Theda Bara and one of her ™ in “"The Blue Flame, ™ her first stage production.




The Confessions of Theda Bara

And all the time she didn't
believe her own press agent.

By AGNES SMITH

ERE i1s the answer to the riddle of the Sphynx. Here

1s also the answer to the question propounded by
Delight Evans several months ago in PxHoTOPLAY
MAGAZINE.

Theda Bara did not believe her press agent.

The story of Theda Bara, as told me by herself, the story
of her success in motion pictures, her strange notoriety, is the
weirdest—and funniest—tale I have ever heard. It beats
Barnum and Doctor Cook.

Frankly, I was afraid to meet Theda Bara. Delight Evan's
story weighed on my mind. I had heard of other interviewers
who had found her a woman smothered in incense and black
velvet, who prattled orientalism and hocus pocus, who main-
tained a remarkable and ridiculous pose and who defied any
sort of human understanding. I remembered all the Theda
Bara legends about the strange woman who had been born
within the shadow of the Sphynx. I didn’t believe them, but
I was afraid Miss Bara still did.

Then, too, the day set for the interview was only a few
days after the opening of “The Blue Flame™ in New York.
The audience that had assembled to greet Theda Bara was
divided into two factions,—her friends and those who had
come in the same spirit that sends people to bull fights. It
was a terrible opening and a terrible play. It was considerably
worse than anything Theda Bara attempted in motion pictures.
It looked like a stage burlesque of one of her films.

“YVou know how it is,” said The New York Times, the day
after the play opened, “when you have visitors from out of
town who are possessed to go on a perfectly delightful slum-

ming party down on the Bowery
or somewhere to see one of those

like her old home. When she isn’t vamping, she enjoys the
comforts of respectable home surroundings.

Theda Bara has fitted up her corner. It isn’t luxurious and
no interior decorator had a hand in it. Most of the furniture
belonged to father and mother. The only traces of Theda's
tame are a statue of Buddha on the table and large pictures of
Theda on the walls. However, the record on the phonograph
1s John McCormick singing “I hear you calling me.”

Miss Bara herself came in. She was wearing the sort of
[rock that social workers recommend to working girls—plain,
serviceable and neat. She looks younger off the screen than
on. She wears her hair becomingly. She has a charming
voice and speaks with an accent that has just a touch of the
middle west about it. I was embarrassed. Only a few nights
before I had heard her pronounce in a hideously strained voice
these 1mmortal-—and immoral—lines: “Let's get married.
All T need 1s a legal pretext and then I will show you how cold
I am. Kiss Me, dearie.”

And here was a pleasant young person who had just ordered
tea, who had a dog named Petey—"known as a bull terrier
because he 1s part bull'—and who wished she had time to
oo out and buy herself some new clothes.

HO made her a vampire? It wasn't Miss Bara's own
doing. It wasn’t Willlam Fox. It wasn't even the press
agent. It was the public—or rather it was the public’s imagina-
tion. A vampire is a national superstition. Miss Bara capita-
lized the superstition.
“Of course, there 1s no such thing as a vampire,” she told
me. ““No women are like that..
That 1s why you can’t get good

killing melodramas—Oh, come
on, won't it be fun?—and you
take them, and, after all, the
melodrama is not bad enough to
be funny and you come home
disappointed. Well, ‘“The Blue
Flame’ is the kind of play you
always expect the cheap theaters
to show, and they never do.”

In the face of all that 1 won-
dered if Theda would still burn
Incense.

She didn’t. About her apart-
ment were the floral tributes of
the opening night. The windows
were up and open. There was
no incense.

Miss Bara lives up on West
End Avenue where she shares
an apartment with her father,
mother and sister. It reminded

“me of a chapter in “Jurgen.”-

A nice, respectable girl has the
serious misfortune to die. On
her way to the cemetery a black
cat jumps over her coffin. That,
of course, makes her a vampire.
So she goes to Hell, venturing
forth to practice her sinister
calling. But she has no real
taste for her work, so she fits up
a little corner in Hell to look

What the New York Dramatic
Critics Said about “The

Blue Flame.”

