  I  cheered.     "What  do  you  do  just  for  fun,  Miss  Tapley?" 
"I  walk,  I  ride,  I  swim,"  she  recited  promptly,  "and  I  read  the  Times  and  my 

beloved  poems,  and  then  I  spend  some  time  just  living.  Have  I  ever  done  anything 
heroic  or  sensational?  Well — no-o-o — unless  you  call  bandaging  up  a  Georgia  negro 
woman  who  had  been  slashed  in  a  little  argument  with  her  husband.  I  have  the 

Southern  feeling  toward  the  dark  people,  I'm  afraid,  but — well,  she  was  bleeding  and 
praying,  and  there  wasn't  anybody  else.  I  fainted  afterward."  She  sighed  plaintively. 
"My  friends  say  I'm  an  'easy  mark'  because  I  listen  to  every  tale  of  woe  that  comes 
along,  but  I  do  feel  things." 

"In  other  words,  you're  a  woman  instead  of  a  suffraget,"  said  I. — The  Tattler. 

EDITH    STOREY   AND    OTHER    MEMBERS    OF    THE    VITAGRAPH    CO.,    INCLUDING 

NED   FINLEY,    HARRY   NORTHRUP,    JAMES   MORRISON   AND   PAUL   KELLY 

When  somebody  asked  the  question  at  the  evening  party  as  to  which  Bible  story 

each  would  prefer  to  see  on  a  Moving  Picture  film,  there  was  a  variety  of  opinions. 

The  old  maid,  of  course,  said,  "Joseph  and  His  Brethren."  Little  Johnny  thought  he  d 

like  to  see  "Daniel  in  the  den  of  lions,  just  goin'  to  git  et,"  or  else  David  slaying  the 

giant.  A  fellow,  who  is  great  on  watching  parades,  said  the  march  of  the  children  ot 

Israel  thru  the  Red  Sea,  while  the  astronomer  wanted  a  picture  of  Joshua  commanding 

the  sun  to  stand  still.  The  blase  young  man  in  the  corner  said  it  didn  t  make  much 

odds  to  him,  tho  they  might  flash  Adam  and  Eve  in  the  garden,  if  it  was  all  the  same. 

It  was  ascertained  that  he  didn't  go  to  photoshows  at  all,  but  to  the  regular  theaters. 

Providence,  R.  I.  JoHN  R  Robinson. 



Interesting  Picture  Figures 

By  IRVING  CRUMP 

Tho  California,  with  its  perpetual 
sunshine  and  clear  air,  pre- 

sents more  attractions  to  the 
Motion  Picture  manufacturer,  New 
York  has  been  able  to  hold  its  own 

as  the  center  of  the  world's  Motion 
Picture  industry.  Indeed,  more  films 
are  handled,  shipped  or  displayed 
here  than  in  any  other  city  in  the 
world.  This  can  be  well  understood 
when  it  is  stated  that  there  are  one 
thousand  Motion  Picture  theaters  and 
combination  vaudeville  and  Motion 
Picture  playhouses  in  Greater  New 
York.  Also  in  and  about  the  Boro 

of  Manhattan  are  located  twenty-one 
Motion  Picture  studios  and  film-man- 

ufacturing establishments. 
It  has  been  estimated  that,  in  the 

summer-time,  when  all  of  the  open- 
air  Motion  Picture  theaters  are  in 

full  operation,  more  than  fifteen  mil- 
lion feet  of  film  is  displayed  here  dur- 
ing three  daily  performances.  In 

fact,  there  is  a  theater  for  every  five 
thousand  people  in  the  city,  and  since 
approximately  eight  hundred  of  each 
five  thousand  attend  these  theaters 

daily,  more  than  eight  hundred  thou- 
sand men,  women  and  children  spend 

their  leisure  hours  watching  photo- 
dramas. 

Estimating  the  average  admission 
fee  as  five  cents — which,  by  the  way, 
is  conservative,  since  there  are  many 
houses  that  charge  twenty-five  cents 
admission — it  can  be  figured  that 
forty  thousand  dollars  is  the  amount 

spent  each  day  by  a  " movie  mad" 
public. 
What  a  decade  has  meant  to  the 

Motion  Picture  industry  can  be  read- 
ily understood  when  one  looks  back  a 

bit.  Ten  years  ago  the  Motion  Pic- 
ture theater  was  unknown  in  Man- 

hattan, and  about  the  only  way  that 
films  were  displayed  to  the  general 
public  was  a  reel  at  a  time  at  the 

close  of  the  evening's  performance  in the  various  vaudeville  houses.  At 
that  time  there  were  not  more  than 

two  or  three  studios  in  the  vicinity  of 
New  York,  and  these  were  small  and 
of  very  little  consequence.  The  Mo- 

tion Picture  play  was  unknown  then 
also,  the  camera  men  having  confined 

their  art  to  photographing  "Moving 
Train  in  Action"  or  "A  Storm  at 
Sea,"  or  something  just  as  simple. 
The  film  itself  was  a  brief  affair,  not 
averaging  more  than  one  hundred 
feet.  In  fact,  a  five-hundred-foot 
reel  was  a  complex  reel  then;  today, 

it  is  a  "split  reel,"  and  rarely  manu- 
factured. Today,  the  average  length 

of  a  reel  is  one  thousand  feet,  and 
quite  frequently  from  five  to  seven  of 
these  reels  are  used  in  the  production 
of  a  single  photoplay.  Trick  photog- 

raphy was  also  indulged  in  in  the 
olden  days.  Today,  scenarios  calling 
for  trick  photography  are  barred  by 
nearly  all  manufacturers.  The  ten- 

dency has  been  to  portray  life,  not 

the  fanciful  affairs  called  "magic 
pictures"  a  decade  ago. 

In  those  days,  the  projection  ma- 
chine was  not  what  it  is  today,  either. 

The  contrivance  with  which  Motion 

Pictures  were  displayed  was  a  cum- 
bersome affair,  which  since  has  been 

improved  upon,  until  now  it  is  almost 
perfect.  The  projection  machine  used 
today  magnifies  a  three-quarter-inch 
picture  thirty  thousand  times  in  order 
to  produce  an  image  to  fill  a  twelve  by 
twelve  screen.  In  the  old  days  the 
light  used  in  the  machine  was  filtered 
thru  an  alum  bath  before  it  came  in 
contact  with  the  film.  This  was  done 
in  order  to  keep  the  celluloid  from 
bursting  into  flames.  It  was  neces- 

sary to  expose  the  film  to  the  concen- 
trated light  rays  only  a  single  second 

to  have  them  ignite.  Now,  automa- 
tically, the  light  is  shut  off  from  the 

film  the  moment  the  machine  stops, 
and  let  on  again  the  instant  the 
machine  is  in  motion.  Since  sixteen 
pictures  pass  in  front  of  the  projector 
when  the  machine  is  in  motion,  no 
one  section  of  the  film  is  exposed  long 113 
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enough  to  permit  its  ignition,  in  a 
second's  time. 

All  this  and  more  has  been  accom- 
plished in  a  decade.  In  the  United 

States,  according  to  best  authorities, 
there  are  about  fifteen  thousand 
photoplay  houses,  not  counting  the 
vaudeville  and  legitimate  houses  that 
use  Motion  Pictures  during  the  inter- 

missions. There  are  perhaps  three 
hundred  and  fifty  manufacturers  of 
films,  with  studios  from  Maine  to 
California  and  Florida  to  Washing- 

ton. Then,  too,  there  are  the  travel- 
ing troupes  of  these  same  manufac- 

turers. America  supplies  the  Motion 
Picture  plays  for  the  world,  for  there 
are  many  more  films  made  here  than 
abroad. 

For  this  reason  American  films  find 
a  ready  market  in  Europe  and  other 
continents.  Indeed,  American-made 
films  find  their  way  to  far-off  Aus- 

tralia, China,  India,  Indo-China  and 
other  remote  corners  of  the  globe. 
What  the  daily  output  of  American 
studios  is  cannot  possibly  be  esti- 

mated. Some  idea  of  the  amount  of 
film  required  can  be  had  when  one 
realizes  that  five  million  feet  of  new 
film  must  be  turned  out  each  day  to 

satisfy  New  York's  public  alone. It  is  estimated  that  there  are  at 
least  ten  thousand  to  twelve  thousand 
Motion  Picture  theaters  in  the  field 
outside  of  America.  The  bulk  of 
these  are  located,  of  course,  in  Paris, 
London,  Berlin,  Vienna  and  similar 
cities.  Paris  lays  claim  to  the  largest 

photoplay  house  in  the  world — the 
Gaumont  Palace.  This  show-place 
seats  more  than  seven  thousand  per- 

sons, and  the  photodrama  there  is  put 

on  an  equal  footing  with  legitimate 

plays. The  amount  of  money  invested  in 
Motion  Picture  theaters,  studios,  com- 

panies, advertising  and  the  like  can- 
not well  be  estimated.  The  studio 

equipment  of  some  companies  totals 
more  than  five  hundred  thousand  dol- 

lars, while  some  of  the  photoplay 
theaters  have  been  erected  at  a  similar 
cost.  The  expense  of  manufacturing 
films  is  as  great,  if  not  greater,  than 
that  of  the  average  manufacturing  en- 

terprise. In  the  first  place,  the  film 

material,  "raw  film,"  costs  from  two 
to  four  cents  a  foot,  depending  upon 
the  market.  Then  the  cost  of  main- 

taining a  company,  or  companies, 
whichever  the  case  may  be,  is  rather 
high.  Actors  are  paid  anywhere  from 
twelve  dollars  a  week  to  twenty  thou- 

sand dollars  a  year. 
But  besides  these  overhead  expenses 

there  is  another  source  of  trouble. 
There  are  any  number  of  inventors 
that  have  to  be  supplied  with  royal- 

ties on  cameras,  film,  projection  ma- 
chines and  various  other  appliances. 

Indeed,  the  weekly  royalties  exacted 
from  the  Motion  Picture  enterprise 
amounts  to  what  would  be  considered 
a  handsome  profit  in  most  lines. 

Yet,  withal,  this  industry, ' '  founded 
on  the  nickels  of  the  people,"  as  one 
manufacturer  puts  it,  is  healthy  and 
growing.  It  can  hardly  be  called  an 
infant  industry,  for  seventeen  years 
or  more  have  passed  since  the  first 
attempts  were  made  to  reproduce 
action  in  pictures.  And  during  that 
time  a  score  or  more  Americans  have 
been  made  prominent  and  many  more 
have  been  made  rich  as  well. 

Passing  Pictures 
By  WILL  R.  JOYES 

Spun  from  the  present  and  wove  for  the  past, 
Glide  the  fleet  films  of  today ; 

Only  a  flash  and  a  picture  is  cast, 
Actions  and  words  to  portray. 

Whither  they  go,  or  their  purpose  or  end. 
Mortal  may  never  conceive ; 

Ages  and  worlds  on  their  infinite  trend, 
Into  some  destiny  weave. 



Funny  Stories  That  Are  True 
By  THE  PLAYERS   THEMSELVES 

(Collected  by  ALBERT  L.  ROAT) 

Making  a  Star 
By  BILLIE  WEST 

(Mutual) 

A  successful  picture  player  must 
bid  herself  goodby  in  the  morn- 

ing  and   begin   work   like   she 
could  eat  it.    And  she  cannot  hope  to 

BILLIE    WEST 

"make  good"  unless  she  is  not  only 
willing  but  eager  to  attempt  anything. 

The  very  first  "stunt"  given  me 
was  to  race  a  train  riding  a  horse 
side-saddle.     It   was   easy   because   T 

was  bred  in  old  Kentucky,  synony- 
mous with  "dare"  and  horseflesh.  I 

love  horses,  and  I  had  the  honor  of 

riding  the  world-famous  "Eagle"  in the  Pasadena  Horse  Show. 
I  won  my  spurs  by  aggressiveness 

and  nerve.  For  instance,  in  a  pic- 
ture that  I  finished  some  time  since, 

I  jumped  twenty-five  feet  from  a 
broken  bridge  to  the  ground,  ran  an 
electric  handcar  at  top  speed,  stood 
against  a  board  and  had  knives 

thrown  at  me — all  in  a  "two-reeler." 
Going  some,  eh  ?  Another  time  I  had 
to  break  a  kitchen  chair  over  a  man's 
back  to  make  a  realistic  scene. 

Fun,  too,  is  mixed  in  with  the 
"thrillers."  We  made  scenes  in  an 
orange  grove,  and  we  ate  so  many 
oranges  that  we  turned  pale  for  weeks 
after  even  at  the  mention  of  the  fruit. 

In  a  story,  "The  Thief  and  the 
Book, ' '  my  grandfather  was  supposed 
to  own  a  bookstore.  Two  men  entered, 
and  while  one  selected  a  book  the 
other  man  robbed  the  cash  register. 

I  happened  to  see  him  in  the  act, 
and  called  loudly  for  help.  The  rob- 

ber ran  outside.  A  real  police  officer 
was  standing  on  the  corner.  He  heard 
my  cries  and  saw  the  man  run,  and 

started  in  hot  pursuit.  He  didn't 
see  the  camera  till  he  caught  his  man. 
Just  to  see  the  expression  on  his  face, 
when  we  players  laughed,  was  worth 
the  time  to  take  a  new  picture. 

A  Short  Sermon 

By  JULIA  STUART 
(Eclair) 

Usually,  both  the  humorous  and irritating  incidents  happen 
when  a  picture  player  cannot 

show  the  least  concern,  because  a 
word,  or  even  a  gesture,  might  ruin 
hundreds  of  feet  of  precious  film. 
Sometimes  we  do  enjoy  them  in- 

wardly, or  feel  an  objection,  and 
delay  all  outward  expressions  until 
we  are  out  of  range  of  the  camera. 

115 
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While  taking  scenes  for  a  picture  in 
the  quiet  suburbs  of  Philadelphia,  I 
had  a  funny  experience.  I  portrayed 
the  character  of  an  old  woman.     I 

JULIA  STUART  IN  A   KIND  OLD  LADY  7  PART 

wore  a  gray  wig,  a  calico  dress,  a  torn 
apron,  and  a  shabby,  black  bonnet 
tied  under  my  chin.  I  was  the  regu- 

lation beggar  and  walking  merchant 

combined.  My  basket  contained  a 
few  bananas,  an  assortment  of  candy 
and  chewing  gum. 

I  had  just  finished  a  scene  with  my 
son,  in  the  picture,  who 
was  supposed  to  have 
fallen  into  evil  ways,  and 

had  surreptitiously  ab- 
stracted a  bottle  of 

whiskey  from  his  pocket 
and  hidden  it  in  my 
basket  under  the  bananas. 

After  the  scene  was 

over,  I  wandered  down  the 
road  and  seated  myself  on 
a  low  wall  where  the  shade 
was  most  evident.  It  was 

exceptionally  hot,  and  l.ho 
next  scene  was  made  with- 

out my  presence. As  I  sat  there  watching 
the  other  players  work,  a 
well-dressed  elderly  wom- 
m  came  around  the  cor- 

ner. She  started  to  cross 
the  road  in  range  of  the 
camera  just  as  the  camera 
man  began  to  grind  his 
machine. 

Rather  than  have  her 

presence  spoil  the  picture, 
I  sprang  forward  and 

grabbed  her  arm.  "Wont 
you  please  wait  a  mo- 

ment ? "  I  almost  de- 
manded. 

She  shook  my  hand  off 

her  arm  roughly.  * '  Go 
away!"  she  returned,  with 
a  wry  face.  ' '  I  dont  want 

to  buy  anything!" Of  course  I  was  amused, 
but  I  coaxed  her  to  wait. 

She  put  her  hand  up  to 

her  ear,  megaphone  fash- 
ion. ' '  I  dont  know  what 

you  are  trying  to  say, ' '  she 
said  crossly.  "I  cant  hear 

very  well. ' ' 
I  believe  she  must  have 

been  near-sighted,   besides 
hard  of  hearing. 

"Perhaps,"    she    continued,    in    a 
milder  tone,   "you  can  direct  me  to 

the  station." I  nodded  pleasantly  and  pointed  to 



FUNNY  STORIES    THAT  ARE  TRUE 117 

the  station  in  the  distance.  She 
started  off,  turned  and  came  back  to 
me,  and  taking  a  nickel  from  her 

purse,  dropped  it  into  my  basket,  ' '  I 
think  I'll  take  a  couple  of  bananas," 
she  said. 

As  she  selected  two  of  the  largest, 
she  uncovered  the  whiskey  flas^.  She 
gazed  at  it  with  horror.  Then  she 
dropped  the  bananas  and  picked  up 
the  nickel,  fumbled  in  her  handbag 
and  produced  several  Bible  tracts. 
She  selected  one  and  pushed  it  into 
my  hand,  and  went  off  mumbling 
down  the  road. 

I  glanced  at  the  tract.  It  was  en- 
titled: "Watch  and  Be  Sober!" 

When  We  Players  Laugh 
By  GEORGE   LARKIN 

(Universal) 

There  is  no  monotony  in  picture 
work.  It  is  one  continuous-inci- 

dent reality.  During  my  career, 
I  have  successfully  portrayed  almost 
every  character,  which  has  given  me 
the  opportunity  to  laugh  quite  fre- 
quently. 

Playing  under  the  Edison  standard. 
I  portrayed  the  character  of  a  drown- 

ing woman  in  a  picture  entitled  "The 
Bridge  of  Sighs."  In  one  of  the 
scenes  I  clung  to  the  side  of  a  barege 
anchored  in  mid-stream,  waiting  for 
my  cue  to  drift  into  the  focus  of 
the  camera.  A  sailor  aboard  a  revenue 
cutter  coming  upstream,  noted  my 
supposed  plight  and  promptlv  went 
overboard  and  swam  to  my  assistance. 
He  rescued  me,  deaf  to  my  protest,  to 
the  delight  of  the  spectators  lined  on 
shore. 

Recently, in  a  picture  called  "While 
Papa  Telephoned,"  a  Kalem  por- 

trayal, I  rescued  Miss  Ruth  Roland  in 
a  drowning  scene,  and  emerged  from 
the  surf  amid  the  plaudits  of  those 
assembled. 

For  the  education  of  my  audience, 

we  "make  up"  for  our  parts  with  a 
thick  grease-paint — black  and  white. 
Evidently,  a  certain  young  woman 

didn't  know  that  fact.    When  I  strug- 

gled out  of  the  water  on  that  particu- 
lar day,  she  accosted  me  innocently. 

"Please,  sir,"  she  began  politely, 
"will  you  tell  me  the  name  of  the 
ivaterproof  face  powder  you  use?  I 
would  like  to  paint  my  face  before 

bathing  tomorrow  ? ' ' Perhaps  you  dont  know  that  Paw- 
nee, Oklahoma,  is  a  "  dry 7 '  town.  It  is. 

The  Eclair  Company  was  taking 
scenes  there.  In  a  certain  scene  I  was 

supposed  to  be  shot  and  falling  from 
the  saddle.     I  rolled  over  a  cliff  into 

GEORGE    LARKIN 

Big  Bear  Creek,  which  on  that  event- 
ful morning  was  covered  with  a  scum of  ice. 

Believe  me,  it  was  chilly,  and  I  was 
extremely  cold  after  the  plunge  into 
that  icy  bath,  and  rode  post-haste  to 
the  studio  to  change  my  wet  clothes. 

Shortly  after  I  entered,  a  real 
minister  who  had  been  a  spectator  at 
the  scene  strolled  into  the  room.  After 
as*  iring  himself  we  were  alone,  he 
handed  me  a  flask  of  whiskey  and  said 

advisedly:  "Drink  it  all;  it  will  pre- 
vent you  catching  cold." 

I  did.    Then  I  thanked  him  and  in- 
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vited  him  to  call  again.  When  the 
director  returned,  I  surprised  him. 

"Director,"  I  said,  "let  me  swim  Big 
Bear  Creek  in  a  couple  of  more  scenes, 

will  you?" 
He  was  perplexed.  But,  after  I 

had  explained  the  circumstances,  he 
laughed. 

Atmosphere 
By  ETHEL   PHILLIPS 

(Kalem) 

A  humorous  incident  occurred  dur- 
ing one  of  our  engagements  in 

Australia.  The  action  of  the 

play  was  laid  in  the  Australian  bush, 

and,  to  gain  "atmosphere,"  several emus  were  used.  These  birds  acted 

quietly  until  the  sun  was  supposed  to 
set  and  the  stage  was  flooded  with  a 

"yellow  light."  The  orchestra  was 
playing  soft  music. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  crash — one 
of  the  emus  was  attracted  by  the  soft, 
amber  lights,  and  sauntered  down 
to  inspect  it,  curiously,  his  head  to 
one  side  to  assure  himself  all  was  well. 
He  pecked  a  globe,  which  exploded 
with  a  pistol-like  report. 

That  surprised  bird  left  the  stage, 
both  feet  at  once,  and  landed  among 
the  orchestra.  Every  one  of  those 

"musicianers"  dropped  his  instru- 
ment and  fled,  except  the  German 

'cello  player,  who  exclaimed:  "Gott 
in  Himmel!    My  'cello!" 

The  bird  was  captured  finally  and 
quiet  restored.  But  after  that,  need- 

less to  say,  the  "atmosphere"  was sent  back  to  the  zoo. 

Wailing  and  Whaling 
By  GEO.   A.   BERINGER 

(Mutual) 

When   I  was   a  boy,   I  had  the 
craving    for    adventure    com- 

mon   to    all    reckless    school- 
boys.    I  read  stories  of  the  sea  and 

the  jungle  with  interest.     But  what 
fascinated  my  imagination  most  was 

the  story  of  a  "whaling  expedition." 
I  read  and  absorbed  every  whaling 
yarn  I  could  lay  my  hands  upon,  and 
I  determined,  when  I  grew  up  to  be  a 
man,  to  spend  all  my  time  catching 
whales. 

During  the  Christmas  holidays, 
about  nine  years  ago,  my  father  took 
me  to  Wollongong,  a  coaling-town  on 
the  coast  of  New  South  Wales,  and 
every  morning,  as  the  sun  rose,  I 
could  be  found  on  the  beach  looking 
for  whales. 

Two  or  three  days  before  we  re- 
turned to  Sydney,  I  met  a  big  man 

with  an  abundance  of  hair  on  his 
chest  and  arms  and  a  thick,  curly 
crop  on  his  head.  Imagine  my  joy 

when  he  told  me  he  was  a  "whale- 

chaser." "I'll  return  soon,"  he  said,  "when 
I  get  my  breakfast  and  have  said 

good-by  to  my  wife  and  kiddie." 
Of  course,  my  cup  of  happiness 

was  full,  because  I  believed  that  man 
would  take  me  with  him  on  a  whale- 
hunt.  While  I  waited,  I  stretched 
myself  out  on  the  warm  sand  for  a 
rest,  having  risen  early  that  morning. 

It  seemed  but  a  few  minutes  when 

the  big,  hairy  man  returned  and  car- 
ried me  out  to  where  his  ship  lay 

anchored.  And  when  I  awoke,  we 
were  already  several  miles  from  land. 
Nothing  stirred  until  about  eleven 
that  morning,  when  the  man  at  the 
masthead  cried,  in  a  strong,  low  voice : 
"There  she  blows!" 

I  leaned  over  the  deckrail,  and 
away  to  port  I  saw  a  strange  jet  of 
water  shooting  upwards  from  the 
ocean  like  a  garden-hose  spray.  A 
boat  was  manned  and  equipment 
placed  in  it.  As  the  big,  hairy  man 
ran  past  me,  I  followed  and  persisted 
in  my  desire  to  get  into  the  boat  with 

him.  He  told  me  I'd  be  drowned, 
but  I  assured  him  I  didn't  care,  and so  won  his  favor. 

It  was  a  treat  to  watch  those  strong 
arms  propel  that  small  boat  thru  the 

water.  "Tom,  you  with  the  har- 
poon," one  of  the  crew  bellowed.  In 

another  minute  the  water  swirled; 
the  boat  rolled.  The  man  cast  the 

harpoon.    The  line  ran  out  rapidly — 
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stopped  suddenly;  then  a  furious 
catastrophe !  The  boat  was  smashed 
in  two,  and  I  felt  myself  going  down 
into  the  depths  of.  the  sea,  until  two 
strong  hands  clutched  me,  and  I  was 

carried  safely  to  the  ship's  side. The  whale  had  followed  us.  I  saw 
it  heading  at  a  terrific  rate  toward 
the  ship,  and,  just  as  it  was  about  to 
make  the  dreadful  impact,  I  felt  the 
waves  playing  about  my  feet,  and  my 
father  grabbed  my  arm  and  shouted : 

"'Come,  Puddin'-head,  breakfast  is 
ready ! ' '  I  woke  up  to  find  I  had  not 
been  whale-hunting  at  all. 
A  short  time  after  this  "dream 

adventure"  came  the  day  of  our  de- 

parture, and,  after  a  last  paddle  in 
the  surf,  I  saw  a  woman  leading  a 
youngster  by  the  hand.  She  was 
wiping  her  eyes  with  her  apron.  In 
the  spirit  of  pity  and  inquisitiveness 
I  followed  them. 

She  stopped  and  talked  with  an- 
other woman,  and  soon  there  was  a 

small  crowd  of  women  congregated 
together.  From  what  I  gathered 

from  the  "wailing"  conversation,  the 
big,  hairy  man  had  gone  on  his  last 
expedition.  My  heart  was  heavy. 
All  the  way  to  Sydney  I  could  view 
the  ocean  from  the  train  window,  and 
my  craving  for  adventure  suddenly 
ceased. 

Movies  of  Poultry  Raising 
By  DR.  LEONARD  KEENE  HIRSHBERG,  A.B.,  M.A.,  M.D.  (Johns  Hopkins) 

The  Department  of  Agriculture  has 
decided  that  Moving  Pictures 
will  prove  exceedingly  valuable 

for  instruction  work  in  poultry  hus- 
bandry. Moving  Picture  lectures  on 

poultry  work  already  have  been  de- 
livered and  have  been  well  received. 

The  Moving  Picture  indelibly  stamps 
its  lesson  on  the  audience.  The  lec- 

turers explain  the  lesson,  while  the 
pictures  tell  the  story. 

The  audience  is  personally  con- 
ducted thru  the  various  stages  of 

poultry  work  and  gets  a  lasting  and 
helpful  impression.  It  is  ages  ahead 
of  the  old-time  lecture  droned  out  to 
an  audience  that  was  half  asleep  and 
largely  inattentive.  There  is  no  go- 

ing to  sleep  at  our  Uncle  Sam's 
poultry  photoshows  —  everybody  is 
wide  awake  and  eager  for  more. 

