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duicide’
Never
Pays

Evelyn Brent,who tried
it twice 1n despair at 1ll

luck, says “DON’T!”

By Ruth Biery

VELYN BRENT has signed a contract with the
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Evelyn Brent, as she looked when she first broke
into motion pictures at Fort Lee. Many heart-
aches were ahead but now Miss Brent is happy.
“It’s taken me twenty-six years but I've gotten

there. Anyone else can do the same thing with-
out being half as foolish”’

It was to be Evelyn’s first day in school in Brooklyn, New

Paramount-Famous-Lasky organization. It is not York. She was fourteen vears old, but felt many years older

the usual Hollywood six months make-good-if-you-
can proposition, but a straight one year dotted-line

understanding, with options for
the four years thereafter. And
when we tell you that one thou-
sand dollars of Evelyn’s salary
automatically goes into a trust
fund each week, where she has no
opportunity to spend it, you will
realize that here is one of the few
girls in this movie-mad city who
1s not worrying about the ques-
tion ‘“Are the Stars Doomed?”
She 1i1s financially inde-
pendent.

Probably there are some who
will sigh with envy as they read
this statement. As I sat with her
in that luxurious own-your-own
apartment, with its chic, novel
appointments, I, myself, thought,
“Well, here, at least, is one girl
who has been thoroughly lucky.
One girl who will not need sym-
pathy or tears of understanding.”’

Ah, how premature, such a
feeling.

I wonder if there are any
folk in the Cinema City, who
really do not need sympathy and
understanding? Certainly not the
dark-eyed, black bobbed Evelyn
of this story.

She sat very still, a diminutive
figure in dull gray, as she told us
the facts of her life which have
never before been told to any
human being.

Now Evelyn Brent is happy with a new

year’s contract—with options for four

more years. You will next see her oppo-

site Adolphe Menjou in ‘““‘A Date With
a Duchess”’

as she stooped to kiss her little grandmother and pale, worn-out
mother goodbye in that nondescript apartment which they had

taken upon  their arrival from
Florida a few months before.

‘““Remember, Evelyn,’”” her
mother’s voice broke as she
whispered, ‘“we want our girl to
have the same education and ad-
vantages, as though father had
lived to protect her.”

Evelyn nodded, and rushed
down to the street before anything
more could be added. As long as
she was in sight of those second
story windows, she hurried; but as
soon asshe had rounded the corner,
her pace slackened. Her mind
began to work over her family
problems.

“There’s no use of my going to
school,’” she argued. “‘I'm going
tohavetoworksoonerorlater. It
might as well be sooner. er

cGee; ifegiis piynny.. . Her
mind skipped back a few years.
Daddy busy with his hkorses;
mother happy with her house-
keeping; she, herself, running
about under the great palms of
a Florida city. Always the same
until that one day. Then— Why
did such things have to happen?
She could see mother, now,
working happily in the kitchen.
Father was in the stables. The
door opened. A group of men
entered—laid down the body of
her [ CONTINUED ON PAGE 120 ]
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The Way You

Remove
COLD CREAM

is the important thing, say beauty
experts . . . this new method is
both dainty and inexpensive.

7-Day Test Free

KIN specialists find that careless re-

moval of cold cream i1s often respon-
sible for sallow skin, clogged pores,
unsightly blemishes.

Cold cream cloths, old linen and other
unsanitary makeshifts are giving way to
a new method—fresh, dainty and eco-
nomical, too.

Kleenex ’Kerchiets are delicate tissues,
thin as gossamer and soft as cotton,
made just for the purpose of removing
make-up thoroughly, effectively. They
absorb all surface oils, leaving the skin
radiant, glowing. You use them once,
then discard. Laundry bills are lowered,
towels are saved (for cold cream ruins
towels, you know).

Because this method is both delight-
fully convenient and economical, stars of
stage and screen have adopted it in amaz-
ing numbers. You, too, will find it best.
Buy a package of Kleenex now and see.

FOR COLDS

For colds, Kleenex ’Kerchiefs eliminate damp

handkerchiefs, possible reinfection and irri-

tation. You use them once, then discard them.
Absorbent, non-irritating, economical.