At the end of the third act Miss Bara said that
(God had been very kind to her. Probably she re-
ferred to the fact that at no time during the
evening did the earth open and swallow up the
authors, the star and all the company. However,
it has often been remarked that the patience of
Heaven is infinite. Still, as we remember it,
Jonah was eaten by a whale for much less.

—Heywood Brown., New York Tribune.

Miss Theda played her part of it seriously and
with average competence. But despite all any-
bodv could do, ““The Blue [IFlame” was plainly
edged with vellow.

—Burns Mantle, New York Evening Mail.

“Did yvou bring the cocaine?” demanded Miss
Theda Bara. as the heroine of ‘“The Blue I'lame,”
in the Shubert Theater, last night,

It was such a determined, bold-faced intention
of being an immediate and unmistakable vampire
that the audience fairly shouted in gleeful recog-
nition that the vampire of vampires on the screen
was going to be just as devilish on the boards in
the spoken drama.

—New York Evening Telegram.

“The thing is not indecent, it 1s only offensive
in its silliness,

“The most encouraging feature of the evening's
exhibition was that 1t was received with derisive
laughter by the curious audience which packed
every corner of the large theater.”

—New York Evening Post.

Perhaps ‘“The Blue Flame” is not a perfect
title for Miss Bara’s play. Why not: *“Tenting
on the Old Vamp Ground™?

—TI°. P. A., New York Tribune.

storites for vampire pictures.
They aren’t real. As for ‘The
Blue Flame.’ it is only meant to
be a melodrama. I chose it be-
cause it gave me an opportun tv
to play the sort of part the pub-
lic wants to see me play.”

It was with shrewdness and
humor—ves, she has humor—
that Theda Bara traced the
story of her five years in motion
pictures. She talked about it
casually. She had no particu'ar
motive 1m making up stories
about herself. There wasn't a
press agent I1n the apartment.
She spoke as an impersonal and
disinterested spectator of her
OWn career.

The best authorities give
Theda Bara’s birthplace as Cin-
cinnati, Ohio, and her name as
Theodosia Goodman. She came
to New York about seven or
eight vears ago because she be-
lieved she could act. She plaved
small parts on the stage as
Theodosia de Coppet. Her
parents had some money and so
thev allowed Theda to try her
luck at finding fame and for-
tune.
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“To be good 1s to be forgotten.

Like thousands of other voung girls, Theda Bara camped in
the offices of agents and managers. And like thousands of
other young girls, she went to the motion picture studio to
make a little extra money in the dull season. There, in the
studio, like the girl in “Jurgen.” the cat jumped over her and
she became a vampire.

She was discovered. The picture was “A Fool There Was.”
At a time when most pictures were pretty crude, it wasn’t
conspicuously bad. And 1t was conspicuously successful. A
few weeks after its release, Thedabaraism was causing con-
siderable havoc among the young and impressionable.

According to Miss Bara. it was the original intention of the
company to star Willlam Shea, but when the picture was com-
pleted 1t was obviously Miss Bara’s picture.

Miss Bara was properly excited because she had landed so
quickly and so completely 1n the golden realm of the movies.
In those days, she confesses, she felt a little “set up.” Conse-
quently she was a bit irritated when she was told that she
wasnt to star i her next picture. Instead she was given a
part 1n Nance O’Neil’s film, “The Kreutzer Sonata.” She
protested, but. being still a newcomer and having no particular
influence, it didn’'t do her any good. So she played in “The
Kreutzer Sonata.” She repeated her first success. The com-
pany didn’t star her, but the exhibitors did.

