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HEN 1 write down at the very beginning
that I am twenty-two years old, I can hardly
believe 1t.

I feel much older than that. 1 feel as
though I had lived a long, long time. That i1s because
I have suffered so much, and suffering makes you feel
old inside, just as happiness makes you feel young even
when your hair 1s white.

[ think this story will surprise you very much. It
isn't at all the sort of life story you would expect to
belong to Clara Bow. For you know the Clara Bow
who has been driven by misery and loneliness to clutch
at joy and merriment almost wildly.

There 1s only one thing you can dowhen you are very
yvoung and not a philosopher, if life has frightened you
by 1ts cruelty and made you distrust its most glittering
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First Installment ot the touch-
of a tragic child who became

promises. You must make living a sort
of gay curtain to throw across the
abyss into which you have looked

and where lie dread memories.
I think that wildly gay people
are usually hiding from some-
thing in themselves. They dare
not be quiet, for there 1s no
peace nor serenity in their
souls. The best life has taught
them 1s to snatch at every mo-
ment of fun and excitement,
because they feel sure that
fate 1s going to hit them over
the head with a club at the

“ai, first opportunity.
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DON’T want to feel that

way. ButI do. When I
have told youabout myshort
life, maybe you will under-
stand why, 1n spite of its in-
congruity, I am a madcap,
the spirit of the jazz age, the
premier flapper, as they call
me. Noone wanted me to be
born 1n the first place.

And when I was born, at
first they thought I was
dead. They thought every
spark of life had been stran-
gled out of me during my
long and stormy entrance
into this world. They fought
for hours, fanning the poor,
feeble little flame of life that
was 1In me, and i1t would
flare up and then die down
again, quite as though I
didn’t want to stay.

Everything was against my coming here at all, every-
thing was against my staying here.

There have been a great many times when I wish they
hadn’t fought quite so hard to keep me here. But I
don’t feel that way any more.

[ don’t know an awful lot about my ancestors or rela-
tions. Itisn’t really strange 1if my memory 1s not good,
if I am not very definite about facts and dates. I have
been trying all my life to forget, not to remember. DBe-
sides, young people aren’t much interested in family
history. At least I wasn’t. I don’t like my relations,
anyway. They never paid any attention to me until 1
was successful and they weren’t kind to me or to my
mother when we needed it so much. 1 try not to have

resentment against them, but I don’t care anything
about them.

‘“When they played
baseball in the eve-
ning in the streets, I
was always chosen
first and I pitched.
I always played with
boys. I never had
any use for girls and
their games’’
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My father is the only person I care for, really.

My mother was a very beautiful woman. She came of a
good family in New York State and her mother was French
and her father was Scotch. They lived on a country place
a few hours from New York City. I was never there, be-
cause it was gone before I was born. But from what my
mother told me it must have been quiet and beautiful and
Prosperous.

Perhaps that was the reason that my mother didn’t want
to marry. She idolized her father and loved the home where
she had been born and brought up, and that was all she
wanted from life. Marriage frightened her. She felt no
need of anything more in her life than her father and mother
and the quiet life she led in the country.

On an adjoining farm lived a family named Bow. They
had always been neighbors. The Bows were Scotch and
English, of the kind I guess that make landed farmers and
squires 1n the old country. There
were thirteen children 1n
the Bow family and
my mother had al- &
ways playved with
them. The g
yvoungest of . e
them was a s B
bO_V, Harry g
Bow. And

“I would massage her throat. It is terrible to see some-
one you love suffer like that’’

as rold to

Adela Rogers St. Johns

Clara Bow's first professional photo-

sraph, taken at the age of sixteen,

when she won the contest that put
her on the screen

he was the darling ot the family and
just about my mother’s age. He was
a handsome, talented boy who cap-
tivated evervbody. He just made
people like him so much that they
didn’t stop to think much else
about him. He had a merry laugh,
and he could ride and play and was

always good-natured and happy.
My mother’s mother adored him.
When she knew that she was dy-
ing, she called my mother to her
and told her that this young man
had asked for her hand and that
she must marry him. My grand-
mother was very old-fashioned, very
French in her thoughts and traditions,
and she did not believe that a girl could be
happy unless she was married. She said
she couldn’t die happy unless she knew that
her daughter  [CONTINUED ON PAGE 78]
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MY LIFE STORY

By Clara Bow

had a husband to care
for her and provide
for her later years.
They promised.
They were married
shortly after she died.
[ do not know all
the storv of what hap-
pened here and 1t 1s
too painful for my
father to speak of.
But vou see my
father had been ter-
ribly spoiled. He had
neglected his oppor-
tunities for education
and training. Heoften
speaks sadly now of
his wasted youth and
[ know that 1s what
he means. He had a
quick, keen mind, he
had imagination, he
had all the natural
qualifications to make
something fine of him-
self. But he just
didn’t.