KLEENEX

ABSORBENT
KERCHIEFS

At all drug and toilet goods counters

In 2 size packages (sheets 00 1q. in.) ]nrrudttrmry s1ze
(generous supply) 25¢.  Regular size (230 sheets) 50¢

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii
------------------------
--------------------
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: KLEENEX CO., PH-5
_ Lake-Michlgan Bldg,, Chicago, I1l.
Please pend sample of Kleenex "Kerchiefs. '
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over night. Well, this old writer girl put me
in it. She had to ficht for me; and prob’ly
wouldn’t have cut the buck, if it hadn’t been
that the director was pulling like hell to land
his sweetie (another extra, like myself) for
the feminine lead. My sweet mama played me
acainst the director’s patootie—and we boll
cut 7#! The director O. K.’d me—my little
scenario scribbler O. K.’d Angel-Face. Presto!
Stars over night, both of us. That's history.”

D’Almonde suddenly appeared to lapse into
a retrospective mood. He sat limply slumped
eves staring straight ahead. ‘‘Get him out
of it, boy!” I to myself.

“Smoke up,”’ I said, stepping over to him
and sticking the cigarette between his lips.

“Thanks,” mumbled Vincent, rolling his
eves up at me as I gave him a light. “What
was I telling you? Oh, yes, about that break of
mine. Well, what I was getting at 1s this—I
told you that I was just plain dumb.

“This little writer friend of mine was wor-
ried about me being an extra for a couple of
years. She made me change my name from
Tony Luchetti to what it 1s. We did every-
thing we could to cover up my ‘past,” and
thought we had it pretty well done, when
some louse from the publicity department of
one of the studios sends me prints of about two
dozen ‘stills’ with this pan of mine looming up
more conspicuous than even the principals!

“D’ vy’ get the slant? That boy wanted
money for ’em—plenty jack! I was just
boob enough to think that it would do me
some good to shove this mush of mine up in
front of the camera every time I got a chance.
This egg threatened to spill the beansif I didn’t
come across, and buy the negatives.”

“Did you?”’ I asked.

“No, I didu’t; but it cost my scenario mama
one thousand round berries for ‘em! There
was a lot of publicity out about me being a
new ‘find’ from Buenos Aires. What the hell
else was there to do?

“There you are, Big Boy,” concluded
Vincent. “Does that prove what I said about
being dumb? I’ll say, plenty!™

“You didn’t need to prove it to me,”’ I re-
joined, “‘and as an actor, I think you are a
perfect imitation of a large slice of cheese.”™

“Yeah?—is that so?”’ came back D’ Almonde,
with wrinkled nose and lowered lids. ““Well,
I'll tellya, Slim. I've read some of your stuff,
and as a writer, I think youare an A-1 stewer of
tripe! So I guess we're fifty-fifty on that
admiration stuff.”

Time was shoving on towards noon. “One
thing more,” I reauested. “You dearly love
your wife, and your home life 1s very, very
happy, is it not?”

VINCENT sat bolt upright, and gazed at me
with the reproachful eyes of a chastised dog.

“Now, wait a minute, fella,” he said. “I've
been on the up-and-up with you, ain’t I? I've
civen you cold turkey on a lotta things, ain’t
I1? Well then, be regular and lay off that stuff.

“You know the whole world understands that
I am the shining example of an 1deally married
star. My contract states that any time I go
haywire, or the wife goes haywire, I'm out of
a job.

““So show some appreciation for what I been
telling you, and lay off that stuff.”

“But semeone loves your wife!” I ventured.

“Well then, why not let—"’

““And you love someone—2"’

‘““Say! just one more question like that, and
a sock in the nose for you, ink slinger! I'll . . .”

Of a sudden D’Almonde’s ferocious aspect
deserted him; and he slumped back into that
odd brooding mood—eyes fixed, body limp.

Scribbling ““ Thanks for the Interview’ upon
a slip of paper, I inserted it between the fingers
of his inert hand, in substitution for the ciga-
rette that was burning there, and, pocketing
my notes, stole quietly away from the Garden
of Truth.

