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I. 
 

HE sunlight was going, and Claude, 
the camera-man, twisted the vizor of 
his cap from the front to the rear, and 
from the rear to the front, which 

constituted a distress-signal of the most 
anguished sort.  

But Director Tawnley had no time to 
spare for such trivialities. His taffy-colored 
hair was rumpled, his face was wet and red, 
and his fulsome lips were drawn back in a 
grinning grimace of rage over two rows of 
not too perfect teeth. His appearance could 
be likened to that of a lion at bay, and his 
feelings carried it out to a T.  

Never blessed with an abundance of 
patience, Director B. A, Tawnley, chief of 
the Western studio staff of the 
Superphotodrama Corporation, had taken the 
notion that the time was ripe for an 
emotional outburst. He had not succeeded, 
after three hours of grilling in the hot 
California sun, in working the ingénue into 
her part. 

She was adamant; she was as clay. 
She drooped in a kitchen chair with her 

hands limply at her sides, her breath coming 
and going in quick, nervous gasps. Likewise, 
she was at the end of her endurance. The 
other members of the company were grouped 
in a semicircle behind the camera, wearing 
various expressions, shading all the way 
from pity to righteous scorn. 

Meanwhile, the sun was going; the 
weather man had forecasted rain. So Claude, 
the camera-man, finally communicated that 
fact to Director Tawnley. 

Director Tawnley, commonly and 
unofficially known as B. A., wasted enough 
of the dying sun to glare overlong at the 
camera-man. But he elected to say nothing—
to Claude. 

“Miss Auburn,” declared B. A., 
fixing his beetling eyes on the drooping girl, 
“I will give you one more chance. Only one. 
Get me?” 

Jean Auburn’s brown, curly head 
sagged a little lower, to indicate assent. She 
arose unsteadily and balanced herself on the 
back of the chair, straightening out with one 
trembling hand the wrinkles in her dress. 

B. A. lifted the continuity sheets, 
scarcely glanced at them, and said crisply: 
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“You are a poor working girl who 
has inherited a fortune. You must appear ill 
at ease in all these swell surroundings. You 
are awkward—not graceful. Get that? Your 
sweetheart has just left you, after you find 
that all he’s after is your money. You follow 
me? You’re broken-hearted. There’s” —B. 
A.’s voice became fraught with emotion as 
he endeavored to inject the required feeling 
into his stubborn subject— “There’s 
nothing—nothing—left in the world—
anymore. Oh! Oh! The world is so—so 
cruel! Miss Auburn—by Heaven—” 

“Wow!” murmured Claude 
sympathetically, for Miss Auburn had found 
herself unable to repress a smile. 

“It—it sounds so funny!” she said 
weakly. 

“Sounds funny, eh?” snarled B. A. 
“Say.” he demanded in a changed tone of the 
most biting sarcasm, “whoever told you you 
could act? Why don’t you go back to the 
typewriter where you belong?” 

It is quite possible that under the 
thick rouge, Jean Auburn’s lips turned white. 
But she maintained silence discreetly. 

“One more chance,” muttered B. A. 
“and believe me, young woman, this is the 
last. Get me?” 

Again Jean Auburn, whose name was 
really not Jean Auburn, hung her head in 
shame. 

B. A. flung out his arms, his fingers 
clutching dramatically. 

“Think—think,” he implored, “of the 
two thousand feet of film that will be wasted 
if I let you go.” 

But even in the midst of that 
disturbing thought, the director’s face 
lighted. This was Jean Auburn’s last scene. 
He glanced hastily through the unchecked 
continuity record to verify himself. The 
reassurance tempered his anger in a way 
remarkable to behold. Jean Auburn was 

examining him sadly. 
“Now, Miss Auburn.” cried B. A. 

almost cheerfully, “we must work into this 
part this afternoon. Follow me, and register. 
This simply must be the last rehearsal.” He 
glanced at the waiting ring. “Everybody 
ready? All right. Now, Miss Auburn, follow 
me closely: your worthless sweetheart has 
turned you down cold. Your—your— For 
the love of Mike!” he gasped, for two tears 
were coursing down either side of Miss 
Auburn’s pretty nose. “Hold it!” shouted B. 
A. “Everybody in place. Ready action—go 
ahead. Claude.” 

B. A. sank exhaustedly in the chair 
before the camera tripod. An actress in 
maid’s costume bustled to the kitchen sink. 
A butler entered with a tray of emptied 
champagne-cider bottles and champagne 
glasses. The door in the rear of the set 
opened, and Jean Auburn, heiress, entered. 
Her look was doleful enough to suit 
anybody. It even pleased B. A., who nodded 
approvingly. 

“Closer—walk slowly—Miss 
Auburn,” he whispered. “Now register 
disappointment. That’s it. Wring your 
hands—slowly—slowly! Fine. Now, maid, 
exit back door. Look at her. That’s better. 
Now, butler, follow her—slower. Shut that 
door! Miss Auburn, look at your fingertips 
and sigh. That’s it. That’s fine.” 

“Close up, too, I suppose,” 
murmured Claude gloomily, shifting hands 
deftly on the camera-crank. 

“Now, Miss Auburn, for the scene. 
Stand where you are. Oh! Oh! He has left 
you. The man you thought loved you cares 
only for another. He is only a fortune-
hunter—he—he— Oh, my God!” 

