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o revealing the result of
F 1 affair to her father.

eonstantly inveighs
lover Elwoed Farnaby having died -in an
dent, at the advice of Dr
her bad cough as an excuse
and from there writes
met and married “Mr. Woodville,” a

she had met

Tom Helby, a leadi man
picture company, and h him gets
opportunity to play a part in a desert drama.
With the company is

Robina Teele, a Star, fond of Holby

Leva  Lemaire, an extra woman,
her accident, Mem b2comes friendly with

Arizona, and tlhn an intu-t in her brigh
little son, |

plans to go to Los Angeles

1 ' Mrs. Dack, & poor woman of Palm Springs,

..ﬂ

Terry But.-hhulmttﬂtdﬂh-
jery. Inspired by a letter from Leva, . Mem

“in a film laboratory. = - s

She gets a job in a film :
" loses it. ~She meets a Mrs. Sturgs from
home town, who talks the
mrn‘?iﬂ lndimtlultmmfumd

'-'.-'-'-rr

: her ﬁnlm:u.
She sees a |

=

talk about “paying
Meanwhile the attention of Mr.

head of the company, is diverted to her
hedeaid-hniuhulm Soon

'ith Chymon-l
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Mem's publicity story eall

father reads.
ing her “the prettist idri in Ameriea™ and
writes a letter of protest to his wife and
daughter. Mem's fame begins to spread, Enc
Claymore, the director, takes an unusual in-

ter=at in 'her. He is infatuated with Memn
but tries to be aloof and professional to hHl

2 i ~=sgiie fact from the company.

M->m and Claymore become more and more
interested in each other. Out riding one day,
Clvymore makes physical advances to her.
While they are parking a hold-up man ap-

i-proaches and demands their money.

Dear Wife, he wrote héer mother.
—The Lord giveth and taketh away.
I have lost you and my darling

~daughter and my loneliness, but I
still can say, ‘Thy will be done.”

I think you should know, how-

- ever, how things are here. Other-

wise 1 should not write you. But

I am afraid that the daughter that

was once ours might tire of the

husks of sin and wish to come home
repentant.

Bitterness filled my soul when 1
learned that she was leading a life
of riotous mockery, and when I saw
the picture of her smiling in wan-
ton attire at the side of that smirk-
ing French general, I had it in my

heart to curse her. I wrote in my
haste. I repented my hardness of
heart and bowed my head_in_hpmble

ply. 1 had lost your love and your
admiration, but that was deserved
punishment for the jdolatry that
had grown up in my heart to-wards-
you; and for the mistakes I must
have made in not giving our erring
daughter a better care.
But now it has pleased the Lord
* to pour out the vials of his th
S MY Eray RETPEThe old mort-
gage on the church fell due long ago,
hut fnrpt‘lnnure hnd b'een pnutponed
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pay expenses.

The manager of the motion-pic-
ture house here offered to share the
'pruﬂts on the _showing nf a Icture
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~ to tell me my dnugh&-r played a
part. But while it would have drawn
money for curiosity that would not
have responded to a Christian ap-
peal;, 1 felt that it would be a com-
-pounding with evil, and 1 put Satan
behind me and ordered the- fellow

out of the house.
* % *

The church is to be closed. What

1 shall do next or how take care of

the little children that still cling to

our home, the Lord has not yet told

~meé ifh answer fo my prayers. I still
have faith that in His good time he

will provide a way or call His ser-

vant homeé, and I hope you will not

take this letter as a plea for pity.

My cup is full and running over,
but my chief dread is that unhap-
piness and want may be your por-
tion as well as mine, and that I shall
fail you utterly after providing so
scantily for you all your days. 1
can only pray that my fears are the
result. of loneliness and age and

weariness.

And now may the Lord shield you
with his ever-present mercy, or at
least give us the strength to under-
stapd that in all things he knuweth

Your loving
Husband.

As they read this letter and saw
back of the lines the heavy brows of
her old father, saw the bald spot she
had stared at from the choir loft,
saw all the sweet wrong-headedness
of the wveteran saint, Mem’s heart |

hurt mbohrsbl
er mother unﬁm mﬁf

earth can I write the poor dnrlmg""‘
' Mem replied: “The answér iy easy,

-l’ r"-'la.----."'.-i-—l- <k 1 o it —t t

'eﬂt to pny it uﬂ' but eve;z]:ndy was I ve g‘nt.”

too poor 6~ reaponif and it did not|

| not-have another job seon. You need

'of lies that brought me out here. |

—-weWith the next 4e=the. greatest com-
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He made her sit down on 3 long couch and snuggled close to hei.