Then the press chppings began to come in. Theda Bara
learned a lot of things about herself that she didn’t know be-
fore. She had been born mm Egypt. She had a long line of
ancestors. She had played at the Theatre Antoine in Paris.
She was “‘that strange, wild woman,”’ as the side-show barkers
say. She worshipped slant-eyed gods.

She used to read her clippings at breakfast. over her coffee
and sausages. She says she loves sausages. She and her sister
would laugh over the “stories of her life.” When the clippings
denounced her as a terrible mfluence on the vouth of the
country and when the critics waxed vicious, she didn’t laugh.
She wondered then, as she does now, why people who do not
know her could hate her so.

When she was offered a
choice. This was the choice:

On one side she might have money and notoriety; she might
have all the chances she wanted to act; she might have the
position of star and the deference that comes to a celebrity.
In return for this she must allow herself to be exploited as the
strangest sort of freak.

contract. she had to make her

Whate

I'm going to be so bad I'll always be remembered.”

On the other hand, if she gave up the opportunity to take
advantage of her first success, she would be obliged to go back
into oblivion, to go back to looking for parts, to go back to
iving on the bounty of her parents.

As they say insub-titles, a soul hung in the balance. Theda
Bara took the contract and lived up to it for five years. She
stirred up considerable excitement. She started a school of
acting. Every company looked for a rival vamp. She got her-
self thoroughly denounced. At times it seemed as if there would
have to be another amendment in the constitution to check
vamping.

All that time Theda Bara “lived her own life.” She went
on eating sausages for breakfast, instead of live snakes. She
had the option of reading her own press stories before they
went out, but she says that sometimes she got around to them
too late.

“Anyway,” she told me, “some of them were so wild that
we didn’t think they would be printed or that, if they were
printed, they wouldn’t be believed. But they were printed. all
right, and they were believed, too, I suppose. The wildest
press stories are the most successful ones. A lot of young ex-
newspaper men wrote them. I think for a while I kept a whole
publicity staff working nights.

“And then the interviews.

They were staged. It took me
hours to get ready for them. I had a special dress made that
I never wore at other times. I remember one interview out 1n
Chicago. My dress was black velvet and was made high at the
throat. It was a terribly hot day and all the windows were
down. When the interview was over, I tore off that dress and
my sister and I sat down and laughed about it.”

LAUGHTER was what made those vamping years fairly
pleasant ones. For instance, there was an interview out
in Kansas. A young reporter came down to the train to meet
Theda Bara and was admitted to her stateroom.

“Naturally, I held out my hand, but he refused to shake
hands with me—dropped my hand as though it had been a

<nake. After he had gone I made a little bet with the press
agent. ‘That reporter,” I said, ‘thought I was going to Kkiss
him.” I was right. When the interview came out, the man

told how I had put out my hand. ‘But I didn’t take it,” the
story went on. ‘Because when I met Anna Held, she kissed me.
And if Anna Held kissed me, what would Theda Bara do?"

( Continued on page 110)
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The Confessions of Theda Bara

Continued from page 58

On her short tour with “The Blue Flame”
before the play burst upon Broadway, Miss
Bara had many opportunities to test the
deep-rooted conviction of the vampire
superstition. In Washington, she and her
sister got into an elevator. In the car
were a man and his wife. The wife looked
around and saw Theda Bara. She ordered
the elevator to stop at the next floor, seized
her husband and gave him a terrified shove,
out of the elevator and harm’s way.

Esther Bara, the sister, asked Theda ex-
actly how she would go about vamping the
man in the elevator. Theda didn’t know,
but she was interested in the attitude of
the wife.

“In the first place,” she said, ‘“what could
[ have done to him? I would have had to
work fast: And in the second place, why
do women always think that every woman
1s after their husbands. I have seen plenty
of husbands belonging to other women
that I wouldn’t even look at.”