The most impudent of grins had 
preempted the sad pout on Miss Auburn’s 
painted lips. It grew until both lines of her 
perfect teeth gleamed. It developed into a 
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giggle. It arose to a peal of merry laughter. 
The music of it died away, and Jean Auburn 
sank into the kitchen chair, trembling. She 
put her hands to her face and shook. 

“I—I can’t go on,” she moaned. “Mr. 
Tawnley, I—I’m worn out.” 

Claude had ceased firing when the 
smile first appeared. Frowning, he gathered 
up his camera and stalked from the studio. 
Secretly, he was a warm admirer of Miss 
Auburn, and he had no heart for what he 
knew was surely coming. 

As for Director Tawnley, he was 
shaking like an aspen leaf. His face, 
regardless of its deep tan, was milky-white. 
His hands were two hard knots, blue-white at 
the knuckles. It required several horrible 
moments for his voice to find itself. 

“Miss Auburn,” he finally rasped, 
“you’ve succeeded at last in spoiling the day. 
You never could act and you never can act. 
Do you get that? You’re a putty face, and 
you’re through. You’re through! I don’t want 
to see you again. Get out—get out of this 
studio. If I see you hanging around here—” 

“You won’t,” retorted Jean Auburn 
faintly. “I—I don’t think you—you’re a 
gentleman to—to talk like that. I—I’m not a 
put—putty face. I can act—if I have the right 
director.” Her brown eyes were defiant and 
moist. “My other two pictures were good. 
Everybody said they were. You don’t have 
to tell me not to comeback. I—I hate you!” 

“Beat it,” snarled B. A., to whom 
emotional tempests were as lightning upon 
an Alpine peak. 

Jean Auburn, with » pitiful attempt at 
dignity, withdrew to her dressing-room. 

 
 

II. 
 

N the private of her dressing-room Jean 
Auburn, whose real name was Laura 

Corrigan, removed her clothes, slipped into a 
light silk kimono and stretched herself on the 
cot which the Superphotodrama Corporation 
had thoughtfully provided for just such 
occasions as this. 

Her career as a motion-picture actress 
was ended. She wondered miserably what 
Harry would say. He had put the confidence 
in her that had made for the success of the 
other two pictures. The company had praised 
her for them, and they could not take back 
the moments of triumph and elation which 
the reports had given her. 

Harry Eltonhead, the young man who 
just then figured so prominently in her 
reflections, had made Laura Corrigan Jean 
Auburn. In a brilliant, imaginative half-hour 
at his typewriter in the editorial room of the 
New York Evening Item, he had transformed 
a stenographer into a city’s idol. While the 
flash endured, he had marched her to the 
office of the Superphotodrama Corporation 
and, after a stormy session, had presented 
her with a signed contract calling for her 
services at a weekly figure that staggered 
her. 

Eltonhead had never seen her—in 
fact, never heard of her before that. He had 
been sent to cover an assignment concerning 
a mythical young woman, created during an 
idle moment by a rival afternoon newspaper. 
The young woman was said to be so 
beautiful that she could not hold a position 
because of the attentions of her employers. 

Eltonhead had found the girl to be a 
myth; whereupon he created a Jean Auburn 
so actual, with a life story so pitiful, that all 
New York was stirred. To carry out the 
illusion, Eltonhead had secured a girl’s 
portrait from a photographer in Brooklyn. It 
happened that the girl in the portrait was 
Laura Corrigan, a stenographer, who was 
discharged because of the notoriety. When 
Laura Corrigan called at the office of the I 
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Evening Item to demand an accounting, she 
met Harry Eltonhead. Eltonhead was 
discharged on the spot. The real Jean Auburn 
was created the next instant. 

Eltonhead then secured her contract 
with the Superphotodrama Corporation, 
becoming her manager, press-agent and 
scenario writer. He had written the scenarios 
for her first two pictures, and they had 
agreed—over the long-distance phone from 
Los Angeles to New York—that the future 
lay before them in a beautiful, golden path. 
Now, their dreams lay about her in ruins. 

“I—I suppose I’ll have to tell Harry,” 
murmured Jean Auburn to the waning 
California sunlight which streamed in 
through the dressing-room window. She sat 
on the edge of the cot, with her silk-
stockinged feet barely reaching to the floor. 

“It—it ’11 just break his heart,” she 
whispered gently. “Poor Harry!” 

Jean plastered her face with cold 
cream. When all vestiges of make-up were 
removed she donned her street clothes and 
proceeded determinedly to the telegraph 
office. 

Once when she was a little girl she 
had tipped over a pitcher of cream on a clean 
table-cloth. Her frame of mind then and her 
frame of mind now, were identical. She 
hated to tell Harry, although she knew 
positively that he would not scold her. 

It required a thoughtful, grave half-
hour to compose the telegram. When she 
sifted it, with feminine economy, to the 
required ten words, it read: 
 

Tawnley said Putty Face fired. What 
shall I do? Love. 
 

Jean went to her hotel, declined an 
invitation from a group of young people 
from the picture colony to motor over to 
Santa Monica, and withdrew to her room, to 

wait. 
The answer to her telegram was quite 

typical of Harry. 
 

Poor kid. Jump on first train east. 
Love. 
 

“Poor kid, yourself,” said Jean 
affectionately. 
 