=

Her mother cried out agnmat rob-
bing one “of her loves to pay another.
It seemed a cruel shame to take the
first bit of cake from her daughter
nnd sell Jj‘. $o- buy bread for her hus

i mﬁﬂ-ﬂmﬂﬂw
"Yuu’ll need it yourself. - Yon may

new clothes and a rest.” NEay

“Rest and the clothes can wait.”

Her mother kept a miserable si-
lence for a long while before she
could say: “Your father will nﬂver’
accept money that you have earned
from the pictures. He'd rather die)”

This gave Mem only a brief pause.
She answered simply:

“Doctor Bretherick got. me into
this business by making up the pack

Now he can make up a few more and|
save poor daddy from deSperation.”

She sat down at once and wrote
the doector a letter, telling him what|{
he must know already of her father’s
helplessness, She inclosed a money
order for two hundred and fifty dol-{
lars. She wrote a check at first,
but she was afraid to have it put
through the bank at Calverly lest
her father hear of it. She instructed
the doctor to thake up another of his

| seenarios- about. a repentant. mambex1

of the congregation wishing to restore
some stolen funds—or anything that
his imagination could invent.

Then she set the wheels in motion
to secure an immediate engagement

edian on the screen, Ned Ling; a|
reader of important books; & debater
of art theories—but above all a man
afraid of nothing so much as he was
afraid of love.

It was a period of dead calm and
torpid seas, and nn Mr. Bermond will-
ingly arranged to “rent” her to Ling,

wan at first sight.
eanwhile, EErnE%H CIAymore,

Terry Dack was about to be struck

l-ared upon a grateful world.

L me gick voure oniy 2 gang of hip-

- Thursday, October 10, 1929

At the age of five he would com-
mence his business career with a sal-
ary of two or three thouund dollars
& year,

One of Mem's pictures was shown
soon after at a theatre in Los An-
geles, and she sat in a vasl throng.
She saw with pride a fat woman
sniffle and thought it a beautiful trib-

-She_saw_.a_baldheaded man
a handkerchief out and, pre-

tending to blow his nose, dash his
shameful tears away. And that was
beautiful to her with a wonderful
beauty.

The papers the next day in their
criticisms gave her special mention.
A marvelous thing to see one’s name
in print and with a bouquet tied to it.

She had but a little while to revel
in this perfect award, for in a few
days a letter eame to her, forwarded
from the studio.

‘Her heart plunged with terror as
she réad.

I seen your pictur last nite and
it made me sick youre awful in-
nasent and sweet in the pictur and
you look like buter wouldnt melt in
your mouth but I know beter for
Im the guy who held you up wen
you was with that other guy and
took your wedin ring off you 1
dident know who you was- then and
I dont know who he is yet but Im
wise to you and all I got to say is
Ive got my ey on you and you better
behave or els quit playm these in-
nasent parta yuu movie peeple make

prc : Eﬂ " walr

Mem felt odious to hefself, with all
the revolting nausea of evil revealed.
There is remorse enough for a strug-
g‘lmg aoul that k’nnws its own de-

_____ - idings, -but-it-is noth=" 4
ing t,o the remorse that follows a |
published fault.-

This letter was more hideous than
headlines in a paper.. It was more
dreadful than such a pilloried public
shame as Hester Prynne’s. It meant
that soméwhere there was a man in
an invisible cloak of namelessness
and facelessness who despised her
and jeered at her sublimities of pur-
ity. Her highest ambitions were
doomed to sneermg mockery.

After a day in ng s studio, he tnnk
her to “The Beggar’s Opera ”

She had so lost her orientation at
the end of the seductive villainies,
that she did not faint when Ned Ling
said:

“T've laughed myself hungry. I
haven't ordinarily any appetite. Let’s °
go to my house and have a bite.”

“To your house?”

“Yes. It's all right.

alone there. Just a Jap.
cluded.”

She wanted to say: “You tell me
not why I should go, but why I
should not: —And I wonlt wor .

But it seemed silly little- glrhsh
old-maidish, prunes-and-prismish

thing to say so she said, “All right,”
and got into Ling's ear.

Whea-he said, “Home,” to the driver
she almost swooned, but not quite.

The Jap showed no surprise at
the late arrival of his master with
a lady. Evidently it was the ordin-
ary thing. Mem longed for a mask

or a flre escape or a gun. She gllnced
about for weapons of defense.

But Ned Ling said: "Snme

I’'m quite
Very se-

_ammbied eges and bacon -~ some.

Mﬂ ynﬁ‘i'![thef have ' red or

(Cuntmmf-d on following page)