[Speoplethought
him too young to
marry; they realized
he was not able to
face the world and

take care of himself e

and a wife. They o
were very unjust it s
seems to me, for after

all his life had been 1n
their hands. But they
cast him off after his
marriage.

My mother’s people
had gradually lost
what money they had
—they had never been rich—and I think
my grandmother must have been the
business head of the family, for after her
death things went to pieces very quickly,
and the home my mother had loved was
sold.

So, soon after they were married, my
father and mother and her father moved
to Brooklyn and my father started a small
business there. They lived 1n a very
small place to begin with, only two rooms,
and 1t was hard on them both. My
mother had always been accustomed to
country life and she always hated the
city. My father had never worked and
he had always had money and attention.
My grandfather was unhappy over the
loss of his wife and his home and over
being dependent upon them.

DO not think my mother ever loved my

father. He knewit. And it made him
very unhappy, for he worshipped her
always. His devotion to her, his unfailing
gentleness and kindness all through the
years of her illness is like a miracle to me.

There were two children born before 1
came along, both girls. One lived two
hours. One lived two days.

My mother came forth from the trag-
edy of that second death a woman

/8

The Clara Bow that Hollywood knows.
about my short life, maybe you will understand why I am the

[ CONTINUED FROM PAGE 31 |
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spirit of the jazz age”’

broken in health and spirit. I don’t think
she ever recovered from those two terrible
illnesses, nor from the sorrow and horror
of losing her two first born babies.

The doctor told her she must never
have any more children. And she said
over and over that she didn’t want any
more. They might die, as her two little
oirls had died. They might leave her
without any reward for all she had gone
through, without the comfort of a baby’s
presence which wipes from a woman’s
mind the suffering of such times.

She didn’t want me. Terror possessed
her all the time before I was born. Would
she die, as the doctor had said? Or, if she
survived the ordeal that had nearly cost
her her life twice before, would the baby
die, as the two others had died? If so,
would she lose her reason? She was
almost mad with apprehension and fear.

[ don’t suppose two people ever looked
death in the face more clearly than my
mother and I the morning I was born.
We were both given up, but somehow we
struggled back to life.

From that day to the day she died my
mother never knew a moment free from
1l health of the most shattering kind. She
1idolized me, but with a strange, bitter
love, almost as though she was afraid to

“When I have told you

________ ol 2 love me for fear I, too,

would be snatched
away from her. She
used to watch me
when I ran about the
house as a little thing,
never taking her eyes
off me, and in their
depths were many

A, - things I was too

young to read.

[ loved her terribly.
Her beauty to me
was something di-
vine. She had long,
golden hair that hung
way down below her
knees, the most beau-
tiful hair I have ever
seen. It shone like
pure gold. I used to
make up fairy stories
aboutit. Andherface
was pale, almost
transparent, with fine
chiselled features.

HE pain had worn

her face thin, but
it hadn’t lined it, and
still, to me, in spite of
all that happened,
the word beauty
brings up a picture of
my mother’s white
thin face under that
mantle of gleaming
hair. She was tall and
slim and carried her-
self like a princess, so
I think i1t must be
true that she had
good blood in her. No
woman could have
carried herself like
that in the midst of so much misfortune
unless she had.

When she was mean to me—and she
often was, though I know she didn’t
mean to be and that it was because she
couldn’t help it—it broke my heart. '

[ wasn’t a pretty child at all, in spite of
the fact that both my parents were and
such a contrast to each other. My
mother so slim and fair, my father a squat
strong man, with black hair and twin-
kling black eyes. My eyes were too black,
and my hair was too red.

But I was sturdy and healthy. When I
was little people always took me for a boy.

E lived then, and all the rest of
the time we stayed in Brooklyn, in

the upstairs of a house on a side street

in an ordinary neighborhood. I went
to the nearest public school and played in
the streets like the other children. 1
always played with the bovs. I never had
any use for girls and their games. I never
had a doll in all my life. But I was a good
runner, I could beat most of the boys and
[ could pitch. When they played baseball
in the evening in the streets, [ was always
chosen first and I pitched. I don’t think
[ had very good clothes, they were rougher
and older [CONTINUED ON PAGE 104]
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[ consider MELLO-GLO Face Powder a real contribu-
rion to cosmetics. Its softvelvety texture gives a youthful

bloom thatdoesn’t wear off quickly. Miss Desirée Tabor
(Operetta Star famous for her beauty),66 W.46th St., N. Y.