III. 
 

HEN it became known in the film 
world that jean Auburn was “no 
longer with” the Superphotodrama 

Corporation, Harry Eltonhead, her manager, 
was not besieged by frantic film presidents 
who craved her services. Not only was the 
film world at that moment sorely oppressed 
by the question of who could secure a certain 
high-priced comedian of the hurling custard-
pie species and a certain equally high-priced 
girl star who were temporarily at freedom, 
but the film world at large had not yet been 
informed that Jean Auburn could cause the 
crowds to line up a block long at the box-
office. 

Jean Auburn was not yet well known. 
Some day she would cause those long, black 
lines at the cashier’s window; some day she 
would go on the auction block and be bidded 
for by hair-tearing film presidents; some day 
her initials on a limousine door would cause 
mobs to gather—but that day was not yet. 

“What we have to do,” said 
Eltonhead, removing his hands reluctantly 
from Jean Auburn’s, and speaking with a 
gravity far in advance of his years, “is to 
make Jean Auburn famous. That,” he 
declared in summary, “is what we have to 
do.” 

Jean Auburn smiled at him proudly 
for the thought, and nodded her brown head 
in sage approval. 

W
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“Harry,” she said in a caressing tone. 
“Sometimes I—I am afraid of you. You go at 
things in such a masterly way. What could I 
do without you?” 

“Lots,” he declared modestly. 
“You’re the child-wonder in this team. I’m 
only a trailer. Sometimes I just hate myself 
for trailing along behind the way I do.” 

“Harry,” said Jean severely, “don’t 
ever let me hear you say that again. You’re 
the wonder. What could I do without you? 
Why, you’re my father and mother—and— 
and brother.” 

“Hrumph,” said Eltonhead briskly, “I 
have arranged for your personal appearance 
at ten of the Glosstein Circuit theaters.” 

He did not add the pains he had gone 
to in order that Jean Auburn should gratify 
the Glosstein audiences. He might have said 
that he had called on the elder Glosstein’s 
secretary five times one day before the 
magic name of Jean Auburn had gained him 
an audience. And he might have concluded 
that Mr. Glosstein didn’t care a tinker’s 
damn, and several unpublishable varieties of 
damn, whether Miss Jean Auburn appeared 
personally or not. When Mr. Glosstein found 
that the appearances, ten in number, would 
cost him nothing, he reluctantly consented—
very reluctantly. 

“He was just wild to have you go 
on,” said Eltonhead, out of his enthusiastic 
imagination. 

“Oh—was he?” breathed Jean raptly. 
“Why, he even wanted to pay you.” 

declared Eltonhead. “But I said: ‘no, Mr. 
Glosstein; Miss Auburn and I thought your 
audiences might like to see her in the flesh 
and listen to her talk. It is a small favor, 
indeed,’ I said. Why Jean; I never saw a man 
so eager in my life!” 

“Goodness,” gasped Jean. 
“Jean, if you knew how those two 

pictures of yours went over on the Glosstein 

Circuit you—you’d have to order larger hats. 
They were a riot! Just wait until those 
audiences see you! If they don’t fall in love 
with you—why, they’ll mob you!” 

“When does it happen?” inquired 
Jean, nervously. “You know, Harry, I never 
made a personal appearance in my life. I—I 
hardly know what to say.” 

“Cinch,” replied Eltonhead. “As soon 
as they see you, they’ll recognize you. 
They’ll go dippy—just plain dippy. Then the 
folks will talk. Can’t you imagine it? I can. 
Up at the Superphotodrama they’ll say: 
‘Great guns! This Jean Auburn set those 
Glosstein houses plumb on fire. We’ll have 
to have her back.’ Then they’ll begin 
hanging around, and I’ll hold out. Yes, I 
will. I’ll hold out for twice what you’re 
getting now. That’s the stunt. Watch how it 
works!” 

“But when do I go on?” repeated 
Jean who was contemplating visions of 
frozen-faced audiences. 

“To-night,” he replied. “We begin at 
seven. I’ll call for you in a taxi. Wear that 
pretty ball-gown that made such a hit in 
‘Dolly of the Valley.’ We work till midnight, 
Jean!” he cried. “And then—then we’ll be 
back in the ring again.” 

“I’m beginning to be afraid already, 
Harry,” whispered Jean with a troubled look 
in her brown eyes. “I’m scared to death of an 
audience.” 

“Beh,” retorted Eltonhead, squeezing 
her limp hands. “wait till those people see 
you!” 
 

IV. 

I
 

T may be well to explain to the lay reader 
that many motion-picture actresses look 
different on the screen than they do in real 

life. Perhaps the angle—the favorable angle 
at which most of the “shots” are made—
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accounts for the variation. Many actresses 
who have imperfect noses or superfluous 
chins will never permit the camera to register 
their profiles. Occasionally make-op is to 
blame. 

At all events, Jean Auburn on the 
screen and Jean Auburn on the stage, while 
possessing neither imperfectness of nose nor 
complexity of chin, looked like two entirely 
different persons. Long, careful scrutiny 
could detect the resemblance; but 
recognition was not spontaneous. 

When Jean, with an opera-cloak 
draped over her gown, descended lightly 
from the taxicab at the stage entrance of the 
Glosstein theater on Third Avenue—
attended by the toughest audiences which 
attended any of the none-too-refined 
Glosstein theaters—she was melting with 
fear and doubts. 