Suicide Never Pays

| CONTINUED FROM PAGE 33 ]

father. Not a word was spoken. Just her
mother's cry—then her mother’'s prostrate
body on top of her father’s.

Those long months of mother’s illness. Of
course, she was better now. She knew Evelyn
and her grandmother. She knew what she was
doing. The New York doctors had helped,
but even they said there would come another
time, when mother would be unable to re-
member.

“FT"HERLE’S no use. They won’t tell me. But

I know there’s darned little money. And
neither of them can work. It’s up to me.
Besides, I want to be an actress!”’

So,1nstead of going to school, as mother and
grandmother had intended, the fourteen-year-
old youngster hurried to the offices of the
various casting directors in New York City.
And because she was plucky and shrewd and
pretty and would work for five dollars a day
at anything offered, she became one of the
steady extras at the World Film company at
l‘ort Lee, across the Hudson from the big city.

“But there’s always a day of reckoning,”
the twenty-six year Evelyn told me as she re-
counted the studio wanderings of the fourteen-
year-old voungster. “They decided to give me
a contract at twenty-five dollars a week. But
instead of telling me about it, they wrote me a
letter. Mother opened it. She went down to
the school and found I had never been present.
When I came home, they asked me, and, not
knowing, I lied like a trooper.” '

[ovelyn hesitated to tell about the scene
which followed. Tt wasn’t a pretty picture.
Mother and grandmother hurt and discouraged
because their little girl should scorn an educa-

tion; Evelyn proud and disdainful, displaying
the money she had been saving. Finally, they
all went to the studio where she had been
working. And that visit won her her first life
battle. She became, permanently, a motion
picture actress.

It was fortunate, indeed. For only a few
weeks later, the little mother’s mind forgot
acain: and the grandmother, heartbroken and
ill, passed to a land where there are no troubles.

“T had exactly forty dollars left after grand-
mother was buried,” she told me. ‘““And
mother—well, mother loved violets. T used to
bring her some every time I could afford it.
One day I came in to find she had gotten hold
of a violet colored silk cord. She was tying it
around her neck. I had to take her up to a
farm house in Connecticut, where there was a
doctor who could look after her every minute.

FEW months later, the little mother went
to join the grandmother and the husband,
where Evelyn knew she would be more happy.
There came a slump in the motion picture
profession. The girl with whom she shared a
seven-dollar a week room became discouraged
and married a man who had a steady position.
“TI did play one lead at this time. With
.ionel Barrymore in ‘Millionaire’s Double.’
It was absolutely the happiest day of my life—
and my last job for many months,’” she added.
“T took a test for Selznick for a dramatic
part. But they said T hadn’t enough expe-
rience and hired Martha Mansfield. That
seemed my last chance. There seemed nothing
whatever left for me.”
[Evelyn hesitated a moment at this point of
her story.

Every advertisement in PIIOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is guaranteed.
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Teeth may be
flashing white

STIEL:. .
Pyorrbea attacks

“Pneumonia and pleurisy followed. I
didn’t have any money at all. A friend of
crandmother’s had taken me to her house. But
I didn’t like that. I was used to earning my
own living. All that I asked of life was to be

a dramatic actress—and that seemed {for-

bidden.

“The doctors had given me morphine. I
took the whole bottle. A stomach pump was
all I got for my trouble!”

LL she got—at the moment. But a month
later, the woman with whom she was living
sailed for France and took Evelyn with her.

“That was the most carefree time of my life!
We lived in the French quarters and saw only
French people.

“Oh, the Irench people, the real middle-
class French people, know how to be always
happy.”

Came time to return to the home-country.
Two weeks in England was scheduled. And
there, fate began playing with the life of
Evelyn.

She was dining in the Piccadilly hotel one
afternoon when she met the famous Maurice,
the dancer. Now, of course, men are always
attracted by Evelyn. Maurice was no ex-
ception. When he found she was an actress,
he exclaimed, “I know an American producer
who’s tied himself into knots hunting for an
American girl for his play. I'm going to tell
him about you.”