I had seen the pretty, young Esther Bara
and I was sorry I didn’t meet her. She
was evidently a loyal and cheerful com-
panion to her vamping sister. The crit-
icisms of her work sometimes hurt Theda
Bara. But she had her mother and father
to tell her not to mind them. She didn’t
read the reviews of her play. A. H. Woods
told her in advance what the critics would
say. She likes Mr. Woods for his friendli-
riess and for his faith in her.

“Not all my screen work was bad,” she
told me. “I can look over some of the
old films and find scenes that were good.
I know when I have done good work.
There is a little bell inside of me that rings
when I hit the mark. In ‘Cleopatra’ 1 was
criticized for showing my legs. The re-
viewers said the costumes were all wrong.
But I studied with Mr. Lithgow, the ex-
pert on Egyptology at the Metropolitan
Art Museum, for several weeks 1n order
to get the costumes and settings correct.
Liberties were taken with the story, but
not with the settings. And if you will

look back on my pictures, you will remem-

ber that I did not go in for undress parts.
“A funny thing happened in the opening
night of ‘The Blue Flame.” In the first
act, I am killed by an electric shock and
my fiance puts me on a couch that brings
me back to life without a soul. Allen Dine-
hart, my leading man, picked me up and
threw me down on the couch so that my
skirts went up to my knees. My first im-
pulse was to sit up and pull them down.
Fortunately, I remembered that I was dead.

" And so I lay there and said to myself, ‘Now

everyone is saying that I want to show

my legs.’

“After the performance, I told Mr. Dine-
hart to be careful about pulling down my
kirts, that I am supposed still to be a good
cirl with a soul. Now, he 1s so conscien-
tious that he nearly rips my skirt off.

“The first night was a terrible ordeal.
I had a cold and I was so nervous that my
voice went back on me. 1 thought 1
wouldn’t live through some of the long
speeches. My throat was tight and I felt
as though I couldn’t make a sound. Some
one told me to go out and apologize for
ny voice. But I wouldn’t. I suppose my
fighting blood was up. Many of those In
the audience were people who hated me. I
don’t know why they hate me, but they
do. They do not know me personally and
I haven’t done anything to them, but they
hate me. And I wouldn’t go out and apolo-
cgize to them.

“I am going to stay on the stage and I
am going to make pictures, too. In two
years—well, you will see. After all I have

sessed one,

been through, do you think that T would
give up now?”

When Theda Bara left the screen there
were plenty of rumors about her. She was
going to be married. She had fallen in love
with a minister and had “reformed.” She
was temperamental. She had lost her hold
on the public.

This is what Miss Bara says:

“My health was bad and I needed a rest.
I had been getting wretched stories. Studio
life was ben*lnmng to get on my nerves. The
mefficiency is appalling. I stoppecC re-
porting for work in the morning. Nothing
was ever ready. We would wait for hours
and hours until some carpenter had cor-
rected a mistake in the setting. And all
about you there is a grinding and a pound-
ing. The mechanical staff have a way of
blaming all the delays on the star. The
star has no come-back because she cannot
go and tell tales on men who need their
day’s wages. Mr. Fox seldom came to the
studio: he was busy at the home office. I
only saw him a few times a year. Directors
spend a great deal of money on ummpor-
tant things and then they economize in
small ways that prove expensive in the end.
It used to hurt me to see money wasted.

“J. Gordon Edwards was the nicest di-
rector I ever had. He was kind and con-
siderate. Some of the directors are won-
derful. They give you such funny advice
cn manners and deportment. One time I
asked my director about a certain scene.
‘Do I repulse the advances of this man
or do I lead him on?’ I asked. The di-
rector was stumped. He hadn’t any idea
of what to do. Finally he hit upon a lively
answer. ‘Oh, just keep the audience guess-
ing,” he said.”

Like Susie Jones, star of the plays in the
Zanesville High School, Miss Bara wishes
that she had worked under D. W. Griffith.

