Tom tries to throw

the bull 1n “Quo
Vadis,” but the bull

sees him first and
throws the whole
company.
Our hero loses his
youthful faith in
history and dumb
animals

FTER I had been paid S500 by a movin’ picture

concern for bulldoggin’ a buftalo which really

bulldogged himself an’ which I wrote about 1n

the last chapter, the million dollars 1 was a
seekin’ didn’t seem so far away.

As a voung feller I used to hear cattlemen in Texas an’
Oklahoma talk in what seemed to me like big figures,
but they were a bunch of handshakers compared to the
conversation of the movin’ picture folks I was now a
stringin’ along with. An’, it's the same way yet—time
hasn't improved 'em or cut down the verbal overhead.

George Walwrath, business manager of the concern,
would mention S75,000 or $100,000 1n the same tones a
coupl’a cowhands would discuss a coupl’a stray steers.
| used to wonder, an’ 1 still wonder, where the movin’
picture folks went to school to be able to count up as
high as they can.

[ got to thinkin’ along this line an’ wondered what I'd
do if someone would come along an’ pay me my million
—who'd count it so I'd know it was all there? I just
reckoned 1'd better keep close to the movie people, for
if anybody could count it they could.

One day I got to estimatin’ how much a million dollars
in gold would weigh. Without slate or pencil, Wal-
wrath studied a moment an’ told me 1t would be about
4000 pounds.

“If,” says 1, "a good pack horse can carry 250
pounds without discomfort or gettin’ a sore back, how

many horses will 1t take to carry a million dollars?

HS
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Illustrated by
Russell Patterson

Walwrath slanted his eye at a big white cloud and

figured. ‘““Tom.”’ says he, “are you a aimin’ to freight
your million back toTexas when you getit?”’ *“‘Sure,” I
told him, ‘“‘that’ll be the only safe way.” ‘“Well,” he
says, ‘‘'you got to go out an’ buy sixteen horses besides
the one you're ridin’. Each horse can carry about
$60,000.” “That’s fine,” I told him, ““then I'd only
lose $60,000 1if one of 'em got away or twice that if
they stampeded.”

The movie man advised that I let the bank transport
the million. That sounded like foolish talk to me, be-
cause 1f they sent it to Texas, they'd have to have
guards an’ | telt that if there was any better guard for
a million dollars belongin’ to me than me, I didn't
know his name.

I might say at this point that freightin’ a million dol-
lars in gold to Texas overland, wouldn’'t be any more
dangerous or hazardous than tryin’ to hang on to a
million 1in Hollywood, once you got it. I know, because
I plead guilty to havin’ one an’ also workin’ in Holly-
wood.

A man today with a million has a lot of so-called
friends who are worse than the worst hold-up men that
Texas or Oklahoma ever knew. I've been offered in-
vestments on more ground floors than there are acres in
Texas. 1 always remembered that the other feller had



““As Ursus I got him by the horns an’ the wrasslin’
commenced. About this time the old black bull

came bustin’ out of his pen with the spotted bull
behind”’

the bargain first, an’ that's why I still got my million—

mebbe a little more.

In the meantime ‘‘Dad’ Turner, the director, the
leadin’” woman, leadin’ man and others 1n the buftalo
picture had gone to Chicago. I sure hated to see Miss
Stedman go. She promised to write, although now 1
come to think of i1t, she never did. I never saw the
buttalo picture, but I heard the bulldoggin’ scene saved
it.

The company which was to make “Ouo Vadis” an’ for
which | was hired to play Ursus, an’ rescue the maiden
from the wild bullls horns, would arrive in a few days,
so Walwrath, the business manager, said. Meantime
me an’ him rode over to Ponca City an’ picked up four
bulls. He said we must have fierce ones.

It I had had more sense an’ remembered 1t was me
who was a goin’ to wrassle with 'em, I'd a picked a
different lot, especially a big black one I bought, vet I
rode 50 miles out of my way just to buy that old black
bull because of his mean reputation.

We drove the four bulls over to Mike Cunyan'’s place,
where we had made the buffalo picture, havin’ rented
it for the new film. About this time the new director
arrived. He gave me his [CONTINUED ON PAGE 117]

Wisdom Tom Mix Learned
in Making His Million

“Freightin’ a million dollars in gold to Texas
overland wouldn’t be any more dangerous than
trying to hang on to a million in Hollywood,
once you got it.”’

"*A man today with a million has a lot of so-
called friends who are worse than the toughest
holdup men that Texas or Oklahoma ever knew."”’

"*This director didn’'t know much, which rule.
I might stick in about here, still holds good with
most of the moving picture directors at the pres-
ent time—there are a few exceptions, but few.
If you doubt this, talk to a couple of 'em.”’

“*There ain’t no million in pictures with
wolves, buffalos or wild bulls any more. 1 de-
cided that I would have to have elephants,
hippopotamuses and rhinoceroses to get in the
Big Money.”’
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| CONTINUED FROM PAGE 69 |

card. It read:
Mr. A. B. Chatsworth Macaulay,
Piccadilly Club, London.

This gent was the Englishiest English-
man | have ever seen, even up to now an’
[’'ve been 1in England. He had words
which no one could understand, an’ accent
that no one could imitate, an’ clothes
which no one else would wear. He ar-
rived in the first pair of English ridin’
breeches any of us had ever seen, flappy
an’ baggy at the sides.

\Whether the public knows 1t or not,
strange as it may secm, there i1sn’t a thing
about a cowpuncher’s clothes that hasn’t
some use—everything he wears 1s there
for a purpose. You can tell from his
clothes where a cowhand 1s from, as each
cattle section from the bleak ranges of
Alberta an’ Saskatchewan, the Montanas
an’ Dakotas, on down i1nto Colorado,
Oklahoma an’ Texas, has hats, shirts,
coats, chaps, boots an’ even saddles, par-
ticularly adaptable to that section.