My friends tell me that my complexion is lovelier since
using MELLO-GLO Face Powder. Itspreadssosmoothly
that not a single pore is visible.

Miss Mimi Palmer, 345 W. 71st St., N. Y.

T

Since using MELLO-GLO, I canappearallevening with-
out repowdering. It stays on longer yvet does not clog the
pores or leave the skin dry. Maiss Barbara Carrington
(well known singer), The Golden Dawn Co.,
Hammerstein T heatre, N. Y. C.

Good Looking
Well Groomed Women

prefer this marvelous NEW Face Powder

HIS new wonderful Facial-tone Powder is made
by a new French process which belongs exclu-
sively to MELLO-GLO. It has a distinctive youth
shade all its own. If your favorite store is out, ask

them to get MELLO-GLO for you or send us one

dollar for a full sized box and “Beauty Booklet .

Just address MELLO.GLO, Statler Bldg.,
Boston, Mass.

FREE SAMPLE

Please send me, without charge,sample of this new

wonderful face powder with a Beauty Booklet.
MELLO - GGLO, Srtatler Bldg., Boston, Mass.
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Please tell us the name nf the store where YO }‘rujf YOur
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than the other girls’, and the girlsused to
say snippy things to me and shout *car-
rot-top’’ and things like that. Outwardly,
it seemed as though I were just a rough,
strong little tomboy. But tragedy seemed
to mark me early for i1ts own.

[ was about five when the first thing
that really stands definitely in my mind
happened. Clear, with all the little de-
tails. All children have those memories,
[ guess, but oftenest they are happy.
Mine are not.

Y grandfather, who lived with us,

was very dear to me. Father worked
so hard and mother was always ill, always
strange and depressed, sometimes smoth-
ering me with kisses and sometimes with-
out a word of any kind for me. My
crandfather was the one who played with
me and taught me little things and some-
times told me stories. He must have been
a very good and gentle old man, for he
used to look after mother and me both.

He had built a little swing for me. 1
used to sit on the floor and watch him
while he was making 1t. He fixed 1t so
that you could pull it up out of the way,
on hooks. There wasn’t much room, you
see. \We thought 1t was a very famous
contrivance and perhaps it was. On cold
winter days, when I couldn’t get out to
play, grandfather used to swing me and
we had great fun that way.

[t was very cold on this particular after-
noon. Snow lay everywhere, the whole
It was even a
little cold 1n the house. We had always to
economize on coal. Sometimes we had to
economize on food, too. There was usu-
ally enough of these things, but never
just plenty, never all you wanted. Scrimp-
ing the corners, that’s the way 1t was in
our house.

WAS cold and lonesome. I went out

into the kitchen, looking for something
to do. My mother was washing and she
didn’t speak to me. Her face looked
desperately 1ll, white and weary. 1 felt
she shouldn’t be washing. She was wash-
ing a red tablecloth for the kitchen table.
\While I stood there I saw tears dropping
from her eves and splashing into the soapy
water. [ felt like crying, too.

I went back in to my grandfather and
asked him to swing me. He got up and
pulled down the swing and began to push
me, and pretty soon I forgot I was cold
and that mother was crying again, and
began to shout with glee. Then, suddenly,
the swing gave a violent twist so that I
nearly fell out and then it stopped, and I
heard a kind of dull fall behind me.

[ looked around and my grandfather
was lying on the floor. His face was
purple and his eyes were open and staring.

My screams brought my mother to the
door. In her hands she still held the red
tablecloth. It dripped water all over the
carpet. She threw it down and ran to my
saving over and over,
“Father, speak to me. Speak to me.”
She looked so wild I was frightened and
ran downstairs and called a neighbor.

They brought a doctor, but it was too
late to do anything. He had died in-
stantly, while he was pushing me 1n my
little swing. That was my first encounter
with death and I didn’t believe it. 1 was
quite sure they were mistaken.

The first night as he lay in his coffin in
the dining room, I crept out of my bed
and lay down on the floor beside him, be-
cause I had a feeling that he might be
lonely. DMy father found me there in the
morning, almost frozen. 1 said, “‘Hush,
you mustn’t wake grandfather. He’s
sleeping.”” But I knew that he was dead.
I missed him very much.