HERE is no use claiming a sensitive
soul for Theda Bara. If she had pos-
she couldn’t have done what
she has done. Her manufactured personal-
ity seems to have had no effect on her real
self. The criticisms hurt her only when
they touched upon some bit of sincerity

that came through the fantastic pose. Per-
sonally, she is not insincere. She is the sort
of girl who 1s “good to her folks SO I

pect her of being an excellent business
woman.

For five long years she appeared in noth-
ing but the most blatant sort of sex stories,
and yet you cannot get a sex interview
from Theda Bara. She won’t talk about
love, marriage or any of those delightful

subjects that make such spicy yet refined

reading on the magazine pages of evening
newspapers. Neither will she talk about
anything occult. In fact, I think she 1is
heartily sick of sex and the orient as sub-
jects for publication.

Theda Bara’s artistic sins have been many.
In “The Blue Flame,” she hasn’t reformed,
artistically. She still blames it on the pub-
lic. That i1s her greatest sin—this taking
for granted that the public likes the cheap,
the impossible and the wvulgar. It is her
bigeest failing. When she lives it down,
che won’t have to wonder why people who
do not know her, hate her.

One of the curious things about the first
night audience was that those who knew
Theda Bara defended her. The many
friends of her family proclaimed her good-
ness, her charity, her desire to be kind to
her motion picture public and her pleasant
home life. Somehow, when you meet her
personally at a press-agent-less interview,
you find vyourself being shocked at the
enormity of the hoax on the public and yet
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The Confessions of Theda

Bara
(Concluded)

condoning the woman who, almost in spite
of herself, permitted it.

In shedding the snake skin of the vam-
pire and telling the story of five years of
organized deceit, Theda Bara did not pre-
tend to emerge as a lamb. She says nothing
1s so resttul after a day of hard work.
Moreover, she didn’'t say she had the
dearest mother in the world. She didn’t
say it hurt her to be misjudged because she
1s really so good and pure. She didn’t say
she wanted to get married and be the
sainted mother of six children.

Her sense of humor i1s her saving grace.
Perhaps it was cruel of her to laugh during
all those years, but if she hadn’t she would
have emerged an impossible person—much
worse than a vampire. After all, she was
ridiculous—a sacrifice to the Great God
Bunk on the altar of publicity. And I am
glad she laughed.

Allah I1 Allah
I

HEY were sisters in the movies.
Priscilla, the elder, and Patsy,
younger.

Priscilla played in pictures in which che
wore cambric frocks, black velvet sashes,
sandals with ankle ties, baby-blue hair-
ribbons and always and always the director
threw in a lot of animal stuff; you know,
puppies and kittens and ducks and chickens
(not the Mack Sennett kind) and old
Dobbin in the one-hoss chaise. And there
were close-ups of Priscilla in Reel V kissing
the Hero in a nice chaste way.

Now Patsy, the younger, has orange-
flame hair and her pictures are fkat kind.
Studio stuff, you know; Greenwich Village
fluff and iris-in and iris-out on Patsy posing
for Venus-at-the-Bath; and sometimes a
wronged wife in the background and always
and always the pistol in the top right-hand
drawer of the dressing-table.

: . And yet, Priscilla and Patsy smoke
the same brand of cigarettes.

Allah il Allah! :

I

Saidee was born in Manitowoc, Wis., and
just adored Mary Pickford and Mary Miles
Minter and Marguerite Clark and all the
pretty and proper posies in the pitchers.

When they had a Saturday matinee at
I. O. O. F. Hall with any of Saidee’s
favourites on tap she was always on hand
and sat through both shows.

Finally Saidee’s great-aunt died and left
her a thousand dollars and Saidee hastened
to the great city and bought herseli some
swell raiment and fared forth to the studios.

But Saidece forgot that she had black hair
and eyes that somehow could not behave,
for they put her in a Custard Comedy and
now she has a Jelly-Rolls car and a Pekin-
oese and wears those shimmie shoes ‘nevery-
thing !