HE new director’s clothes was some-

thin’ wonderful to behold an’ me an’
a lot of the other cowboys wasted a lot of
time a arguin’ about 'em an’ why.

Mr. Macaulay, of London, lost no time
in tellin’ us that he was a nephew of a
bird named Macaulay who, he said, was
a great essayist an’ who had wrote the
most used an’ most popular guide book
about England. He seemed surprised
when he found none of us had ever read it
which wasn’t surprisin’ when none of us
had any idea of goin’ there. I slipped it to
him as funny that a grown up man would
be a writin’ essays, since my sister started
to write 'em when she was only eleven
years old while attendin’ district school in
Texas.

One day we went to the depot an’ met
the members of the company just arrived
from Chicago. The new girl was Miss
Peggy Blevins, black haired, black eyed,
trim figure an’ quite nifty lookin’. She
got my vote from the start. Two davs
after she got in I quit watchin’ the post-
office for the letter from Miss Stedman.

HE leadin’ gent signed F. Frank

Frayne on the hotel register an’ with
him was a nice, fine lookin’ middle aged
man who wrote down George W. Coul-
dock, an’ who, Ifound, camefromafamily
of great actors.

Frayne was a good lookin’ chap but
seemed terribly out of place in Oklahoma,
while old man Couldock fitted in an’ in a
week could borrow cigaret papers an’
tobacco from anyone.

Miss Peggy Blevins didn’t know much
about horseback ridin’, but in a week 1
had her a gallopin’ around with the best
of ’em.

Before I get any further, I'd like to put
in an’ say that Miss Blevins today is the
wife of a prominent lawyer in Twin Falls,
Montana.

I still hear from her an’ we have always
exchanged Christmas cards.

A recent picture shows she’s a keepin’
her good looks an’ nifty style. The
movies lost a fine girl when she got mar-
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H. B. Warner, featured in Cecil B. De Mille Productions

The “Silent Drama”

The cinema 1s often referred to as the “silent
drama.”

The actors must get along without the pow-
erful influence of the “spoken word.”

They are forced to substitute eye appeal
for ear appeal. This includes physical actions,

facial expressions—and DRESS.

The leading actors of the screen are careful
to obey the dictates of fashion and good
taste. In scenes depicting business or social
life—wherever the occasion demands—they

invariably wear STARCHED COLLARS.

ARROW Starched (UOLLARS

Cluett, Peabody & Co., Inc.
ARROW SHIRTS. COLLARS, UNDERWEAR, HANDKERCHIEFS

When you write to advertisers please mention I'HOTOPLAY MAGAZINE.



Jhe WOMEN who

One woman in 3 hundred pos-
sesses this dangerous power. She 1s envied,
hated, feared—by other women. And she has
alwayvs been a mystery. You study her—and are
amazed, bewildered. For you can {ruthfully say
“I don't understand what men seein her."”
But vou want to know the secret—with all vour
heart. You want the “"dangerous power,” It is
not that you desire to be the siren type. If you
could fascinate men at will, vou would use vour
power within reason. WWell, then, you may; for at
last thesecretisknown. Lucille Young,the world's
foremost beauty expert, will give you the ‘‘dane
gerous power' '—give it to you free.

Nature’s Greatest Mystery Unveiled
All yvour unavailing study of fascinating women,
vour failure to succeed by like methods is easily
explained. Nature has never desired a race of
women, all fascinating. Her plan is for limiled
charm. She hassaid, "'I'll give women just enough
attraction to marry, and mate.”” But to a few
women she has said, *‘1'll give the dangerous power
of complete fascination.”
You know that this is nature’s plan—though yvou
may never have thought of it in just this way.
Instead vou have been puzzled. You have seen
fascinating women possessed of no more than aver-
age looks—some that you may have considered
homely. You have seen women with poor figures
outshine women with perfect figures. You have
seen women of refinement cast into the shadow by
coarser women. You have heard of ‘‘sex appeal,”
yvet vou know that thousands of women have re-
sorted to physical charms as the main reliance—
with inevitable failure.
Strangest of all, you may have known some dan-
gerously fascinating woman as a friend—known
that she was willing to give vou her secrets. But
she could not. For Nature, most cleverly, hasmade
her natural sirens blind to their own methods.

One Woman in All the World Can Tell Y ou

Amazing, perhaps, but—so far as it is known—
Lucille Youngistheonewomanin all the world who
knows the complelesecret of fascination. A certain
amount of beauty is indispensable. This beauty
Lucille Young gives you through her methods—
admittedly the most effectivein the world—used by
scores of thousands of women.

But more than beauty is absolutely necessary.
Countless beautiful women are not fascinating—
hardly attractive—as every woman knows.

>0 Lucille Young gives you also the very inmost of
Nature'ssecretsof fascination. Thesesecrets have
been disclosed by nearly twenty years of study, by
gleaning from countless patrons the hidden ways of
fascination, by analyzing and pulling together.
1Therevelations are startling, mysterious, strange—
things you would never discover yourself.

Women are thrilled as never before—because they in-
stantly recognize that all the secrets they have longed
to know are revealed—that an amazing new life has
been opened up to them. No woman who reads will
again fcar the glren type. She will meet her on her own
ground-—Dbe as irresistible as any woman living. And
remember, whatever your present appearance, Lucille
Young Methods will give the necessary beauty.