Although Evelyn insisted to both Maurice
and the producer that she knew nothing of
stage-craft, she was given the part—and stole
the show in the bargain.

The leading man was working in a motion
picture, between performances. Ivelyn went
with him and in a few days was making three
hundred fifty dollars a week between the two
occupations.

“My, but I thought I was wealthy!” she
laughed a little. I made fourteen pictures in
[England, saved up quite a lot of money and
thoucht my life was straight sailing—but, I
fell in love!”

Another almost imperceptible pause 1n her
recitation.

“He was a married man. It was hopeless
from the very beginning. He had a wife and
children. Although he had not been living
with them for some time, what could I offer in
comparison? I wouldn’t give up my career
for any man living. Oh, it was just no use.

" Among some of the young moderns,
the anklet takes the place of the
engagement ring. Sue Carol wears
a platinum anklet, but she denies
that it means she is going to marry

Nick Stuart

O long as you neglect to
combat dread Pyorrhea,
health is jeopardized.

This grim foe which ignores
the teeth and attacks the gums
takes as its victims 4 out of 5 after
forty and thousands younger.

Take this precaution: See
your dentist every SiX months.
And start using Forhan’s for the
Gums, today.

As a dentifrice alone, you
would prefer it. Without the use
of harsh abrasives, it helps to
keep teeth clean and restore
their natural whiteness. Also it
protects them against acids

which cause decay.

But Forhan’s 1s more than an
ordinary dentifrice. If used regu-
larly and in time, it helps to firm
gums and keeps them sound and
healthy. And Pyorrhea seldom
attacks healthy gums.

Get a tube of Forhan’s today!
Use this dentifrice everymorning
and night. Massage your gums
daily with it, following directions
in booklet that comes with tube.
This good habit is health insur-
ance. Two sizes— 35c¢ and 60c.

Formula of R. J. Forban, D. D. S.
Forhan Company, New York

Forhans for the gums

YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS

When you write to advertisers please mention PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE.

w2 |



—C

- " = ' = - .1,*-,
R STl s
e

1 & e o &
- ] -h. & 1 = @
Y _F‘ o A -..‘,,_"‘-"" -

rinsing dust from your hands

or face. You put a bit of the
perfumed liquid De Miracle on a
piece of cotton, you touch it to the
undesirable hairs of underarm, limb,
neck or face. Then, just a quick
rinse with pure, warm water — and
your skin is fresh, clean and delight-
ful—absolutely free of the slight-
est marring shadow of hair. It

IT'S just as easy and pleasant as

DeMiracle

REMOVES

is so natural, so womanly, so easy !

De Miracle is guaranteed to sat-
isfy and is sold at all toilet goods
counters in three sizes, 60c, $1.00
and $2.00.

If yvou have any difficulty in ob-
taining De Miracle, order from
us, inclosing $1.00. De Miracle,
Dept. 45, 138 West 14th Street
New York City.

HAIR
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Ayl

Lovely skin ~
and so ’ =

quichly.

Nadinola Bleaching Cream
will transform yourcomplex-
ion—bring you new fascina- -.
tion, alluring beauty. Just fol- :
low the simpledirectionsinevery
package—see your skin grow
smoother, whiter, lovelier,day by day. Watch freckles
pimples, roughness and muddy-sallow color give way
quickly to radiant, healthy new loveliness.

Nadinola brings up the hidden beauty that lies be-
low the darkened, weather-roughened surface of your
skin. No tiresome waiting for results, no disappoint-
ments. Nadinola contains the surest, most powerful
skin-whitening ingredients known—vetitcannot harm
the most delicate skin. Positive, written, money-back
guarantee 1n every package.

Begin tomght with this famous wonder-working
cream! AL good drug stores and toilet counters, $1. If
your druggist cannotsupply youwith Nadinola Bleach-
ing Cream, mail the coupon below. We willsend 1t at
once rjrt_'rjilifl—“'il_}l NENerous H:imph: of Nadine Face
Powder and valuable, free beauty booklet. Send no
money—just pay postman $1 on delivery. Send the
coupon NOW!

eNadinola Bleacking Cream

DEPT. 25, NATIONAL TOILET CO,
Paris, Tenn.
Please send me, postage prepald , extra-large jarof N adi-

nola Bleaching Cream with directions and money-back
guaranice. 1 will Pay posiiuan &1 upon receipt of order.

|||||||||||||||||||||||||||
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White Slippers

. . . that give you
confidence . . . chic!