The  last  season  has  been  a  busy 
one  in  film-making.  Uncle  Sam  now 
has  films  that  already  cover  a  wide 
field  in  practical  poultry  instruction 

work.  The  Moving  Pictures  begin 
with  the  cleaning  and  disinfection  of 
the  poultry  house.  The  audience 
sees  it  done  and  is  told  all  about  it. 
Then  come  gathering  and  sorting 
eggs,  all  phases  of  handling  of  eggs 
during  incubation  and  the  care  of 
chicks,  both  by  natural  and  artificial 
means,  to  the  minutest  detail.  The 
growth  of  the  embryo  chick  is  shown 
from  the  first  day  up  to  and  includ- 

ing the  twenty-first  day.  The  pic- 
tures are  good  and  have  received 

favorable  comment. 
Besides  the  value  of  these  pictures 

of  the  development  of  the  chick  in 
teaching  embryology,  there  is  a  great 
object  lesson  for  farmers  and  others, 
showing  just  what  takes  place  in  eggs 
when  they  are  held  in  warm  weather. 
Of  course,  the  poultry  movies  are  a 
new  departure,  and  there  is  much  yet 
to  be  done.  It  is  only  a  beginning  of 
a  great  educational  work,  and  it  has 
proved  a  very  successful  beginning. 
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The  Great  Artist  Contest 
Last  Month  to  Vote  in  the  Most  Interesting 

Contest  Ever  Conducted  by  a  Publication 
Ballots  Continue  to  Pour  In  from  the  World  Over 

This  issue  of  the  Motion  Picture 
Magazine  contains  the  final  vot- 

ing coupon  in  the  Great  Artist 
Contest.  The  ballot  boxes  will  be 

sealed  on  August  20th,  and  the  maga- 

zine's  force  of  inspectors  and  ballot clerks  will  commence  their  labors  of 
tabulating  the  final  results.  The 
October  number  of  the  Motion  Pic- 

ture Magazine,  appearing  on  sale 
September  15th,  will  contain  a  full 
announcement  of  the  votes  recorded, 
the  photographs  of  the  winning 
players,  and  all  kinds  of  interesting 
write-ups  commemorating  the  contest. 
The  popularity  contests,  which 

were  inaugurated  by  this  magazine 
over  two  years  ago,  and  continued  the 
following  year,  to  give  credit  and 
recognition  to  photoplayers,  brought 
out  a  large  response  from  Moving 
Picture  theater  playgoers.  Imitating 
and  supplementing  our  endeavors  to 
give  photoplayers  a  proper  standing 
in  the  theatrical  world,  other  maga- 

zines and  newspapers  have  since  in- 
augurated similar  contests.  In  prac- 

tically all  cases,  the  public  has  voted 
and  campaigned  for  its  favorites  with 
a  hearty  response. 

Continuing  its,  policy  of  being  the 
largest  and  most  popular  magazine 
devoted  to  photoplay  and  photo- 

players, the  Motion  Picture  Maga- 
zine again  pioneered  by  inaugurating 

the  Great  Artist  Contest.  Its  editors 
realize  that  popularity  does  not 

always  make  for  merit ;  that "  good 
looks,  winning  ways  and  publicity  are 

not  true  standards  of  a  photoplayer  's 
artistic  ability ;  and  that  prizes  of 
money  or  other  inducements  add  only 
an  element  of  professionalism  to  a 
contest  which  detracts  from  its  real 
worth.  In  this  light  the  Great  Artist 
Contest  was  conceived  and  has  been 
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conducted  for  the  past  seven  months. 
Over  six  million  unsolicited  votes 

have  been  received  by  our  contest  de- 
partment and  recorded  in  our  files. 

In  this  amazing  tribute  from  lovers  of 
photoplay  and  its  translators,  the 
great  artists  of  photoplay,  the  Motion 
Picture  Magazine  has  employed  a 
contest  editor  and  a  staff  of  clerks 
whose  sole  business  it  is  to  count, 
classify,  tabulate  and  record  this 
mountain  of  ballots.  All  verses, 
letters  and  tributes  of  the  players 
have  been  carefully  preserved,  and 
when  the  contest  closes  will  be  sent  to 
the  players  themselves. 

The  expense  of  conducting  such  a 
stupendous  and  elaborate  contest  has 
been  gladly  borne  by  the  Motion 
Picture  Magazine  without  hope  of 
recompense.  Our  reward  consists 
solely  in  advancing  the  cause  of  meri- 

torious portrayers  of  the  greatest  of 
modern  arts  and  sciences — photoplay. 

Six  million  votes !  Do  our  readers 
stop  to  realize  what  an  enormous 
quantity  of  mail  this  represents  and 
the  significance  of  these  figures? 
They  are  larger  than  all  other  similar 
contests  combined.  They  represent 
over  one-third  of  the  entire  vote  cast 
for  President  of  the  United  States  in 

1912.  They  are  larger  than  the  com- 
bined popular  vote  of  the  great  states 

of  New  York,  Illinois,  Ohio,  Pennsyl- 
vania, California  and  Texas.  The 

entire  length  of  the  ballots  placed  end 
to  end  would  make  a  paper  highway 
that  our  readers  could  walk  upon, 
stretching  from  New  York  to  Chicago. 
A  glance  at  the  result  of  the 

votes  published  on  page  123  re- 
veals some  interesting  deductions. 

There  are  four  players  who  have 
passed  the  three  hundred  thousand 
mark,  and  fortunately  two  of  them, 



122 MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE 

Earle  Williams  and  J.  Warren  Kerri- 
gan, are  male,  and  the  other  two 

leaders,  Mary  Pickford  and  Mary 
Fuller,  are  of  the  gentler  sex.  This 
shows  that  there  are  few  split  ballots, 
and  that  there  is  no  sex  favoritism. 
The  second  group,  consisting  of 
Arthur  Johnson,  Marguerite  Clay- 

ton, Clara  Kimball  Young,  Carlyle 
Blackwell  and  Alice  Joyce,  shows  a 
close  struggle  for  position  and  is  suffi- 

ciently close  to  the  leaders  to  be  able 
to  overhaul  them  in  this,  the  last 
month  of  voting.  The  third  group,  of 
Crane  Wilbur,  Francis  X.  Bushman 
and  Edith  Storey,  are  very  closely 
bunched  in  the  contest  and  also  in  a 
position  to  overtake  the  leaders.  King 
Baggot  and  Florence  Lawrence  head 
the  fourth  group,  and  have  received 
over  one  hundred  thousand  votes  each 
closely  followed  by  Anita  Stewart, 
Romaine  Fielding,  Florence  Turner, 
Lottie  Briscoe  and  Maurice  Costello, 
and  treading  on  their  heels  is  a  large 
group  of  artistic  players  that  are 
likely  to  rank  well  up  when  the  last 
votes  are  counted. 

The  Motion  Picture  Magazine  in- 

tends that  such  a  monumental  contest 
shall  not  die  out  with  the  announce- 

ment of  the  result.  Just  why  the 
winning  players  are  judged  better 
than  their  competitors  by  the  millions 
of  photoplay  critics  who  voted  in  this 
contest  will  be  shown  on  the  screen  in 

a  series  of  selected  and  prize-winning 
photoplays.  Each  company  whose 
players  have  won  a  place  in  this  con- 

test have  been  asked  to  cast  their 
players  receiving  the  highest  number 
of  votes  in  this  contest  in  a  specially 
selected  photoplay.  These  plays  will 
be  written  by  our  readers,  and  a  full 
announcement  of  the  conditions  of 

this  contest  are  published  on  the  fol- 
lowing page. 

We  feel  confident  that,  when  the 
final  ballot  is  recorded  on  our  tabu- 

lating sheets,  the  most  successful,  the 
most  reasonable  and  the  most  inter- 

esting contest  ever  conducted  in  be- 
half of  the  great  artists  of  either  the 

stage  or  the  screen  will  have  passed 
into  history,  never  to  be  forgotten. 
A  few  sample  letters,  accompany- 

ing the  ballots  received,  will  be  found 
on  page  164. 

One-Hundred-Dollar  Prize  Photoplay 
There  have  been  many  photoplay 

contests  conducted  in  the  past,  but 
it  has  remained  for  the  Motion 
Picture  Magazine  to  plan  and  carry 
thru  the  most  interesting  one  yet 
offered  to  the  public.  Each  photoplay 
or  synopsis  submitted  will  be  carefully 
read  and  passed  upon  by  the  editorial 
staff.  After  a  selection  of  fifty  photo- 

plays has  been  made  that  are  deemed 
worthy  of  and  suitable  to  the  famous 
photoplayers,  they  will  be  sent  to  the 
various  studios  whose  photoplayers 
have  won  a  place  in  the  Great  Artist 
Contest,  and,  in  consultation  with  the 
editors  of  these  companies,  the  final 
selection  of  the  one  best  photoplay 
will  be  made.  In  other  words,  fifty 
selected  plays  will  be  submitted  to 
each  of  the  leading  companies. 

ONE  HUNDRED  DOLLARS  IN  GOLD 

is  the  prize  for  the  best  play  featur- 
ing the  winners  of  the  Great  Artist 

Contest,  and  there  will  probably  be 

fifteen  or  more  other  prizes  for  photo- 
plays to  be  paid  for  and  accepted  at 

their  regular  rates  by  the  studios 
whose  artists  win  places  in  the  Great 
Artist  Contest.  These  photoplays 

will  each  be  known  as  "Prize  Plays 
of  the  Great  Artist  Contest,"  and 
their  authors  will  receive  recognition 
on  the  screen,  in  the  Motion  Picture 
Magazine,  in  the  trade  papers,  news- 

papers and  theatrical  reviews. 
The  unused  photoplays  will  be  re- 

turned to  the  competitors  imme- 
diately after  the  announcement  of  the 

prize-winners,  and  the  contestants 
may  submit  them  to  the  studios  for 
purchase  direct,  or  may  send  them  to 
the  Photoplay  Clearing  House,  who 
will  act  as  their  agent  in  the  dispos- 

ing of  their  product. 
Dont  send  in  your  photoplay  yet. 

Get  your  ideas  ready,  watch  the 
Motion  Picture  Magazine  for  the 
results  of  the  Great  Artist  Contest, 
and  then  submit  your  photoplay. 
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It  may  be  true  that  the  majority 
will  compete  for  the  one-hundred- 
dollar  prize  awarded  to  the  best 
photoplay  for  the  winning  players, 
but  the  magazine  believes  that  its 
readers  are  as  much  interested  in  the 
success  of  their  favorites  as  of  them- 

selves, and  that  a  large  quantity  of 
photoplays  will  be  submitted,  suited 
to  the  uses  of  the  other  great  artists. 

It  is  not  the  object  of  the 
Motion  Picture  Magazine  to  make 
its  One-Hundred-Dollar  Prize  Photo- 

play Contest  difficult,  and  as  simple 
rules  as  are  possible  for  such  an  im- 

portant contest  have  been  drawn  up. 
Many  contestants  will  enter  who  have 
never  previously  written  a  photo- 

play, and  it  is  well  to  bear  in  mind 
that  costume  plays  or  those  dealing 
with  a  past  period  are  not  as  popular 
as  modern  American  ones,  and  that 
large  casts  and  plays  requiring  ex- 

pensive settings  or  elaborate  physical 
features,  as  railroad  wrecks,  sinking 
steamers,  etc.,  are  not  usually  desired. 

It  may  readily  be  seen  that  the 
winning  female  player  may  not  be- 

long  to    the    same    company    as    the 

winner  of  the  male  prize,  and  it  might 
be  impossible  to  bring  them  together. 
Hence,  we  may  have  to  select  the 
second  player  of  the  winning  team 
from  the  same  company  in  which 
the  winner  plays.  Thus,  if  Earle 
Williams  is  declared  the  greatest  male 
artist,  the  female  player  of  the  same 
company  having  the  largest  number 
of  votes  will  be  elected  to  play  with 
him  in  the  prize-winning  photoplay. 

Further  details  as  to  just  which 
artists  will  be  eligible  for  cast  will  be 
published  in  a  coming  number  of  the 
magazine,  but  this  announcement  is 
sufficient  for  contestants  to  start  to 
gather  their  ideas  into  shape.  In  the 
September  issue  the  rules  governing 
the  contest  will  be  published,  and 
lots  of  other  interesting  details.  The 
editor  in  charge  of  this  contest  is  one 
of  the  best-known  photoplaywrights 
in  the  country,  and,  as  the  contest 
progresses,  will  furnish  readers  and 
contestants  a  good  deal  of  valuable 
information  concerning  photoplays 
that  has  not  yet  found  its  way  into 
text-books,  correspondence  schools  or 
photoplay  departments. 

STANDING  OF  THE  GREAT  ARTISTS  TO  DATE 
(Containing  names  of  all  Players  who  have  received  over  17,000  votes) 

Earle  Williams  (Vita). 356,070 
J.  W.- Kerrigan  (Fie)  .338,215 
Mary  Pickford  (F.  P.). 326.565 
Mary  Fuller  (Univ)  ..300,050 
Marguerite  Clayton 

(Essanay)       235,585 

Clara  K.  Young  <  TT/ta).231.610 Arthur  Johnson  <£»&). 226,620 
Alice  Joyce  (Kalem)  .  .187,400 
Carlyle  Blackwell 

tP.    P.)   183.585 
Crane  Wilbur  (Path  ).  166,825 
F.  X.  Bushman  (Ess)  .166,490 
Edith  Storey  (Vita) .  .150,545 
King  Baggot  (Imp)  .  .  .136,075 
Florence  Lawrence 

(Victor)      135,050 
Anita  Stewart  (Vita)  .127,885 
Romaine  Fielding  <Lu).  127, 670 
Maurice  Costello  (Vit).  122, 605 
Lottie  Briscoe  (Lubin).  122,010 
G.  M.  Anderson  (Ess )  .119.990 
Florence  Turner  (F. T.).  116,465 
Blanche  Sweet  (Mut)  .105.900 
Vivian  Rich  (Amer)  .  .  91,870 
Lillian  Walker  iVita) .  89.950 
True  Boardman  (Ess).  89,785 
Norma  Talmadge  (Vita)  85,270 
Pauline  Bush  i  Univ)  .  .  84,685 
Florence  LaBadie  (Th)  83.110 
Ethel  Clajton  (Lubin,)  77.260 
Tom  Moore  (Kalem)..  77.010 
Ormi  Hawley  (LuUn) .  76.900 
James  Cruze  (Thanh).  76,555 
Harry  Myers  (Lubin) .  74.050 
Edwin  August  (Balboa)  73,360 
Ben.  Wilson  (Edison).  57.990 
Pearl  White   (Pathe)  .  .    57.755 

Rosemary  Theby   (Lu).  56,720 
Beverly  Bayne  (Ess)  .  .  56,365 
O.  Moore  (Mutual)  ....  55,035 
Leah  Baird  (Vita)  ....  54,675 
E.  K.  Lincoln    54,520 
Mabel  Xormand   (Key)  53,685 
Leo  Delaney    53.150 
Julia  S.  Gordon  (Vita)  52,695 
Gertrude  McCoy  (Ed)  .  51.845 
Augustus  Phillips  (Ed)  49.140 
Anna  Nilsson   (Kalem)  46,840 
Jess.  Van  Trump  (Maj)  46,755 
Kathlyn  Williams  (Sel)  46,615 
Marguerite  Snow   (Th)  45,965 
Dorothy  Kelly    (Vita).  45.380 
Irving  Cummings  (Th)  43,715 
Jack  Richardson  (Am)  43,630 
Guy  Coombs  (Kalem)  .  43,460 
Marc  MacDermott  (Ed)  43,215 
Wallace  Reid    (Maj)  .  .  43,180 
Ruth    Roland    (Kalem)  43,170 
William  Shay  (Imp)..  42,990 
Frederick  Church  (Un)  42,795 
Henry  Walthall    (Mut)  40,585 

Wallie  Van  (Vita)   N  39,560 Mary  Charleson  (Vita)  39,075 
Mary   Maurice    (Vita).  37.995 
Harry  Benham   (Than)  33.710 
Claire  McDowell   (Bio)  33.615 
Earle  Metcalfe  (Lubin)  33,575 
Billie  Rhodes   (Kalem)  33.285 
John  Bunny   (Vita)...  32.680 

Jas.  Morrison  (Vita)'..  Z2,ol;i Helen  Gardner  (Vita).  32.400 
Betty    Gray    (Bio)    32,325 
Harry  Carev    (Prorj)..-  32.140 
Marg.  Courtot   (Kal)  .  .  32.030 

Bessie  Eyton  (Selig)  .  .  31.810 
Muriel  Ostriche  (Prin)  31,630 
Sidney  Drew  (Vita)  .  .  31.595 
Octa.  Handworth  (Ex)  31.490 
Walter  Miller  (Imp)..  31,250 
Phillips  Smalley  (Rex)  31,175 
Yale  Boss  (Edison)  .  .  .  30,480 
Mabel  Trunnelle  (Ed).  29,975 
Marg.  Fischer  (Beauty)  28.685 
Lois  Weber  (Rex)  ....  27.355 
Ethel  Grandin  (Small)  25.435 
William  Russell  (Bio) .  24,275 
Ford  Sterling  (F.S.Co.)  22,330 
Edward  Coxen  (Am)..  21.550 
Chester  Barnett  (War)  20,215 
Lillian  Gish  (Mutual)  .20.115 
Ruth    Stonehouse    (Es)    19.340 
W.  C.  Miller   (Bio)     19,125 
Richard  Travers  (Ess)  18.290 
Louise  Lester  (Amer)  .  18,250 
Harold  Lockwood 

(F.  P.)      18,225 
Alice  Hollister  (Kal) .  18,000 
Barbara  Tennant  (Eel)  18,055 
Rogers  Lytton  (Vita)  .  17.970 
Harry  Morey  (Vita)..  17,850 
Flora  Finch  (Vita)...  17,830 
E.  H.  Calvert  (Ess)...  17.735 
Edgar  Jones  (Lubin)..  17,715 
Mae  Marsh  (Mutual).  17.700 
Charlotte  Burton  (Am)    17.570 
William   Mason      17,555 
Helen  Costello  (Vita) .  17.545 
William  Garwood  (A  m  )  17.430 
Dorothy  Gish    (Mut)..    17.340 
Reina   Valdez      17.335 
Courtenay   Foote      17,280 



The  Spirit  of  the  Play 
By   "JUNIUS" 

There  is  one  comment  I  wish  to 
make  this  month  which  I  con- 

sider more  important  than  re- 
viewing the  numerous  plays  that  I 

have  seen.  Comparing  my  visits  to 
the  various  photoplay  theaters  this 
month  with  those  made  in  the  past,  I 
find  that  we  now  have  far  too  many 

"features"  of  a  decidedly  inferior 
sort.  While  there  seems  to  be  a  great 
demand  for  more  of  the  old,  one-reel 
plays,  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that 
there  is  room  and  a  place  for  both  the 
short  and  the  long  plays.  But  the 

long  plays,  the  "special  features," 
are  altogether  too  numerous  and  most 
of  them  are  poor.  And  there  are  too 
many  producing  companies,  many  of 
which  have  no  excuse  for  existence. 
American  exhibitors  must  be  hard 

pressed  indeed  when  they  permit 
these  fly-by-night  companies  to  re- 

place those  that  have  an  established 
reputation  for  superior  work.  Judg- 

ing from  what  I  have  seen  at  the 
prominent  theaters,  such  as  the 
Strand,  Broadway,  Duffield,  Proc- 

tor's, New  York,  Weber's,  Savoy  and 
Herald  Square,  the  showing  this 
month  has  been  far  below  the  stand- 

ard, and  such  as  to  make  it  discourag- 
ing and  to  make  us  long  for  the  old 

days.  It  may  be  good  policy  to  ex- 
periment with  new,  unknown  and 

irresponsible  producing  companies, 
but  too  much  of  it  will  ruin  the 
business. 

I  note  with  pleasure  a  notable  in- 
crease in  quality  of  the  Lubin,  Ess- 

anay,  Kay-Bee,  Imp,  Thanhouser  and 
American  output  lately.  As  a  rule, 
the  output  of  the  General  Film  Com- 

pany is  of  a  high  standard,  and  the 
same  can  be  said,  with  almost  equal 
force,  of  the  productions  of  the 
Famous  Players  Company  and  of  the 
Mutual  Company.  While  the  Univer- 

sal Company  have  produced  some  ex- 
cellent plays,  their  output,  unfortu- 
nately, is  not  always  of  uniform  ex- 

cellence.      Generally     speaking,     the 

numerous  other  producing  companies, 
in  my  judgment,  are  not  quite  up  to 
the  standard  mentioned,  altho  there 
are  exceptions,  such  as  the  Lasky  out- 

put. Let  us  hope  that  the  law  of 
"survival  of  the  fittest"  will  soon 
work  out  to  the  best  interests  of  photo- 

play patrons. 
"Cabiria"  must  take  rank  as  one 

of  the,  if  not  the,  greatest  of  stu- 
pendous spectacles.  I  can  recall  noth- 

ing of  the  kind  to  equal  it.  Such 

things  can  only  be  done  abroad.  * '  The 
Merchant  of  Venice"  (Rex)  was 
good,  but  by  no  means  great.  "The 
Escape"  (Griffith)  may  be  classed  as 
a  preachment,  dealing  with  the  under- 

world, but  while  it  is  cleverly  done,  it 
contains  several  inconsistencies,  and 
does  not  teach  what  it  pretends  to. 
"Paid  in  Full"  has  little  to  recom- 

mend it,  and  least  of  all  a  defective 
and  poorly  constructed  script,  altho  it 
was  written  by  a  supposedly  master 

hand.  "The  Violin  of  Monsieur"  is 
one  of  the  prettiest  and  most  pic- 

turesque two-reel  plays  that  I  have 
seen  since  "Love's  Sunset."  It  is 
full  of  heart  interest  and  interesting 
situations  and  should  rank  among  the 
classics  of  the  screen.  It  might  have 
been  stronger  at  the  climax  when  the 
old  violinist  is  restored  to  his  daugh- 

ter, however.  ' '  Shadows  of  the  Past ' ' 
comes  close  to  being  one  of  the  strong- 

est pieces  the  Vitagraph  has  done.  It 
is  practically  faultless,  and  the  wreck 
scene  is  about  the  most  realistic  bit  of 
craftsmanship  that  has  yet  been  done. 
Pauline  Bush  and  Murdock  Mac- 
quarrie  do  remarkably  good  work  in 
' '  The  Forbidden  Room, ' '  an  excellent 

but  grewsome  play.  "Bingle's  Melo- 
drama" will  certainly  amuse  those 

who  like  burlesques,  altho  its  similar- 

ity to  Edison's  "Why  Girls  Leave 
Home"  is  apparent.  Those  who  are 
fond  of  baseball  will  surely  enjoy. 
Kalem's  "Home-run  Baker's  Dou- 

ble." Perhaps  Mr.  Baker  has  missed 
his  calling,  after  all. 124 
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elen  Gardner.  Chas.  L.  Gaskill  and  Leah  Baird  have  returned  to 
their  first  love,  the  Vitagraph. 

Alack  the  holiday  for  Pauline  Bush !  Twenty  pounds  has  she  gained, 
and  must  now  either  lose  them  or  throw  away  150  frocks — like  the  starving 
rat  in  the  corn-bin  who,  after  he  fattened  up,  had  to  starve  himself  before 
he  could  get  out. 

Mignon  Anderson  owns  a  pet  monkey  that  can  play  the  piano.  Must 

be  quite  a  change  after  "the  silent  drama.'' 

I 

Mary  Fuller  says  it  isn't  true  that  she  is  to  be  married.  And  now 
there  are  a  lot  of  admirers  who  are  wondering  whether  to  crow  or  weep. 

"I  want  to  get  them  off  my  hands,"  sighs  Anita  Stewart,  regarding  a 
suit  of  men's  clothes  that  she  won  at  a  dancing  contest.  (Wonder  what 
she  has  them  on  her  hands  for!) 

Charming  Monsieur  Beaucaire  is  again  to  gladden  the  hearts  of  the 
public,  only  this  time  it  is  to  be  James  K.  Hackett,  and  on  the  screen. 

We  do  not  approve  of  slang,  except  the  kind  that  George  Ade  is  put- 
ting up  in  fable  packages  for  the  Essanay  Company. 

William  Shea,  of  the  Vitagraph,  now  holds  the  record  for  versatility. 
In  "Mr.  Bingle's  Melodrama"  he  plays  six  prominent  parts,  including  the 
part  of  the  battleship  Incubator. 

An  ambitious  Idaho  child,  hearing  of  John  Bunny's  statement  that  his 
face  was  his  fortune,  prays  every  night,  "Dear  God,  please  give  me  a  face 
like  Bunny  when  I  grow  up!" 

Ethel  Grandin  has  deserted  Universal  for  the  Smallwood  Film  Com- 
pany, which  is  a  new  one. 

Dorothy  Gish.  sixteen  years  old  and  five  feet  two  and  one-half  inches 
long,  is  now  a  star,  having  played  the  lead  in  "The  Mountain  Rat,"  and her  big  sister  had  better  watch  out. 

George  W.  Gage  must  have  seen  E.  H.  Sothern  in  "Lord  Chumley"  on the  stage,  or  he  never  would  have  written : 

Mr.  E.  H.  Sothern  has  not  joined  the  movies  yet — 
Become    one    of    that    host    who    act    so   dumbly ; 

But    if    we're    not    mistaken    he    did    some    "screen  work"   once — 
Some  very   clever   "screen   work"    in   "Lord   Chumley." 

And  Mr.  Sothern  is  now  to  do  his  screen  work  on  the  screen. 

Caiiyle  Blackwell's  first  as  a  Famous  Player  is  as  "The  Spitfire. 
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Robert    Grey    is    now    playing    opposite    Jane    Novak,    for    the 
Western  Vitagraph.  (C^ 

The  Lillian  Walker  Waltzes  is  the  latest,  and  it  is  a  product  of  the 
Regent  Music  Company,  of  Lake  Charles,  La. 

"It's  lots  of  fun  being  a  boy,"  said  Marguerite  Courtot,  after  playing 
the  part  of  a  barefoot  youngster  in  overalls,  in  a  Kalem  play  soon  to  be 
released. 

Sidney  Drew's  Vitagraphers  have  returned  from  the  country  of  per- 
petual youth  and  alligators,  and  Edith  Storey  was  among  them. 

Forty  snakes  for  an  O.  Henry  play  are  wanted  by  the  Eclair  Company, 
at  Tucson,  Ariz.    Dont  all  speak  at  once. 

Jolly  old  Peter  Lang  has  returned  to  the  Lubin  Company. 

Charles  Chaplin  (Keystone)  has  been  an  "actor  man"  for  sixteen 
years,  yet  he  is  now  only  twenty-four  years  young. 