That was a terrible blow to my mother.
There had existed a great love and sym-
pathy between them. He was the only
one who could make her laugh and talk
naturally. Often, when they sat together
talking, I would see her pass her hand
across her head, as though something
cleared away.

FTER his death, she was sad for a

long, long time. She wanted to die,
too. She often spoke of it. But she never
mentioned suicide. Her courage was too
high for that. Though she suffered all the
time, more and more, and was depressed,
and couldn’t seem to rise above it, she
went on as best she could.

My school life 1in those earliest days
didn’t seem to make much impression on
me. | have no distinct impression of
any of my teachers, or my school mates.

I had one little playmate, though, to
whom | was devoted. He was a little boy
who lived 1n the same house with me. I
think his name was Johnny. He was
several years younger than I was and I
used to take him to school with me, and
fight the boys if they bothered him. I
could lick any boy my size. Ny right was
quite famous. My right arm was de-
veloped from pitching so much.

One day after school I was alone 1n our
house upstairs when I heard a terrible
noise downstairs. For aminute it curdled
my blood, then I ran down wildly. John-
ny had gone too near the fire and his
clothes had caught and were burning and
he was screaming with pain and fright.
His mother was standing there, wringing
her hands and screaming, too, like a
crazy woman and not doing a thing.

WhenIcametearingin Johnnyscreamed
““Clara, Clara, help me.” He ran over
and jumped 1nto my arms.

HAD just enough sense to know what

to do. I laid him on the floor and rolled
him up 1n the carpet and tried the best I
could to put the fire out. The poor little
fellow struggled and screamed all the
time.

[ shouted for his mother to get a doctor
and she ran out. I stayed alone with
Johnny, holding him in my arms rolled
up in the carpet and trying to soothe
him and quiet him. I was crying all the
time myself and pretty nearly crazy, too.
[ seemed to feel the fire on my own flesh,
and every time he cried out it seemed to
me I couldn’t bear 1t any more.

Every advertisement in PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is guaranteed.
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The doctor came. He couldn’t do any-
thing. The little fellow died in my arms.
He was just—just all burned up, that’s all.
[ tried to pray then, begging God nort to
let him suffer like that. The last thing he
said was ‘‘Clara—Clara—"

When I knew he was dead I went up-
stairs and cried for hours. I have never
cried but once like that since. That was
when my mother died. It seemed to me
that life was just too terrible to be borne.
When my mother came in I was asleep.
I had cried myself into complete exhaus-
tion, and I was ill for several weeks. The
shock had been too much. For months I
used to wake up and think I heard that
little fellow calling ‘‘Clara—Clara—help
me.”’ Things like that are terrible for a
little child to go through—I was only

about eight or nine, I guess.

S T got older, I played with the boys
more and more. I still wasan awfully
plain kid. I was shy and nervous around

girls. They were always hurting my feel- |

ings and I thought they were silly any-
way. [ wore plain clothes and kept my
hair tied back out of my tace. I was as
good at any game as any of the boys. And
just as strong. They always accepted me
as though I had been one of themselves.

We used to skate together and play
baseball and all sorts of rough games in
the street and I never felt there was any
difference between us. At night some-
tumes we would build a bonfire and sit
around it after we had skated awhile,and
the boys never noticed me. They talked
about everything just like they were
alone. That was where I learned what
bovs really think. I knew how they
judged girls. I knew which ones they
could kiss and how they made fun of
them. I was mighty glad they didn't
think I was a sissy. I'd do any darn
thing to prove I wasn’t. We used to hop
rides on trucks and get lost and do all
sorts of crazy stunts. They let me take
care of myself, too, just like I'd been
another boy. Once I hopped a ride on
behind a big fire engine. I got a lot of
credit from the gang for that.

LI this time my mother was growing

more 1ll. She had always been sub-
ject to fainting spells and they grew
gradually worse. They weren’t fits and
they weren’t regular fainting spells. Often
they would happen two or three times a
day, and then maybe she would be free
from them for a long time. When she
felt them coming on she would look at me
so pathetically. Like a woman caught in
some trap. Then her eyes would grow
glassy and she would start to gasp for
breath. It was just as though she were
being strangled. She would fight and
hght for breath.

Usually I was alone with her, and I
would run to her and massage her throat
to try to make her breathing easier. 1'd
say, ‘‘Mother, mother, don’t—please
don’t.”” When father was there some-
times we’'d cry together, because it is
terrible to see someone you love sufler
like that and not be able to help them.