Find Out Free of All Cost or Obligation. So mar-
velous are the pmmi;-u:ti of complete fﬂﬂtiﬂiltifjll. that
Lucille Young 18 willing to convince vou at her oun
risk. Simply mail the coupon for her booklet—the most
amazing thing you have ever read—and it will be sent

free and without the slightest f 7

obligation.
964 Lucille Young Bldg., Chicago

FREE

r-------_----------_-
LUCILILE YOUNG,

1964 L.ucille Young Building, Chicago, Illinois.
Without cost or obligation of any kind, send me
-i,-nu; iree book. 1 want to read and understand
acille Young's Discoveries. The postage is to
be prepald by Lucille Young.,

HE siren type—the woman who fascinates
men af wsll.

Name

e e o w v E R E @ m o w  m— i . R S — e e W O = F F . o= F B

Street Address, ..

e e e Wy —————————

U)o, et SRR U T S PG RAT - 5 (. P
-L-----—-—-—-- — - . -

r-

J“a.fa‘hate MEN

l

ried an’ started housekeepin’ an’ I hope
she reads what I’'m a writin’ about her.

Old man Couldock an’ me became great
friends. Once in New York, a few years
before he died, Mr. Couldock took me
over to the Players Club, in Gramercy
Square, an’ introduced me to John Drew,
Francis Wilson, David Belasco, Steel

| - § w ’
Mackaye, William Faversham an’ a lot

of actor folks. In those days stage play-
ers didn’t think much of us movie folks—
[ reckon they don’t now—an’ I suppose
my callin’ didn’t make much impression
on them, but I’ve sure remembered ‘em
an’ what a fine lot of gentlemen they was
an’ how nice they treated me.

NE day up comes Mr. A. B. Chats-
worth Macaulay an’ says, ‘“So you're
Ursus?”

“No,” says I, “you’ve got me wrong
I'm Tom Mix.” He said I didn’t under-
stand. He looked over my arms an’

shoulders. -
“An’ you think you can throw a bull?

says he. : S
“T don’t think anything about it,”" I

told him, “‘since I’ve throwed more of 'em

than you an’ your folks’ neighbors over
in London will ever see.”

“But,” he kept on, ‘“‘you got to break
this bull’s neck, did any one tell you about
that?”” That made laugh since 1n bull-
dogein’ contests it’s against the rule to
break the animal’s neck—it’'s a heap
easier to break the steer’s neck than not
to—only I didn’t tell him that.

“Well,”” he says, ‘“‘you got a great part
in this picture—best in the story. You
break this bull’s neck an’ do it right an’
there’s millions for you in the movin’ pic-
ture business.” That sounded good,
since [ was only a needin’ one. |

Macaulay wasn’t a bad sort of gent as
gents go, only he didn't know much—
which rule, I might stick in about here,
still holds good with most of the movin’
picture directors at the present time—
there are some exceptions, but few.

If you doubt this talk to a couple of 'em
sometime. Get ’em off pictures an’ see
what they know about things in general.
Their talk on anything except movin’ pic-
tures is just about as valuable as the ad-
vice that comes from a gent who has
stood the raise and then drawed one too
many cards.

ECAUSE of the way it started out, we

soon switched Mr. A. B. Chatsworth
Macaulay’s name 1n “A.B.C.,” an’
finally it drifted into ““Alphabet” an’ he
didn’t seem to mind.

It was about this time that old man
Couldock gave me a book to read. It was
“Ouo Vadis,” the picture we was to make.
The book was wrote by a gent whose name
no one in the outht could pronounce ex-
cept Mr. Couldock an’ the director. 1
tried to read the boolk but it was too
tough for me. The names of the people
in 1t were worse than the author’s.

[ got more’'n a hundred pages 1n it an’
when Ursus hadn’t showed up yet, I
commenced to doubt that he meant much
to the picture, but Mr. Couldock turned
over the pages an’ read me the chapter
where Ursus rescues Lygia, who was to
be Miss Blevins, from the horns of the
wild bull while Nero looked on, an’ it
sure sounded great.
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[ told him that the bull was just as good
as dead.

Mr. Couldock said he was to be
Petronius an’ young Mr. Frayne the
Vinicius of the story—the girl’s sweet-
heart, while I was Ursus, the real bull-
doggin’ an’ rescuin’ gent of the outfit.
[.ater, a few of the cowhands around there
cot picked for small parts an’ lots more of
'em were used 1in the big scenes as
populace.

R. COULDOCK said that notwith-

standin’ the fact the other bird was
the sweetheart, everything depended on
me—if I let the bull get the best of it, the
play was shot.

‘‘No matter what the rest of us play,”
my old friend told me, ‘““you’re the big
show an’ don’t let anyone kid you that
you're not. I don’t know what money
you're gettin’ but nail all you can—it’s
worth a lot to do what you're a plannin’.”

“If T succeed I suppose there’s millions
in the game for me?”’” I wanted to know.

“Sure,” says he, “it's the greatest
chance a man ever had in the pictures.”

So by this time they had me pretty well
steamed up, an’ | was buzzin’ around like
a side-winder rattlesnake in the desert.

['ve always been one of those tellers
that tries to think things out in advance,
an’ so I got an i1dea. I told Mr. Wal-
wrath, the business man, that if he didn’t
mind I'd like to drive the four bulls over
on another pasture where they'd get
better grazin’ an’ be wilder when the
time came as it wasn’t doin’ ’em any good
havin’ so many folks around. You see,
we'd bought four bulls to get one good
one.

My real idea in gettin’ the bulls out of
the way was to do a little rehearsin’ on
my own account an’ find out which of 'em
was the real mean one—that bein’ the one
that wasn’t goin’ to get his neck broke.
The bull that was goin’ to make up with
me was the bull selected for the great
honor.