Allah il Allah!

the
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Once upon a time a kind-hearted Director
saw a good-looking little minx among the
Extras who was doing soup-and-fish in an
Uncle Tom show.

“T will her into stardom,” he muttered.

And so he worked and worked and
worked, and presently the little minx was
indeed a screen star of the uttermost 1m-
portance. Ah! Then she quit the kind-
hearted Director, huh?

No, she kept right on feeding out of his
hand and doing just like what he told her.
(Yes she did!)

Allah il Allah! —Justin Fair.

Pz AT i A S
- & LI | - : i *
r1£1 l-l." | 23 “-_: g - @
)= ;
A0 w

Babys Bath
| Delightful /110

-

e

joy they brin_

ST
“Jhe Event of the Day -

- T
11 r1 i
== | [T
| - 1Ili I._il
L “I-f\
{ e . | r*;“1

X:'—* HOW the kiddies do love their JAP ROSE bath !

111

— —

3
tl
e W |

) | B - i T
- L . e . e Jq - . & . o :
lonic [ —— . v 4
| - g Y e o ot —" T
u ':... e g ' - i '_ .q'ﬁ. = w A ! :
£ Em Ly : 53 ma==clb 4
. 5 i - s il Tl o - o, e -
" 5 T, -~ i 3 - - - - -
‘h £ L | g - o ,__'l-'. - =
P | i’ a _m= =Ll .
. y e F

SOAP

The gay little

bubbles of pureness—pearly, iridescent, elfish things—what
All the distemper and grumbling, so natural to

children when a bath ¢s in order, are gone completely when the
pretty cake of golden transparent JAP ROSE is used.

And what a satisfaction to the mother to know that a JAP ROSE
bath brings not only happiness to her little tots, but also cleanses
their tender skins hygienically as well as thoroughly.

It isn’t alone the absolutely pure oils, of which JAP ROSE soap
is made, but the scientific blending of these oils, that gives the big,
golden transparent cake healing and cleansing properties that other
toilet soaps do not possess. It cleans perfectly and hygienically every
pore of the skin and scalp while its c. p. glycerine is most soothing

and healing.

More than that, JAP ROSE soap is so absolutely soluble in any
kind of water, that almost at once, like magic you have the most pro-

fuse, bubbly lather which rinses quickly and easily.

No undissolved

soap leftin the delicate skin pores to clog them and cause skin trouble
—not when you use the pure, golden cake of transparent JAP

ROSE soap.

Every touch a soothing, refreshing delight, for the grown-ups as
well as the kiddies, when it’s JAP ROSE either for the bath, for the

hair or for the face and hands.

Roses in the cheeks, fluffiness in the hair, fra-
grant cleanliness everywhere—that’s JAP ROSE

You’ll Like It!

An unusual value
at two cakes for a auarter

JAMES S. KIRK & CO., CHICAGO
Makers of Jap Rose Talcum “Powder
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There’s no longer the slightest need of feeling
ashamed of your freckles, as OTHINE — double
” ! strength—is guaranteed to remove these homely spots,
;% Simply get an ounce of
[

OTHIN

double strength — from your druggist,and applﬁ a little of it
night and morning and you should soon see that even the
worst freckles have begun to disappear, while the lighter
ones, have vanished entirely. It is seldom that more than
one ounce i1s needed to completely clear the skin and guin a |
beautiful clear complexion.

Be sure to ask for the double strength OTHINE,
as this is sold under guarantee of money back
if it fails to remove freckles.
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Exactly where desired by wearing

Dr.Walter’s

Famous Medicated

». ReducingRubberGarments
<.\ For Men and Women

A (Cover the entire body or
A any part. Fndorsed by lead
ing physicians.

Send for illustrated booklet.

N Dr. Jeanne P. H. Walter

Bust Reducer, $6.00 353-5th Av., N.Y.(®' g aFricor")
Chin Reducer. $2.50 (Ent on 34th St.,3rd Door st)
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