Nor could her escort and official 
introducer be said to personify lofty 
indifference. Flashing around the corner past 
the theater entrance, it had not reassured 
Eltonhead to note that Jean Auburn’s name 
was not enscrolled in letters of fire on the 
electric panel. 

“I am afraid, Harry,” whispered Jean, 
clinging to his arm as they entered the stage-
door. 

“Brace up, dear,” he said huskily, 
giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. “Just 
wait till they see you. Just wait!” 

A vaudeville act was on when they 
entered. Two minstrel comedians in negro 
make-up were giving the Third Avenue 
crowd precisely the type of entertainment 
which went straight to their hearts. 

Eltonhead came back with the house 
manager, who was not displaying too much 
elation. He accepted Jean’s moist hand with 
evident composure and notified the stage-
manager that “Auburn would go on next for 
a little spiel. Three minutes,” He added, so 

that Eltonhead plainly overheard, “is 
plenty.” 

Eltonhead straightened his white bow 
tie by dead reckoning and glanced down 
critically at his dress suit. He drew Jean into 
a corner; she was trembling all over. 

“Oh, Harry—” she pleaded. 
“Now, listen,” he said sternly. “I’m 

just as scared as you are. This is my first 
personal appearance, too. D’you remember 
what you’re to say? What is it, now? Better 
rehearse.” 

“Friends,” moaned Jean. “I cannot 
tell you what a—a pleasure it is for me to see 
all of your bright, happy faces to-night. To—
to realize that all of you—have seen me in 
my pictures. I—I do hope you liked me in 
them, especially in ‘Dolly of the Valley.’ 
Then — then — what do I say next?” 

“ ‘I liked that myself,’” he prompted. 
“Say it just as if it was funny. You might get 
a hand.” 

“I—I liked that myself,” repeated 
Jean miserably. “Oh, Harry—” 

“You folks ready?” gruffly inquired 
the stage-manager. “These guys on now are 
getting through.” 

“Yep: we’re ready,” said Eltonhead 
briskly. His face was moist. His hair, neatly 
plastered down, felt clammy. 

Without knowing exactly how, 
Eltonhead reached the edge of the stage and 
glanced over the belligerent footlights. The 
up-turned faces were of all nationalities, but 
all bore the same command. Their 
expressions indicated that they doubted his 
ability to enrich their fifteen cents’ worth. 
Sympathy was nowhere. While pondering 
dully the astounding circumstance that, here 
he was, before an audience, and, in face of it, 
unable to untangle the words from his 
tongue, some one shouted: “Fer God’s sake, 
say somethin’!” 

“Ladies and gentlemen.” he obeyed 
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suavely, “it is with the keenest pleasure that 
I present this evening one of the most 
delightful personalities of the screen. You 
have seen her. You have loved her. Tonight 
she will appear before you—in flesh and 
blood!” 

“Bring her on, fella,” barked an 
impatient gentleman in the front row. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” went on 
Eltonhead, paying no heed to the 
interruption, “I— present— Miss— Jean— 
Auburn!” 

There was a long pause. The look of 
pride battling with horror died a slow death 
on Eltonhead’s face. Horror won. A low 
whimper issued from the wings. A giggle 
emanated from the unsympathetic ranks of 
the audience. 

Ah, she was coming at last! 
Slowly, falteringly, Jean Auburn 

approached. Below the knees she might as 
well have been putty. A look of fright 
transfixed her features. Her fingers were 
squirming in distress. Her shoulders 
drooped. Her mouth sagged. She looked as if 
she might faint the next instant. The first 
glare of the footlights seemed to unsettle her 
still more. She came to a stop, her small face 
white and convulsing. 

Eltonhead stared. Was this horror-
stricken creature Jean Auburn—his Jean 
Auburn? It could not be. 

For a sodden instant Jean swayed, 
caught herself, while her hand flew up, as if 
in protection, to her breast. The audience 
was deadly quiet, enjoying her agony as only 
a Third Avenue audience can enjoy such 
agony. 

Pitifully, with a most woeful 
grimace, Jean essayed to smile. The only 
visible result was tears. Jean Auburn was 
held fast by a force from which she could not 
extricate herself. She tried again. This time 
the tomblike silence was broken by a titter. 

The tears flowed more rapidly. 
“I—I can’t!” she managed to gasp 

and half-ran, half-staggered, from the stage. 
A gale of laughter, of shouts and 

shrieks followed them through the stage-
door. 

In the taxicab, Jean snuggled down 
against Eltonhead’s shoulder and wept and 
called herself abusive names and trembled in 
every poor, tired muscle until her hotel was 
reached. 

Eltonhead’s face, when he said good 
night to her at the elevator, was long and 
white. 

“Will—will you ever—ever have 
anything to—to do with me—again?” gulped 
Jean, clinging to his hand. 

“I’m going to make you a famous 
actress,” declared Eltonhead, frowning. 
“That’s what I’m going to do!” 

Jean looked at him dizzily through 
the tears. 

“Oh, Harry!” she whispered. 
 

V. 
 

UTTING any actress back in place, once 
she has fallen from her pedestal, is a task 
to stagger not only all the king’s horses 

and all the king’s men, but even the most 
astute and sincere of later day press-agents. 