LPHABET MACAUILAY had ex-

plained to me they wasagoin’ to put a
dummy on the bull’s horns, only a usin’
the girl for some close-up shots, so I hunt-
ed up some old clothes, stuffed ’em with
straw an’ made me a dummy. Next morn-
in’, before sunup, I roped the old black
bull an’ after much effort managed to get
the dummy strapped on his neck. He got
up, lookin’ kind of dazed, shook the
dummy a little an’ then calmly resumed
grazin’. Plainly, he didn’t propose to be
annoyed.

Next mornin’, I tried the red an’ white
spotted bull with the dummy. The way
he cut up was somethin’ awful an’ which,
I igured, would earn him a ticket to the
stockyards 1n Kansas City, so far as [ was
concerned. I watched my chance, how-
ever, an’ grabbed him by the horns to see
how he’d turn out. I wrassled around for
a time an’ decided if the worst came to the
worst, I could throw him, although it
would be a tough job. But the lettin’ go
wasn’t so easy, so I decided that in the
next rehearsal, I'd better have help.

So it was that next mornin’, I took with
me Colorado Cotton, one of the best
ropers that ever hoolied a steer in any
man’s cow country. Incidental, I might
say, Cotton is one of the cowhands who is

Every advertisement in PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is guaranteed.
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Sallow, muddy skin often comes from a condition that
may easily be prevented.

goin’ with me this summer to the Argen-
tine, to make some pictures. Someone
told Cotton he couldn’t rope a llama, an’
he don’t believe it. Cotton’s part of the
wild bull rehearsin’ was to step in at any
time | needed help an’ rope the bull so I
could get away.

HE white bull didn’t make half the

fuss we expected. But the red bull was
the boy. Him an’ the dummyv just
couldn’t get along. He wasn’t interested
in movin’ pictures or the folks who made
'em, had never heard of Nero or Caesar
an’ didn’t want to know ’em. [ felt it
in my bones he was goin’ to hate Mr. A. B.
Chatsworth Macaulay. I was the Nine-
teenth Amendment in cowland with that
bull.

“Cotton,”” says I, ““which one of these
Oklahoma critters would you pick to
bulldog?” He allowed he’d choose the
white an’ lay off the black an’ the spotted
one. ‘‘T'hat black bull 1s a actin’ simple
to throw you off,”” advised Cotton, “black
cattle 1s always treacherous, an’ that there
black bull will think up some way to do
you a heap of dirt.”” Anyway, I had a
feelin” by this time that when Mr.
Ursus, of Rome, got into the ring an’ was
introduced by the announcer, everything
would be okey.

About this time a coupl’a movin’ pic-
ture carpenters came in from Chicago an’
started to build the sets. They put up
long rows of houses with funny columns
in front of ’em, which they said were
Roman residences an’ one the Forum.
Then they built a big corral with high
tiers of seats which Alphabet told me was
the Roman Circus, an’ where me an’ the
bull would have our dispute.

HE day before the shootin’ was to com-

mence, my old friend Mike Cunyan
rode over from Ponca City. “Tom,” savs
he, ‘“‘you ain’t aimin’ to let ’em start this
picture in the dark of the moon, are you?
You ought to know that it’s the worst
kind of bad luck.” If a man ever uttered
a prophecy, 1t was Mike Cunyan, only
none of us knew 1t. \We went over and
drawed Alphabet Macaulay’s attention to
the situation, but he said the dark of the
moon talk was foolish an’ the picture
would start accordin’ to schedule.

The first trouble came when the ward-
robe bess started to dress up a lot of cow-
hands who'd been hired at S3 a day, as
Roman soldiers an’ citizens. He give 'em
some funny clothes which he said were
togas, loose and roomy kind of garments.
No one could tell which was front or back.
All came out in 'em a wearin’ their boots,
spurs and Stetson hats. The wardrobe
man said that wouldn’t do. Buster
Gardner, an old time cowhand, put hison
over his chaps an’ refused to take off the
chaps, even if he lost the job. They put
sandals on the men an’ women, some-
thing like a Injun’s moccasin. Around the
men’s heads, they tied bands, about like
the Apaches an’ Arapahoes wear. About
noon, after much argument an’ two hghts,
they got the clothes question straightened
out.

The first scene was where a lot of
Roman soldiers was to ride 1in, a bearin’
of bad news—what the bad news was,
none of us could find out.

“You gentlemen go down there behind
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to sacrifice it on the altar of careless habits!

EAUTY 1s more than skin deep. It lies

much deeper. It is the reflection of

inner health, a state of natural loveliness that
no cosmetic can counterfeit.

Constipation is one of the greatest enemies
of beauty. Physicians say it causes a multi-
tude of ills that impair bodily efficiency and
destroy the loveliness that 1s woman’s right.

One of the chief causes of constipation 1s
lack of bulk in the diet. In most cases con-

stipation can be avoided by eating regularly
the kind of bulk food the body needs.

*Ordinary cases of constipation brought about by
too little bulk in the diet should yield to Post's
Bran Flakes. If your case is abnormal, consult a
competent physician at once and follow his advice.

APOSTS
BRAN
FLAKES

WITH OTHER PARTS OF WHEAT

Post
Health

as an ounce of prevention

Products

Millions of men and women have found
Post’s Bran Flakes the ideal bulk food. Its
flavor 1s so delicious that 1t does not tire the
palate. And normal persons find that eating
itevery day guards them against constipation,

Make this two weeks’ test

Constipation must not be neglected!® Start
our two weeks’ test now. Mail the coupon for
a sample which will show how delicious this
health food 1s. Or, better still, order a pack-
age of Post’s Bran Flakes from your grocer.

Start the test by eating it for breakfast
with milk or cream. Eat it every day for two
weeks. Vary the dish, if}ou like, with fresh
or preserved fruits. Use it in tasty muffins
and bran bread.

We predict that after two weeks you will
find that Post’s Bran Flakes has acted as a
natural regulator and you will notice a great
difference in the way you feel.

