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affair te her father.

The Rev. Dr. Steddon, a clergyman
heart but narrow mind who attributes ﬁ
of the El;ﬂiﬂth world to the “movies™ i
eonstant nveighs against them. H:u!
lover Elweed Farnaby having died in an acel
dent, at the adviece. ?
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avoid being a burden on her parents. A
p::wntlhﬂhmini meother. In Arizona
she had met

Tom Holby, a leading man in a motion
picture company, and through him gets the |
ﬂﬂbﬂﬂﬂnitrtnphr-urth-d-mm
With the company is -
Robina Teele, a Star, fond of Holby and
Leva Lemaire, an extra woman, Afer
her aeccident, Mem bocomes friendly "with
Mrs. Dack, a poor woman of Palm S
Arizona, and takes an inler-t in her
little son,

Terry Dack, who has a great gift of
jery. Insp by a letter from Leva, I
plans to go to Los Angeles -tp- take
in a film laboratory. ‘
She gets & job in a film laboratory,
loses it. She meets a Mrs. Sturgs from

home town, who talks of the evils of
movies and says the stars I.H forced to sell
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‘coming to visit her. Mem is worried about the Holby pmture to a cunclu.gmn

her finanees.

She sees a casting director, Arthur Tirrey,| Big night-storm scenes had been

and abruptly offers herself to him in return | geheduled for the final takes, and on

job i tells her the . , _
:ffh '.h’:’..‘?t 'q~p?£nfﬂ :hh: prﬂ: is all rot | the final morning the first scenes were

Meanwhile the atténtion of Mr. Bermond, bem prgmptly at nine. Kendrick

— hér and |
:?uw';“:ﬁ:‘iuitﬂw ﬁgm pr mmm_ed to let the company go at

::i:utf r. obeying ‘Wis semmands In o Find of bnt it was not until half past seven

Mem's fnthﬂ' reads a publicity utorr eall- | that the day’s work was done.

ing her “the prettimst girl in Ameriea™ and | Af ine thev went fo o
writes a l:tter of protest to his wife and At Wine they went fo the first of

daughter. Mem's fame begins to spread, and | the sets. The Californian night was

Claymore, the dtmtnr takes an unusual in- . .
ternot in ber. He 5 ninOintil vwith~ Men black and cold. The night in the

but tries to be aloof and professional to hide | story was one of tempest and battle.
the fact from the company. f Tom Holby. must *un an automobile
o2, 2pd Cleymors become more and more | ints o ditch and make a desperate
;:h s ?mn:: ;rl'ﬁ-:‘i:all nl:i;ﬁ-n:: mt:n h:;_ I n;ar ;E;ht:ost futur brutes O{Ehg :f:re in-
stru ftoput up a g g

T o ‘| Each bit of scenery through which
she was to flash had been made ready
. the day before. Perforated rain

pipes were reinforced by men who
would play a fire hose or two upon
the hapless actress. The gale was to

the car in front of her little home and ¥ ided b ot h
took her hand and said: provided Dy an airpiane propeiler
’ mounted on a truek.

“If you will let me marry yOU,!  Mem inspected the settings she
I'll see that my wife divorces me.”| ..o o briefly to adorn.

~ These divorces of <c¢onvenience| “Why do they build that fence
marked the new-fashioned way of| ,...nd the wind machine?” she asked
accomplishing old-fashioned righte- Kendrick:
ousness. He wanted to make her “an
honest woman.”

“No, thanks!” It was as unin-

Claymore, brooding deeply in his
earnest soul, felt that he owed Mem
some atonement. He meant it nobly, |
but it sounded erude when he checked

“To keep people from walking into
the propeller and getting chopped to
mincemeat,” said Kendrick.

a_stupid suggestion. She felt that| Was ready for the battle.

“Ehe Tust Tmprove on It & Bit, but she [ Argentie-rain-fell-from-the- pipes. |

helped it little when she added: “Just| The fire hose, aimied up in the air,
as much obliged. Good night!™ added its volume. The wind machine

N e set up its mad clatter. The water

-~ Two days later she began work| and the lightning filled it with shat-

with Tom Holby's company. Holby | tering fire.

described the part she was to play,| Then Mem was called forth. She
“ read. scenes. _ | clutched her k about her and
People make love unconsciouSly 8% thrust into the tempest. It was like
times and in the truest courtshipa| driving through a slightly rarefied
never a word is spoken. Two souls| cataract. She hardly reached the pil-
travel mystic gardens together and|lar at the edge of the porch, clutched
come to-deep understandings without| it for a moment, caught a quick
the exchangé of a syllabled thought.| breath, and. flung down  the -steps.|
Mem was so wooed by Holby. And that was that, All this prepara-
e . tion for one minute of action!
The orders had gohe forth to rush She was taken to a warm room and