Frank  Montgomery  (Kalem)  offers  $100  in  prizes  for  the  best  Indian 
songs  sent  to  him  at  5447  Russell  Avenue,  East  Hollywood,  Cal. 

Anna  Nilsson  has  a  bear  rug  in  her  apartment,  a  trophy  of  her  own 
skill  with  the  rifle. 

Ormi  Hawley's  name  will  go  down  in  history  as  one  of  the  world's 
greatest  discoverers.  It  is  a  reliable  "antifat"  preparation,  and  she  offers 
it  to  any  of  the  players,  with  the  exception  of  John  Bunny  and  Roscoe 
Arbuckle,  who  do  not  need  it. 
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If  you  ever  meet  William  Garwood  (American)  and  want  to  make  his 
acquaintance — dont.    He  doesn't  like  it. 

Tom  Moore  deserts  heroic  roles  for  once,  and  in  "The  Beast,"  the 
Kalem  photoplay  produced  at  the  recent  Exposition,  is  seen  as  a  bold, 
bad  villain. 

Violet  Mesereau  replaces  Leah  Baird  at  the  Imp  studio. 

D  And  here  is  more  important  news :  Mary  Fuller  has  left  the  Edison 
Q      Company  and  has  camped  out  with  the  Universal  Company.      She  takes 
m      with  her  Charles  Ogle  and  their  director,  Walter  Edwin. 
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The  next  thing  you  know,  our  famous  Answer  Man  will  be  leaving  his 
desk  here  and  organizing  a  Moving  Picture  company  of  his  own.  Anyway, 
the  Correspondence  Club  has  collected  about  $100  for  a  loving-cup  for  him, 
and  what  M.  P.  star  can  say  that?    How  about  "Rip  Van  Winkle"?     - 

Pauline  Bush's  clever  work  in  "The  Forbidden  Room"  will  no  doubt 
make  Romaine  Fielding  turn  emerald  with  envy.  Dr.  Fielding  has  hereto- 

fore had  a  sort  of  monopoly  of  the  Poe  sort. 

Claire  Whitney  (Blache)  won  the  silver  cup  for  the  best  dancing  at 
the  Exposition. 

It  is  not  unusual  for  a  photoplayer  to  lose  his  good-nature  and  his 
temper,  but  it  is  quite  unusual  for  him  to  lose  his  teeth.  Victor  Potel 
actually  had  one  pulled  by  Margaret  Joslin  in  a  Western  Essanay  comedy. 

Carlyle  Blackwell  stepped  into  a  Broadway  theater  recently,  and  while 
there  saw  himself  in  "The  Detective's  Sister."  And  then  the  manager  saw 
Carlyle,  and  then  the  spotlight  was  turned  on  him,  and  then  Carlyle  made 
a  speech. 
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Report  has  it  that  J.  Warren  Kerrigan  has  seceded  from  the 
Universal  Company  to  form  a  company  of  his  own. 
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Our  gold  prize  this  month  for  the  best  story  in  this  issue  goes  to  the 

author  of  "The  Hope  of  Blind  Alley" ;  second  prize  to  the  author  of  "My 
Official  Wife/' 
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Watch  out  for  the  intellectual  scrap  between  John  Bunny  and  the 
Answer  Man  in  our  next  issue. 

The  shortest  film  on  record  is  produced  by  the  Kalem  Company  and  is 

called  "The  Alice  Joyce  Curtain  Call."  It  is  seventeen  feet  long  and  is 
sold  to  the  theaters  for  $1.75  a  "reel." 

Rosemary  Theby  (Lubin)  recently  entertained  some  of  her  old  Yita- 
graph  friends  by  motoring  them  from  Philadelphia  to  Atlantic  City. 

Marie  Dressier,  of  stage  fame,  is  now  doing  a  big  comedy  for  the  Key- 
stone Company,  in  which  she  will  try  to  show  that  she  can  provoke  just  as 

much  mirth  when  silent  as  she  can  when  noisy. 

Dont  forget  that  the  last  ballot  in  the  Great  Artist  Contest  appears  in 
this  issue.    Next  comes  the  prize  scenario  for  the  great  artists  to  play  in. 

There  have  been  three  interesting  races  in  the  Great  Artist  Contest, 
Williams  vs.  Kerrigan,  Pickford  vs.  Fuller,  and  Blackwell  vs.  Wilbur;  and 
now  a  third  is  promised — Marguerite  Clayton  (G.  M.  Anderson's  candidate) 
vs.  Clara  Young.  Many  of  the  Yitagraph  players  are  now  voting  for  Clara, 
Mr.  Williams  apparently  being  able  to  take  care  of  himself.  This  is  per- 

haps the  only  contest  ever  conducted  in  which  mere  money  doesn't  count 
for  much,  and  where  real  merit,  friends  and  popularity  count  for  a 
whole  lot. 

The  Photoplay  Clearing  House  offers  a  subscription  prize  each  month 
for  the  best  photoplay  offered  to  it  from  its  patrons.  This  month  the 
prize  goes  to  Virginia  O.  Nesbit,  Mt.  Pleasant,  Iowa,  for  "A  Modern 
Minerva."  Since  this  excellent  script  wins  here,  it  ought  to  win  elsewhere 
and -be  quickly  sold. 

We  have  with  us  this  evening  our  old  friends :  Mabel  Trunnelle  and 
Herbert  Prior  (page  38)  ;  Anna  Luther  and  Earle  Metcalf  (page  53)  ; 
F.  X.  Bushman  and  Ruth  Stonehouse  (page  66)  ;  Murdoch  Macquarrie 
(page  45),  and  seventeen  other  favorites  (pages  9-25). 

If  reports  received  here  be  true,  the  Chicago  film  censors  are  about  the 
weakest  lot  of  old  grannies  that  this  country  has  been  pestered  with  since 
the  days  of  Salem. 

Who  would  think,  to  look  at  pretty  little  Norma  Talmadge,  that  she  has 
been  married  200  times,  divorced  187,  deserted  156,  and  has  had  192  children? 

If  you  ever  wrote  a  story,  or  have  a  little  capital,  by  all  means  start  an 
M.  P.  company.  It  is  quite  the  fashion.  You  will  surely  succeed — in 
spending  the  capital. 

Phillips  Smalley  and  Lois  Weber  have  left  Universal  for  the  Bosworth. 

Lina  Cavalieri,  in  "Manon  Lescaut,"  is  almost  as  attractive  on  the 
screen  as  in  grand  opera. 

Let  us  hope  that  the  insane  feature  fever  will  soon  subside. 

Enter  Thomas  Chatterton  (Kay-Bee)  as  Crane  Wilbur's  young  double and  rival. 

Ethel  Barrymore.  who  was  recently  playing  on  Broadway  opposite  John 
Drew,  is  to  star  in  a  new  photoplay.  '"The  Nightingale."  So  is  Lew 
Dockstader,  the  minstrel,  who  is  to  appear  in  "Dan." 

Fires  are  getting  very  popular  at  the  studios.  Closely  following  those 
of  Eclair  and  Edison,  was  a  $250,000  conflagration  at  the  Lubin  plant  in 
Philadelphia. 

Thirty-six  new   M.   P.   companies   were  incorporated   at  Albany 
last  month.     And  still  they  come. 
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Mademoiselle  Film  vs.  Mademoiselle  Stage 
"  Are  the  Demands  on  a  Film  Actress  More  Exacting  and  Strenuous 

Than  Those  on  Her  Stage  Sister  ?  "     Emphatically  Affirmative 
By    HELEN    MAR,     183   Pearl  Street,  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

[EDITOR'S  NOTE:     The  following  essay  won  the  gold  prize  offered  by  Florence  Hackett,  of  the  Lubin  Company,  the 
details  of  which  were  announced  ii  the  June  issue  of  this  magazine  and  in  other  publications.     There  were  381  essays  received.] 

The  film  actress  is,  obviously,  de- 
prived of  the  most  effective  aid 

in  acting — the  voice.  We  are 
accustomed  to  receive  our  impressions 
of  a  stage  character  thru  two  avenues 

— the  eye  and  ear ;  the  resulting  men- 
tal picture,  registered  by  the  eye, 

reinforced  and  corrected  by  the  ear, 
being  our  idea  of  the  character  de- 

lineated. Mademoiselle  Film,  how- 
ever, must  concentrate  all  her  efforts 

to  get  her  characterization  across  by 
the  eye-route  alone.  Therefore,  she 
must  choose  her  gesture  language 
with  the  utmost  care,  eliminating  all 
that  might  be  confusing  to  her  audi- 

ence. To  create  a  vivid  impression 
thru  one  medium,  and  that  a  com- 

paratively unaccustomed  one,  cer- 
tainly makes  a  severe  demand  on  her. 

Her  stage  is  extremely  limited,  yet 
she  must  move  with  the  grace  and 
freedom  necessary  to  establish  the 
proper  atmosphere.  She  is  denied  the 
use  of  color  in  gowns  and  accessories, 
effective  aids  in  suggesting  a  char- 

acter. She  is  likewise  barred  from 

using  many  of  the  artifices  of  make- 
up, and  the  distance  that  lends  en- 

chantment (often)  on  the  stage.  She 
does  most  of  her  work  under  a  merci- 

less light  that  has  "the  strong  white 
light  that  beats  upon  a  throne"  dis- 

counted for  showing  up  flaws. 
Deprived  of  long  rehearsals,  she 

must  get  inside  her  part  almost  imme- 
diately, developing  the  business  of  it 

without  any  possibility  of  discarding 
such  as  proves  ineffective  in  pleasing 
her  audience.  Her  creation  of  a  char- 

acter is  finished  when  it  is  placed  be- 
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fore  an  audience  for  the  first  time. 
Thus  she  must  reach  her  highest 
standard  unaided  by  long  prepara- 

tion and  without  the  stimulus  of  an 

audience,  surely  more  than  is  de- 
manded of  any  stage  actress. 

And  then  Mademoiselle  Film  must 
DO  THINGS.  Her  stage  sister  can, 
for  example,  come  on  with  more  or 
less  badly  distributed  dust  on  her 
riding-togs,  and  talk  excitedly  about 
her  splendid  run  to  hounds;  or  be 
brought  in,  pale  and  limp,  while  a 
sympathizing  cast  tell  each  other  and 
the  audience  of  her  terrible  fall. 
Nothing  like  that  for  our  Film  Lady. 
She  rides  to  hounds  "in  full  view  of 
the  audience"  and  does  the  terrible 
fall,  while  the  audience  supplies  the 
excited  conversation.  She  must  do 
everything  acceptably  but  play  a 
musical  instrument  and  sing.  Cer- 

tainly the  greater  strenuosity  of  her 
work  is  proven  in  nine-tenths  of  the 
films  we  see. 

She  is  called  upon  to  play  more 
parts,  and  those  more  widely  diversi- 

fied, than  her  stage  sister,  and  if  she 
be  in  a  comedy  company,  she  must  be 
a  gymnast,  a  contortionist,  a  Mara- 

thon performer;  in  short,  a  genuine 

"Injia  rubber  idjit  on  a  spree." 
To  sum  up:  Mademoiselle  Film 

must  possess  more  in  herself — of 
talent,  more  nerve,  more  adaptability, 
keener  observation  and  more  accom- 

plishments— than  her  stage  sister;  all 
of  which  rightly  entitles  her  to  the 
high  and  loyal  esteem  in  which  she  is 
held  by  us,  the  solid  and  discerning 
regiment  of  Film  Fans. 
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This  department  is  for  information  of  general  interest,  but  questions  pertaining  to  matrimony, 
relationship,  photoplay  writing,  and  technical  matters  will  not  be  answered.  Those  who  desire  early 
answers  by  mail,  or  a  list  of  the  names  and  addresses  of  the  film  manufacturers,  must  enclose  a 

stamped,  addressed  envelope.  Address  all  inquiries  to  "Answer  Department,"  writing  only  on  one  side 
of  the  paper,  and  use  separate  sheets  for  matters  intended  for  other  departments  of  this  magazine. 
When/inquiring  about  plays,  give  the  name  of  the  company,  if  possible.  Each  inquiry  must  contain 
the  correct  name  and  address  of  the  inquirer,  but  these  will  not  be  printed.  Those  desiring  immediate 
replies  or  information  requiring  research  should  enclose  additional  stamp  or  other  small  fee;  otherwise 
all   inquiries   must   await   their  turn. 

Marion  E. — Sorry,  but  I  haven't  that 
Kornic  cast.     Your  criticisms  are  justified. 
Unsigned.  St.  Louis. — Florence  Law- 

rence and  Matt  Moore  had  the  leads  in 

"The  Honeyniooners."  Lee  Beggs  is  play- 
ing and  directing  for  Yitagraph. 

Mrs.  C.  B.  B..  Owensboro. — Thanks 
very  much  for  the  beautiful  hand- 
crocheted  tie.    I  appreciate  it. 
Paul  I.  C. — Robert  Harron  and  Lillian 

Gish  were  the  children.  Francis  Bush- 
man and  Irene  Warfield  in  "The  Three 

Scratch  Clue"   (Essanay). 
Alva  M.  J. — I'll  take  it  all  back ; 

Answer  Man  sounds  more  dignified  than 
'"Editor."  so  call  me  Answer  Man  here- 

after. Yes.  Flattery  spoils  some  players 
and  encourages  and  spurs  others. 

Esther. — Alice  Joyce  was  last  chatted 
in  August,  1912.  Oh.  yes,  the  two  Mrs. 
Moores  are  very  good  friends. 

Abe  C. — Sure,  my  lord,  they  all  like  it. 
Never  an  actor  born  wbo  does  not  appre- 

ciate applause.  As  Cowper  says.  "O  popu- 
lar applause!  what  heart  of  man  is  proof 

against  thy  sweet,  seducing  charms?" And  since  the  players  cannot  hear  your 
applause,  they  naturally  like  to  read  it.    [ 
Eleanor  W  —  "The  Strength  of  the 

Weak"  (Pathe).  was  taken  abroad.  Oh 
yes.  I  prefer  typewritten  letters.  I  see 
so  many  thousands  of  different  handwrit- 

ings, and  some  look  like  chicken-tracks. 
Olga.  IT. — Yes,  I  am  deeply  humiliated 

to  record  that  the  Federal  League  has  not 
yet  made  me  an  offer.  Wait  until  you  see 
Crane  Wilbur's  diary. 
Desperate  Desmond. — Dolly  Larkin 

was  the  daughter  in  '"A  Father's  Heart" 
(Lubin).  Rosetti  Brice  was  Evelyn,  and 
John  Ince  Brady  in  "The  Puritan" 
(Lubin).  The  Strand  Theater  is  much 
larger  than  the  Yitagraph  Theater. 

Margaret  S.— You  refer  to  William 
Campbell  in  that  Lubin.  Thanks.  Your 
letter  is  very  interesting.  My  grateful 
thanks  are  yours. 
Maggie  N.—  Kindly  amend  or  blow 

away ;  you  write  too  much  nonsense. 
Mile.  Yerna  Mersereau  was  the  native 

girl  in  "The  Dance  of  Death." 
Edythe  H. — Louise  Orth  was  the  girl 

in  "Reggie,  the  Daredevil"  (Biograph). 
If  happiness  is  founded  on  the  possession 
of  what  others  cant  get.  I  dont  want  any 
but  the  kind  I  have. 
Miriam,  19. — You  are  in  the  wrong 

boat.  Edwin  La  Roche  is  on  the  floor 
above  me.  Claire  Rae  was  the  girl  in 
"The  Ghost"   (Pathe).     Much  obliged. 

Naomi,  of  St.  Louis. — You,  too,  are  off 
the  track.  I'm  not  in  "Hoo's  Hoo  in 
America."  You  either  refer  to  Anne 
Schaffer  or  Myrtle  Gonzalez.  It  was  Ben 
Jonson  who  called  midnight  the  noon 
of  night.  According  to  the  census  of  1910. 
there  were  101.100,000  persons  living 
under  the  American  flag — long  may  she 
wave ! 

Bennie  S. — James  Ryley  was  Roalf  in 
"A  Leech  of  Industry"  (Pathe).  Rpbyn 
Adair  is  with  Broncho.  I  will  not  get 
angry,  for  it  would  never  do  for  both  of 
us  to  be  angry  at  once. 
Milwaukee. — Edward  Peil  in  "The 

Price"  (Lubin).  Denton  Yane  and  Irene 
Boyle  in  "The  Strike"  (Kalem).  Mabel 
Normand  with  Keystone ;  Yiolet  Horner 
was  with  Solax  last,  and  Billy  Quirk  is 
now  with  Vitagraph.  Princess  films  are 
taken  at  the  Thanhouser  studio. 

G.  D.  M. — "A  Nation's  Peril"  was  pro- 
duced by  Pathe,  and  Crane  Wilbur  had 

the  lead.  Glendale,  Cal.,  is  located  near 

Los  Angeles.  Probably  isn't  on  the  map, but  soon  will  be. 
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Socrates. — E.  E.  Lincoln  and  Edith 
Storey,  and  Rogers  Lytton  and  Anita 

Stewart  in  "The"  Prince  of  Evil"  (Vita- graph).  Laura  Oakley  was  the  mother 

in  "McBride's  Bride"  (Kalem).  Harold 
Vosburg  the  lead  in  "Lost  in  Mid-ocean." 
B.  A.  Mysters.— Yes,  the  Editor  goes 

thru  the  batch  of  drawings  that  have  been 
submitted,  about  twice  a  month,  and  those 
that  are  not  accepted  are  returned. 

Anita  Stewart  played  in  "Wood  Violet" 
and  "  The  Lost  Millionaire. "   "  Million  Bid." 

M.  Allene. — Your  letter  is  pretty  long, 
but  it  was  interesting.  The  "X"  stands 
for  Xavier.  Since  Australia  is  called  a. 
continent,  Greenland  is  the  largest  island 
in  the  world. 
Kewpie.— Frankie  Ritchie  was  the  doc- 

tor in  "The  Restless  Woman"  (Biograph). 
Vivian  Prescott  was  the  girl  who  mar- 

ried. Fay  Tincher  was  Cleo  in  "The 
Battle  of  the  Sexes"   (Griffith  Mutual). 

Adele,  15. — Now,  I  really  cant  tell  you 
whether  your  poem  will  be  printed  or  not. 
Why  not  buy  a  few  extra  magazines  and 

send  in  the  coupons  for  Harold  Lock- 
wood?    Keystone's  studio  is  in  Los  Angeles. 

Mildred  and  Meredith  0.  W. — Your 
letter  is  always  interesting.  Velma 

Whitman  was  the  girl  in  "Telltale  Star" 
(Lubin).  You  refer  to  Harriet  Notter  in 
"Redhead  Introduces  Herself  (Selig). 
Samuel  Loweti  was  Sam  in  "The  Passover 
Miracle"  (Kalem).  Alice  Hollister  was 
Bernice  in  "The  Hidden  Witness." 

Bridgeporter. — Your  letter  is  very  in- 
teresting. Clara  Williams  and  Herschal 

Mayal  were  leads  in  "In  the  Days  of  the 
Padres"  (Domino).  Pennsylvania  Avenue 
is  Washington's  principal  street. 
Lottie  D.  T. — Wilfred  Lucas  and 

Blanche  Sweet  in  "The  Massacre"  (Bio- 
graph). Sydney  Ayres  and  Vivian  Rich 

in  "The  Cricket  on  the  Hearth"  (Ameri- 
can). You  refer  to  Florence  LaBadie  and 

Sidney  Bracey  in  "Their  Golden  Wedding" 
( Thanhouser ) .  Henry  Walthall  and 

Dorothy  Gish  in  "The  Mountain  Rat" 
(Reliance).  Ford  Sterling  and  Velma 

Pearce  in  "Love  and  Dynamite." 

DjAfiU^lu^^-utt^ 
Polly  dearly  loves  to  dip  in  tbe  ocean  blue ; 

Fanny  'd  rather  flirt  upon  the  shore; 
On  the  tennis  court  each  day  you'll  find  pretty  Sue ; 

While  Phyllis  tangoes  on  the  ballroom  floor. 

But  tho  each  maiden  spends  her  time 
Each  different  from  the  rest, 

They  all  agree  that  for  a  dime 

Tbe  "Movies"  please  them  best. 



ANSWER  DEPARTMENT 135 

Film  Fan  Phyllis. — Please  sign  your 
name.  The  picture  looks  good.  Duncan 
McRae  was  the  artist  in  "The  Impersona- 

tor" (Edison).  Mary  Pickford  is  yet 
mourning  for  Los  Angeles. 

Tabitlia. — I  am  sorry  you  complain. 
James  Morrison  was  Jack  in  "The  Vanity 
Case"  (Yitagraph).  Tom  Forman  in 
"A  Romance  of  the  Northwest"  (Lubin). 
Gaston  Bell  was  Jefferson  in  "The  Lion 
and  the  Mouse."  You  need  not  fear  that 
I  will  wear  out,  or  rust  out,  either. 
Wee  Willie. — Come  right  along.  Marion 

Leonard,  Helen  Gardner  and  Gene  Gaun- 
tier  release  thru  Warner. 

L.  N.  N.,  Brooklyn. — Courtenay  Foote 
has  gone  abroad.  Jessalyn  Yan  Trump 
has  been  very  sick  with  eye  trouble. 
Will  H. — So  Mary  Pickford  is  more 

popular  than  Sarah  Bernhardt  ever  was. 
Carlyle  Blackwell  was  with  Yitagraph  in 
the  dim  and  distant  vista  of  the  past.  I 
did  not  feel  a  bit  sheepish  after  stating 
that  they  pull  the  wool  over  your  eyes  so 
they  can  fleece  you.  You  are  my  prime 
minister,  and  I  cant  do  without  you. 
Marguerite  K.  T. — T.  McEvoy  was 

Dick,  Henry  Walthall  was  Strongheart 
and  Allan  Hale  was  Thorne  in  "Strong- 
heart"  (Klaw  &  Erlanger — Biograph). 
Gerda  Holmes  was  the  daughter  in 
"Moon's  Ray"   (Essanay). 

Gertie  R. — Our  mail  is  all  opened  at 
one  huge  table,  by  four  girls,  four  times  a 
day.  Olive  Golden  was  the  sister  in  that 
play.  Dorothy  Phillips  has  had  stage  ex- 

perience.    Come  along  any  time  now. 
Socrates. — Benjamin  Wilson  was  the 

lead  in  "The  Mystery  of  the  Laughing 
Death"  (Edison).  Edward  Peil  and  Ormi 
Hawley  in  "The  Price"  (Lubin).  Marion 
Leonard  has  her  own  company.  Florence 
Lawrence  is  still  with  Yictor,  quite  still. 

Snookums,  19. — "Perils  of  Pauline"  was 
started  in  March,  1914.  Yes,  that  player 
attracts  lots  of  attention ;  yet  she  is  not 
particularly  attractive. 
Desperate  Desmond. — I  would  not  talk 

so  much  about  myself  if  there  were  any- 
body else  whom  I  knew  so  well.  Alexander 

is  the  little  fellow  in  the  Biograph  com- 
edies. You  refer  to  Roscoe  Arbuckle.  But 

he  doesn't  weigh  400  pounds. 
Owl,  9. — Stella  Razetto  was  the  girl  in 

"The  Flirt's  Repentance"  (Selig).  Art 
Ortega  was  the  Indian  and  Mona  Dark- 
feather  his  sweetheart,  in  "His  Indian 
Nemesis"  ( Kalem ) .  Yes  ;  Edwin  August's brother  Hal. 

F.  H.,  Galesburg. — Thanhouser  produced 
"She."  Marguerite  Snow  and  James  Cruze 
had  the  leads.  Shorty  Hamilton  was  the 

boy  in  "The  Rightful  Heir"  (Kay-Bee). Lillian  Gish  was  the  woman  with  the 

baby  in  "Judith"  (Biograph).  Richard 
Travers  was  Brannon  in  "Let  No  Man 
Escape"  (Essanay). 
Canarsie  Mermaid.  —  Clara  Kimball 

Young  and  Earle  Williams  had  the  leads, 
and  Darwin  Karr  was  the  first  husband, 
in  "Her  Husband"  (Yitagraph).  Sidney 
Drew  (Yitagraph)  was  a  "headliner"  in 
the  leading  vaudeville  programs  every- 

where a  few  years  ago. 
Not walt  M. — Thomas  Chatterton  was 

Pierre  in  "The  Barrier  Royal"  (Broncho). 
Charles  Chaplin  in  "The  Film  Johnnie" 
(Keystone).  Jackie  Kirtley  was  Rachael 
in  "Rebecca's  Wedding  Day"   (Keystone). 

Irma  A. — Richard  Stanton  had  the  lead 
in  "Banzai"  (Broncho).  Justina  Huff 
and  John  Smiley  in  "Thru  Flaming  Paths" 
(Lubin).  I  agree  with  you  that  the  per- 

son who  reads  the  subtitles  aloud  should 
be  suppressed.  But  dont  you  know  that 
reading   aloud   helps   one   to   understand? 

.yi^Wfe&te 

§UJi  &L&&  .?„;3Ly  W. 

kJtfbjCI* . .  JrTiuiMst. 

A  midsummer  day  s  dream 
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Jones,  E.  H. — Why  be  so  silly?  Ask 
roe  something  worth  while.  Every  fool  is 
tickled  with  his  own  hobby. 
Mildred  and  Meredith  C.  W.  —  Lila 

Chester  and  Madeline  Fairbank  in  "The 
Eugenic  Boy"  (Thanhonser).  Larry  Pey- 

ton was  Ira  in  "The  District  Attorney's 
Duty."  Marin  Sais  the  girl.  Glad  you 
enjoyed  your  visit  to  see  Crane  Wilbur. 

Bertha,  Dona. — By  all  means  keep  up 
your  vocal  profession.  It  is  almost  im- 

possible to  secure  a  position  in  pictures. 
Lulu  C,  Tulsa.— Kathlyn  Kerrigan 

played  only  in  "Samson."  We  may  pub- 
lish her  picture,  if  she  continues  to  play. 

Lillian  B. — Shorty  Hamilton  was 
Shorty  in  "Shorty's  Sacrifice"  (Broncho). 
Showers  of  blessings  on  you  for  your  kind 
felicitations. 

Pebbie  B. — Henry  Stanley  in  "The  In- 
trigue" (Kalem).  Lillian  Wade  was 

Elizabeth  in  "Elizabeth's  Prayer"  (Selig). Harold  Lockwood  and  Mabel  Van  Buren 
had  the  leads.  Many  thanks  for  the 
cards.  The  average  annual  temperature 
in  New  York  City  is  52. 

Fred  S. — Bon  soir!  Bliss  Milford  was 
the  teacher  in  "Mr.  Sniff  kin's  WTidow" 
(Edison).  Frances  Ne  Moyer  and  Ray 
McKee  in  "A  Winning  Mistake"  (Lubin). 
James  Morrison  has  light  hair. 