Then follow the example of millions of

healthy people who eat it every morning.
© 1928, P. Co., Inc.

-------------------------------------------

SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE PACKAGE :
Depr. B1648

.  Postum Company, Inc.
.  Battle Creek, Mich.

' Please send me your free booklet and a
+ sample package of Post’s Bran Flakes, so I
+ can see how good it tastes.

-------------------------------------------------------------------

YOULLL “IAKE BRAN""
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“My DEAR, I've never SEEN your
SKIN look so SOFT and SATiny! What
DID you DO—have your FACE lifted?
You say you only use KISSproof FACE
POWDER? I've NEVER seen ANYthing
LIKE it! It CERtainly makes you look years
YOUNGer, my dear! Let me TRY some
of that MAgic POWder imMEDiately!”

Kissproof is a new type of face powder
made from a secret formula imported
from France. That's why it gives skin a
new, soft, satiny tone that could never
before be obtained with any other face

powder.

Kissproof stays on!

But unlike ordinary face powder, Kissproof
doesn't wear off like a first love affair! It is aptly
called the Extra Hour Powder—it clings hours
longer than any face powder you've ever used!

We urge vou to see what NEW SKIN this Extra
Hour Powder will give YOU! Most French Pow-
ders of its tvpe sell for $5.00 a box, but Kissproof
can be obtained at your favorite toilet goods coun-
ter for only $1.00. 1f you would like to try before
buving, send for Kissproof Treasure Chest.

[MAGIC FACE P

makes skin new, soft, satiny!
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Send for
Kissproof Treasure Chest!

As a Special Introductory Offer we will send
you a darling Loose Powder Vanity of Kissproof
Face Powder; a genuine Kissproof Lipstick in
brass case; a Kissproof Compact Rouge complete
with mirror and puff; a dainty package of Kiss-
proof Paste Rouge; a bottle of Delica-Brow with
camel’s hair brush for applyving; all for coupon
below and only 30c! Not stingy samples but a
whole month’s supply of each—the full size pack-
ages would cost over $3.00! Ideal for week-ends

or your hand bag.

Please act promptly — send coupon NOW!!
Find out for yourself what genuine Kissproof
Beauty Aids will do; what ordinary unnatural
cosmetics will NEVER do! Kissproof are youth’s
own beauty aids—made to enhance NATURAL
youthful beauty. And how they ST'AY ON!

Kissproof cosmetics on sale at all toilet goods counters

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER

Kissproof, Inc., Dept. 1254
3012 Clybourn Avenue, Chicago, Il

For 30c enclosed (stamps or coins) send me Kissproof
Treasure Chest as outlined above.
Beauty Booklet.

Include 16-page

I use—
Flesh White Brunette
Ivory Face Powder. Check which.

SUBSCRIBE FOR PHOTOPLAY

YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION:
$3.00 Canada; $3.50 to foreign countries.
or express money order.

€2.50 in the United States, its dependencies, Mexico and Cuba:
Remittance should be made by check, or postal
Use the convenient Subscription Blank on Page 124.
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Ends Paring
Corns or Calluses

Stops all pain in 3 seconds

'I‘(JITJH the most painful corn with this
amazing liquid, In three seconds all the
pain 18 gone. Acts like an anesthetic. You
wear tight shoes, dance, walk again in comfort!

NO paring or cutting—that is dangerous.
Hf‘.Hith:H fhl: corn thi-n comes l';urzl{. T]Iis way
loosens 1t. Soon you peel the whole corn off
with your fingers—Ilike dead skin. Works alike
on corns or calluses,

Professional dancers by the score use this
method. Doctors approve it as safe and gentle.
Milhons employ it to gain quick relief. There
12 no other hike it.

Ask for " Getg-It" at your druggist. Money
back if not delighted. There are imitations.
Be sure to get the genuine.

“GETS-IT”

World’'s
Fastest Way

DO YOU REALLY KNOW

WHAT HAPPENS

WHEN YOU DIE?

HAVE YOU LOVED ONES WHO
HAVE GONE BEYOND?

Do you know what Science has Actually
Discovered of the Spiritual World?

Here is a book with a wonderful message
for you because it tells what has really
been demonstrated concerning LIFE
beyond ‘‘physical death.”

“THE GREAT KNOWN”

By J. E. Richardson, TK.

(Harmonic Series)

A book of vital interest to YOU if you are seeking
FACTS about the Life to Come—if you have loved ones
who have passed beyond. 34 Chapters including fascinat-
ing, up-to-date, reliable information on such matters as:
SPIRITUAL SIGHT: RIGHT AND WRONG METH-
ODS OF COMMUNICATION WITH SPIRITUAL
WORLD: DREAMS: SEX PROBLEMS: SPIRITUAL
LIFE: PSYCHIC EFFECT OF SUICIDLE: WHEN
DEATH BEGINS: CREMATION: REINCARNA-
TION and many other KNOWN and PROVEN facts.
420 pages; 512x8 14 inches; cloth bound; gold die stamped.

EXAMINE IT FREE!

Mall coupon; the book will be sent at once. Read it 5
days. If you find it vitally interesting and inspiring, send

only 383. Otherwise return the book. Use Coupon
RIGHT NOW

PIONEER PRESS. Publishers,

| Desk K. Hollvywood, California.

Please send me a copy of “"THE GREAT KNOWN"
by J. E. Richardson, TK, on approval. I agree to send
3 or return the book in 5 days.
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those cottonwoods,” yelled Alphabet,

| “an’ come in toward the camera, where

yvou meet the Centurion, an’ tell him the

| bad news.”’