His heart sickened She would be sliced to shreds..
iz _their -souisy - Mem - then lears T ST T e P e e s - e

“thours more.~———

spired _as possible, but then it is not} ad with the manise ¥arsl ) |
easy to make a brilliant answer to After an hour PTEPMWM—WWQWE aﬁEfEﬁT_;d {:“E‘E-nll;i ﬂmwd IRt she. Wae &
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Then Kendrick heard screams of
“terror; wild howlsof fear. —He ran- -
forward and saw the blinded litle fig-
ure of Mem still pressing on straight

into the blur of the airplane propeller.
His heart sickened. She would be

| sliced to shreds. She could not hear
| the yelled warnings in t.ha noile of

the machine.
‘e one [

!lh Tha witmlm were pu-n-
ly:ed by the horror of the moment.
Tom Holby -broke from a night-
mare that outran the immediate
beauty of the girl walking forward
{ to a hideous fate. He ran and dived
for her like a football tackler, hooked
- | his left arm about her knees and
! flung her. backward, thrusting his
| head beneath her, so that when she
¢} struck, her shoulders were upon his
' | breast, her drenched hair fell across
| his face like seaweed.
| She opened her eyes in a chaos of
| bewilderment. Jut above her the
flying propeller blades were glisten-
ing in the light of the sun arc.

They were still revolving when the
wind machine man, leaping from the
post where he had stood expecting
her fate and his own eternal remorse,
ran to lift her from the ground.
-Others helped up Tom Holby.

He had knocked himself unconscious
| when his head struck a rock in the
road. His cheek was ripped and
gushing blood.

He r:nme to hm senses at once and
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wrapped in blankets while the next| Mem mmed with fear for him.
scene was prepared. She was sup-| She had not yet realized her own
posed to have run a long distance be- escape. She was all pity for Tom
tween the last sceme and this, and| Holby, and anxiety.

she must enter it wet. “It’s nothing,” he said. Then he

_ 4 -.At length she got and what Mem
‘as “her | to-rést Tor-thealnight grnd- got_-her_signal an staggered with dread of em

went forward again, head down, into}| would have looked like mow if he
the wild storm. had waited an instant longer or
During her absence a. telephons missed his aim at her knees.

pole and a tree had been brought| He drew her from the vortex of
down by the storm and photographed| the propeller, which was subsiding
as they fell. It was her business now| With the dying snarl of a leopard
to clamber across the pole and push that has missed its pounce.

through the branches of the tree, and e e e

so fight her way out of the picture.| The next day the. company gath-
The wind machine had been shifted| ered to see-the rushes of the night
several times. The wind man in his | stuff.

confusion forgot to notice that the| Kendrick sighed, “That came near
property men had forgotten, in their| being a portrait of you walking out
confugion, to set up the fence before| of this world.”

| the propeller. It was after midnight! Tom Holby did not speak, but he

now and everybody was mumb with| reached out and, seizing Mem’s hand, 4
cold, drenched with the promiscuous| wrung it with an eloquence beyond !
rain, and a little irresponsible. Their| words. He seemed to be squeezing
working day was already fifteen hours | her heart with clinging hands.

old and it would hult at lenat ﬁve She was consumed with an impa-

tience to begin a new picture at once,

Tom Holby had been photographed| and to be very busy with life and
in & climb up the wet sides of a rav-|love, beauty and delight.

e, and was half frozen in his soaked
CIDthEE, but he HtﬂYE‘d to watch Mem thg,ndha{rtiefifhf}?ﬂ '{::ﬂ ‘E}':lgfphelrft:;

through this scene. ride with him for a bit of air; told

telephone pole, thrust aside the wires, | deference and meekness and pleaded
liftedherself -and bressted the wind | for a little kindness—her heart froze

again, drove into the wreck of the|in her. She could net even -accept
fallen tree. The branches whipped|a proffered beatitude.

her wet flesh cruelly. The lightning
just ahead of her blistered her vision ﬂngh:niiin?ked at him and thought—

like the white-hot irons driven into y

the eyes of Shakespeare’s Prince Clar- | Too many people love you, Tom-
once:.-The-wind blax her breath back| my- You Pelnng to the public, and _ :
into her lungs. If she had not gained yva"eldn’t bring yuumlf dASWH"To :
a little support from one stout bough really loving little me.” : _
of the tree she cbuld—mever have| “‘Oh, but I.could! I do!” he ecried. ,
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reached the margin of the picture. “Damn my public! I don’t care for
Kendrick’s - heart was glad- with anything but you.”

the camera rlmre He ¢ called, “Cut!” nnd I love it. Jlllt now the only luvﬂ
and the camera men were jubilunt as| I can feel is acted love.”
each of them shouted “O. K. for me!”| “Then let’s have a rehearsal.” he