We never had much money, you know,
and so we couldn’t consult any specialists.
Our own doctor told us it was a nervous
disease. My father said her mother had
once told him that when she was a child

When
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Three simple steps will give your nails this perfect shape

@0 you long

- lovely

ovals,

‘ Pelfec‘c llalf moons?

Now there is a simple
way anyone can jfollow

HAT a lovely thing a beautiful

hand 1s! Slender, graceful . . .
the nails perfectly shaped, with
beautiful crescent half moons.

Such loveliness comes only with
the proper care of the cuticle. Before
the nails can be shaped to deep ovals,
this tiny rim of skin must be freed
from the nail and the shreds of dead
cuticle removed. Because frequent
washing tends to dry and roughen the
cuticle, you must restore the missing
oils. Here are the three steps—so easy
to follow:

First—Twist a bit of cotton around an
orange stick and -wet with Cutex Curticle
Remover. Work around the nail base

gently. Now every shred of dead cuticle
can be just wiped away.

Second— Apply generously the delight-
ful new Cutex Cuticle O1l, pressing the
cuticle back gently. This leaves the nails

[ enclose 10c for samples
of Cuticle Remover, O1l,
Cream, Powder Polish, Or-
ange Stick, Cotton and

almond shaped, with lovely graceful half
moons. And it keeps the nails from
getting brittle.

Third— After the polishing, as a final
step, smooth the new Cutex Cuticle
Cream into the cuticle and the whole
finger, in a gentle downward massage.

A bit of Cinderella magic this simple
way seems, so smooth and shapely
does it leave your nails, so graceful
vour whole hand! Cutex 1s on sale
everywhere. Each 1item 1s 35c.

Northam Warren, New York, London, Parls.

Perfectly shaped nails give the hands
aristocratic slenderness

Northam Warren, Dept. Q0-2,
114 West 17th St., New York

Emery Board. In Canada,
address Dept. QQ-2, 1101

St. Alexander St., Montreal.

vou write to advertisers please mention PTHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE.



Once the beautiful Renee Adoree has been

seen, she can never be forgotten. A queen

of pantomsme, this M. G. M. star expresses

each delicate shade of emotion in her eyes
that shine like stars.

Instantly!

Eves that were dull
are beautiful

LUMBERING in the depths

of your eyes is bewitching
beauty which awakens with the
magic touch of Winx.

Withcut the slightest hint of
artificiality thiswonderful Liquid
Lash Dressing bestows on lashes
soft texture and beauty. And it

1S so easy to apply!

Do this: Cover the lashes with
Winx, using the dainty little
plume. Then with a soft brush,
flick the top lashes upward and
the lower lashes downward. And
instantly!...your eyes shine like
stars. A stray tear...a cinder...
You are always safe. Because
Winx is waterproof and lasting.
It is harmless.

Remove Winx this way: Pat cold
creamonthe lashes...then gently
remove it with a cloth moistened
in tepid water...and Winx comes
off with the cream.

To reveal the beauty that hides ‘
in your eyes, insist upon Winx —
the originator of the modewhich
1s sweeping the
world of fashion.
Your choice of
black or brown —
75¢c complete. At
all toilet goods
counters. At all
drug stores.

|
ROSS COMPANY (
(
|

——

243 West 17th Street
New York City

WINX

The Original Waterproof Liquid Lash Dressing
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- a tomboy.

- give a darn about clothes or looks.

| take the place of what I had lost.

she had a bad fall on her head. When I

was four years old she fell again, on the
stairs, and 1t opened up the old scar.
They had to take stitches in it. Probably
advanced brain specialists today would
tell us that that had a lot to do with 1it.
Perhaps they might have helped her, but
we didn’t know what to do.

Of course when she was having her bad
times I had to do most of the house work
and the washing and cooking. Father
had had a lot of bad luck. Everything
seemed to break against him. He worked
as a carpenter or an electrician, or at any
odd jobs that he could get to do. Every-
thing seemed to go wrong for him, poor
darling. He wanted so much to do more
for us and he worked so hard, but just
bad luck followed him all the time. So I
had to do the best I could taking care of
mother and the house, but I wasn’t very
good at 1t. I never had any knack about
housework, or cooking. 1 got to be a
prettv expert nurse for mother, but it
always frightened me when she got bad
and I dreaded seeing her suffer.