“But I ain’t got no bad news to tell
him,” explained Buster, who was leader
of the bunch, "‘unless you want me to
tell him”—Herman Nolan a bein’ the
Centurion—""that thev got out a warrant
for him today 1n Guthrie for disturbin’
the peace, an’ which is a fact, the deputy
sherifft a comin’ up in the mornin’ after
him—shall I tell him that? If I do, he’ll
light out, pronto.”

“All right, tell him,” says Alphabet,
“‘an’ be sure when you come in to ride
pell mell,”” only he pronounced it pall mall.

BUSTER, Cotton, Slim Johnson an’ Tex
rode away for about a hundred yards.
Then they stopped an’ huddled like a
bunch of football plavers. Leavin’ the
rest, Buster an’ Cotton rode slowly back,
an’ called Mike Cunyan over.

“Mike,” says Buster, ‘‘you been a
livin’ 1n Oklahoma a long time an’ what’s
this pall mall style of ridin’? I kin ride a
cow pony or a buckin’ horse; I kin ride
bareback an’ me an’ Cotton kin ride
double, as his horse is broke to it an’
mine ain’'t. If anybody’s been a ridin’ this
pall mall way down here in Oklahoma or
in T'exas, where I come from, I ain’t see
him to do it. Us boys is willin’ to try it,
but some bird’s got to show us how it

| goes, first.”

Mike an’ me went over to Alphabet,
who says, “for one to ride pell mell, one
must ride dashingly.” “‘All right,” says]|,
“aslongasonemustridethataway, Cotton
can do 1t, but how’ll the rest ride?”” ‘‘The
same way,  says he.

Mike Cunyan went back an’ acted as
interpreter. ‘““What the gent wants,” says
Mike, “i1s for you boys to come in like
you're on your last mile to Curley Mec-
Bride's saloon, that bein’ the place you’re
a headin’ for.”” The boys went down be-
hind the cottonwoods an’ rode back
whoopin’ as loud as they could whoop.
Alphabet says it won’t do as they must
come 1n solemn like, since they're a
bearin’ bad news.

“How the hell can a man ride the last
mile to Curley’s place without whoopin’?”’
Tex Riley wanted to know, “I been down
here a long time an’ I ain’t seen it done
yet.”’

THE scene was finally made. Then a
row broke out between R. Frank
Frayne, the leadin’ gent, and E. Burdette
Boardman, the deputy assistant villain, as
to who had the right to wear the biggest
wreath. Alphabet settled that by makin’
them both the same size. At this point a

| cowhand rode up with a telegram for

Alphabet Macaulay. It was from the
town marshal in Ponca, who said he had
just locked up a bird named William
Ellis, who said he’d been fetched from
Kansas City to play Nero. Nero, the
marshal said, was drunk an’ disorderly,
an’ was bail a comin’ for him? “De-
cidedly not,” declares Alphabet after
talkin’ to Walwrath. “Ellis got hisself in,
let Ellis get hisself out.” Then they
drafted Buster Gardner in to play Nero,
but they had to promise him $1.50 a dav
extra to take off his chaps, wear the purple
clothes an’ wreath an’ sit in the grand

Every advertisement in PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE is guaranteed.



PHOTOPLAY MAGAZINE—ADVERTISING SECTION

stand box. He kept on his boots an’
spurs. They started Buster in with a
close-up.

“Look out there, Nero,” yells Alphabet,
“look out there, an’ vou see a lot of wild
beasts a eatin’ up Christians—do you see
,EIn.f'l

“No, I don’t see ’em, an’ what’s more,’
says Buster a declarin’ himself, ‘“‘they
ain’t a goin’ to be no Christians et up
with me a sittin’ here. Besides you ain’t
got no wild beasts an’ there ain’t no
Christians nearer than Ponca City.”” Al-
phabet finally got Buster agreein’ to see
things an’ we was gettin’ along great.
Day by day we made scenes, hoppin’
first to one place an’ then another. It
was so mixed up I didn’t think anyone
knew how anything was, but Chuck
Hartman, the cameraman, said he did
and everything was okey.

HE next day we had a scene where a

lot of cowboys an’ ranch women were
in the circus grand stand all dressed up
like they was Romans an’ Augustans,
whoever they were. They was supposed to
be a seein’ me a fightin’ the bull with Miss
Peggy Blevins tied to its horns an’ settin’
the girl free. That eminent citizen of
Great Britain, Mr. A. B. Chatsworth
Macaulay, had distributed little type
written strips of paper among the folksin
the grand stand an’ which they was sup-
posed to shout as a protest to Nero
Gardner, who 1t seems wanted the girl
killed. The three words they had to
shout, as written on the slips were:

Ahenobarbus! — Matricide!
—Incendiary!

Well, sir, what those cowhands an’
ranch folks called those words was just
somethin’ awful. The nearest anyone
knew about what the words meant was
when Hank Emrick got arrested for
settin’ fire to John Porter’s hay ricks,
south of Ponca, an’ he was charged with
bein’ one of those words.
knew there was nothin’ about Nero’s
settin’ fire to hay ricks. Later, I learned
that this Nero gent had got on a drunk an’
set fire to the town. In view of the way
they called those three words, i1t's a
mighty good thing they didn’t have no
vitaphone in those days to record the
scene.

HAT same day Alphabet made four
close-ups of Peggy Blevins an’ one of

R. Frank Frayne, the leadin’ man. That
same night Frayne give in his notice an’
announced himself a leavin’ for Chicago in
the mornin’. By promisin’ Mr. Frayne
five close-upsthe next day and buc one for
Miss Blevins, the leadin’ gent recon-
sidered an’ stayed in the cast. For four
days we had to lay off because the war
film didn’t get in. Later I learned 1t had
come C.0O.D., an’ Walwrath had trouble
in raisin’ the money. After one day of
shootin’, it started an’ rained steady for
seven days. As soon as it dried up a
little, me an’ Cotton slipped over to re-
hearse the bulls once more an’ finally de-
cided on the white boy for the sacrifice.
The night before the great scene, me an’
Cotton give him his last rehearsal. It
didn’t come out so good. I couldn’t find
my dummy an’ had to make another out
of an old suit of red flannel underwear left

behind in the bunkhouse by Gus Hender- |
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“Could she be

l I

the Helen Brown

used to know?”’