P.  M.  C. — M.  A.  after  a  person's  name 
stands  for  artium  magister — master  of 
arts.  That  was  O.  C.  Lund  and  Barbara 

Tennant  in  "When  Pierrette  Met  Pierrot" 
(Eclair).     Write  directly  to  Universal. 
Etta  T. — There,  there,  dry  your  eyes 

and  calm  your  fears.  All  will  come  out 
right  yet.  Henry  Walthall  was  Lord 
Chumley  in  "Strongheart"    (Biograph). 
Allen  L.  R. — J.  Stuart  Blackton  was 

the  first  to  discover  the  idea  of  this  maga- 
zine.   Helen  L.  R.  doesn't  live  in  L.  Rock. 

Ellide,  13. — Romaine  Fielding  played 
in  all  three  plays  you  mention.  Your 
mother  is  wrong.  Norma  Talmadge  and 
Leo  Delaney  in  the  picture  on  the  May 
cover.  Goldie  Colwell  was  Pundita  in  the 

"Adventures  of  Kathlyn"  (Selig). 
Jesse  James. — Fred  Church  is  with  the 

Universal  Company.  Thanks  for  your 
advice.  A  suffraget  is  not  one  who  thinks 

that  her  man's  nose  is  a  handle  for  her  to lead  him  around  by. 
Kitty  C. — Lawzy-massy,  but  you  are 

long-winded.  Asta  Nielsen  was  Hanna  in 
"The  Devil's  Assistant"  (Pathe).  Matt 
Moore  and  Jane  Gail  in  "The  Big  Sister" 
(Imp).  Harry  Von  Meter  was  opposite 
Vivian  Rich  in  "In  the  Mountains  of  Vir- 

ginia." You  refer  to  Florence  LaBadie  in 
"The  Star  of  Bethlehem"  (Thanhouser). 
Darwin  Karr  was  the  villain  in  "Love's 
Sunset."    Others  answered  later. 
Mrs.  Etta  G. — Many  thanks  for  the 

beautiful  pictures.  Neva  Gerber  in  "In 
the  Wiles  of  the  Siren"  (Kalem).  No,  no; 
the  Thanhouser  Kids  are  not  Warren 

Kerrigan's  children.  Louise  Vale  in  "Art 
and  Melody"  (Biograph). 

Z.  E.  R.  and  B.  N.  N.— Charles  Ray  was 
Red  Mask  in  "Red  Mask"  (Kay-Bee). Marshall  Neilan  and  Ruth  Roland  had 

the  leads  in  "A  Peaceful  Offering" 
(Kalem).  Saturday  means  Saturn's  day, 
derived  from  the  deity  of  that  name. 

Gertie. — I  thank  you,  but  yours  was 
the  11,690th  joke  I  have  received  along 
the  line  of  "If  John  Bunny  was  full  of 
laughter,  was  Mary  Fuller?"  Have 
mercy !  James  Levering  was  the  father 
in  "So  Long,  Count."  Theo  Salem  was 
the  midget  in  the  Lubin.  Ray  McKjee  was 
Jack,  the  lover. 

Violin,  Australia. — Thanks  for  the 
book.  I  know  of  no  such  book  you  want. 
Dont  like  to  advise  you.  Margaret  Thomp- 

son and  Leona  Hutton  in  "The  Pitfall." 
Anita  C.  S. — Frank  Powell  was  Hugh 

in  "The  Second  Generation"  (Pathe). 
Vivian  Rich  was  born  on  the  high  seas 
in  May,  1S95.  She  played  boy  parts  when 
a  child.  Brinsley  Shaw  was  Milton  in 
"A  Deal  in  Real  Estate"   (Lubin). 
Lillian  T. — Wheeler  Oakman  was 

Nazare,  and  Frank  Clark  was  the  colonel 
in  "The  Cherry -pickers"  (Selig). 

Jewel  O'S. — Marshall  Neilan  was  the 
sweetheart  in.  that  Biograph.  Miss 
Mitchell  in  "A  New  England  Idyl." 
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L.  M.  T.,  Rockford. — Alexander  Gaden 
and  Jay  Morley  were  partners  in  "The 
Man  Who  Tried  to  Forget"  (Nestor). 
David  Thompson  was  the  butler  in  "The 
Exclusive  Diamond"    (Thanhouser). 

Polly  P. — Kempton  Greene  was  Jim  in 
"A  Question  of  Right"  (Lubin).  Thanks 
for  the  booklet  on  "How  to  Be  Beautiful," 
but  what  do  you  think  I  want  of  it? 
The  greatest  known  depth  in  the  Pacific 
Ocean  is  six  miles. 

Socrates. — Ernest  Truex  had  the  lead 
in  that  play.  "The  French  Spy"  was  a 
Vitagraph.  Edith  Storey  and  William 
Humphrey  leads  in  "Chains  of  an  Oath." 
Vyrgynya. — The  reason  your  last  was 

not  answered  was  perhaps  because  the 
printer  ran  out  of  Y's.  Octavia  Hand- 
worth  opposite  Crane  Wilbur  in  "Un- 

masked"  (Pathe). 
Lincoln  C.  P. — Alma  Russell  was  the 

wife  in  "A  Modern  Vendetta"  (Selig). 
Mabel  Tan  Buren  in  "Tested  by  Fire" 
„( Selig).  Stella  Razetto  was  Marjorie  in 
"Memories"  (Selig).  Miss  Ellis  was 
Mrs.  Grubbins  in  "The  Golden  Patch" 
(Selig).  Charles  Mailes  was  the  disso- 

lute husband,  Louise  Vale  the  wife,  and 
William  Russell  the  politician  in  "The 
Dilemma"  (Biograph).  Louise  Vale  was 
the  dancer  in  "The  Children  of  Destiny." 

W.  T.  H.— WTelcome  to  our  city!  But 
dont  you  call  me  a  woman.  And  do  you 
think  that  all  a  woman's  heart  is  for  is 
to  have  a  man  in  it,  like. the  moon?  Oh, 
fie.  fie!  You  will  have  the  Suffering  Cats 
after  you.  So  you  think  Baggot  more  of 
a  Beau  Brummel,  but  Kerrigan  more  of 
a  man,  in  appearance?  Each  has  his 
defenders.  Lots  of  others  agree  with  you 
that  those  companies  who  do  not  supply 
me  with  information  should  be  ostracised. 

F.  F.  T. — Irene  Warfield  was  Helen  in 
"The  Three  Scratch  Clue"  (Essanay). 
Margarita  Fischer  was  Polly  in  "The 
Peacock  Feather  Fan"  (Beauty). 
Charles  B. — Please  do  not  ask  ques- 

tions intended  for  other  departments  on 
the  same  letter  with  an  inquiry.  Ford 
Sterling  was  Schneizel,  and  George 
Nichols  was  the  chief  of  police  in  "Mr. 
Baffle,  the  Gentleman  Burglar''  (Key- 

stone). Mabel  Normand's  picture  August, 
'11 ;  June,  '13 ;  July,  '14.  Velma  Pierce  in 
"Between  Showers"  (Keystone).  Mrs. Marshall   P.    Wilder   died   in   New   York 

recently.  Paris  and  New  York  time  are 
now   exactly   the   same. 

Lewis  Mc. — Yes,  it  is  always  wise  to 
tell  the  truth,  but  not  always  wise  to 
speak  it.  Ormi  Hawley  was  Alice  in 
'His  Conscience"  (Lubin).  William  Ehfe 
in  "The  Bully"   (Kay-Bee). 
Desperate  Desmond. — True  Boardman 

you  refer  to  in  "The  End  of  the  Circle" 
(Essanay).  Ford  Sterling  was  the  band- 

master in  "That  Ragtime  Band"  (Key- 
stone). William  Shea  in  "Bunny's  Birth- 

day Party."  James  Cruze  had  the  lead 
in  "The  Silver-tongued  Orator." 

E.  B.  B.,  New  Orleans.— Yes ;  Harold 
Lockwood.  That  player  did  not  dress  the 
part  correctly.  Consistency  may  be  a 
jewel,  but  some  players  prefer  the  other 
kind.    Thanks. 

Rae,  N.  J. — Excuse  it,  please.  Solax 
have  not  that  cast.  Louise  Glaum  in 

"Chasing  the  Smugglers."  Marguerite  Snow 
was  Princess  Elizabeth  in  "Tannhauser." 
Kerrigan  Kid. — James  Morrison  ap- 

peared personally  at  the  opening  of  the 
Vitagraph  Theater  and  continued  for  a 
month.  He  makes  up  handsome.  John 

Smiley  and  Justina  Huff  in  "A  Desperate 
Chance."  Dolly  Larkin  and  Webster 
Campbell  in  "The  Secret  Marriage." 
Helen  K. — Have  heard  nothing  about 

that  company  buying  Lubin.  That's  only 
an  usher's  rumor,  or  a  Baron  Munchausen. 

I.  B.  Interested. — Your  letter  is  very 
interesting,  and  so  are  you.  We  shall  use 
a  picture  of  Vera  Sisson  soon.  (That  last 
name  sounds  like  the  Fourth  of  July). 

Ell-Cee-Cee. — Guy  Standing  was  the 
priest  in  "Tru  Irish  Hearts"  (Domino). 
Louise  Huff  the  girl  in  "Vagaries  of  Fate." 

Grace,  17. — Gertrude  Short  was  the 
little  girl  in  "Sins  of  the  Father" 
(Nestor).  Yes;  Maurice  Costello  played 
opposite  Florence  Turner  five  or  six  years 
ago  and  later  in  Vitagraph  pictures.     No. 

Charlotte  C. — Phyllis  Gordon  was  the 
girl  in  "The  War  on  the  Cattle  Ranch" 
(Bison).     Francis  Ford  was  the  director. 
V.  L.  B. — Fools  have  their  uses ;  if 

there  were  none,  some  of  us  could  not 
make  a  living.  John  Ince  was  Jim  in 
"Officer  Jim"  (Lubin).  Beverly  Bayne 
was  the  girl  in  "Dear  Old  Girl." Elsa  B. — Harold  Lockwood  was  the 
doctor  in  "The  Midnight  Call."  Joe  King 
was  Jack  in  "The  Battle  of  Gettysburg." 

strike  him  out 
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Kitty  C. — Really,  you  ask  too  many 
questions  in  one  letter.  George  Larkin  in 
"Only  One  Shirt"  (Kalem).  Dell  Hen- 

derson in  "Blame  the  Wife"  (Biograph). 
Ray  Gallagher  was  the  detective  in  "The 
Death-trap"    ( Lubin ) . 

Ibm a  A.,  Tacoma. — I  am  overwhelmed 
with  your  gracious  compliments.  If  all  you 
say  were  true,  I  would  indeed  be  proud. 
It  reminds  me  of  what  Omar  said  of  the 

Koran — "Burn  the  libraries,  for  their 
value  is  in  this  book." 

V.  O.  N. — I  laugh  every  chance  I  get 
and    wish    I    had    more    chances.      Your 

"I  fink  I  oughter  be  a  Movie  actor, 
'tause  mommer  sez  I'm  best  seen  and  not 
heard." 

letter  is  fine.  About  six  million  acres  of 
land  are  under  tobacco  cultivation  in  the 
world.    What  a  waste  of  good  land,  eh? 

Billie,  17. — Nolan  Gane,  you  refer  to  in 
the  Princess.  Frederick  Weber  was 

Horace  in  "Clothes"  (Famous  Players). 
Yes ;  Ormi  Hawley.  Hal  August  in 
"Hands  Invisible."  I  look  on  candy  as 
one  of  our  greatest  blessings — it  has  done 
so  much  to  sweeten  life.     Thanks. 

Peggy  Ann. — The  picture  you  enclose  is 
from  "The  Witness  to  the  Will."  and  it 
is  of  Harry  Beaumont.  Lillian  Drew 
was  the  ward  in  "The  Other  Girl." 
Anthony. — Sorry  you  were  disap- 

pointed. Haven't  received  questions  from 
you  for  some  time.  Haven't  heard  that 
William  Bailey  joined  any  company  as 
yet.  Yes;  Irving  Cummings  has  not  only 
settled  down,  but  he  is  tied  down.  Know 
what  that  means? 

Pickford-Joyce. — William  Stowell  was 

the  man,  and  Adele  Lane  the  wife  in  "The 
Better  Way"  (Selig).  I  dont  know  how 
long  Roosevelt's  river  is,  but  the  Amazon is  4,200  miles  from  stem  to  stern. 
Gladys,  Baltimore. — Earle  Williams 

was  John,  and  Darwin  Karr  the  husband 
in  "Her  Husband."  Ruth  Roland  was  the 
girl  in  "The  Confiscated  Count"  (Kalem). 
Benjamin  Wilson  was  leading  man  in 
"The  Mystery  of  the  Laughing  Death" 
(Edison).  Bessie  Eyton  and  Wheeler 
Oakman  in  "The  Salvation  of  Nancv 
O'S."  (Selig).  L.  C.  Shumoay  and  Velma 
Whitman  in  "Sealed  Orders"  (Lubin). 
Francis  Bushman  in  "Thru  the  Storm." 
Frances  G. — Thanks  for  your  condi- 

tional forgiveness,  but  it  reminds  me  of 

that  of  the  wounded  negro  who  said :  "If 
I  dies,  I  forgive  dat  nigger ;  but  if  I  lives, 

dat  nigger  better  look  out !"  You  refer to  Harold  Lockwood  in  both  plays. 
Mary  W. — Helen  Holmes  and  G.  A. 

Williams  had  the  lead  in  "The  County 
Seat  War",  (Kalem).  William  Brunton  in 
"A  Million  in  Jewels"  (Kalem).  If  it 
does  you  any  good  to  unburden  your 
troubles  to  me,  go  as  far  as  you  like,  and 
if  I  can  say  a  helping  word,  I  am  yours 
to  command.  John  E.  Brennan  was 

Johnson  in  "The  Widow  of  Winnipeg." Eleanor  K. — Grace  Cunard  in  that 
series.  Yes;  Rosemary  Theby.  Mabel 
Van  Buren,  Harold  Lockwood  and  Henry 
Otto  in  "Thru  the  Centuries."  Rhea 
Mitchell  was  Marie  in  "A  Barrier  Royal." 
Zulu  E.  W—  Kathlyn  Williams  in  that 

play.     Lafayette  McKee  was  the  father. 
H.  A.  S. — Thanks  for  the  picture.  Cant 

say  that  I  admired  Irene  Hunt  and 

Courtenay  Foote  in  "Golden  Dross"  as much  as  you  did. 
M.  K.  J.,  Flint. — Jane  Gail  was  Jane 

in  "Jane  and  the  Stranger"  (Imp). 
Virginia  Clark  was  the  little  girl  in  "His 
First  Love"  (Majestic). 

E.  Lucille  B. — I  received  the  little 
note.  Yes ;  Louise  Vale  was  the  girl 
artist  in  "Melody  and  Art"  (Biograph). 
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Fussie. — Have  heard  nothing  about 
Earle  Williams  being  engaged  to  the  per- 

son you  mention.  I  think  I  will  have  to 
hire  a  fool-killer  and  set  him  on  to  you. 
I  am  getting  goldarned  tired  of  so  much 
nonsense.  (The  printer  will  please  omit 
all  profanity.) 

Melva. — The  lady  who  said  that  this 
department  ought  to  be  shortened  or  cut 
out  stands  a  fair  chance  of  being  kid- 

napped, judging  from  what  my  readers 
are  saying.  Yes ;  Marguerite  Clayton  is 
one  of  the  coming  leading  ladies. 
Edna  H. — Louise  Glaum  in  "Out  in  the 

Rain"  (Kalem).  Grace  Barton  was  the 
daughter  in  "The  Fighting  Blood" 
(Lubin).  Billie  Rhodes  and  J.  McGuire 
in  "A  Leap  for  a  Life"  (Kalem).  You 
refer  to  Mignon  Anderson  and  Carey 

Hastings  in  "The  Elusive  Diamond." 
Aethtje  Reall,  Geemantown. — I  think 

I  can  agree  with  all  you  say  in  your  able 
letter.  I  think  it  is  too  bad  that  the 
theaters  are  running  so  many  very  poor 
features  by  unknown  companies.  It  is 
getting  hard  now  to  find  a  good  show. 

Elfrieda. — Caroline  Cooke  was  Vera  in 
"The  Call  of  the  Traumerei"  (American). 
Bill  Noel  was  Jack  in  "The  Success  of 
Selfishness"  (Thanhouser).  Scotland's 
Tay  Bridge  is  the  world's  longest — 2 
miles  and  73  yards. 

L.  B.,  Brooklyn. — Ray  McKee  was  the 
Kid  in  "That  Terrible  Kid."  Elsie  Mac- 

Leod was  the  Indian  girl  in  "The  Silent 
Death"  (Edison).  Dont  be  impatient; 
the  Crane  Wilbur  and  Norma  Talmadge 
chats  will  soon  appear. 
Marguerita  McQ. — You  refer  to  Gwen- 

doline Pates  in  that  Pathe.  George 
Nichols,  man  next  door  in  "Some  Nerve." 
AAA  4. — Charles  Ray  was  Tom  in 

"Shortie's  Sacrifice"  (Broncho).  We  are 
always  glad  to  mention  about  the  Broncho 
players,  but  we  get  so  little  information 
from  that  company. 

Goldy,  Chic. — That  must  have  been  a 
great  game  you  saw.  Quite  brilliant  of 
you.  We  supply  lists  of  film  manufac- 

turers, but  we  dont  state  which  are  buy- 
ing photoplays.  Thanks  for  your  toast: 

"May  your  life  be  as  a  snowflake,  which 
makes  a  mark  but  not  a  stain."  Snow- 
flakes  are  somewhat  scarce  around  here, 
and  their  marks  dont  last  long. 

Bess,  of  Chicago. — There  were  11  plays 
to  the  Kathlyn  series.  Harry  Myers  was 
Dan  in  "His  Wife"  (Lubin).  Anita 
Stewart  in  "The  Wood  Violet."  Edith 
Bostwick  in  "The  Man  Between." 
Margaret  L. — Richard  Neil  was  Jack 

in  "Courting  Betty's  Beau"  (Edison). 
Gertrude  Short  was  Marie  in  "The  Sins 
of  the  Father"  (Nestor).  Edward  Peil 
and  Ormi  Hawley  in  "The  Two  Roses" 
(Lubin).  Harriet  Notter  and  William 
Stowell  in  "Hilda  of  Heron  Cove"  (Selig). 

Olga,  17. — That's  right,  kick  away;  but 
for  the  kickers  the  world  would  go  to 
sleep.     Your  baseball  edition  is  great. 

Mary  Pickford  Admirer. — Jerold  Hev- 
ener  was  the  sweetheart  in  "Just  a  Note" 
(Lubin).  Mary  Anderson  was  the  stenog- 

rapher in  "A  Change  in  Baggage  Checks" 
(Vitagraph).  Emily  Hayes  was  Nell  in 
"The  Mischief-maker"  (Vitagraph).  Am 
not  what  you  call  a  suffraget,  but  am 
willing  to  let  the  women  suffer  like  the 
men  if  they  want  to. 

Charlotte. — Joe  King  and  Anna  Little 
in  that  Kay-Bee.  Harry  Myers'  picture 
in  April,  1913.  No,  dont  send  me  a 
mirror.  Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  etc. 

Billy  Bowers  was  the  fat  boy  in  "Out- 
witting Dad"   (Lubin). 

W.  T.  H. — I  am  glad  that  in  the  censor 
you  see  no  sense,  sir.  So  you  think  that 
"The  Great  Lure  of  Paris"  should  never 
have  been  shown  in  this  country?  What 
makes  you  think  I  dont  appreciate  your 
able  and  helpful  letters?  I  dont  know 
why  Leo  Delaney  left  Vitagraph,  nor  why 
he  never  became  more  popular.  Hender- 

son's Monthly  is  immense  this  time. 
E.  G.  S.— No;  about  one-third  of  the 

population  of  the  world  are  Christians. 

Aunty — Johnny,  do  you  know  where 
little  boys  go  who  dont  put  their  money 
on  the  collection-plate? 

Johnny — Yes,  ma'm — to  the  Movin' Picture  show. 
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AN    ENDURING    TEST  ! 

Maybelle  K. — Robert  Grey  was  leading 
man  in  "Thru  the  Neighbor's  Window" 
(American).  Adrienne  Kroell  was  the 
mother  in  "A  Modern  Vendetta"    (Selig). 

Letty,  Augusta. — Of  course  one  man 
can  play  or  appear  to  play  two  parts  at 
the  same  time,  which  is  done  by  double 
exposure.  I  did  not  see  either  of  the 
plays  you  mention.  Charles  Chaplin  was 
the  lead  in  "A  Film  Johnny."  Yes,  he  is 
fine.  Perhaps  Dorothy  Davenport  and 
Wallace  Reid. 

Queena. — Thanks  so  much  for  your 
beautiful  letter.  The  poem  is  splendid. 
The  king  and  queen  of  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland  receive  the  mere  trifle  of  $2,256,- 
000  with  which  to  pay  their  board  and 
other  necessaries.   Is  that  what  you  mean? 
Harry  M.  T. — Frances  Ne  Moyer  was 

the  girl  in  "Wanted — A  Count"  (Lubin). 
Helen  Marten  was  the  girl  in  "The  Dia- 

mond Master"  (Eclair).  Stella  Razetto 
was  Helen,  Mabel  Van  Buren  was  Mrs. 
Raymond,  and  Guy  Oliver  was  Henry  in 
"Blue  Blood  and  Red."  Billie  Rhodes  was 
the  girl  in  "A  Salt  Mackerel  Mine." 

Mrs.  F.  H.,  Chicago. — The  Screen  Club 
is  only  for  male  players.  Address  Miss 
Tennant  at  Eclair  Studio,  Fort  Lee,  N.  Y. 

Sylvia  S.  B. — Neva  Gerber  in  "The 
Secret  Formula."  Gerda  Holmes  in  "In 
the  Moon's  Ray"  (Essanay).  Dolly 
Larkin  was  the  girl  in  "A  Father's 
Heart"  (Lubin).  Miss  Beautiful  in  "The 
Miser's  Reversion"    (Thanhouser); 

E,  M.  B. — Your  letter  is  indeed  very 
interesting.  Anita  Stewart  told  me  once 
to  spell  her  name  Stuart.     Write  again. 

Pansy. — Thomas  Chatterton  in  "Shorty 
Escapes  Matrimony"  (Broncho).  Rhea 
Mitchell  was  the  girl.  You  refer  to  Miss 
Beautiful  in  the  Thanhouser.  Mabel 
Normand  is  the  bathing  beauty.    Thanks. 

M.  A.  D. — You  seem  to  prefer  to  be  an 
old  man's  darling  rather  than  a  young 
man's  slave,  but  best  be  neither.  Your 
letter  is  wonderfully  bright. 

Helen  D.  R. — Yes,  I  am  opposed  to 
using  birds  on  hats,  but  I  dont  know  if 
it  is  worse  than  using  them  on  plates. 
Florence  Lawrence  was  the  only  girl  on 

the  cast  in  "The  Stepmother"  (Victor). 
Robert  Leonard  and  Marguerite  Fischer 
were  the  leads  in  "The  Boob"  (Rex). Howard  Missimer  was  the  count  in 

"Andy  Plays  Cupid"  (Essanay).  Haven't heard  where  Max  Linder  is. 
A.  R. — Yes,  those  were  real,  wet  tears 

of  Blanche  Sweet  in  "Judith."  E.  K. 
Lincoln  in  "The  Call"   (Vitagraph). 

Stella  C. — Anna  Nilsson  and  Stephen 
Purdee  had  the  leads  in  "Shot  in  the 
Night"  (Kalem).  L.  Shumway  was  Tom 
in  "On  the  Brink"  (Lubin).  Wheat  is 
the  most  nutritious  food,  barley  next. 
Leah  C,  New  Zealand. — Walter  Heirs 

was  Sleepy  Si  in  "A  Sleepy  Romance" 
(Lubin).  Write  to  Leah  Morgan,  831 
Main  Street,  Stroudsburg,  Pa.,  about  join- 

ing the  club.  Cant  tell  you  whether  Fred 
Mace  ever  was  a  real  prizefighter,  but  I 
wouldn't  like  to  receive  one  of  his  upper- 
cuts.  The  Costello  children  still  play  for 
Vitagraph.  Ruth  Stonehouse,  Francis 
Bushman  and  Lillian  Drew  in  "The 
Other  Girl"   (Essanay). 
Sadie  E. — That's  right ;  chat  on  with 

your  nonsense.  As  Shakespeare  says,  I 
would  rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me 
merry  than  experience  to  make  me  sad, 

yet  I  have  both.  "Dance  of  Death"  was taken  at  Florida. 

THE   WRONG  WAY   OF  TAKING  THIS 
MAGAZINE 
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C.  G.  B. — You  want  a  contest  for  the 
best-dressed  man  on  the  screen;  that 

would  never  do,  because  there  aren't 
enough  of  them.  L.  Shumway  was 

Carlos  in  "The  Signal"  (Lubin). 
Canarsie  Mermaid.  —  That's  what 

everybody  says,  "The  last  issue  is  the 
best  yet."  We  try  to  make  each  one  the 
best  yet.  Leah  Baird  was  the  lead  in 

"My  Lady  of  Idleness"  ( Vitagraph ) . 
Betty  Schade  was  the  wife  in  "A  Race 
with  Death"  (Rex).  Tom  Forman  was 
the  President  in  "His  Excellency." 

Elaine  H. — No,  we  do  not  intend  to 
run  a  department  showing  how  to  oper- 

ate machines  and  theaters,  because  this 
magazine  is  for  the  public,  not  for  the 
trade.  Ray  Myers  had  the  lead  in 

"Sheridan's  Ride"    (Bison). 
Kitty  C. — Please,  please  dont  ask 

twenty-two  questions  in  one  letter;  you 
haven't  time.  Alma  Russell  in  "The 
Stolen  Heart"  (Selig).  William  Taylor 
was  the  stranger  in  "The  Brute."  That 
player  has  had  lots  of  experience.  He  has 
played  everything,  from  a  horse-thief  to 
one  of  the  Twelve  Apostles. 
Allen  L.  R. — You  refer  either  to 

Charles  Chaplin  or  Roscoe  Arbuckle  in 

the  Keystone.  Mr.  Fryer  drew  the  "Mo- 
tion Picture  Picnic."  You  must  get  one 

of  those  Bunny  statues ;  they  are  fine. 
Fidelis  M. — Rosemary  Theby  and 

Joseph  Kaufman  in  "The  Drug  Terror." 
Hal  August  was  Hal  in  "Pitfalls." 
Murl  S. — I  do  not  believe  in  making 

divorce  too  easy  nor  too  difficult.  Where 
marriage  has  plainly  broken  down  and 
serves  its  purpose  no  more,  and  where  to 
continue  it  would  outrage  the  lives  of 
children,  wrong  the  innocent  partner,  in- 

jure society  and  tend  to  drive  husband  or 
wife  to  immorality,  I  think  the  law 

should  dissolve  the  contract,  -which  would 
be  choosing  the  lesser  evil. 