HEN T first started to the Bayside
High School in Brooklyn, I was still
I wore sweaters and cld skirts
[ didn’t

| only

made over from my mother’s.

wanted to play with the boys.

I guess I was about fourteen or maybe
fifteen when my mother had quite a long
spell of being almost herself. Her health
was better and things brightened up quite
a good deal. Then she began to take a
little interest in my clothes and my looks.
She combed my hair a new way, so the
curls fell around my face, and she made
me a pretty dress, that was cut i1n at the
waist and showed pretty plainly that I
wasn't a boy after all.

Right away there was a change in the
boys’ attitude toward me. Oh, I was
heart-broken. I couldn’t understand it.
I didn’t want to be treated like a girl.

There was one boy I knew who had al-
ways been my pal. We always fought
each other’s battles and he used to catch
on the baseball team 1 pitched for.
Well, one night when we’d been out skat-
ing, he kissed me on the way home.

[ wasn’t sore. I didn’t get indignant.
| was horrified and hurt. It seemed to me

|-that the end of everything had come. 1

knew now that I could never go back to
being a tomboy. The boys wouldn’t let
me. They’d always liked me so well, I'd
always been their favorite. Not to kiss or
be sweet on, but because I was game and
could run fast and take care of myself.
They’d always liked me better than those
sissy girls that put powder on their noses.
Now that was over. No matter how
much I wanted to be a tomboy still, I
couldn’t. The boys wouldn’t let me.

WASN’T ready for the dawning of
womanhood, for the things that would
I'd
been cast out by my pals. The girls still

| made fun of me for being a tomboy. 1

was absolutely alone.

I had never liked to study. I was just
skimming along because I was naturally
quick, but I never opened a book and the
teachers were always down on me. 1
don’t blame them. I guess I must have
looked pretty hopeless. But I often think

| now, when I have come of myself to
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realize how I love reading, how much I
want to know things, that itjwasn’t all my
fault. If they had made me see what I
see now, by myself, I know I would have
been good.

In this lonesome time, when I wasn’t
much of anything and hadn’t anybody
except Dad, who was away most of the
time, I had one haven of refuge. Just one
place where I could go and forget the
misery and gloom of home, the loneliness
and heartache of school.

That was to the motion pictures. I
can never repay them what they gave me.

I’D save and save and beg Dad for a
little money, and every cent of it went
into the box office of a motion picture
theater. For the first time in my life I
knew that there was beauty in the world.
For the first time I saw distant lands,
serene, lovely homes, romance, nobility,
glamour.

My whole heart was afire, and my love
was the motion picture. Not just the
people of the screen, but everything that
magic silversheet could represent to a
lonely, starved, unhappy child. Wally
Reid was my first sweetheart, though I
never saw him except on the screen. He
was Sir Galahad in all his glory. 1 wor-
shipped Mary Pickford. How kind and
gentle and loving she was. Mavbe there
were people like that in the world.

A great ambition began to unfold in me.
I kept it hidden for fear of being laughed
at. 1 felt myself how ridiculous it was.
Why, I wasn’t even pretty. 1 was a
square, awkward, funny-faced kid. But
all the same I knew I wanted to be a
motion picture actress. And I can say
one thing, right here. If I have had suc-
cess beyond my own greatest dreams, it
may be that 1t is the reward for the pur-
ity of my motive when 1 first dreamed
that dream. For I truly didn’t think of
tame or money or anything like that. 1
just thought of how beautiful it all was
and how wonderful i1t must be to do for
people what pictures were doing.

‘One day I saw in a paper an announce-
ment of a contest. Not a beauty contest.
I wouldn’t have dared to enter that. This
said that acting ability, personality,
grace and beauty would be judged in
equal parts.

I WENT to Dad. Shyly, I told him my

dream. He was so kind. He always
understood. He was harassed and miser-
able and overworked, but he was kind
and understanding always.

He gave me a dollar. 1 knew, even
then, what a sacrifice it was to him. 1
went down to a little cheap photographer
in Brooklyn and he took two pictures of
me for that dollar. They were terrible.

Without daring to tell mother, I sent
them 1n to the contest. And sat down to
wait and pray.

No star ever has spoken so frankly,
so bravely about her childhood and
early struggles. No actress has
written more dramatically or truth-
fully about her rise to fame. In the
second installment of her Life Storv,
Clara Bow tells Adela Rogers St.
Johns about her first pathetic efforts
to find a place for herself in the
movies. You won’t want to miss a
word of this great Life Story.
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