What Harry Eltonhead lacked in 
astuteness he made up in sincerity. His one 
desire was to shout Jean Auburn’s name to a 
universe whose thumbs were down, with the 
threat of remaining in that position 
permanently. 

The small office he occupied in the 
Times Square region was unusually quiet 
this morning. Ordinarily it echoed with the 
sounds of his own cheerful whistling with 
which were mingled the noises which make 
Times Square the unique and interesting 
place that it is. But this morning the window 

P
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was closed, and Eltonhead’s curly head 
reclined inertly upon limply outstretched 
arms. When he tossed up his head defiantly 
and ran his eye over the letter the postman 
had just tucked under his door, he frowned. 

The letter contained the unsurprising 
information that Jean Auburn’s six months’ 
contract with the Superphotodrama 
Corporation had that week expired. Enclosed 
was her last weekly salary check for two 
hundred and fifty dollars. A film seemed to 
spread over his eyes as he glanced at the 
check, turned it over and slipped it back 
listlessly into the envelope. He wondered 
how Jean felt after her last night’s 
disappointment. He did not blame her. It was 
his fault. He had been too eager—too sure. 
He had failed to realize that Jean was a 
young girl, without stage training and of an 
intensely nervous nature. 

He was still sitting there brooding, in 
the same despondent attitude when the door 
pushed open and Jean walked in. She looked 
tired. Her nose had too much powder on it. 
Even if he had noticed it he would not have 
cared. 

She was smiling faintly when she sat 
down and crossed her silk ankles. 

“Good morning, Jean,” he said with a 
lame attempt at cheerfulness. 

“Good morning.” replied Jean, 
resting her brown eyes meekly on his gray 
ones. “Are you awfully disgusted?” 

“Yes,” he declared moodily. “with 
myself. I’m sore because I haven’t an idea to 
suggest. My imagination” —here he tried to 
inject some cheer into his voice again— “has 
gone off on a vacation. Jean, we simply have 
to hatch a big idea this time—right now! 
You’ve got to get back in the lime-light 
somehow. I can’t write scenarios if you’re 
out of a job. That’s final.” 

“Maybe this will give an idea,” said 
Jean, disentangling a morning newspaper 

from her purse chain. “Read it.” 
“Doesn’t mean a thing to me,” he 

declared, after reading the article she 
indicated. 

“Are you—sure?” persisted Jean. 
“What do I care if all the girls in New 

York jump off Hudson River steamboats—as 
long as you don’t?” he demanded. 

“There!” said Jean, as if delighted. 
“You’ve discovered the idea! That’s exactly 
what I’m going to do. I can swim — 
beautifully. I’m going to jump off the 
steamer—and you’re going to tell all the 
editors. This girl got in all the papers, only 
she wasn’t an actress. She just wanted to 
commit suicide—or something.” 

“Please don’t be foolish. I’m very 
grouchy this morning.” 

“I’m not foolish, Harry! You will 
come along and save me—if I need saving. 
Harry, isn’t it a beautiful idea?” 

A ruffle of interest tempered the 
expression of doubt on Eltonhead’s face. 

“H-m. I don’t want you to jump in 
the river. It’s too dangerous.” 

“But think of all the publicity!” 
“I refuse to see you drown, Jean.” 
“But, Harry, you won’t see me 

drown. You can stand close-with a life-
preserver. When I jump, you will throw me 
the life-preserver. Then you will go ashore, 
and—and the papers will put it on the front 
pages.” 

“I refuse to listen to such nonsense.” 
declared Eltonhead with finality. 

“Harry Eltonhead,” said Jean in an 
accusing voice, “you are jealous. Yes, you 
are. Just because I suggested the idea 
myself—” 

“Jean!” His tone was horrified. 
“Oh, Harry. I’m sorry—” 
“Very well,” he said sternly, in the 

tone that Caesar must have used when he 
decided to cross the Rubicon. “We will do 
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it.” 
The remainder of the afternoon 

Eltonhead spent with his typewriter. Time 
elapsed before he could bring his mind to 
bear adequately upon this task. He was 
rebellious. He refused to picture Jean leaping 
from the deck of a Hudson River steamer, no 
matter what the reward might be. She was 
not the kind who leaped from Hudson River 
steamers. 

What he did not know was that Jean 
shared his feeling of rebellion. It had been a 
reckless outlet for her depressed feelings. 
She had felt the need of recklessness after 
her miserable failure the night before. She 
had felt the need of justifying herself in his 
eyes. That was far more important to her 
than occupying the front pages of the 
newspapers. 

He stared at the typewriter without 
touching it. Thoughts refused to come. The 
electric signs of Times Square were 
squirming and skyrocketing their messages 
to the theatergoers when Eltonhead slammed 
the door of his office and started for his 
rooms. 

On the lower deck of the day-boat the 
next morning, he watched the pier sink away 
with misgivings. Jean stood beside him at 
the rail, talking nervously about nothing in 
particular. 

“Come along.” said Jean finally, “I’m 
going to stand in the stern, so I won’t be 
wound up in the propellers.” 

He followed her with a growing 
feeling of desperation. The false note, which 
this adventure had aroused in him from the 
very first, became aggravated. He had not 
slept a wink. To-day the situation seemed 
more unreal then ever. Below them, the 
green water foamed astern. The engines 
pounded in a sort of terrifying rhythm. Even 
the odors from the Jersey factories seemed 
more sickening than usual. 