Clyde  W.  H.— Asta  Xeilsen  was  leading 

lady  in  "The  Devil's  Assistant"   (Pathe). 
Hazel  A. — The  news-of-the-day  pic- 

tures are  taken  in  different  places  and 
countries,  and  the  films  are  fastened  to- 

gether. You  did  right.  A  soft  answer 
turneth  away  wrath,  but  a  good  pair  of 
legs  is  often  more  desirable. 

Ttllie  and  Becky. — Herschal  Mayall 
was  the  father.  William  Ehfe  the  officer, 

and  Enid  Marine  the  daughter  in  "Love 
vs.  Duty."  Thomas  Forman  and  Dolly 
Larkin  in  "A  Romance  of  the  Northwest." 

Maxixe. — I  would  not  dare  print  your 
letter.  Talk  is  cheap,  except  when  it  ends 
in  a  libel  suit.  Kindly  affix  your  John 
Hancock  at  top  of  your  letter  hereafter. 
Helen  R.  C — I  read  the  clipping  with 

much  pleasure.  Vera  Sisson  plays  oppo- 
site Warren  Kerrigan  now. 

Anna  D. — Rose  Tapley  was  Mrs. 

O'Flynn  in  "The  Idler"  (Vitagraph). 
Brinsley  Shaw  was  the  husband,  Rose- 

mary Theby  the  wife,  and  Joseph  Kauf- 
man was  Wilbur  in  "Madame  Coquette." 

WHEN  THIS   MAGAZINE  COMES   TO  PRINCETON 
(Drawn  by  a   Princeton  man) 

Dorchester  Center,  Mass. — The  last 
half  of  your  letter  is  missing ;  but.  tho 
lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear.  I  am  not 
a  college  man,  but  you  must  be.  Dont 
you  know  that  we  learn  most  after  col- 

lege days  are  over?  Book  knowledge  is 
a  small  part  of  education.  I  enjoy  letters 
from  22  Carruth  Street.  Dolly  Larkin 
and  Webster  Campbell. 
Charlotte  C. — Louise  Glaum  was  the 

girl  in  "The  Convict's  Story"  (Kalem). 
Marion  Emmons  was  the  little  boy  in 

"The  Measure  of  a  Man"  (Lubin). 
Mrs.  Jack.  Reading. — Francis  Bush- 

man has  been  with  Essanay  about  three 
years.  Yes ;  Alice  Joyce  was  born  in 
America.  Thanks  for  comparing  me  to 

Horace  for  "mingling  a  little  folly  with 
my  wisdom."     Horace  will  feel  flattered. 
M.  E.  V.— Cleo  Ridgely  and  Don 

Ridgely  in  "Captured  by  Mexicans" 
( Kalem ) .  Roger  Sherman,  oiie  of  the 
signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Indepen- 
ence,  was  a  shoemaker. 
Will  H.,  Chicago. — No,  I  am  not  so 

great  as  you  think.  Anybody  can  look 
up  answers  like  I  do.  But  thanks  for 
your  amen.  Let  us  all  join  in  singing 
the  long-meter  doxology.  You  will  have 
a  full  moon  at  0  :50  p.m.,  August  5. 

Daisy. — We  shall  interview  Ray  Gal- 
lagher in  the  near  future.  Yes,  we  are 

going  to  chat  Anna  Nilsson  also.  Surely  I 
am  opposed  to  all  official  censorship.  The 
present  board  is  sufficient  and  efficient. 
Lawrence  H.  B. — Your  letter  is  very 

interesting.  However,  I  have  no  money 
to  invest  in  your  proposition. 
Ruth  L.  S. — Marshall  Neilan  and  Ger- 

trude Robinson  in  "Classmates"  (Bio- 
graph).  I  agree  with  you  that,  as  a  rule, 
continued  stories  are  not  a  success  on  the 
screen.  We  can  never  be  sure  of  seeing 
all  the  instalments  and  in  proper  order. 
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Dorothy  N.  W. — Bernardine  Zuber  was 
Barbara  in  "Brewster's  Millions." 

Charlotte  G. — Marshall.,  Neilan  was 
Jack  in  "McBride's  Bride"    (Kalein). 

Princess. — I  honest  and  truly  am  not 
married ;  never  have  been ;  never  will  be, 
and  dont  want  to  be.  This  is  so  sudden. 
Donald  Hall  was  the  husband,  Naomi 
Childers  the  mother,  and  Audrey  Berry 
the  child  in  "The  Crucible  of  Fate" 
(Vitagraph).  Our  L.  Case  Russell  was 
the  author  of  the  play. 

F.  E.  K. — You  have  the  right  spirit. 
Slow  to  censure  and  quick  to  praise, 

happy  you'll  be  thru  all  your  days. George  Hernandez  was  the  farmer  in 

"The  Schooling  of  Mary  Ann"  (Selig). 
Lee  Willard  was  the  foreman  in  "Broncho 
Billy — Gunman"    ( Essanay ) . 
Catherine  V. — Wheeler  Oakman  was 

Jones  in  "Shot-gun  Jones"  (Selig).  I 
have  a  regard  for  doctors,  but  hope  they 
dont  get  me.  There  are  three  kinds : 
those  who  work  to  keep  you  well;  those 
who  work  to  keep  you  from  getting  sick, 
and  those  who  work  you  whether  you  are 
sick  or  well.  Everybody,  tho,  ought  to 
see  a  good  doctor  once  a  year  for  an  an- 

nual inspection,  and  a  dentist  and  an 
oculist,  too. 
Emma  V.  S. — Well,  the  reason  a  dog 

turns  around  before  lying  down  is  be- 
cause his  ancestors  used  to  do  likewise, 

so  as  to  make  a  sort  of  nest  in  the  dirt 
or  grass  to  protect  themselves.  See  the 
Editor's  article  on  the  Emotions.  Rosetta 
Brice  in  "A  Cruel  Revenge"  (Lubin). 
Yes;    Mary    Charleson    in    "Mr.    Barnes 

of  New  York"  (Vitagraph).  Dorothy 
Davenport  and  Wallace  Reid  in  "The  Way 
of  a  Woman"  (Nestor).  Rosemary  Theby 
is  playing  opposite  Harry  Myers. 

Gertie. — Joseph  Kaufman  was  the 
lead  in  that  Lubin.  No;  Anna  Q. 
Nilsson  is  very  much  with  Kalem.  Lottie 

Briscoe  had  the  lead  in  "Lord  Algy." 
C.  G.  B.,  Chicago. — Bill  Nye  was  Izzy 

in  "The  Passing  of  Izzy"  (Keystone). 
Millicent  Evans  was  the  wife  in  "The 
Fatal  Wedding"  (Biograph).  President 
Wilson  called  an  extra  session  of  Con- 

gress to  convene  April  7,  1913,  to  revise 
the  tariff.  He  seen  his  dooty,  and  he 
done  it. 

Jack  D.  F. — I  am  unable  to  tell  you 
who  weighs  the  most — Bunny,  Arbuckle, 
Lackaye  or  Mack,  but  I  know  that  each 
of  them  should  pay  three  car-fares  if 
there  are  people  standing.  You  refer  to 
Ernest  Truex.  Alice  Joyce  in  "The 
Dance  of  Death"   (Kalem). 
Loquacious  Edna. — Charles  Ray  was 

Jim  in  "Desert  Gold"  (Domino).  Shorty 
Hamilton  in  the  Broncho.  Webster 

Campbell  in  "The  Death  Warrant" 
(Lubin).     Yes,  come  right  along. 
Little  Yictor. — Buddy  Harris  was  the 

little  boy  in  "The  Little  Bugler"  (Vita- 
graph). Mayor  Gaynor,  of  New  York 

City,  died  September  10,  1913,  at  sea. 
Kerrigan  Kid. — Cleo  Madison  was  the 

girl  in  "Sealed  Orders"  (Victor).  Jack 
Standing  was  with  Pathe  last,  W. 

Schappe  was  the  son  in  "The  Woman 
Pays"  (Thanhouser).  Charles  Chaplin*  in 
"Mabel's  Predicament"   (Keystone). 

She — If  you  dont  take  me  to  see  a  photoshow,  I'll  never  come  out  with  you  again. 
He — I  would  willingly,  my  dear,  but  all  the  theaters  around  here  are  showing  so 

many  "features"  by  unknown  companies,  and  they  are  usually  so  poor,  that  I'm  losing all  interest  in  the  Movies.     Oh,  for  the  good  old  days! 
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puts  this  beautiful  set 

among  your  books 

paid  at  the  rate  of  $1 

a  month  keeps  it  there 

CUT-PRICE   INVENTORY  SALE 
Not  long  ago  we  manufactured  for  another  publisher  a  special  edition  of  Shakespeare's 

works  in  ten  cloth-bound  library  volumes,  which  we  call  the  EDITION  DE  LUXE.  This  pub- 
lisher now  finds  that  he  can  not  use  quite  as  many  sets  as  he  originally  supposed,  and  there- 

fore, for  his  convenience  and  our  own,  we  have  decided  to  offer  this  very  limited  remainder  of 
an  edition  at  startling  sacrifice  prices  to  Motion  Picture  Magazine  readers.  Never  before  have 
we  sold  a  set  of  Shakespeare  at  so  low  a  figure,  and  never  before  have  Motion  Picture  Magazine 
readers  been  able  to  get  anything  like  this  value  for  their  money. 

These  books  are  strictly  high-grade  in  every  feature  of  their  making.  The  binding  is  a 
durable  art  cloth  with  gold  back- stamp,  and  a  medallion  portrait  of  Shakespeare  on  the  front 
cover.  The  text  is  the  standard  Cambridge  version,  and  the  critical  comments,  critical  and 
explanatory  notes,  study  questions,  etc.,  etc.,  are  our  own  copyrighted  material.  The  text  is 
printed  in  bold,  clear  type  from  excellent  plates  on  a  well-proportioned  page.  The  illustrations, 
forty  in  number,  are  in  duotone  ink  on  special  India-tint  inserts. 

This  advertisement  positively  will  not  appear  again,  and  you  should  send  in  the  coupon 
now,  as  the  number  of  sets  is  extremely  limited,  and  bargain  hunters  will  take  advantage  of 
this  unusual  offer. 

SPECIAL    EDITORIAL    FEATURES 
Critical  Comments  explaining  the  plays 

and  characters,  selected  from  the  writ- 
ings of  eminent  Shakespearean  scholars. 

Glossaries  Following  Each  Play,  so 
that  you  do  not  have  to  turn  to  a 
separate  volume  to  find  the  meaning  of 
every  obscure  word. 
Two  Sets  of  Notes:  Explanatory  notes 

for  the  general  reader,  and  critical  notes 
for   the    student   or   scholar. 

Arguments  giving  a  full  story  of  each 
play  in   interesting,    readable   prose. 
Study  Methods,  consisting  of  study 

questions  and  suggestions  —  the  idea 
being  to  furnish  a  complete  college 
course  of  Shakespearean  study. 

Life  of  Shakespeare  by  Dr.  Israel  Gol- 
lancz,  with  critical  essays  by  Bagehot, 
Stephen,  and  other  distinguished  Shake- 

spearean  scholars   and   critics. 
M.  P. 
8.14 

COUPON University 
Society 

You  may  send  me, 
express  prepaid,  for 

examination,  a  set 

If  you  will  fill  out  carefully  and  return  promptly  the  coupon  in  the  comer  of  this  advertise-  J'  of  the  De  Luxe  Shake- ment,  we  shall  he  glad  to  send  you  the  complete  set  of  the  De  Luxe  Shakespeare,  carriage  ̂ ^  speare,  10  volumes,  cloth 
prepaid,  for  your  examination.  We  ask  for  no  money  now.  We  allow  ample  time  for  inspec-  ̂ T  binding,  for  which  I  agree  to 
tion.  If  you  are  satisfied,  you  send  $1  and  retain  possession  of  the  books.  The  balance  may  ̂ T  pay  you  $1.00  on  acceptance  and 
be  paid  at  the  rate  of  $1  per  month.  No  deposit  is  required;  and  if  the  books  do  not  ̂ r  $1.00  a  month  thereafter  for  ten 
satisfv  you  they  may  be  returned  at  our  expense.  You  Incur  absolutely  no  risk  or  ̂ ^  months,  IF  IT  IS  SATISFACTORY ; 
liability.  Under  the  present  offer  to  readers  of  the  MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE  ^  otherwise  I  will  return  it  at  your  ex- 
we  are  placing  the  price  at  only  $11.  The  low  price  and  easy  terms  are  more 
eloquent  than  any  words  of  ours.  ^f    Name 

YOU'VE  BEEN  WAITING  FOR  THIS— GET  IT  NOW 
You  have  always  wanted  a  good  set  of  Shakespeare.     There  is  no  reason  for  buying  an  edition  that  is  incom- 

plete, poorly  printed,    and  filled  with   errors.      The  De  Luxe  is  worth   half   a  dozen   ordinary  editions.      The 
volumes  are  7%x5%  inches  in  size — convenient  to  hold  in  the  hand,  and  contain  on  an  average  three  plays  each; 
they  include  a  total  of  7,000  pages,  illustrated  by  40  full-page  color-plates  and  scores  of  wood-cuts  in  the  text. 

SENT  ABSOLUTELY  FREE  FOR  YOUR  EXAMINATION 

THE  UNIVERSITY  SOCIETY  •«•„■-«
*•— NEW  YORK 

Address 

Occupation 

When   answering   advertisements   kindly   mention  MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE. 
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Alice  M.  K.— Your  letter  is  O  K.  Glad 
to  hear  from  you.  I  aui  just  turned 
seventy-three,  but  feel  as  if  I  were 
thirty-seven. 

Pebbie  B. — Donald  MacDonald  had  the 
lead  in  "Too  Much  Married"  (Powers). 
Carol  Hallo  way  in  "The  Roots  of  Evil" 
(Lubin).  Romona  Radcliffe  and  Richard 
Stanton  in  "The  Colonel's  Orderly." 
K.  R.  S. — Your  lines  beginning,  "O 

Answer  Man,  of  patience  rare,  I  should 
think  you'd  want  to  get  more  air,  when 
people  ask :  Does  Lottie  B.  dye  her  hair? 
And  does  Crane  Wilbur  stay  out  nights? 
But  now  I've  caught  you  in  a  snare,"  are 
appreciated,  and  the  "man  with  smooth, 
dark  hair  and  Roman  nose"  is  Lamar 
Johnstone.  Harry  Myers  was  Ebbets  in 
"The  Moth"   (Lubin). 

Kitty  C. — Dolores  Cassinelli  and  Clif- 
ford Bruce  in  "To  Hate"  (Selig).  Bessie 

Eyton  in  "The  Master  of  the  Garden" 
(Selig).  The  Editor  expects  to  use  my 
chat  with  Bunny  in  the  next  issue. 
Rosa  W. — Richard  Stanton  was  the 

husband  in  "The  Divorce"  (Kay-Bee). 
Mildred  Harris  was  the  daughter. 
Harry  G.  H. — Louise  Beaudet  was  the 

fashion  leader  in  "Setting  the  Style" 
(Vitagraph).  Yes,  that  was  a  fine 
comedy.  Louise  Huff  was  the  wife  in 
"A  Pack  of  Cards"  (Lubin).  Darwin 
Karr  was  the  sergeant  in  "An  Officer  and 
a  Gentleman"  (Vitagraph).  Oh,  it  would 
never  do  to  have  an  Answer  Man's  num- 

ber with  my  picture  on  the  front.   Thanks. 
Retta. — Whenever  I  see  a  fair  percen- 

tage of  handsome  women  in  the  suffraget 

business,  I'm  going  to  take  my  hat  under 
my  arm  and  join  the  procession.  Arthur 
Allardt  was  Arthur,  and  Edythe  Ster- 

ling was  Edythe  in  "Poison"  (Frontier). 
Harry  Carter  in  "For  the  Family's 
Honor"  (Rex).     J.  Arthur  Nelson  is  slim. 
Ruth  C,  Baltimore. — Please  use  a 

little  better  grade  of  paper  than  wrap- 
ping paper.  It  was  so  old  that  it  tore. 

Gerda  Holmes  in  the  Essanay. 
Ethel  P.,  Suffolk. — Hazel  Buckham 

was  the  girl  in  "From  Father  to  Son" 
(Rex).  George  Melford  was  the  blind 
brother  in  "The  Master  Rogue."  Of  course 
I  read  everything  in  the  magazine. 
Edythe  H. — Yes,  we  noticed  the  simi- 

larity between  "The  Compact"  and  "The 
Masquerader,"  and  between  "Way  of  a 
Woman"  and  "Misleading  Lady."  Dont 
know  whether  the  "steals"  were  inten- 

tional or  accidental,  known  or  unknown, 
by  the  producing  companies.  Miss  Clifton 
in  "A  Robust  Romeo."  Robyn  Adair  and 
Charles  Ray  in  "For  the  Wearing  of  the 
Green."  That  home-made  way  of  cover- 

ing your  magazine  is  clever.  Lots  of 
people  cover  their  magazine,  now  that  we 

are  using  paintings  on  the  cover.  Isn't  it 
funny  how  much  our  magazines  are 
handled?  Each  copy  seems  to  go  thru 
dozens  of  hands.  Thanks  for  article  on 
"Cheerfulness."    Will  try  to  be  good  now. 

S.  II. — Sorry  I  disappointed  you,  but  I 
dont  remember  your  last  letter.  Both 
Beverly  Bayne  and  Ruth  Stonehouse  play 
opposite  Francis  Bushman.  Step  lively, 
please;  I  dont  mind  long  letters — as  long 
as  they  are  short. 
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LEARN  THE  NEW  WAY AMAZING  INVENTION 
MAKE  MONEY  HERE 

DROP  THE  DEAD  ONES.         A  HPIVTS  START  WITH  THIS 
AWAKE!  /^VJC(l1    *  ̂   NEW      INVENTION 

THE  20th  CENTURY  WONDER.    Get  started  in  an  honest,  clean,  reliable,  permanent,  money-making  busi- 
ness.   Sold  on  a  money-back  guarantee.    THE  BLACKSTONE  WATER  POWER  VACUUM  MASSAGE  MACHINE 

For  the  Home.    No  Cost  to  Operate.    Lasts  Life-Time. 
No  Competition,  New  Field,  New  Business.    Price  within  reach  of  all. 
That' s  why  its  easy  to  sell.  Endorsed  by  Doctors  and  Massures.  Removes Blackheads,  Pimples,  Wrinkles,  rounds  out  any   part  of  the  face  or 

body,  brings  back  Natures  beauty.  Almost  instant  relief  can  be  given  all  kinds  of  pains 
such  as  Rheumatism,  Headache,  Neuralgia.    A  demonstration  convinces  the  most  skepti- 

cal person.    Sales  easily  made. 
Read  On!  What  Others  Do,  So  Can  You. 

Margwarth,  says,  I  am  making  $19.00  per  day.  Schermerhorn,  eight  dozen  machines first  month.  Shaffer,  am  selling  four  out  of 
five  demonstrations.  Vaughn,  wires  "ship  six 
dozen  by  first  Express."  Lewis,  sells  four  first hour.  Men,  women,  everybody  makes  money. 
No  experience  necessary.  Protected  territory. 
Big  book,  "The  Power  and  Love  of  Beauty 
andHealth"  Free.  Investigate  now.  A  postal 
will  do.  A  big  surprise  awaits  you.  Address, 
Blackstone  Mfg.  Co.  020  Meredith  Bide.  Toledo,  0. 

MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE 
A     SALES-PRODUCING    MEDIUM 

F  the  weird,  wonderful  and  fascinating 
romance  of  the  sea  interests  you, 

send  for  this  book  to-day.  It  tells  of  the  ships 
that  have  gone  down,  and  takes  the  reader 

along  the  bottom  of  the  ocean,  where  a  hyp- 
notic mystery  and  allurement  grip  the  fancy. 

•^ 

^ 

m  Read  About  the  Enormous  Wealth    ll 

p5  i 
In  this  book  you  will  find  an  authentic  account  of  the  millions 

n  gold  lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  and  the  unique  and  scientific 
methods  employed  in  raising  it.  Combined  with  this  is  all  the  romance 
and  profits  of  moving  pictures.  Read  how  millions  of  dollars  are  to 
be  made  in  this  business,  and  learn  how  risk  is  eliminated.  Send  us 

your  name  and  address  now  and  get  the  book  free  and  full  particulars 
by  return  mail.      This  does  not  obligate  you  in  any  way.      Address 

AMERICAN  DEEP  SEA  EXPLORATION  CO. 
729    Underwood   Building,   San   Francisco 

When    answeriDg    advertisements    kindly    mention   MOTION   PICTURE    MAGAZINE. 
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Jessie  W. — Yes ;  Alice  Joyce  was  the 
second  wife  in  "The  Shadows"  (Kalem). 
No,  "Here  Lies"  is  not  the  book  you  want. 
It  does  not  teach  how  to  write,  but  what 
not  to  write.  It  will  save  you  from  writ- 

ing what  has  been  written  before. 
Mildred  E,  H. — Yes,  you  can  reach 

Dorothy  Davenport  at  the  Nestor  studio. 

"Say,  missus,  can  we  get  in?  This  kid's  father  knows 
one  of  the  actor's  brother's  sisters,  and  I  know  his 
father."     (They  got  in.) 

Louise  Yale  in  that  Biograph.  The 
Panama-Pacific  International  Exposition 
is  to  celebrate  the  opening  of  the  Panama 
Canal,  and  will  open  February  20,  1915. 

Lura  R.,  Eaton. — Frank  Smith  was  the 
husband  in  "The  Old  Parlor"  (Imp). 
Marie  Hall  was  the  nurse  in  "The  Return 
of  Tony"  (Imp).  You  refer  to  Ormi 
Hawley  and  Edwin  Carewe  in  "The  Story 
the  Gate  Told"  (Lubin).  Ruth  Roland 
the  wife  in  "The  Good  Old  Summer-time." 

Mrs.  C.  E.  B.  L. — Many,  many  thanks 
for  the  beautiful  handmade  tie.  Very 
handsome,  indeed.  Alice  and  Ralph  are 
unknown  in  'Hearts  Adrift"  (Famous 
Players).  M.  Manlone  was  Smithworth 
in  "The  Secret  Well"  (Eclair).  It  was  a 
foreign  picture.  Hal  Clarendon  and  Peter 
Lang  in  "An  American  Citizen"  (Famous 

Players).  I  have  no  choice, 
and  would  just  as  soon  an- 

swer questions  in  the  maga- 
zine as  by  mail. 

Alice  Muriel. — So  you 
have  selected  adjectives  for 
your  favorites :  Ethel  Gran- 
din,  cunning;  Ruth  Stone- 
house,  melancholy ;  Lillian 
Walker,  winsome ;  Anita 
Stewart,  dazzling ;  Alice 
Joyce,  beautiful ;  Lillian 
Gish,  dainty ;  Clara  K. 
Young,  exquisite ;  Edith 
Storey,  fanciful,  and  Flor- 

ence LaBadie  and  Mary 
Pickford  simply  beyond  com- 

pare. Very  bright,  but  what 
will  Ruth  say? 

Flora  S—  I  read  all  let- 
ters that  come  to  me.  Those 

that  are  short  I  answer  at 
once,  and  the  others  I  take 
home  for  a  leisure  hour.  I 
like  best  those  that  contain 
the  name  at  the  top,  and  the 
questions  next,  so  that  I  can 
fill  in  the  answers  from  my 
records  before  taking  them 
home.  It  doubles  my  work 
w  hen  the  questions  are 
mixed  up  with  comments. 
You  k  n  o  w  animals  are 
trained  to  do  'most  anything. 
I  hardly  think  the  leopard 
was  killed. 

G.  Wallace. — Arthur  Ash- 
ley was  Billy  in  "An  Officer 

and  a  Gentleman"  (Yita- 
graph).  Harry  Carey  was 
the  crook  in  "The  Crook  and 
the  Girl"  (Biograph).  Harold 
Lockwood  in  "Tony  and 
Maloney"  (Selig).  Rosetta 
Brice  in  "In  the  Northland." 
Clarence  E.  H. — You  say 

Billy  Mason  is  singing  in 
Chicago.  Heap  much  thanks 
for  enclosures. 

Herman,   Buffalo. — I  am 
sorry   that  you're  mad   and 

with  me  any  more.     I'll  really A  friend  is  like  health — never 
lost.     Yes ;    Warren   Kerrigan 

wont  play 

miss  you. 
missed  till 
is  much  admired  for  his  good  words  about 
his  mother. 

Vona  L.,  Newburgh. — Thank  you  for 
the  snapshots  of  Crane  Wilbur  and  Pearl 
White.  It  will  be  impossible  to  use  the 
same  picture  of  Earle  Williams  that  ap- 

pears in  the  Motion  Picture  Picnic  for 
the  Gallery. 
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FREE  "POSTAGE"  STAMPS OF  ALL  YOUR  FAVORITE  PLAYERS 

One  Hundred  of  the  Most  Popular  Motion  Picture  Actors  and  Actresses  Now 

Have  "Postage  Stamps"  Bearing  Their  Portraits.  You  Can  Get  these  Beautiful, 
Colored  Portrait  Stamps  with  gummed  backs  Free  by  Simply  Writing  and 
Asking    for    a  stamp   from  each,   and   Thus  Form  a  Valuable   Collection. 

Newspapers  are  filled  with  accounts  of  this  latest  collection  craze.  Young 
and  old  alike  are  collecting  these  stamps  and  pasting  them  in  albums, 

trading    in    them,  or    using    them  as   seals    on    the    back    of    their    letters. 

1    are 

J 
new  craze  is  sweeping  thecountrj 

It  is  the  collecting  of  "postage  stamps"  1  pToV 
bearing  the  latest  portraits  of  American    are 
motion  picture  actors  and  actresses.     Of 
course,    these    stamps    are    not    actually 
good    for    postage,    but    otherwise    they* 
represanL^Dpstage    stamps^^jjj|^k^l  r>. 