Then you apply the extra
touch — a special rinse — the
“plus”’ that makes this sham-
poo different. Your hair takes
on new gloss—new finish. Its
natural color, now revealed, is

est girl in our set ...

“Hard to believe — but there’s
the announcement in the paper!

.. millionaire—think of 1t/ And
she used to be the drabbest, plain-

enhanced by sparkling lights!
You are reminded faintly of
your childhood’s tresses—soft,
silky — exquisitely fragrant
and lustrous. Now your hair
s worthy of the face it frames!

T happens so often these days! One

day—plainness, drabness, obscurity

— then suddenly — a discovery! Some

little neglect — some slight unaccented

feature! She corrects it. Then — popu-

larity — romance — happiness! Just
like a story in the magazines.

Take Dull Hair, for instance ! Noth-
ing so dims a pretty face — or spoils a
woman’s charm! Yet how easily it is
corrected—just one shampooing will do
it — tonight! — if you use Golden

Glint.

Rich copious lather — faintly tra-
orant — removes the film that hides the
natural color of your hair. T'wo lathers
and your hair is clean, gloriously 1m-
maculate.

You rinse—remove all trace of soap
and your hair will be shades lighter.

Millions today use this mod-
ern ‘‘shampoo-plus.” It brings much of
the skill of the master hairdresser to
your own boudoir. No harsh chemicals
to bleach or change the natural color of
your hair. Just a wondertul shampoo—
plus an extra touch that brings back
youth! Your nearest toilet goods dealer
can supply you. Money back if not de-

lighted.

Golden Glint

the SHAMPOO plus

MAGIC KEY TO YOUTHFUL “"LOCKS"

* * * X *

If you have never before tried Golden Glint
—and your dealer cannot supply it—send 25¢
to J.IW.Kobi Co.,Dept. D, 604 Rainier Ave.,
Seattle, Wash. Please mention dealer’s name
—and if you choose, mention also color and
texture (or send sample) of your hair, and
a letter of valuable advice will be sent you.
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not have to be or become f ?’
too tat, too thin, or 1Ily |
proportioned. It 1s based on
the simplest, best, safest
system o! weight control
known to the medical pPro-
fession. Send for it today.

It's absolutely free. ‘/
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A Charming Figure
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Y THIS amazing system (the result of the Weight
Control Conference held in the N. Y. Academy
of Medicine), you can weigh what you want and

take off or put on weight where desired. Approved
by physicians. Endorsed by thousands. Following
the 3)-Day Program will enable you to take off at
least 10 pounds and convince you that you can be
youthlully slender, perfectly formed.

This Program (complete
with daily menus, exercises,
nstructions) i1s given you by
the makers of the Health-O-
Meter Automatic Scale that
ma<es weizht control easy
and safe. warns you i1f you
are starting to gain or lose.
Procurable at most depart-
ment. hardware, physicians’
supply and drug stores.
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SaeeT Music

SAY "CENTURY"” and get the world's
Best Iodition of the world’s Best Music by
the world's Best Composers. It's 15¢ (20¢
in Canada). 2500 selections for Pianos,

Plano Duos, Violin and Piano, Saxophone,
Mandolin, Guitar and Vocal. Get {ree

catalogue at your dealers, or write us.

ey Century Musie Publishing Co.
e <13 West 40th Street
New York City

of Irritations

You ean have a clear, emooth velvety gkin if you
will only try puare, cooling liquid D. D. D. Soothes
the tissues, quickly driving away pimples, blotches
and other blemishes, HRelieves eczema and similar
gkin irritations Thig healing, etainless liquid pene-
trates the skin and instantly stops itehing. ries
up almost immediately. A 35e trial bottle ig guar-
anteed to prove the meritas of this famous anti-
peptic — or your money back. All drug stores.

D.D.D. JsHsiss
@

Skhin Lotion

son, a cowhand just then a doin’ a three
month’s sojourn in the county jail for
fichtin’ with a squaw. The way the white
bull acted with the red dummy was some-
thin’ terrible, but I figured as the girl
wasn't supposed to have any clothes at
all it would be all right next day.

Early, Cotton an’ me drove the four
bulls over to a little pen on one side of the
set. I told Alphabet we’'d use the white
one. Peggy was on hand to see the
scene an’ slip me a little encouragement
an’ hoped I wouldn’t get hurt. I didn’t
tell her that bulldoggin’ a steer meant
nothin’ more to me than a little exercise,
an’ not an awful lot at that. I wanted
them to think I had a tough job.

HE first shock I got was when they

handed me my costume. It was a piece
of old red blanket to go over one shoulder.
It had been daubed here an’ there with
whice paint in spots. Chuck, the camera-
man, said it would photograph like a
lecopard skin. I had a little pair of trunks
an’ wrapped about my waist was a wide,
red sash. I told A.B.C. that the red
sash wasn’t goin’ to help any, but he 1in-
sisted it go thataway, as red photo-
craphed black an’ 1t was what they
wanted.

Up to now me an’ the white bull was on
cood terms. I'd got him pretty well
centled an’ he discovered gettin’ throwed
didn’t mean much. Of course, I was
aimin’ to break his neck in the scene an’
thought he didn’t know 1t, but i1t seems if
he didn't know 1t, he at least had
SUSPICIONS.