“I’m ready,” said Jean faintly, 
looking to him from a chalk-white face for 
encouragement. “I’m going to jump.” 

The steamer was passing Grant’s 
Tomb. Jean’s hands were on the rail. Near 
by, a group of passengers eyed her 
apprehensively. 

“Jean,” muttered Eltonhead. 
“Don’t—please don’t.” 

“I’m going—good-by, Harry,” 
whispered Jean, placing one small foot on 
the rail. Eltonhead closed his eyes. 

The women in the near-by group 
screamed. There was a scrambling of feet on 
the deck above. Tearing a life-preserver—
the round kind which is easy to hurl—from 
the cabin, Eltonhead gave it a mighty toss 
toward the figure which spun and struggled 
in the tortuous wake. 

Bells jangled. The engines were 
checked and stopped; a boat was lowered. 
While Eltonhead gripped his sides in an 
agony of fear, Jean was picked up and 
carried aboard. Whether her half-fainting 
condition was the actual result of her plunge 
or merely the presence of mind which is 
acquired by those who face the lens for a 
living, Eltonhead never had the satisfaction 
of knowing. 

Unfortunately, there were no 
reporters on the steamer or on the One 
Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street pier when 
they docked. Leaving the bedraggled Jean to 
pursue her way homeward in a taxicab, 
Eltonhead sought a telephone booth and 
called up Champlain, city editor of the 
Evening Item, on whose staff he had 
formerly been employed. 

The characteristic whine of 
Champlain’s voice did not seem to contain 
much of a welcome. 

“Eltonhead,” he said, “you know my 
staff’s filled up now.” 

“That’s not what I want,” replied 
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Eltonhead excitedly. “I’ve got a story for 
you—a bear of a story. Girl jumped off the 
Hudson River steamer—sick—headache—or 
something.” 

“What—another one?” 
“Yep. Somebody threw her a life-

preserver in the nick o’ time. I’ve got the 
whole story. Want it?” 

“Well, Eltonhead, I’ll switch you 
over to a rewrite man. You’re sure that 
story’s not a fake?” 

“I should say not—and I’ve got 
everything.” 

“All right, Eltonhead. Hurry. You 
never were much for hurrying, you know.” 

Eltonhead poured out the story, with 
all of its fine, highly colored detail to the re-
write man who succeeded Champlain on the 
phone. His story had “gone over.” The Item 
would spread it all over the front page. 
Hurrah! Jean Auburn was remade, and better 
than new! As he gasped out the final details, 
the rewrite man became suddenly quiet. 
Then he chuckled. When the chuckle 
subsided, he said: 

“Listen here, Eltonhead; you’re a 
mutt to try slipping anything like that over 
on this hard-boiled crew. Say, don’t you 
suppose I read our own paper?” The voice 
became highly sarcastic. “Jean Auburn 
falling overboard! Ha, ha! Say—that’s good! 
That’s a wonder! You’re some press-agent, 
you are!” 

“Wait—wait!” begged Eltonhead, 
perspiration running from his upper lip to the 
telephone’s rubber mouthpiece. “Can’t you 
use a little of it? Use something—just as a 
favor. Please. Will you?” 

“Sure, I’ll slip in a little something— 
for you. But the next time you try to plant us, 
let us know about it, and maybe we’ll help 
you. But, for the luvvamike, don’t try—” 

Eltonhead hung up the receiver, and 
when he stepped out of the booth for a breath 

of fresh air, he had the appearance of a 
broken man. He was a failure. He could 
never look Jean in the eyes again. Failure 
had written itself into his voice when he 
called up the city editor of the Evening Star. 
Jean Auburn, the myth, was not far distant in 
the memory of that gentleman either. Gently 
but firmly he rejected the overture. Three of 
the five other city editors hung up the phone 
in his ear. 

He did not have the courage to face 
Jean until that evening. Jamming the latest 
edition of the Evening Item into his pocket, 
he called at her hotel. The Item had boiled 
the story down to one inch. Over the dinner-
table they discussed the tragedy in mournful 
tones. By the end of the meal, they struck a 
livelier topic. 
 

VI. 
 

HE Superphotodrama Corporation 
conducts, in connection with its 
mammoth Western plant, a laboratory in 

which all films used in the making of 
Superphotodramas are developed. These are 
negatives. Their value, if no prints have been 
struck from them, exactly equals the cost of 
making the production. In the celluloid strips 
is represented not only the cost of 
equipment, overhead expenses and the 
interest on the investment, but the salaries of 
actors, directors, camera-men, studio 
employees and a portion of the expenses 
entailed in maintaining an Eastern office. 

Consequently, when two thousand 
feet of negative was destroyed from a 
completed five-reel film, entitled: “The 
Lives of the Lost,” you can readily 
understand why pandemonium reigned not 
only in the Western studio but in the Eastern 
office of the Superphotodrama Corporation 
as well. 
For days the wires buzzed with whys and 
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wherefores between New York and Los 
Angeles. 

The lame excuse for the mishap was 
that a negligent employee in the laboratory 
had left a lighted cigarette in the vicinity of 
the two reels of developed negative. When 
the smoke had settled, so to speak, Director 
B. A. Tawnley received a sharp order to 
replace the ruined negative at the lowest 
figure commensurate with the usual 
Superphotodrama excellence. 