JP^^^^^vlveri  i ™  ̂ me.    The  stamps  art 
most  pleasing  in  design"  and  printed  in 
beautifur  colors,  "-^hey   are   really  0b-! 
p'ects   of  artistic   value,     and     therefore their  possession  is  eagerly  sought  by  thf ^:*rers  of  motion  picture  pi 

ally  anrsTTlve  „ 
A  collection  of  these  stamps  will  soon 

be  of  undoubted  cash  value,  as  new  de- 
igns are  constantly  being  made  and  the tirst  ones  will  in  time -grow  very  scarce 

All  (hose  who  have  collected  postage stamps  know  that  some  series  which  are 
no  longer  used  bring  fabulous  prices;  as 
high  as  a  thousand  dollars  having  often 
been  paid  for  an  old,  cancelled  postage 
stamp  by  some  enthusiastic  collector 
who  needed  it  to  complete  his  collection 
and  who  had  neglected  to  secure  It  in 
the  days  when  it  could  have  been  had 
for  the  asking, 

These  are  only  four  out  of  the  one  hundred  portrait  stamps  that  form  the  complete  collection. 
It  is  impossible  to  reproduce  in  the  above  illustrations  the  clearness,  beauty,  rich  color,  and 
artistic  values    of  the  actual  stamp.     Each  stamp  is   three  times  as  large  as  an  ordinary  stamp. 

QUICK  and  CHEAP  WAY  TO  GET  COMPLETE  COLLECTION 

(To  write  one  hundred  letters  to  photoplayers  would   take  a  lot  of  time  and  cost  you  $2.00  for  postage.) 

We  are  authorized  by  the  leading  players  to  distribute  their  stamps,  but  to  make  each  set  complete, 
we  had  to  buy  the  rare  ones.  We  make  no  charge  for  sending  you  a  little  Copenhagen  Blue 
album  with  ruled  spaces  for  one  hundred  stamps,  and  also  ONE  full  and  complete  set  of  colored  stamps 
(each  set  containing  a  hundred  different  portrait  stamps)  if  you  will  send  us  the  name  of  the  theatre 
you  visit   and  also  enclose  20  two-cent   stamps  to    cover   cost   of  securing,    assorting   and    handling. 

Simply  mail  us  your  name  and  address,  the  name  of  that  motion  picture  theatre  you  usually  visit,  enclose 
20  two-cent  stamps,  and  you  will  receive  by  return  mail  a  stamp  album  and  ONE  complete  set  of  stamps, 
one  hundred  different  stamps  in   each  set.    Please  don't  forget  to  give  us  the  name  of  your  favorite  theatre. 

Jlddress    THE  THEATRE  SUPPLY  CO.,  1505  Broadway,  N.  Y. 

When    answering    advertisements    kindly    mention   MOTION    PICTURE    MAGAZINE. 
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Frank  G.,  Halifax. — Rosemary  Theby 
and  Joseph  Kaufman  had  the  leads  in  "The 
Drug  Terror"  ( Lubin ) .  The  salary  of  the 
President  of  Cuba  is  $25,000. 

F.  C.  C. — Your  letter  was  very  fine. 
Thanks  very  much  for  the  clippings.  The 
only  player  I  ever  saw  bring  down  the 
house  was  Warren  Kerrigan  in  "Samson." 

Ruthie,  16. — Yes ;  Robert  Harron  is  a 
clever  player.  Yes,  the  paper  is  very  fine. 
You  mistake  a  prejudice  for  a  principle. 
Do  not  lose  faith  in  humanity. 
W.  T.  H. — You  are  right;  everything 

must  advance  or  retrograde,  and  we 
choose  the  former  course.     So  do  you.     I 

THESE    ARE     NOT     CINDERELLA'S     SLIPPERS,     BUT     MANY 
PEOPLE    TRY    THEM    ON 

IT    TAKES    A    GOOD    MAN    TO    FILL    THEM 

look  forward  to  your  letters  as  I  do  to 
my  meals.  It  is  sad  if,  when  your  eyes 
lit  on  Clara  Young's,  you  became  the  in- 

finitesimal minutiae  of  the  merest  atom — 
a  zero  with  its  rim  torn  off.  What  will 
Rosemary  Theby  say? 

M.  A.  D. — Of  course  your  letters  are 
always  interesting,  and  I  like  to  get  them. 
It  takes  two  to  make  a  quarrel,  but  only 
one  to  make  peace. 

Mae  E,  S. — Vera  Sisson  was  the  wife  in 
"The  Bolted  Door"  (Victor).  I  haven't heard  where  Florence  Radinoff  is. 

Alice  Muriel. — The  first  result  of  the 
Great  Artist  Contest  appeared  in  our 
February  number,  and  the  leaders  were 
Earle  Williams,  Mary  Pickford,  Warren 
Kerrigan,    Mary    Fuller,    Arthur    Johnson 

and  Alice  Joyce,  in  that  order.  I  dont 
know  which  is  the  older,  Lillian  or 
Dorothy  Gish,  but  suspect  that  it  is  the 
former — if  not,  the  latter. 

Joyce-Carlyle. — Thanks  muchly.  Your 
penmanship  is  improving.  Olive  Golden 

was  the  girl  in  "Tess  of  Storm  County." 
Yes,  dont  know  his  age.  If  you  think 
that  play  was  risky,  you  ought  to  see 
''Shadows  of  the  Past"  (Yitagraph).  at 
the  Vitagraph  Theater.  That's  one  of  the 
strongest  plays  ever  done.  Both  Mary 
Pickford  and  Edwin  August  have  been 
with  Biograph. 

G.  E.  H. — Sidney  drew  has  been  on  the 
stage  for  years.  Yes,  the  curls 
are  Mary  Pickford's  own  hair, and  they  are  golden  curls. 

Well,  I  can  see  that  you  haven't 
seen  "Love's  Sunset"  (Vita- 
graph).  Do  you  know  that 
Pansy  would  like  to  correspond 
with  you?  Write  in  care  of  me. 

•  Ralph  J. — What's  the  matter 
with  you?  I  said  that  Vita- 
graph  release  a  film  every  day, 
and  that  out  of  the  six  releases 

every  week,  two  are  two-reel 
plays.     Is  that  any  clearer? 
V.  V.  S.— Mildred  Weston 

was  the  stenographer  in  "The 
Discovery"  ( Essanay ) .  Doro- 

thy Gish  was  the  girl  in  "My 
Hero"  ( Biograph ) .  Grace 
Lewis  in  "A  Queer  Elopement." 
F.  A.  S. — Florence  Turner 

can  be  found  at  Church  Street, 
Walton-on  -  Thames,  S  u  r  r  e  y, 
London,  England.  Your  letter 
evidently  went  to  the  Edison 
Electrical  Company.  The  M.  P. 
Studio  address  is  2826  Decatur 
Street,  New  York  City. 
Hidden  IL,  Chicago. — The 

Vitagraph  Theater  changes  its 
program  whenever  the  old  one 
ceases  to  draw.  "Mr.  Barnes  of 
New  York"  ran  for  about  a 
month,  and  was  succeeded  by 
"Captain  Alvarez."  Both  will 
soon  be  shown  all  over  the 
country  in  the  regular  M.  P. 

theaters,  large  and  small.  Brinsley  Shaw 
was  the  husband  in  that  Lubin. 

Gertie. — Awfully  glad  to  meet  you. 
Etbel  Jackson  was  Paula  in  "Tbe  Battle 
of  the  Weak"  (Vitagraph).  Lillian  Burns 
was  the  sister.  Adele  Lane  and  Harry 
Lonsdale  in  "At  Last  They  Are  Alone." 
Archimedes. — So  you  think  I  look  like 

Archimedes?  Thank  you  so  much!  The 
debate  in  this  magazine  on  Censorship, 
between  Canon  Chase  and  Frank  L.  Dyer, 
was  not  officially  decided,  but  John  Collier 
said  some  very  wise  words  as  a  last  word. 
Mr.  Dyer  was  for  no  censorship ;  Canon 
Chase  was  for  all  kinds  of  censorship,  and 
Mr.  Collier  was  for  the  present  National 
Board  only.  I  think  Mr.  Dyer  was  rigbt 
in  theory,  and  Mr.  Collier  in  practice. 
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$200  In  Cash  Prizes 
and  many  other  prizes 

For    Picture    Plots 

Grand  Prize  Contest— Amateurs  Only 
Those    Who   Have  Already   Sold  Photoplays   Cannot   Compete 

New  Ideas,  by  New  Writers,  Wanted      | 
Your  chance  to  win  a  prize  is  as  good  as  anybody's.     If  you 

attend  the  "movies"  you  know  the  kind  of  ideas  they  want.  One  of  your 
"happy  thoughts"  may  become  one  of  the  "movie"  sensations  of  the 
year.    Previous  experience  or  special  education  not   necessary.    I  show  you  how 

This  Book  Is  Free  to   You    MT 
Simply  mail  me  free  coupon  below,  and  you  will  get  this  most  inter- 

esting book,  as  well  as  full  particulars  of  prize  contest,  free. 

Get  $10  to  $5000  «H^y\hLJhts» 
30,000  Movie  Theatres  are  clamoring  for  NEW  IDEAS.     To  prove 

how  great  the  demand  is,  read  these  paragraphs  clipped 
from  a  recent  number  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Post. 

How  To 
Write 

Photoplays 

^r 

by 

Elbert  
Moore former  Scenario  Editor  of  one 

of  World's  largest  companies. a 
The  Balboa  Amuse- 

ment Producing  Company,  of  Los  Angeles,  began  by 
offering  a  prize  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  for 
the  best  picture  story  sent  them.  The  Italian  Society 
C:r>°3  ̂   ""lie,  offers  five  thousand  dollars  for  the  best 

'  "'  submitted  to  it.  The  second-best 
j  thousand  dollars;  the  third- 

■>  fourth-best,  two  hundred 
°olation  prizes  of  one 

ELB 

Send 
faci 

Adr 

I  Guarantee  You  at  Least  $10 
There  is  a  great  chance  for  profit  in  this 

new  and  fascinating  profession.  New  prize  con- 
tests are  continually  being  announced.]  I  myself  am  con- 

ducting a  contest,  with  prizes  totaling  over  $250,  for  the 
best  photoplay  written  by  my  method.  One  of  my  prizes 
is  for  $100  cash,  and  the  photoplay  winning  this  prize  will 
beSproduced  by  the  United  Photoplays  Company  as  a 
feature.  Besides  the  prizes  given  by  myself  and  the  pro- 

ducing companies,  there  there  is  always  a  market  for  good 
photoplays,  at  $10  to  $100  each.  /  absolutely  guarantee 
you  at  least  $  1 0  for  the  first  photoplay  you  write  after 
taking  my  few  easy  lessons.  This  means  you.  You  can 
learn  this  most  interesting  and  profitable  of  professions 
at  home  in  odd  hours.  Previous  experience  is  not  nec- 

essary. Writing  photoplays  enables  those  who  lack  the 
literary  experience  necessary  for  writing  novels  or  stage 
plays  to  express  the  strong  and  original  ideas  which 
many  of  them  possess.  My  method  of  teaching  is  the  only 

I    one  recommended  by  persons  high  in  the  motion  picture 
I     business.    As  former  Scenario  Editor  of  one  of  the  world's 

largest  producing  companies  I  speak   with  authority. 

|  Grasp  this  Life  Time  Chance — Use 
Free  Coupon  at  Once,  Before 

Prize  Contest  Closes 

SCENE    FROM        THE    YELL^ 

This  is  your  opportunity;  grasp  it.    Persons  no 
nore  talented  than  you  are  earning  $15  to  $50  a  week  writ- 

ing photoplays  in  their  spare  time.  It  costs  nothing  to  investigate. 
Use  free  coupon  at  once,  before  the  prize  contest  closes. 

ELBERT  MOORE 
(Former  Scenario  Editor) 

ox  772  MI,     Chicago,  Illinois 
When   answering   advertisements    kindly    me     ion  MOTION   PICTURE   MAGAZINE. 
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M.  I.,  Oak  Park.— The  last  form  of  this 
magazine  is  usually  closed  for  the  print- 
ery  about  the  24th  of  the  month.  Ger- 

trude Robinson  was  Sylvia,  Marshall 
Neilan  was  Bert,  and  Henry  Walthall 

played  opposite  him  in  "Classmates"  (Bio- 
graph).  Any  person  over  10  years  old 
may  open  an  account  in  the  Postal  Sav- 

ings Bank  at  the  Post-Office. 
G.  M.,  Rochester, — Walter  Miller  in 

"An  Hour  of  Terror"  (Biograph). 
"Hearts  Adrift"  taken  at  Santa  Monica. 
Ray,  Boston. — Walter  Edwards  was 

Ross  in  "The  Relic"  (Broncho).  Miss 
Ashton  was  the  wife,  and  Louise  Vale 

was  the  dancer  in  "Children  of  Destiny" 
(Biograph).  Paul  Smith  was  the  Mexi- 

can spy,  L.  Shumway  was  the  lieutenant, 

and  Velma  Whitman  the  girl  in  "Sealed 
Orders"  (Lubin).  Miss  Allen  and  Adele 
Lane  in  "Two  Girls"   (Selig). 
Harry  L.  D. — I  know  of  no  daily  or 

weekly  newspaper  devoted  entirely  to  the 
pictures,  except  the  trade  papers,  Movie 
Pictorial  and  M.  P.  Stories.  The  copy- 

right on  all  of  Poe's  works  has  expired. 
"East  Lynne"  has  been  done.  You  may 
do  any  of  Dumas'  works. 

M.  F.,  St.  Louis. — Those  Selig  pictures 
were  made  in  California.  Charles  Chap- 

lin had  the  lead  in  "Between  Showers" 
(Keystone).  He  also  played  in  "His 
Favorite  Pastime"    (Keystone).     Thanks. 

Grace  K.  R. — Lucille  Young  was  the 
girl  in  "The  Atonement"  (Majestic). 
Rena  Kuhn  was  the  other  girl  in  "The 
Ring"  (Majestic).  Fay  Tincher  was 
Cleo,  and  Lillian  Gish  was  the  daughter 
in  "The  Battle  of  the  Sexes."  Marie  Wal- 
camp  was  Mary  in  "Won  in  the  Clouds." 

Mrs.  W.  E. — It  is  impossible  to  tell  you 
when  and  where  you  can  see  an  Earle 
Williams  picture  in  New  York.  Ask  at 
some  M.  P.  theater. 

Lulu   C,   Tulsa. — No ;   Mrs.   Baggot  is 

not  an  actress.  I  know  of  no  sister  to 
Dorothy  Davenport.  Charles  Swickard 

was  Bud  in  "Shorty  Escapes  Matrimony." 
I  have  sent  your  letter  to  Miss  Greenwood. 

Jean  B. — Kathlyn  Williams  in  "The 
Love  of  Penelope"  (Selig).  Stella  Ra- 
zetto  in  "Memories"  (Selig). 

S.  P.  G.,  New  York. — Earle  Williams  is 
still  playing.  If  you  got  the  Vitagraph 
Bulletin  every  month,  you  could  tell  just 
which  plays  your  favorites  played  in. 
A.  N.  Brake nridge. — I  will  have  to 

know  the  name  of  the  play  in  order  to 
tell  you  the  name  of  the  tramps.  I  dont 
think  they  make  special  chairs  for  John 
Bunny  and  Hughey  Mack. 
Murl  S. — I  feel  sorry  for  you.  Good 

educationals  are  good,  but  bad  ones  there 
are.     Better  untaught  than  ill-taught. 

Olga,  17. — I  was  indeed  glad  to  have 
met  you.  Your  letters  are  as  interesting 
as  ever. 

Lottie  D.  T. — William  Ehfe  was  the 

lead  in  "The  Raiders"  (Kay-Bee).  Mary 
Charleson  and  Maurice  Costello  in  "The 
Acid  Test"  (Yitagraph).  Erie  says  she 
is  too  busy  to  write. 

M.  M.,  Wilmington. — I  am  sorry,  but  I 
cannot  tell  you  whether  Louise  Huff  is 

married  to  Edgar  Jones — and  wouldn't  if 
I  could.  Is  not  pronounced  like  "Morris." 
June  Rose. — Rosemary  Theby  did  not 

play  in  the  three  plays  you  name.  Alice 
Hollister  and  Tom  Moore  in  "The  Primi- 

tive Man"    (Kalem). 
Bubbles,  Utica. — Many  thanks,  my 

son,  for  the  useful  set  of  cuff-buttons. 

They  are  very  welcome,  and  I'll  wear 
them — out.  Grace  Cunard  is  with  the 
Bison  Company,  Hollywood,  Cal.  I 

haven't  her  age,  but  it  is  somewhere  be- 
tween sixteen  and  sixty. 

Ynez  G. — Your  letter  was  forwarded  to 
Miss  Gail.  The  last  words  of  Napoleon 

were:  "Tet  d'Armee!" 
  .   ,   au  one 

/<~Z>tf-    "Mr.  Barnes  of /rxt"    ran    for    about    a 
_.,    and   was   succeeded   by 

jrCMo« cF :  -v_ aptain   Alvarez."      Both   will soon   be   shown    all   over   the 
country    in    the   regular   M.    P. 

^eaters,  large  and  small.     Brinsley  Shaw 
s  the  husband  in  that  Lubin. 

pERTiE. — Awfully     glad     to     meet     you. 
iiel  Jackson  was  Paula  in  "The  Battle 
ethe  Weak"  (Yitagraph).    Lillian  Burns 

the   sister.     Adele  Lane  and   Harry 

}sdale  in  "At  Last  They  Are  Alone." 
IjiRCHiMEDES. — So  you  think  I  look  like 
ifchimedes?     Thank  you  so  much!     The 
{bate   in    this   magazine    on    Censorship, 
cween  Canon  Chase  and  Frank  L.  Dyer, 
is  not  officially  decided,  but  John  Collier 

'd  some  very  wise  words  as  a  last  word. 
I  Dyer  was  for  no  censorship ;   Canon 
ase  was  for  all  kinds  of  censorship,  and 
l.  Collier  was  for  the  present  National 

:*>ard  only.     I  think  Mr.  Dyer  was  right 
in  theory,  and  Mr.  Collier  in  practice. 
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YOU  SHOULD 
HAVE JOHN  BUNNY 

IN  YOUR 
HOME 

TO    DRIVE    DULL    CARE    AWAY 

Laugh,  and  the  world  laughs  with  you.  John  Bunny 
has  made  the  whole  world  laugh  and  smile.  He  has 

made  millions  forget  their  troubles  and  sorrows.  He 

can  make  you  forget  yours. 

In  this  plaster  cast  de  Renca,  the  well-known 

sculptor,  has  faithfully  reproduced  John  Bunny's  in- 
imitable personality.  To  look  at  it  is  to  smile.  You 

should  have  one  in  your  home  as  a  charm  or  talisman 

to  drive  away  the  blues  and  bring  sunshine  into  rainy 

days.  You  may  have  one  of  these  statues  FREE  with 

a  year's  subscription  to  the  Motion  Picture  Magazine. 
Size  of  statue,  5  inches  high. 

Subscription  price,  $1.50  ($1.80  Canada,  $2.50 
foreign). 

Only  one  premium  allowed  on  each  subscription. 

MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE,  175  Outfield  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

SCENE  FROM  "THE  YELLOW  TRAFFIC"  (PAGE  33) 
When   answering    advertisements    kindly    mention   MOTION   PICTURE   MAGAZINE. 
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Herman. — Yes,  I  have  a  few  fools  as 
correspondents,  and  I  value  them  highly. 
If  there  were  no  fools  in  the  world,  some 
of  tis  could  not  make  a  living,  and  my 
life  would  be  a  dull,  dreary  waste. 

Vyrgynya. — Be  patient!  we  will  have  a 
chat  with  William  Bailey  when  he  gets 

permanently  located.  I'm  not  a  sinner. 
Louise  Huff  was  Lucille  in  "Love's 
Long  Lane"    (Lubin). 
The  Photoplay  Phiends, — You  send  in 

a  long,  signed  petition  for  pictures  of 
Dorothy  Davenport  and  Wallace  Reid  in 
the  Gallery.  The  Editor  intends  to  com- 

ply with  the  request. 
Peg  o'  Waterloo. — Thanks  for  the 

pretty  postals.  I  believe  that  Jack  Rich- 
ardson has  played  on  the  stage.  That  was 

a  real  airship.  We  have  not  used  Charles 

Chaplin's  portrait  yet,  but  shall  soon. 
Irving  W. — My  orders  are  not  to  give 

advice  to  the  lovelorn,  yet  you  and  others 
persist.  If  I  obey  orders,  you  will  not 
like  it;  if  I  do  not,  the  Editor  will  not 
like  it.  I  think  you  expect  too  much 
when  you  insist  that  the  young  lady  shall 
not  look  at  others.  Let  her  look  them  all 
over,  and  you  do  the  same.  Otherwise, 
the  result  might  be  disastrous.  Better  do 
it  now  than  after  marriage. 
Retta  Romaine. — Of  course  you  are 

welcome.  Ernest  Truex  opposite  Mary 
Tickford  in  that  Famous  Players.     Fine. 

Alvira  H. — It  is  very  hard  to  get  a 
position  in  the  pictures.  Marguerite 
Risser  was  the  girl  in  "Good-  Pals" 
(Pathe).     You  refer  to  the  Nash  sisters. 
Jaime  E.  J. — The  only  place  to  get  a 

strip  of  film  is  from  a  manufacturer. 
Yes,  she  is  a  good,  noble  girl.  Perhaps 
it  is  the  "heaven  within  her  that  makes 
the  heaven  without." 

Olga,  17. — So  you  liked  Mary  Charleson 
in  real  life  better  than  in  the  pictures? 
She  is  a  lovely  girl.  Thanks  for  all  the 
adjectives  you  called  me. 
Lottie  D.  T.— Miriam  Cooper  and 

Owen  Moore  in  "The  Smugglers  of  Sligo" 
(Reliance).  Clara  Williams  and  Walter 
Edwards  in  Broncho's  "Breed  o'  the 
North."  Edna  Maison  and  Clarence  Bur- 

ton in  "Heart-strings"  (Powers).  Leah 
Baird  and  Alexander  Gaden  in  "His  Last 
Chance"  (Imp).  R.  A.  Walsh  and  Mary 
Alden  in  "The  Double  Knot"    (Majestic). 

Vyrgynya. — This  isn't  leap  year.     Your 

letter  just  sparkles  with  wit  and  humor. 
You  must  quit  worrying.  Every  moment 
of  worry  weakens  you.  Wait  till  you  get 
to  the  river  before  crossing  it. 

Flower  E.  G. — You  say,  "Truth  is 
stranger  than  fiction,  bu.t  it  is  seldom 

found  among  the  six  best-sellers."  Right 
you  be.  Carlyle  Blackwell  was  Fred,  and 
R.  Hadley  was  Decatur  in  "The  Secret 
Formula"   (Kalem). 

Florence  P. — I  shall  announce  later  the 
name  of  the  film  that  Gaby  Deslys  ap- 

pears in.  David  Griffith  prefers  players 
who  have  not  had  experience,  because  he 
finds  them  more  pliable.  He  usually  tells 
them  just  what  he  wants,  and  often  goes 
thru  the  parts  himself,  and  expects  the 
players  to  do  just  as  he  does.  Experi- 

enced actors  prefer  to  put  a  little  of  their 
own  personality  in  their  work. 
Mae  Marie,  Natchez. — Ruth  Stone- 

house  is  still  with  Essanay.  Ralph  Ince 
and  Francis  Ford  are  supposed  to  be  the 
best  Lincolns. 
Madge  J. — Charles  Ray  had  the  lead  in 

"The  Cow  Country"    (Kay-Bee). 
Merritt  B.  S. — Edwin  Carewe  was  the 

hero  in  "The  Story  the  Gate  Told" 
(Lubin).  Thomas  Carrigan  was  the  son 
in  "A  Modern  Vendetta"  (Selig).  I  am 
not  sure  that  "Peg  o'  My  Heart"  would 
make  a  good  photoplay.  Its  charm  is  in  the 
dialog,  as  well  as  in  the  pleasing  person- 

ality of  Laurette  Taylor,  and  it  would  be 
difficult  to  show  the  latter  on  the  screen. 
Kenneth  B.  H. — Harry  Myers  was 

Jim,  and  Ethel  Clayton  was  the  wife  in 
"The  Faith  of  a  Girl."  Rosemary  Theby 
was  Madame  Coquette,  and  Joseph  Kauf- 

man was  Wilbur  in  "Madame  Coquette." 
Maple  Leaves. — Norma  Talmadge  and 

Anita  Stewart  are  very  much  the  same  in 
age,  build  and  style,  altho  they  do  not 
resemble  each  other.  I  dont  know  who 
is  the  cleverer,  but,  of  course,  the  latter 
has  had  better  opportunities.  Kempton 

Greene  was  Bob  in  "A  Special  Officer." 
James  Morrison  chatted  in  August,  1912. 
Anna  G. — Myrtle  Gonzalez  was  chatted 

in  March,  1914;  her  pictures  appeared  in 
August  and  December,  1913.  You  refer 
to  Buddy  Harris. 
Thomas  W.,  New  Zealand. — So  Ruth 

Roland  is  the  best  and  prettiest,  in  your 

judgment?  Marguerite  Loveridge  in  "One- 
Round  O'Brien's  Flirtation"    (Majestic). 

it  wont  be  long  before  he  has  them  all 



MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE 

153 

v^**
" 

"It's  an  Indian  Twin  TWo=Speeder 
ss 

ELECTRICALLY    EQUIPPED 

For  five  years  the  Indian  Two-Speed  Gear  has  been  rolling  up  a  great  record. 
years  it  has  been  submitted  to  the  severest  test  of  all — actual  use. 

T5he 

For  five 

Motocycle 
Two-Speed  Gear  is  not  offered  as  a  1914  improvement  but  as  a  thoroughly  tried  and  true 
mechanical  feature  whose  engineering  principles  are  firmly  established  as  standard  practice 
both  at  home  and  abroad.  The  Indian  Two-Speed  Model  is  the  supreme  type  of  motor- 

cycle, because  not  only  is  it  heavily  endowed  with  the  qualifications  to  conquer  any  road, 
regardless  of  surface  conditions,  but  it  furthermore  possesses  the  power  to  make  a  fast 
getaway  from  standstill,  midway  on  tortuous  grades,  andgain  speed  every  foot  of  the  way 
to  the  top. 

With  the  two-speed  gear,   the  flexibility,   supple- 
ness   and    pulling    power    of    the    motor    are    in- 

creased to  a  wonderful  degree. 
The   quick    pick-up    and   instant   throttling   down 
to  a  walking  pace  likewise  are  predominant  two- 

speed  features  especially  appreciated  in  congested 
traffic. 

The  Indian  Two-Speed  Gear  is  a  certainty — and 
you  should  not  be  satisfied  with  anything  less  than 
a  known  and  proved  mechanical  achievement. 