When summer suns smile,

white slippers should be im-
peccably smart. Fastidious
women choose Cinderella Kid

+  White to keep them so. Kid
| White never yellows slippers.
£ It cleans and preserves the

finish. Slippers look new in-
definitely.

If your dealer hasn’t it,
send for a free sample.

EVERETT & BARRON CO.
Providence Rhode Island

To Restore Loveliness
to Footwear

e

But it was the first time I had been in love.
I told him he must go. He went to America to
oget away from me.

“Funny, how one heartache leads to another,
isn’'t 1it? He had no more than gone, when
there came a slump in the English productions.
They couldn't compete with the Americans.
[ couldn’t find a thing to do. Finally, there
came a chance on the stage. It was my last
hope.

“On the fourth day—1I caught cold. All T
can remember 1s getting home. They found
me on the floor of the bathroom, six hours
later, unconscious.’’

Pneumonia, pleurisy and, this time, rheuma-
tism with 1t. IEaster Sunday was to be
Iovelyn’s last day, according to the physicians.
But again she defied the fates. Four weeks in
the country with a trained nurse, and she re-
turned to London without a penny left of her
savings.

AND the day she returned, a cablegram in-
formed her that the man she had loved had
died in New York City.

She was thin, 1ll, haggard. The legitimate
stage did not want her. The motion pictures
were still closed.

What was there left for her?

“I took 10dine this time. I didn’t know that
a person cannot swallow enough iodine to kill
them. Another illness was all I had this time
for my trouble!

“America! I wanted to get back to my
own country. But boats cost money. I didn’t
know which way to turn.

““And the very next day after I decided I
must get home, some way, an agent called up
and asked if I'd like to play a part in a picture
that the Cunard line was going to make on a
ship going to America. Would I Iike? They
gave me fifty pounds and my passage to New
York City. And you know the rest of my
story.”’

Yes, we know the rest. Douglas Fairbanks
had seen one of her English pictures in his
projection room in Hollywood and determined
he would like her for his leading lady. When
he found she was in New York City, doing
extra work again, he signed her on a contract
and brought her to California. Then, for a
whole year, she didn’t play in a picture!
Perhaps this was the most heart-breaking
point of Evelyn’s entire life story. In the
meantime she had met and marned B. F.
[Fineman, an executive at Paramount-Famous-
Lasky; but her heart yearned to continue her
attempts to become a real dramatic actress.
I'inally, her husband secured her release from
her contract and Evelyn began Hollywood
freelancing.

“And to show how experiences dove-tail
together,”” Evelyn concluded. ‘“Von Stern-
berg had been an assistant something-or-other
in England. I didn’t remember him, but for-
tunately, he remembered me. He insisted on
having me for the lead in ‘Underworld’ with
George Bancroft, which, after twelve years,
was my first real break in pictures.”

NO, Evelyn is no longer Mrs. Iineman. But
she and Mr. Fineman are seen lunching to-
cether at least once a week in the Cinema City.
‘“He 1is still my best friend. We just get along
better as friends than we do as husband and
wife,”” was her candid explanation.

“If you want to geta moral outof my story,”
she added, as she uncurled herself from the
cushioned chair, in which she had been hali-
hiding, while she was talking, ‘“just say that
suicide doesn’t pay. It’s foolish. Everytime
[ tried it, the next day something splendid
happened. You get just so low in life, and then
something good is sure to happen. Suicide
doesn’t help any. If you succeed. you passout
and never know the break that is just around
the corner; if you don’t, you’re downright
sick and feel like a dumb-bell for causing so
much trouble. It’s taken me twenty-six years,
but I've gotten there and I’'m happy. Anyone
else can do the same thing without being hali
as foolish.”

lvery advertisement in PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is puaranteed.
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