B. A. went into executive session 
with his assistant director, a lead pencil and 
a pad of paper. 

“ It’s a pipe,” said B. A.’s assistant 
amiably. “ Half the sets haven’t even been 
knocked down yet, and the cast is all here. 
All we have to do is shoot.” 

B. A. lifted his shaggy head from the 
pad and stared kindly into space, nodding 
slowly as his mind turned over the different 
aspects of the situation. 

It is possible that the same 
thunderbolt struck both of them 
simultaneously. At all events, the assistant 
director leaped from his chair, while B. A. 
did likewise, and they glared unbelievingly 
at each other. 

“In every reel,” muttered the 
assistant. 

“In every damned reel!” whispered 
B. A. hoarsely. 

“What shall we do?” demanded the 
assistant. He was on the point of saying, 
“What in hell shall we do?” and then 
realized that on such occasions B. A. 
exercised a copyright over all available 
profanity. 

“Do!” shouted B. A., bringing his 
heavy boot down on the chair he had been 
occupying. “We’ll bring her back. That’s 
what we’ll do.” He groaned. “When I think 
of putting that putty face through all those 
scenes again—it—it staggers me.” 

Lacking all else, Jean Auburn never 
lacked defenders. Every one knew that even 
Claude, the camera-man, would have 
whipped any man on the grounds who dared 
say a word against her. Now the assistant 
was bristling. This was no occasion for 
persiflage. Nevertheless, he stuck out his jaw 
and said willingly: 

“Listen here. B. A., you’ve done that 
kid an injustice. She can act, and you know 
she can act. Not with you no. Hut with 
Pitman she turned out two corking pictures. 
You know that ‘Dolly of the Valley’ went 
over like a hurricane.” Then the assistant 
realized to whom he was shaking, and his 
attitude took on several shades of meekness. 
“B. A., she’s really not half-bad, if you 
handle her right.” 

“Rubbish!” snorted B. A. “I wouldn’t 
take her back if it didn’t happen to be 
imperative. Send her a wire to-night. Tell her 
we’ll give her a three months’ contract at 
whatever she was getting before. But don’t 
let her know that two reels out of ‘The Lives 
of the Lost’ have been burned, or she’ll hold 
us up like a highwayman.” 

The telegram brought only the tersest 
of replies from Jean Auburn’s manager. 
Harry Eltonhead’s reply to the telegram was 
that he could not locate Jean Auburn. B. A. 
cursed Jean Auburn, Harry Eltonhead and 
the telegraph company. When he collected 
himself sufficiently he called Eltonhead on 
the long distance telephone. 

The conversation only caused the 
furrows on his brow to deepen. Jean Auburn 
had disappeared. Without communicating his 
feelings to anybody, other than the telephone 
girl, a dozen studio employees and his wife, 
B. A. packed his grip and caught the 
Eastbound flier. 

He found Eltonhead in his office, 
having the appearance of a man who has 
foregone sleep for a week of nights. He was 
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un-shaved. His hair was unbrushed. His suit 
was unpressed. He was the picture of a man 
who has lost the biggest thing in his life. 

“Well,” bristled B. A., “where is she? 
Where is this Jean Auburn hidden herself?” 

“I don’t know.” groaned Eltonhead, 
passing one hand over his bloodshot eyes. “I 
can’t find her.” 

“You’ve got to find her,” declared B. 
A., banging his hand on the typewriter table. 
“I’ve got to have her. Get me?” 

“I’ve hunted for her,” muttered 
Eltonhead, as if to himself. “I can’t find 
her—that’s all. Just can’t.” 

“Only weaklings say ‘can’t,’ ” 
snorted B. A. “Where have you looked?” 

“All over—everywhere. She left her 
hotel the day before you wired. Her things 
are there. She left no word—just vanished.” 

“Well, have you tried the 
newspapers?” 

Eltonhead stared at B. A. as if 
doubting his intelligence. “You don’t know 
New York newspapers the way I do,” he 
said.  

“The hell I don’t!” snorted B. A. “I 
was a city editor before you were born. Is 
Champlain still on the Evening Item?” 

Eltonhead nodded. 
“Grab your hat. Come on—I’ll show 

you a thing or two about New York 
newspapers.” 

Champlain greeted B. A. at the most 
affable pitch of his whine. Then B. A. 
proceeded directly to business. 

“Champlain, we’ve lost an actress. 
Get me? She’s disappeared—seems to have 
vanished from the face of the earth. Now, 
you needn’t grin like that. Do you suppose 
I’d come all the way from Los Angeles to 
get some little putty face’s picture in the 
Item? I tell you, Champlain, this girl’s lost—
vanished from the face of the earth. I’ve got 
to have her back, to finish a picture. Film 

burned up. She was in it. Means twenty-five 
thousand loss. Now, if you don’t smell a 
story there, you’re not the newspaperman 
you were when we did ship news together.” 

Champlain’s grin of scorn died away. 
There was no doubting the sincerity of B, A. 
And this story, looked at from all possible 
angles, was the kind of stuff he dearly loved. 
Beautiful girl disappears from New York 
hotel. White slave ring suspected. Police 
show usual inefficiency. Indignant public 
demands investigation. Those headlines ran 
like rats through Champlain’s aroused brain. 
It was a typical Champlain story. And it was 
a beat. 