20,000  TWO-SPEED  MODELS  ON  THE  ROAD 
Write  for  the  1914  Catalog 

HENDEE  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  864  State  St.,  Springfield,  Mass. 

Chicago 

(Largest  Motorcycle  Manufacturers  in  the   World) 
BRANCHES    AND    SERVICE    STATIONS: 

Dallas     Kansas  City     Minneapolis     Denver     San  Francisco     Atlanta    Toronto    Melbourne    London 

When    answering:    advertisements    kindly    mention   MOTION   PICTURE   MAGAZINE. 
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Nettie,  Meridian. — Helen  Holmes  and 
William  Brunton  in  "The  Counterfeiter" 
(Kalem).  Adele  Lane  was  the  daughter, 
and  William  Stowell  was  Thomas  in  "On 
the  Minute"    (Selig). 

Ella  H.  E.  B. — Send  in  a  stamped,  ad- 
dressed envelope  for  list  of  manufacturers. 

F.  R.  D. — Most  of  the  players  answer 
letters,  but  dt  would  be  impossible  for 
them  to  answer  all  their  mail.  So  you 
think  that  John  Collier  put  the  sense  in 
Censorship.  Well,  the  National  Board  is 
about  the  only  kind  that  I  would  stand 
for  if  I  had  anything  to  say  about  it. 

Polly  A. — Yes,  all  the  players  were  at 
the  exhibition  who  were  in  this  vicinity. 
They  signed  their  names  hundreds  of 
times  on  the  backs  of  fans,  cards,  book- 

lets, etc.  Guess  every  one  enjoyed  him- 
self. I  did,  when  I  wasn't  taking  a 

Turkish  bath.     The  place  was  a  furnace. 
Lottie  D.  T. — Ford  Sterling  and  Jackie 

Kirtley  in  "The  Clutches  of  a  Gang" 
(Keystone).  James  Morrison  and  Naomi 
Childers  in  "The  Portrait"  (Vitagraph). Arthur  Johnson  and  Lottie  Briscoe  in 

"The  Inventor's  Wife"  (Lubin).  You  re- 
fer to  Herbert  Rawlinson  and  Viola  Barry 

in  "The  Sea-Wolf"  (Bosworth).  Edgar 
Jones  and  Louise  Huff  in  "The  Weaker 
Brother"    (Lubin). 

Olga. — You're  right ;  my  advice  may 
not  make  good  players,  but  it  will  tend  to 
prevent  bad  ones. 
Dawn  Flow. — Miss  Sackville  was 

Winnie  in  the  Kathlyn  series.  I  believe 
that  the  suffragets  control  in  the  State 
of  Colorado  ;  also  in  the  state  of  matri- 

mony.    Seventy-three  years  old,  I  be. 
Redney. — Norma  Phillips  must  be  a 

very  fickle  girl  if  she  changes  her  mind 
as  often  as  she  changes  her  clothes.  She 
is  a  regular  fashion-plate.  Thanks  for 
the  clipping.     I  have  eight  scrap-books. 

Arthur  V.  T. — Helen  Holmes  and  J.  P. 

McCowan  had  the  leads  in  "A  Man's  Soul" 
(Kalem).  All  players  have  in  them  a  re- 

flector (from  observation)  and  a  con- 
densor   (from  emotion). 

Lillian  R. — Some  unknown  person  has 
favored  me  with  a  cigar-case.  Whoever 
it  was,  my  cordial  thanks.  Edgar  Jones 
is  in  Philadelphia.  Burton  King  was  with 
the  Western  branch. 

Mary  F.  B. — I  really  dont  know  where 
House  Peters  gets  that  name  from.  Your 
letter  was  charming.  I  think  it  is  as 
much  Mary  Pickford's  interesting  person- 

ality as  it  is  her  acting. 
Florentine  H. — Thanks  for  the  beauti- 

ful flowers.  We  are  going  to  have  a  pic- 
ture of  E.  K.  Lincoln  soon. 

Lottie  D.  T. — Lois  Weber  and  Phillips 
Smalley  in  "The  Triumph  of  Mind" 
(Bison).  George  Morgan  and  Louise  Vale 
in!  "The  Science  of  Crime"  (Biograph). 
Wallace  Reid  and  Dorothy  Davenport  in 
"The  Passing  of  the  Beast"  (Nestor). 
Lois  Weber  and  Phillips  Smalley  in  "The 
Pursuit  of  Hate"  (Rex).  Frank  Bennett 
and  Billie  West  in  "The  Angel  of  the 
Gulch."     You   certainly   are  long-winded. 

R.  S.— What !  you  want  us  to  print  a 
book  containing  the  "brightest"  of  my answers  that  have  appeared?  Why,  my 

child,  there  isn't  any  "brightest" ;  they 
are  all — well,  it  would  take  such  a  Big 
Book,  dont  you  know?  What'll  we  call 
it— "The  Fool  Killer"? 

L.  J.  F.,  TRoy. — "The  Baggage  Coach 
Ahead"  was  produced  by  Edison  about 
three  years  ago.  Anna  Nilsson  was  the 
girl  in  "Tell-tale  Stains"  (Kalem).  Clara 
Williams  was  Julia  in  "The  Adventures 
of  the  Actress'  Jewels"  (Edison).  No; 
Peggy  O'Neill  did  not  play  in  "Peg  o'  My 
Heart,"  on  Broadway;  she  was  lead  in 
one  of  the  traveling  companies. 

HEAD  LINERS  IN  ONE  LINE 
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Learn  Photoplay  Acting 
Seldom  is  there  offered  such  an  excep- 

tional future  in  any  profession  as  is  now 

found  in  the  photoplay  field.  Film  pro- 
ducing companies  are  eager  to  secure 

players  who  have  special  training  in 

this  work— they  must  have  them  and 
stand  ready  to  pay  large  salaries  to  the 
trained  player.  Yet  they  cannot  get 
them,  for  few  have  the  proper  training. 
YOU  may  be  exceptionally  well  equipped  to 
undertake  this  fascinating  and  profitable  work. 

Still,  you  lack  the  training  the  producing  com- 
panies insist  upon. 

We  instruct  in  the  art  of  photoplay  acting  in  all 
its  branches.  Refinement  and  culture  pervade. 
Instruction  is  given  by  competent  directors  and 
played  from  actual  scenarios  in  the  largest  and 
best  equipped  studio  in  the  country.  We  instruct 
and  train  the  beginner  in  every  detail. 

Our   booklet   explains   our    methods 
We  will  be  glad  to  send  it  on  request 

International    Photoplay   Studio 
Loew's  Orpheum  Theatre 

Dept.  17,      169  East  86th  St.,  New  York 

Make  $15.00  to  $35.00 
Per  Day  With  Our  Latest  Invention, 

The  Wonderful  Ever-Ready  Camera 
Make?  9  styles  single  or  group  pictures  direct 
on  postcards  or  tintypes  without  use  of  films  or 
negative.  NO  EXPERIENCE  NECESSARY. 
Complete  picture  finished,  toned  and  fixed  in  30 
seconds.  HERE'S  AN  OPPORTUNITY  TO 
GET  into  a  DIGNIFIED,  RESPECTABLE 
BUSINESS  OF  YOUR  OWN  with  a  VERY 
SMALL  INVESTMENT  and  BECOME  IN- 

DEPENDENT. BIG  MONEY  at  carnivals, 
summer  resorts,  parks,  picnics,  anywhere. 
BIGGEST  MONEY-MAKING  PROPOSI- 

TION in  the  WORLD.  Photos  cost  you  from 
lc  to  2  l-2c,  and  sell  for  10c,  15c  and  25c  each. 

WRITE  TODAY  FOR  FREE  PROPOSITION  AND  CATALOGUE 

The  New  York  Ferrotype  Co. 
Dept.  J36,  No.  168  Delancey  St.,  Dept.  J36,  No.  1113  S.  Halsted  St., 

NEW  YORK,  S.  Y.  CHICAGO,  ILL. 

STRAIGHTEN  YOUR  TOES 
^BANISH  THAT  BUNION 

id 1 .  naing  ACHFELDT'S 
PERFECTION  TOE  SPRING 

Worn  at  night,  with  auxiliary 
appliance  for  day  use. 

Removes  the  Actual  Cause 
of  the  enlarged  joint  and  bunion.     Sent  on 
approval.     Money   back    if  not   as    repre- 

sented.    Send  outline  of  foot.    Use  my  Im- 
proved Tnstep  Support  for  weak  arches. 

Full  particulars  and  advice  free  in. 
plain  envelope . 

M.  ACHFELDT,  Foot  Specialist 
Room  414,  163  West  23d  Street,  New  York 

IS    VERY 

DR.  FOOTE'S HOME 
CYCLOPEDIA 

POPULAR 
MEDICAL 

SOCIAL 
SEXUAL 

SCIENCE 

alth 
IMPORTANT 

YOUNG  and  OLD- MALE 
and  FEMALE- MARRiEDor 
SINGLE  SHOULD  READ  IT. 

How  to  Get  Well 

and  Keep  So 

CONTAINS  1248  PAGES— 330  ILLUSTRATIONS,  with 

80  LITHOGRAPHS  in  colors 

Write  today  for  FREE 
descriptive  booklet 
with  table  of  contents 

and  opinions  of  promi- nent people. 

MURRAY  HILL  PUB,  CO..  Dept.  M.  P.,  1 
ngton    Ave.,  N.  T.  City 

MAKE    YOUR   SPARE 
HOURS   COUNT 

Subscription  representatives  in  every  city,  town  ar.d  hamlet 
of  the  United  States  are  wanted  to  secure  subscriptions  for  the 
MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE,  offering  a  beautiful  set 
of  half  life-size  portraits  as  a  premium. 

This  is  an  opportunity  for  you  to  make  some  extra  money 
during  your  spare  hours.  You  will  be  furnished  with  an  attractive 
portfolio  of  the  pictures,  valued  at  $8.40  FREE. 

Applications  should  state  age  and  give  at  least  three  good 
references.     Write  for  terms  today. 

MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE 
175  DUFFIELD   ST.,  BROOKLYN,  NEW    YORK 

Wear  a  dazzling,  sparkling  Lachnite  gem  for  ten 
full  days  absolutely  free.  Its  dazzling  fire  is 
excelled  only  by  the  Sun  itself.  Cut  by  world- 
renowned  diamond   cutters  —  their  scintillating 
splendor  lasts  forever.  Set  in  solid  gold.  Will  stand  acid  tests 
and  cut  glass  like  mined  diamonds.  Pick  out  just  the  gem  you 
want.  Wear  it  for  10  days.  Put  it  alongside  of  a  real  diamond, 
then  if  you  can  tell  the  difference  send  it  back  at  our  expense. 

Pay  Only  a  Few  Cents  a  Day 
You  get  a  genuine  Lachnite  at  the  rock-bottom  price  —  direct 
from  us.  Pay  for  it  at  the  rate  of  only  a  few  cents  a  day.  You 
do  not  risk  a  cent.     No  red  tape.    Wear  the  gem  while  paying. 

Write  for  Free  Jewelry  Book 
Our  big  new  jewelry  book  shows  you  all  the  exquisite  Lachnite 
Gems  and  other  jewelry  that  you  have  to  select  from. 
No  obligations.  It's  FREE.  Send  your  name  and  address. 
HAROLD  LACHMAN  CO.,  Dept.641  y  .  12  N.  Michigan  Av.,  Chicngo 
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Where  IS 

That  Music? 

This  vexing  ques- 

tion will  always  be 

a  source  of  annoy- 

ance to  you — until 

you  have  finally  ar- 

ranged your  music 

in  an  indexed 

TINDALE  MUSIC  CABINET 
Saves  all 

bother  and 
loss  of  time 
in  hunting 

for  your 
music. 

Variety  of 
designs, 
sizes  and 
finishes. 

Cabinets 

for  sheet- 
music,music 
books  and 
music   rolls. 

$17.00 
upward 

Write  for 
Catal  ogue 
No.  1 1  or  sign 

and  mail  cou- 

pon. 
COUPON 

TINDALE  CABINET  COMPANY 
Salesrooms :  No.  1  West  34th  St.,  New  York 

Please    mail    gratis    your    Illustrated 
Catalogue  No.  11. 

Name      

Street      

City    

Irma. — Yes,  there  are  too  many  com- 
panies nowadays  trying  to  imitate  the 

Keystone  comedies  with  the  ridiculous- 
looking  policeman.  King  Baggot  was 
Walter  in  "The  Blood  Test"  (Imp). 

Lincoln  C.  P. — Mabel  Van  Buren  and 
Helen  Kendricks  in  "When  Thieves  Fall 
Out"  (Selig).  Stella  Razetto  was  Mary 
Anne  in  "The  Schooling  of  Mary  Anne." 
Rhea  Mitchell  was  Nell  in  "Shorty 
Escapes  Matrimony." Samuel  S. — Write  to  the  Belmar  Com- 

pany, sending  a  special  delivery,  about 
your  script,  requesting  a  receipt. 

Billy  W. — Many  others  have  asked  that 
same  question  about  that  player,  and  for 
the  benefit  of  all  let  me  say  that  it  is  not 
true.  As  Ouida  says,  "A  cruel  story  runs 
on  wheels,  and  every  hand  oils  the  wheels 

as  they  run."     Charles  Ray  in  "Repaid." 

{Continued  from  page  76) 

machinations  of  the  "loan  shark"; 
that  old-time  plot  termed  ' '  The 
House  with  the  Closed  Shutters," 
released  years  ago,  has  not  been 
outclassed  to  this  day  as  a  Civil 
War  drama  of  pathos  and  realism; 
"  'Twixt  Loyalty  and  Love,"  a 
picture  five  years  old,  released  by  the 
former  Independent  Motion  Pictures 
Company,  set  the  pace  for  news- 

paper dramas;  the  first  John  Bunny 
pictures,  and  the  adventures  of  Miss 
Flora  Finch  with  the  elephants — 
who  can  forget  their  delightful  re- 

finement? The  old-time  Lubin  politi- 
cal stories,  exposing  current  politi- 

cians, were  really  ahead  of  their  time, 
for,  in  a  later  period,  many  a  corrupt 
politician  was  exposed  and  sent  to 
prison,  and  the  plots  were  not  at  all 
overdrawn. 

Old  films — yes,  old  friends!  Let 
Vitagraph  and  others  institute  a  re- 

vival of  the  old-time  film  favorites; 
let  the  newcomers  to  Photoplayland 
view  and  enjoy  the  masterpieces  of 
former  years,  for  they  were  master- 

pieces— "giants  in  those  days" — ■ 
that  frequently  will  well  compare 
with  the  pictures  of  1914,  despite  the 
wonderful  strides  made  in  the  plot, 
the  acting,  the  photography  and  the 
general  production  of  films. 
And  we  venture  to  say  that  a 

"revival  of  former  film  favorites" 
will  prove  profitable  as  well  as 
pleasurable.  What  company  will 
lead  the  way? 
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Rachael  S. — Belle  Bennett  in  "The 
Puritan''  (Lnbin).  NeTa  Gerber  was  the 
girl  in  "The  Detective's  Sister'  (Kalem). 
Vivian  Prescott  in  "The  Restless  Woman"' 
(Biograph).     Mary  Pickford. 

Cecile  L. — The  picture  is  of  Fred  Tid- 
marsh.  uovr  with  Lnbin.  I  never  counted 
them,  but  I  understand  that  there  are 
31,173  verses  in  the  Bible.  773. 7K3  words 
and  3,566,480  letters. 

C.  G.  B..  Chicago.— Walter  Stnll  is  not 
located  at  present,  nor  is  Leo  Delaney. 
Walter  Miller  is  with  Imp.  Yelma  Pearce 

was  the  girl  in  "His  Favorite  Pastime"' 
(Keystone).     Charles  Chaplin. 
Billy  J. — Anna  Xilsson  is  still  with 

Kalem.  Edward  Coxen  and  Charlotte 
Burton  are  with  American.  Harry  Myers 
is  also  directing.  Ton  know,  Courtenay 
Foote  played  with  Reliance  for  some  time. 

B.  U.  B..  Bedford. — I  haven't  heard  of 
a  Satex  picture  with  Martha  Russell  for 

some  time.  Haven't  heard  of  Laura 
Sawyer  changing  her  name.  Owen  Moore 
and  Mary  Pickford.  his  wife,  were  at  the 
Exposition  together. 
W.  G.  R..  Wellington.  X.  Z. — Ford 

Sterling  now  has  a  company  of  his  own. 
That  proves  the  truth  of  the  old  proverb. 

"First  impressions  rule  the  mind." 
Movie.  White  Plains. — Darwin  Karr 

and  Blanche  Cornwall  in  "In  the  Year 
2000."  Dont  you  know  that  the  pictures 
appearing  in  our  Gallery  are  not  always 
our  choice?  We  have  to  use  what  we  get. 
and  we  often  cant  get  good  pictures  of 
the  players  we  want. 

Loeetta.  16. — The  picture  from  the  Red 
Book  is  the  same  Maude  Fealy  who  is 
now  with  Thanhouser.  You  refer  to  Alice 
Washburn  and  William  Wadsworth  in 

"Martha's  Rebellion"    (Edison). 
J.  K.?  Xewburgh. — Tom  Powers  is  no 

longer  with  Yitagraph.  He  is  in  Europe. 
Augustus  Carney  also  went  aboard.  E.  F. 
Roseman  was  the  detective  in  "The  Dia- 

mond Master"  (Eclair).  That's  a  safe 
plan — hit  a  man  and  help  a  woman. 

Fatty.  Xew  Zealand. — We  have  about 
15.000  readers  in  Xew  Zealand  now.  You 
refer  to  Ford  Sterling  in  that  Keystone. 

A  good  many  indoor  pictures  are'  taken with  the  overhead  lights.  Mabel  Xor- 

mand's  picture  appeared  in  July,  1014. 
Anthony. — I  dont  think  my  advice 

would  be  accepted ;  anyway,  you  might 
write  Pearl  White  again  for  her  picture. 
I  believe  Alice  Joyce  is  too  busy  to 
answer  all  her  mail. 

Eva  L.  B. — Letter  is  fine,  but  it  fairly 
raves  about  Warren  Kerrigan.  It  was 
discovered  by  an  indolent  man.  which 
proves  that  laziness  is  the  mother  of  in- 

vention. We  have  never  used  Frances 
Xelson's  picture. 

C.  C.  R. — Perhaps  you  refer  to  Henrv 
King.  The  trouble  is  that  we  have  too 
many  people  in  this  world  giving  advice, 
and  too  few  who  are  willing  to  take  it. 

Powdered  Perfection 
for  the  Complexion 

Found! demand  made  in  the   name  of  beauty — it   supplies   Wool 
and  fairness  with  skin  protection,  and  it  lasts. 

ouvcrainc 
Ingram*  }f^{ 
Face   Powder  50ct    at  drug  stores  or  by  mail  postpaid 
Four  tints:  pink,  white,  flesh,  brunette.  Many  keep  two  tints  handy.  For 
evening,  white  or  brunette  powder  is  best.  For  neck  and  arms,  use  "White. 
Send  us  2c  postage  to  cover  the  cost  of  mailing,  and  receive  free  a  sarnj^.i 
of  3Iilkweed  Cream,  of  Velveola  Sotiveraine,  of  Ingram"s 
Eouge,  also  Zodenta  Tooth  Powder. 

FREDERICK  F.  INGRAM  COMPANY 
Established  1885 

Windsor,  Can.       21  Tenth  St.,  Detroit,  U.S.A. 

Ingram's  Milkweed  Cream 
Preserves  Good  Complexions — Improves  Bad  Complexions 

There   Is    Beauty    in    Every   Jar. 

The  "SANITARY"  ERASER 
Handy  -  Practical  -  Economical  -  Always  Covered 

0 K 
THE  SANITARY  ERASER  receives,  at  its  open  end,  a  strip  of 

rubber  )  s  inch  thick,  of  a  width  and  length  that  of  the  holder. 
By  slight  pressure  at  the  loop  end,  clean  rubber  is  fed  down  until 

used;  its  narrow  edge   allows  a  letter  or  line  to  be  erased  without  in- 
juring another.  Two  rubbers  of  best  quality  are  made;  one  for  type- writer and  ink,  one  for  pencil. 

Handsomely  finished;  Easy  to  Operate  and"  They  Always  Work'' EVERYBODY  should  have  this  NEW  ERASER,  Price  W. 
Refills.  Typewriter  and  ink.  or  Pencil,  50  each.     Your  Stationer. 

Ovr       V^  When  ordering  by  mail,  state  whether  Typewriter 
•  I\..        Jand  ink,  or  Pencil,  enclose  2c  extra  for  postage. 

""eVrornct/J Booklet  of  our  3  "O.K."  Office  Necessities  Free. 
The  0.  K.  Mfg.  Co.,  Syracuse,  N.  Y.,  U.S.A. 

Don't  Grope  for  Words 
TTc  are  all  trying  to  SELL  something— 
it  ma j'  be  brains,  or  automobiles,  or  soap 
—but  words  are  the  universal  mediam of 
exchange.  LEARX  TO  USE  THEM 
CORRECTLY— PROFITABLY.  Get  a 
command  of  Englisb  !  Spend  a  few  min- 

utes daily  with  Grenville  Kleiser's  Mail  Course  in  Practical 
English  and  Mental  Efficiency.  It  "will  surely  teach  you  how  to 

Use  Good  English — and  Win 
Enlarge  your  Stock  of  Words—  Use  the  Right 
Word  in  the  Right  Place—  Write  Compelling 
Business  Correspondence,  Stories,  Adver- 

tisements, Speeches— Become  an  Engaging 
Conversationalist— Enter  good  Society,  etc. 

Ask  for  free  particulars  to-day.  We  send  them  by  mail.  No  agent  ivi'.l  call. 
FUNK  &  WAGNALLS  COMPANY,  Dept.  59,  NEW  YORK,  N  ,Y. 
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YOU 
can  earn 

BIG  MONEY 

WRITING   PHOTO=PLAYS 
Great  demand.  We  teach  only^sure  method  of 

writing  and  selling  photo-plays.  ";  No  experience or  literary  ability  required.  Our  students  are  selling 
their  plays.  Send  for  free  book  of  valuable  informa- 

tion and  Special  Prize  Offer. 
CHICAGO  PHOTO=PLAYWRIGHT  COLLEGE 

Key  278^=0.  T„  Chicago   

LEARN  TO  WRITE  PHOTOPLAYS 
Writing  Motion  Picture  Plays  offers 
a  new,  easy  and  fascinating  way  to  earn 
money  in  your  spare  time.    Plot    all  that  is 

required.  Literary  training  or  style  not  necessary. 
Easily  learned.    Big  and  growing  demand. 
Producers  Pay  $25.00  to  $100.00  Each 
short,  fascinating  course  will  teach  you  to  turn  yonr 
into  dollars.  Our  illustrated  catalogue  tells  all  about  it.  It  is  FREE. 

Authors'  Motion  Picture  School,    Box  130S,    Chicago 

^$3700 MONTHS 
Made  by  one  man  writing:  moving:  picture 
plays.  Literary  experience  unnecessary. 
$25  to  $150  paid  for  each  play  accepted.  My 

.'  $1  book  sent  FREE  on  5  days*  approval. 
Equal  to  S30  course.  Gives  complete  direc- 

tions, model  play,  and  list  of  buyers. 
My  personal  assistance  FREE  to  purchasers.  Send 
for  this  book  NOW,  and  pay  me  if  satisfied. 

P.  B.  JORDAN,  Editor 
Dept.  m.  Wilkes  Barre,  Pa. 

IS  ALL  'WMW  TO  MAKE YOU  NEED  W  MONTHLY 
TO  SAVE  W  PAYMENTS 

on  a  Schmoller  &  Mueller  Sweet-Toned  Piano. 

Our  selling  plan  is  so   simple    that  everyone    who 
desires  can  easily  have  music  in  the  home. 

The  Celebrated 

Berry  wood  Automatic  Orchestrated  Pianos 

The  Unequalled 

Schmoller  &  Mueller  88-Note  Player  Pianos 

Victor  Victroias  and  Columbia  Graphofones 

can  be  purchased  from  us  on  easy  terms.  A  nominal 
payment  each  month.  We  prepay  the  freight.  We 
give  3  to  5  years  to  pay. 

And  all  the  time  you  are  making  payments  you 
have  full  use  of  the  instrument  in  your  own  home. 

Write  to  us  to-day,  tell  us  what  instrument  you  are 
interested  in,  and  we  will  send  you  beautifully  illus- 

trated catalogue,  with  letter,  giving  our  complete  easy- 
payment  plan. 

Schmoller  &  Mueller  Piano  Co. 
Capital  and  Surplus  over  $1,000,000 

Established  1 859  Dept.  M.  P  M   44 
OMAHA,  NEBRASKA 

Lottie  D.  T. — Neva  Gerber  in  "The 
Secret  Formula"  (Kalem).  Isabelle  Rae 
was  the  wife  in  "The  Burglar's  Sacrifice" 
(Biograph).  Romona  Radcliff  and 
Thomas  Chatterton  in  "The  Trap"  (Kay- 
Bee).  Miss  Johnson  was  Diana,  and 
Frank  Newburg  was  Cupid  in  "The  Story 
of  Diana"  (Selig).  Richard  Stanton  and 
Clara  Williams  in  "Divorce"    (Kay-Bee). 
Florence  K. — You  can  obtain  all  the 

back  numbers  of  our  magazine,  except 
February,  June,  August  and  September, 
1911.    Anne  Schaeffer  is  with  Vitagraph. 

Olive  P.  C— Joseph  Belmont  was  the 
detective  in  "Misplaced  Love"  (Crystal). 
Harry  Von  Meter  was  Joe  in  "Justice  of 
the  Wild"  (Nestor).  Vivian  Rich  was 
Pride,  and  Wallace  Reid  was  Edward  in 
"Pride  of  Lonesome"    (American). 

Gertie. — Enid  Markie  was  Mary,  W. 
Mayhall  was  Dan,  and  William  Ephee 
was  the  officer  in  "Love  vs.  Duty"  (Kay- 
Bee).  Edward  Piel  and  Carol  Hallaway 
in  "Root  of  Evil"   (Lubin). 

M.  A.  D. — Thanks  for  the  chocolates. 
I  shall  do  that  for  you. 
Edythe  H. — Harriet  Notter  was  the 

girl  in  "Redhead  Ma's  Suitors"  (Selig). 
Rosetta  Brice  and  John  Ince  in  "Price  of 
Victory"  (Lubin).  See  ad.  We  sell  the 
cover  paintings  without  lettering  for  25 
cents .  each.     They  frame  beautifully. 