“Give me the exclusive break on it,” 
he said crisply. 

“Sure,” roared B. A. “Go to it. Try to 
get that girl. Eltonhead here’ll give you all 
the detail you can use—and photographs.” 

“Got ’em with me,” said Eltonhead, 
unwrapping the bundle. 

 
VII. 

 
FTER looking at it from a variety of 
angles. Champlain decided that the 
police department had not been roasted 

for a long time, and that the proper way to 
tackle Jean Auburn’s disappearance in print 
was through the open doors of the police 
station. 

Accordingly, the toes of New York’s 
police force were trodden upon with bruising 
suddenness. The other newspapers followed 
slowly. There was something about the story 
that they did not like. Its taste was tainted. 

It was the second time within a year 
that Jean Auburn had demanded the attention 
of New York’s public. When she was 
painted before their eyes on the other 
occasion as a poor, mistreated stenographer, 
they had swallowed every grain and begged 
for more. They had been indignant. They had 
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written letters to the editors, demanding an 
audit of the city’s morals. Now, the police 
bore the brunt of it. Every wheel in the 
complex machine of New York’s police 
department whirled at top speed. 

Trails started and ended nowhere. 
Gradually the theory spread that Jean 
Auburn was dead, for that is where the trails 
of most disappearances lead. Eltonhead 
became white of lip and sallow of 
complexion. He haunted newspaper offices 
and police headquarters. To him was borne 
the larger share of the public’s pity—for he 
was the man who had loved Jean Auburn. 

Somehow, in spite of it all. Eltonhead 
seemed to retain a remnant of his courage. 
By the end of the second week, while his 
eyes were raw from sleeplessness, a new, 
undecipherable look came into them. The 
change was scarcely perceptible. No one 
thought of linking it to the discovery of a 
new clue, on the following morning. Acid 
tests were applied to this clue. It led straight 
and unwaveringly to Dover, New Jersey. 

On Eltonhead’s offhand suggestion, a 
seven passenger automobile was loaded with 
detectives, and reporters. Eltonhead and B. 
A., who had grown somewhat haggard of 
appearance himself, managed to find foot-
space on the running-boards. 

The trail led straight to the office of 
the constable at Dover, New Jersey. The 
constable had received an anonymous 
postcard from some one in his vicinity that a 
girl answering to the description of Jean 
Auburn bad been seen in a buggy, driving 
through Dover. The informant mentioned a 
farm from which he surmised that the buggy 
had been driven. 

Off they went. The farm was seven 
miles from town in a valley. 

The directions were followed 
silently. Indeed, the occupants of the car 
were deeply absorbed with their own 

individual thoughts. One reporter adjusted 
the shutter of his camera. He was ready for 
anything. The detectives were living statues 
of gravity. B. A., as he clung to the flying 
automobile, scowled fiercely; time was 
flying. Eltonhead, on the other running-
board, was apparently pondering some 
thought that half-amused, half-frightened 
him, for he smiled and frowned by turns. 

The automobile flew over the rutted 
road. This part of New Jersey was as remote 
from the beaten paths as the moonshine 
district of Kentucky. Who, demanded every 
man in the car of himself, would have 
thought to look in such a place? 

Finally, the last four corners was 
passed in a swirl of yellow dust. The little 
farm-house loomed ahead. In the field 
behind it, some one was at work with a hoe, 
or rake the distance and the jolting of the car 
made it difficult to say. 

The automobile slowed and hailed. 
Its occupants leaped to the ground, circled 
the house and approached the figure in the 
field. The reporters, not to be caught 
napping, brought out their cameras. The 
dusty group halted al the edge of the field. It 
was a potato field, and it had the freshly 
weeded appearance which always checks the 
conscientious trespasser. 

The figure turned and walked toward 
them. B. A. was the first to recognize her. 

“Jean Auburn!” he shouted. 
The cameras clicked in chorus. A 

close observer would have noted that Jean 
Auburn’s frock and apron were unusually 
clean for a potato field. 

She confronted them smilingly, with 
a look of surprise and inquiry. 

“Jean Auburn.” demanded B. A. 
sternly. “What are you doing here?” 

“I am doing my lil bit for my 
country,” replied Jean in a mystified voice. 
“Why? What are you doing here?” 
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“Everybody in New York has been 
looking for you for the past two weeks,” 
snorted B. A. “That’s why.” 

Jean shook her head as if the news 
was beyond her credulity. 

“I’m only visiting my aunt. I was 
tired,” she shrugged “so I took a vacation. Is 
that anything to be alarmed about?” 

The detectives and reporters 
withdrew to the automobile. As far as they 
were concerned the incident was closed. 

Left alone with Eltonhead and Jean, 
B. A. Tawnley rested his hands on his hips 

and looked swiftly at one and then at the 
other. As if a thought too preposterous to 
believe had entered his mind, his eyes 
suddenly became staring, while his lower lip 
sagged. 

“Is it possible.” said B. A. finally, 
and paused, as if finding it difficult to shape 
the next words. “Is it possible that you two 
framed this up between you?” 

“How ridiculous,” Jean protested. 
“Just look at Harry. Why, the poor boy is a 
wreck!” 

 