Shirley  B. — Please  write  only  on  one 
side  of  the  paper.  Charles  Chaplin  was 

the  prime  minister  in  "Caught  in  a 
Cabaret"  (Keystone).  I  have  no  grand- sons. Millicent  Evans  was  the  wife  in 
"The  Fatal  Wedding"   (Biograph). 

Irish. — Your  letter  is  excellent.  So  you 
sat  up  until  1 :30  finishing  the  June  issue. 
Mary  Alden  was  the  wife  in  "The  Battle 
of  the  Sexes"   (Mutual). 

M.  R.  L. — Yes ;  Bryant  Washburn  was 
the  villain  in  that  play.  Harry  Morey 

was  Geoffrey  in  "A  Million  Bid"  (Vita- 
graph).  E.  K.  Lincoln  was  the  hero.  No, 
no ;  Francis  Bushman  is  not  married ; 
neither  is  Romaine  Fielding.  Francis 
Ford  is  the  lover  in  "Lucille  Love." 

H.  L.  C. — You  are  as  frisky  as  a  devil's 
darning-needle  and  as  stupid  as  a  tree- 
toad.  You  try  hard  to  be  funny  and  suc- 

ceed pretty  well.  Letters  like  yours 
make  this  job  a  delight. 

J.  V.  C.  Beacon.— Goldie  Calwell  and 
Horace  Carpenter  in  that  Selig.  E.  K. 
Lincoln  had  the  lead  in  "Shadows  of  the 
Past"  (Vitagraph).  The  Photoplay  Phil- 

osopher will  be  back  when  he  finishes 
writing  the  other  articles  appearing  now. 
Your  letter  is  very  interesting. 

Jack  S. — Ormi  Hawley  had  the  lead  in 
"The  Strength  of  Family  Ties"  (Lubin). 
She  was  also  lead  in  "  The  Two  Roses " 
(Lubin).  Edna  Payne  in  "Caballero's 
Way"  (Eclair). 

C.  W.,  Bronx. — Buttermilk  is  my  staple 
beverage  these  days.  It  keeps  the  old- 
age  germs  off.  The  picture  on  the  June 
cover  is  of  Laura  Sawyer  and  Ben  Wilson. 

When   answering:   advertisements    kindly   mention  MOTION   PICTURE   MAGAZINE. 



MOTION  PICTURE  MAGAZINE 
159 

Donald  L. — Thanks  for  the  information. 
Our  cards  show  that  Wilfred  Lucas  played 

in  "The  Massacre,"  but  it  might  have 
been  a  mistake.  Thanks.  Thomas  Chat- 

terton  in  "The  Voice  on  the  Telephone" 
(Kay-Bee).  He  is  a  regular  young  Crane 
Wilbur — looks  like  him  and  acts  like  him. 

Shalot  C. — Jack  Mathews  was  the  con- 
ductor, and  Gladys  Brockwell  the  girl  in 

"The  Harmless  One"  (Lubin).  Of  course 
Romaine  Fielding  directed  it,  and  he  is 
hard  to  beat.  Ernest  Shields  was  French 

Harry  in  "The  Mysterious  Leopard  Lady" 
(Gold  Seal).  You  refer  to  House  Peters 
in  that  Famous  Players.  Warren  Kerri- 

gan and  Rose  Gibbons  in  "The  Man  Who 
Lied"  (Victor).  Margaret  Thompson 
and  Walter  Edwards  in  "Conscience." 
Al  P. — If  you  people  insist  on  asking 

questions  about  myself,  I'll  have  no  room 
to  talk  about  others.  Edna  Payne  was 

Helen  in  "The  Tale  of  the  Desert." 
Makie  Z. — Alice  Washburn  played  the 

part  of  the  grass  widow.  I  suppose  they 
call  her  the  grass  widow  because  she  let 
no  grass  grow  under  her  feet.  Or  perhaps 
because  she  wore  weeds.  Tom  Forman 

was  Roy  in  "Life's  Lottery"  (Lubin). 
G.  Thomas  was  the  violin  player  in 

"A  Persian  Garden"  (Universal).  Anita 
Stewart  was  Antoinette,  and  Julia  S. 

Gordon  was  Helen  in  "The  Shadow  of  the 
Past"  (Vitagraph).  Richard  Travel's  in 
"The  Great  Game"   (Essanay). 
Tom,  Cape  May. — Black  Friday  was 

December  6,  1745,  and  May  11,  1866,  is 
also  called  Black  Friday.  Margaret 

Gibson  was  the  poor  girl  in  "The  Little 
Madonna"   (Vitagraph) — a  clever  play. 
Bodja  S. — Herbert  Tracy  and  Irene 

Boyle  in  "The  Sacrifice  at  the  Spillway" 
(Kalern).  Wallace  Beery  opposite  Ruth 

Hennessy  in  "The  Bargain  Hunters." 
M.  Feazier,  St.  Lottis. — Since  you  ad- 

dress me  as  "O  Illustrious  One,"  I  will 
give  your  question  unusual  thought  and 
consideration.  One  fly,  on  June  1st,  lays 
enough  eggs  to  beget  4,353,564,672,000,- 
000,000,000  flies  by  September  28th.  So 
you  see  if  you  swatted  100  flies  last  spring 
that  the  printer  has  not  enough  type  to 
answer  for  your  deed.  So  you  think  I 
am  young  enough  to  be  broad-minded,  and 
old  enough  to  be  charitable?  You're 
right;  73. 
Margarette  K.  T. — Dorothy  Gish  was 

the  girl  in  "Silent  Sandy"  (Reliance). 
Jere  Austin  was  the  doctor  in  "Nina  of 
the  Theater"  (Kalem).  Louise  Huff  was 
'Toinette  in  "A  Pack  of  Cards"  (Lubin). 
Irene  Wallace  was  the  daughter  in  "A 
Million  in  Pearls"   (Victor). 

Gertie.— Thanks.  Charles  Bartlett. 
•James  Davis  and  Phyllis  Gordon  in  "The 
Raid  of  the  Red  Marauders"    (Kalem). 
Mary  I.  C. — Charles  Wells  was  Rodney 

in  "The  County  Seat"  (Kalem).  "The 
Grip  of  Circumstance"  was  taken  in 
Chicago.  Send  your  verses  to  the  Popular 
Plays  and  Players  Department. 

A  REAL  TREAT 
Delicious  Namco  Japanese  Crab  Meat 

Namco  Crab  Meat  comes  from  the  deep  sea  where 
the  water  is  pure  and  cold. 

Packed  in  sanitary  cans— lined  with  wood — "which 

keeps  the  meat  fresh  and  sweet." The  American  Consul  at  Tokio  said  : 
"The  greatest  necessity  seems  to  be  a  satisfactory 

can,  and  in  this  respect  Mr.  Jliyazaki  Teiichi  has  in- 
vented a  can  which  has  been  approved  for  use  in 

this  industry.-' Namco  Crab  Meat  is  packed  in  this  can,  which  is 
wood-lined. 

If  unable  to  buy  this  delicacy  from  your  grocer,  send 
us  his  name  and  45e,  and  we  will  deliver  a  1-lb.  can 
prepaid— enough  for  four  persons. 
BRANDLY    FARRIS    &    COMPANY 

109  Hudson  Street  New  York  City 

NEW 
HOTEL 
VENDIG 
13th  and  Filbert  Sts. 

PHILADELPHIA,    PA. 

Last  Word  in 

Hotel  Construction 

Most  Modern 

Most  Complete 

Two  minutes  from  Pennsylvania  and  Phila- 
delphia &  Reading  Terminals 

NEAR    TO    EVERYWHERE 

250  Beautiful  Outside  Rooms  with  Bath  and 

Flowing  Ice  Water,  $2  and  up 

POPULAR  CAFE,  GRILL  AND  RESTAURANT 

JAMES  C.  WALSH,  Manager  J 
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Delivered  t%  FREE 
on  Approval  and  30  Days  Trial 

QCiin  lift  MftMEV  but  write  todayfor  our  big  1914  catalog 
)CnU  IIU  mUllCI  of  "/?3n«er"  Bicycles,  Tires  and  Sun- 

dries at  prices  so  low  they  will  astonish  you.  Also  particulars  of  our 
great  new  offer  to  deliver  you  a  Ranger  Bicycle  on  one  month's 
free  trial  without  a  cent  expense  to  you.  It's  absolutely  genuine. 
RAYQ  you  can  ma^e  money  taking  orders  for  bicycles,  tires,  lamps, 
DU  I  w  sundries,  etc.  from  our  big  handsome  catalog.  It's  free.  It 
contains  "combination  offers"  for  re-fitting  your  old  bicycle  like  new 
at  very  low  cost.  Also  much  useful  bicycle  information.  Send  for  it. 
LOW  FACTORY  PRICES  direct  to  you.  No  one  else  can  offer  such 
i.uw  rHUiuni  rnivuj  values  and  such  terms,  you cannot  afford 
to  buy  a  bicycle,  tires  or  Bundries  without  first  learning  what  we  can 
offer  you.    Write  now. 

Mead  Cycle  Go*,  Dept.c-226,  Chicago?  III. 

I  will  send  for  a  short  while  only 
my  25c.  book 

Improve  Your  Eyes 
For  10c.  stamps  or  coin 

A  high-grade  exercise  and  mas- 
sage method  that  quickly  strength- 

ens and  beautifies  the  eyes. 
Also  a  most  beneficial  system  of  exer- 

cises that  will  improve  the  muscles  of  the 
temples  and  sides  of  face,  thereby  facili- 

tating mastication  and  vocal  pronuncia- 
tion. Completely  illustrated.  Entirely 

without  apparatus. 

Prof.  ANTHONY  BARKER 
4390  Barker  Bldg.,  110  W.42d  St.,  N.Y. 

Established  28  years  in  New  York  City 

IF  COMING  TO  NEW  YORK 

WHY  PAY  EXCESSIVE  HOTEL  RATES 

THE  CLENDBNING,  202  West  103rd  St.,  New  York 

Select,  Home-like,  Economical,  Suites  of  Parlor,  Bed- 
room, Private  Bath  for  two  persons  $2.00  daily  per 

Suite.  Write  for  descriptive  booklet  "MP"  with  fine 
map  of  city. 

IS NEW    GUARANTEED    $ 
T  YP  EWR.1TER. 
Remarkable  $18  Bennett  Portable  Typewriter.    Standard 
Keyboard.       Does  All  Work  of  Higher -Priced  Machines 

SIS 
in  TI.S.J 

1  important  improvements,  includ- 
g  Visible  Writing.     Slips  in  Grip  or 

Pocket.     Writes  anywhere— on  train, 
at    home,   office,   without 
desk;   carrying  case  free. 

The  ScenarioTypewriter 
One  year  guarantee.  Neat, 
rapid  work.    Weight  4  1-2 

lbs.     Over  31,000  in  use. 
Last    a   lifetime.      Sim- 

plicity makes  low  price. 
Sold    on   a  money-back- 
unless-satisfiedguaranty. 

"Write  for  catalog  and  AGENT'S  PROPOSITION. 
Bennett  Typewriter  Co.,  1601  Cameron  St.,  Harrisburg,  Pa. 

Fred  P.  P.,  Tulsa. — E.  K.  Lincoln  and 
Edith  Storey  in  "The  Call"  (Vitagraph). 
Mary  Fuller  and  Benjamin  Wilson  in 
"The  Romance  of  Rowena"  (Edison). 
Gladys  Hulette  was  Dora  in  "The  Lucky 
Vest"  (Edison).  Dorothy  Davenport  and 
Wallace  Reid  in  "The  Way  of  a  Woman." 

F.  M.  C. — I  have  never  heard  of  LeRoy 
L.  Cramer,  yet  you  say  he  is  with  Essanay. 

Tabitlia,  CoHOSE.^-William  Stowell  was 
Arthur,  and  Ethel  Pierce  was  Marie  in 
"His  Guiding  Spirit"  (Selig).  L.  C. 
Shumway  was  Carlos  in  "The  Signal." Paul  I.  C. — Ruth  Stonehouse  was  Ruth 
in  "Mongrel  and  Master"  (Essanay). 
Rapley  Holmes  was  Denton,  and  John 
Cossar  was  Mr.  Stone  in  the  same. 
Edward  Coxen  and  Winnifred  Greenwood 

in  "Like  Father,  Like  Son"  (American). 
Ethel  Grandin  in  that  Imp. 
Blanche  L. — Well,  you  have  made  a 

good  beginning,  and,  as  Pythagoras  says, 
that  is  half-way  to  the  end.  Mary  Moore 
was  Alice,  and  House  Peters  was  Billy  in 
"The  Brute"  (Famous  Players).  Warning 
— please  dont  ask  again  if  Mary  Moore  is 
a  sister  to  brothers  Tom,  Owen  and  Matt 
Moore.  How  many  more  do  you  want  in 
that  family?  W.  Ephee  was  Mr.  Callihan, 
H.  Mayhall  was  Dan,  and  Enid  Markie 
was  Mary  in  "Love  vs.  Duty"  (Kay-Bee). 

Morine  R. — Your  letter  is  very  interest- 
ing, but  I  will  not  advise  you. 

Gussie  J. — Herbert  Rawlinson  was  Ray 
in  "Won  in  the  Clouds."  Crane  Wilbur  is 
located  in  Jersey  City,  N.  J.  Carlyle 
Blackwell  was  once  with  the  Vitagraph. 

T.  R.,  New  York. — Claire  McDowell 
and  William  Randall  in  "Her  Mother's 
Weakness"  (Biograph).  Edgar  Jones  and 
Louise  Huff  in  "Love's  Long  Lane" (Lubin).  Florence  Lawrence  and  Matt 
Moore  in  "Pawns  of  Destiny"  (Victor). 
G.  M.  Anderson  was  Gilbert  Sterling  in 
"The  Good-for-Nothing"   (Essanay). 
Rae  K. — M.  Evans  was  Bessie,  Lionel 

Barrymore  was  her  husband,  and  Vivian 
Prescott  was  Rachel  in  "Woman  vs. 
Woman"  (Biograph).  Clifford  Bruce  was 
the  sweetheart,  and  Marie  Winheim  was 
Lydia  in  "The  Rube"  (Selig).  Dolly 
Larkin  and  Tom  Forman  in  "In  the 
Dredger's  Claw"  (Lubin).  William 
Stowell  was  the  husband,  and  Miss  Ellis 
the  wife  in  "In  Remembrance"  (Selig). 
Arthur  Matthews  was  Christopher  in 

"Strength  of  Family  Ties"  (Lubin).  Ed- 
ward Peil  was  the  lead.  Romaine  Fielding 

and  Mary  Ryan  in  "Blind  Power." Mrs.  H.  B. — Thanks  for  the  fee.  I  am 
glad  you  like  the  plays.  Sorry  to  hear  of 
your  trouble. Hazel  M.  M. — There  is  a  chat  with 
Norma  Talmadge  being  prepared.  She  is 
one  true  little  player.  The  last  form  of 
this  magazine  is  usually  closed  for  the 
printery  about  the  24th  of  the  month. 
Paul  C. — Thanks  for  the  picture. 

Marie  Walcamp  and  Herbert  Rawlinson 

had  the  leads  in  "Won  in  the  Clouds." 
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Pansy. — Your  letters  are  great.  We  do 
not  get  casts  for  Blache  Features. 
Richard  Stanton  was  the  gambler  iu 
"Shorty's  Strategy"  (Broncho).  Glad 
you  liked  the  autobiography. 

R.  M.,  Victoria. — Edwin  August  and 
Blanche  Sweet  in  "One  Is  Business ;  the 
Other,  Crime"  (Biograph).  Wilfred  Lucas 
and  Mary  Pickford  in  "Home  Folks" 
(Biograph).  They  also  played  in  "Just 
Like  a  Woman"  (Biograph).  Wilfred 
Lucas  and  Dorothy  West  in  "His  Mother's 
Scarf"  (Biograph).  Tom  Moore  in  "The 
Mystery  of  Grandfather's  Clock"  (Kalem). 
Gene  Gauntier  had  the  lead  in  "The 
Colleen  Bawn"  (Kalem).  Anna  Nilsson, 
Guy  Coombs  and  Hal  Clements  in  "The 
Romance  of  a  Dixie  Belle"   (Kalem). 
Movie  Bug. — G.  Gregory  and  Louise 

Orth  in  "Mixed  Trails"  (Biograph).  Mr. 
Randall  in  "Her  Mother's  Weakness" 
(Biograph).  Guy  Coombs  was  the  gen- 

eral in  "The  Swamp  Fox"   (Kalem). 
Fred  S. — Harold  Lockwood  seems  to  be 

Mary  Pickford's  permanent  opposite.  It 
must  be  fine  to  have  somebody  like  that 
to  look  up  to.  Marguerite  Courtot  was  the 
sister,  James  Roos  the  father,  and  Harry 
Millarde  the  brother  in  "The  Hand-print 
Mystery"   (Kalem ) . 

Princess. — Dolly  Larkin  was  Anna,  and 
Dorris  Baker  was  Amelia  in  "A  Father's 
Heart"  (Lubin).  Dorothy  Davenport  and 
Wallace  Reid  in  "The  Sins  of  the  Father." 
Mayabell,  London. — I  believe  Annette 

Kellerman  and  Mabel  Normand  are  the 
champions  in  the  bathing-suit  line. 

B.  E. — Charles  Clary  was  the  prince, 
Horace  Carpenter  the  banker,  Lafayette 
McKee  the  colonel,  and  Miss  Sackville 
the  sister  in  the  Kathlyn  series. 

Mildred  M.  G. — No,  alas,  I  am  not  in 
love,  as  you  are.  It  always  makes  a 
young  man  sober  and  an  old  man  gay, 
doesn't  it?  Justina  Huff  and  Clarence 
Elmer  in  "The  Windfall"  (Lubin). Walter  Miller  was  the  husband  in 

"A  Bunch  of  Flowers"  (Biograph). Louise  Orth  was  the  blonde. 
The  Owl. — They  are  sisters.  Miss  Ellis 

and  Adele  Lane  were  the  girls  in  "Two 
Girls"  (Selig).  So  you  thought  Muriel 
Ostriche  had  too  much  make-up  on  and 
was  dressed  too  flashily  for  a  business 

woman  in  "The  Grand  Passion"  (Prin- 
cess). But  she  is  a  pretty  little  thing 

always.     The  verse  is  splendid. 
Fern,  16. — Belle  Adair  was  Leonora. 

Helen  Martin  was  Alice,  Stanley  Walpole 
was  the  doctor,  and  Alex  B.  Francis  was 
Mr.  Price  in  "Wife"  (Eclair).  Dont  trust 
me  with  your  secrets.  A  man  who  can  be 
trusted  with  secrets  can  be  trusted  with 
anything,  and  it  is  usually  not  safe  to 
trust  a  man  who  is  getting  $7  per. 

Kianaga. — Yes  ;  Madge  Orlamond  and 
Charles  Brandt  in  "The  Heavenly  Voice" 
(Lubin).  Yes;  Ethel  Clayton  iii_  "The 
Third  Degree"  (Lubin).  Romaine" Field- 

ing had  the  lead  in  "The  Good  for  Evil." 

Make  Your  Dollar 
Produce  More  in 
a  New  York  City 
::     ::    Hotel    ::    :: 

A  pleasant  room  with  private  bath,  facing 

large  open  court. 
(Not  one  room,  but  one  hundred  of  them.) 

$2.50  per  day 
An  excellent  room  with  private  bath,  facing 

Street,  Southern  exposure. 
(Not  one  room,  but  eighty-seven  of  them.) ' 

$3. 00  per  day 
Also  attractive  Room  without  Bath  for  $1.50  per 

day.     The  Restaurant  prices  are  most  moderate. 

LOCATION 
One  minute  from  5  of  the  largest  department  stores. 

Five  minutes*  walk  from  1 9  principal  theatres. 
Within  a  block  of  the  Fifth  Ave.  shopping  district. 
Every  line  of  transportation  passes  the  door. 
Fifth  Avenue  Bus  lines  and  principal  surface  lines. 
The  Hudson  Tubes  across  the  street. 
Elevated  Railroad  Station  across  the  street. 
Subway  Station  three  minutes  away. 
Grand  Central  Station  within  seven  minutes. 
Pennsylvania  Railroad  Station  just  one  block  away. 
For  convenience  one  could  ask  no  more. 

THE  HOTEL 
EVERYTHING  NEW  AND  MODERN. 
A  FIVE  MILLION  DOLLAR  HOTEL. 

EQUIPPED  TO  SATISFY  THE  MOST  EXACTING 

TASTE 600  ROOMS        -        -        -        400  BATHS 

All  Baggage  Transferred  Free  to 
and  from    Pennsylvania   Station 

THE  HOTEL  MARTINIQUE 
On  Broadway,  32nd  to  33rd  Streets,  New  York 

CHARLES  LEIGH  TAYLOR 
President 

WALTER  CHANDLER,  JR.     WALTER  C.  GIBSON 
General  Manager  Vice-President 
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2  Dollars  AMonth 
Buys  a  Standard  Typewriter. 
Your  choice  of  late  style  Visi- 
bles,  etc.  Prices  lower  than 
other  cash  prices.  Perfect 
machines  only;  guaranteed. 
Get  my  unusual  low  price  and 
easy  payment  plan.  Write to-day. 

HARRY  A.  SMITH 

R.  806-231  N.  Fifth  Ave.,  Chicago  III. 

I'll  teach  you 

personally  by  mail — 14 
years'  successful  teaching — you 

will  succeed.   Thousands  of  cards  used 
by  picture  shows,  clothing  and  department 

stores — outfit  free    with  course  —  write  for 
school  catalog,  testimonials,  samples,  etc. 

Theater  Signs  and  Bulletins 
Many  owners  make  own  signs — get  our  catalog  of  supplies,  complete 
sign  writing  outfits,  brushes,  etc. — you  can  save  big  money  every  week. 
Be  sure  and  indicate  whether  you  want  school  or  supply  catalog. 

Detroit  School   of  Lettering 
Chas.  J,  Strong.  Founder.   Dept.  2008,  Detroit,  Mich. 

THE 

Wm.  G.  Hewitt 
PRESS 

61-67  Navy  Street 
BROOKLYN,    N.    Y. 

Printing     Binding 
Electrotyping 

Stereotyping 

BOOKS 

NEWSPAPERS 

PAMPHLETS 

CATALOGUES 

MAGAZINES 

Etc.,  Etc. 

Large   Linotype  Plant 

Rotary  Presses 

Cylinder  Presses 

Two-Color  Presses 

Printers  of  the 

Motion  Picture  Magazine 

LOOK  LIKE 

DIAMONDS 

Stand  acid  and  fire  diamond  test. 
So  hard  they  easily  scratch  a  file  and 

"will  cut  glass.  Brilliancy  guaran- 
teed 25  years.  Mounted  in  14k  solid  gold 

diamond  mountings.  See  them  before  pay- 
ing:. Will  send  you  any  style  ring,  pin  or  stud  for 

examination —  all  charges  prepaid.  No  money  in  advance. 
Money  refunded  if  not  satisfactory «  Write  today  for  free  catalog. 
WHITE  VALLEY  GEM  CO.,  780  Wulsin  Bldg.,  Indianapolis 

William  Tell  H.— Does  that  mean  that 

I  wont  receive  Henderson's  Monthly  until 
fall  ?  Alas,  alack !  Anyway,  I  hope  you 
have  a  nice  vacation. 

Yyrgynya. — Really,  your  letters  are 
gems.  They  are  so  full  of  nice  things  that 
it  is  a  pleasure  to  read  them. 

B.  U.  B.— Why  dont  you  write  to  Flor- 
ence Lawrence?  Players  are  always  glad 

to  receive  criticism.  "Know  thyself"  is 
good  philosophy,  but  I  have  been  ac- 

quainted with  the  Answer  Man  for 
seventy-three  years,  and  dont  know  him 
yet.     Romaine  Fielding  is  the  one. 

Lora  R.,  St.  Louis.— Thanks.  We  will 
use  a  picture  of  Darwin  Karr  as  soon  as 
we  receive  one  from  him.  Verses  received 
and  passed  along. 

Speed,  Chicago. — Webster  Campbell  was 
Tom  in  "Froin  Out  the  Dregs"  (Kay-Bee). 
Herschal  Mayall  was  the  father.  Mar- 

shall Neilan  was  McBride  in  "McBride's 
Bride"   (Kalem). 

Die,  Denver. — Write  to  the  different 
companies  for  pictures  of  the  players, 

unless  you  would  like  to  make  your  selec- 
tion from  our  24  by  subscribing. 

Nanny  F. — Douglas  Sibole  was  the 
gambler  in  "Officer  Jim"  (Lubin).  Harry 
Benham  in  "Was  She  Right  to  Forgive 
Him?"    (Thanhouser). 

Nellie  M. — Thanks  very  much  for  the 
sweet  Cape  Jessamines.  They  were 
fresh  when  I  received  them.  I  did  not 

see  Norma  Talmadge,  so  couldn't. 
Miss  D.,  Newburgh. — Thanks  kindly 

for  the  fee.  So  you  would  like  to  see 
more  plays  with  Earle  Williams.  Write 
to  Edison  Company  for  a  picture  of  Ben 
Wilson.  We  shall  use  a  picture  of 
William  Humphrey   soon. 

Yyrg,  Etc. — Please  remember  that  the 
only  resemblance  between  Rip  Van 
Winkle  and  me  is  the  age  and  beard,  so 
dont  call  me  Old  Rip.  I  do  not  look  upon 
the  wine  when  it  is  red,  nor  do  I  sleep 
twenty  years  at  a  time.  Your  proposal  is 
accepted  just  the  same,  ,and  I  wont  do  it 
again.  Yes ;  Mr.  Kerrigan  wrote  that 
autobiography  all  himself.  You  are  my 
philosopher  and  inspiration. 
Helen  L.  R. — William  Worthington 

and  Bess  Meredith  in  "Stolen  Glory" 
(Powers).  Wheeler  Oakinan  was  the 

husband  in  "The  Uphill  Climb"  (Selig). 
Mrs.  C.  J.  Williams  was  the  mayoress  in 

"When  the  Men  Left  Town"  (Edi- 
son). W.  E.  Parsons  had  the  title  role  in 

"Buffalo  Jim"    (Yitagraph). 
Guinevere. — Arthur  Johnson  wishes  to 

express  his  grateful  appreciation  for  your 
kind  letter  to  him. 
Eva  M. — You  will  have  to  write  to 

Crane  Wilbur  direct  about  his  picture. 

W.  C.  E.,  Frankfort. — The  wind  is  not 
always  blowing  in  the  pictures.  Direc- 

tors prefer  it,  because  it  adds  to  the  pic- 
turesqueness  and  naturalness  of  the 
scene.  But  they  usually  pray  for  a  fair 
day.  rather  than  for  a  windy  day. 
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