Cotton an’ Buster strapped the dummy
they brought on the bull. It was a pretty
nifty dummy. Alphabet an’ Walwrath
bought 1t from the New York Dry Goods
<mporium in Dewey, where 1t had been
used in the window to put women’s
clothes on. The white bull didn’t make
much objection to the dummy, bein’
used to one by now, but when he saw me
in my clothes—he started an’ what he
didn’t try to do.

Everything was set. The big scene was
On.

In the middle of the circus arena
marched the buil. He stood for a moment
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an’ pawed the ground. Old man Nere
was in his royal box an’ all Rome was a
watchin’ as I walked out in my funny
clothes. I was probably fifty yards away
when the bull gave a snort an’ started
for me. Whatever friendship we might
have once had, was gone. He made that
plain. In a minute I saw what was
wrong. From my dress he thought I was
an Indian.

Down 1n Oklahoma, all cattle grow up
a knowin’ that if they ain’t careful, some
dark night a coupl’a of our native red
men 1s a goin’ to Injun up on him, an’ the
next day there’s goin’ to be beef stew in
a near-by tepee. Oklahoma cattle keep
an eye on Indians, just the same as cats
watch dogs. You see, I'd always played
around this old bull in cowboy clothes an’
now he didn’t know me—took me for an
Indian.

| got him by the horns an’ the wrasslin’
commenced. [ was a doin’ good an’ the
populace was a vyellin’ as ordered by
Alphabet. About this time the old black
bull in the pen saw my red outfit an’ me.
With one bust, he came on through the
pine board fence of the pen an’ headed for
me. Right behind him followed the red
an’ white spotted bull, also a snortin’.

Nero Gardner, in the royal box, stood
up an’ yelled, ““Tom, the black bull is a
comin —get out of the corral if you can.”
Seein’” my danger, Cotton, who was a
wearin’ a toga, chaps, boots an’ spurs an’
a wreath, grabbed a rope an’ jumped into
the arena, aimin’ to rope the black bull.

5 EEP out of there,” yelled Mr. A. B.

Chatsworth  Macaulay, ‘“you’re
spoilin’ the scene—get out of there!” But
Cotton was my friend, an’ made a throw
for the black bull an” missed. By that
time | had the white bull on his knees an’
in a minute more it would have been all
over. Cotton yelled. Ilet go an’beatit for
the fence with the white bull not more’n
a foot behind me.

At this moment, Chuck Hartman made
the mistake of his young lire by a yellin’
at the black bull an’ wavin’ his hat.
\Well, sir, that Oklahoma bull made two
jumps, stuck his horns under Chuck’s
camera an’ with the tripod a hangin’

Natchitoches, La.

It is not often that a woman in her
seventy-fifth year gives expression to
her feeling and writes about the movies.
For the first time in his life, my husband
had bad health about sixteen years ago.
He became very despondent which

naturally reflected upon me. We
rarely left home after his business
hours. My pleasure was to be with
and entertain him. My children sug-
gested we attend the movies. It
worked like a charm. I, too, began to
enjoy myself. Until a month before

his death, we rarely missed a night.
We would return home and discuss
the pictures which gave us so much
pleasure and so many new thoughts.
For some time after his death, I
would not hear of returning to the
movies. But eventually I did and now
I get as much pleasure from them as
I used to. I see at least three pictures
a week. I have really become a movie
fan and, as old as I am, I get many
thrills from the fine acting of the hand-
some young men and women.
Mrs. J. P.
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around his neck started for Oklahoma
City by the way of Bartlesville and Ponca.
Two hundred feet away, he throwed that
camera a hundred feet in the air. When
it came down on the hard sod ground,
what happened to it was terrible.
parts an’ glass lenses were just scattered
all over the prairie. Some of the parts we
never did ind. The camera was a wreck.
Miles of film was blowin’ around between
the arena of the great Roman Circus an’
the Salt Fork of the Canadian River.

An’ that, ladies an’ gentlemen, was the
end of “Quo Vadis”!

If it had been ended as planned an’
hoped, the name of Tom Mix might have
been seen 1n electric lights eight or nine
vears before it finally reached that dig-
nity. It was my great chance. A red
sash spoiled 1it. Still, I like red. Almost
everything I own is painted red.

UR troupe ended up much like an
Uncle Tom’scompany that wentbroke
in Dewey when I was marshalin’ there an’
it got attached. Little Eva married the
sheriff; Topsy got a job in McGurk’s
restaurant; Marks, the lawyer, worked as
a clerk in the town’s best hotel an’ Uncle
Tom, who was a colored man, was porter
in the same place. The only man in the
troupe who couldn’t find something to do
was Simon Legree. He got out of the
state in a box car an’ my assistant shot
the bloodhound.
I had a little money left an’ helped Miss
Blevins get a ticket to Chicago. I'd like

to add i1n here some place that she paid it |

back,; pronto. What I lent to that am-
bassador of good will from England, Mr.
A. B. Chatsworth Macaulay, is still a
owin’. Old man Couldock had money of
his own to get away with. Chuck Hart-
man got as far as Oklahoma City where
he opened a photograph gallery, got
married an’ has since become a very rich
man in the oil business.

HEN came sad news for me. I got sued

for two of the bulls I had bought an’ for
which Mr. Walwrath departed without
settlin’ for, so I had to pay. One of 'em
was the black bull an’ so far as I know,
he’s still at large, somewhere 1n the
State of Oklahoma. I never could find
him. The red one I sold to a butcher. By
the time I got straightened around, my
money was all gone an’ I owed Mike
Cunyan $140.

“Tom, didn’t this movie man tell you
there was millions in the picture busi-
ness?’’ Buster Gardner asked next day.

“He sure did,” I replied, “but there
ain’t no million in pictures with wolves,
buffalos or wild bulls in ’em. You got to
have elephants, hippopotamuses an’
rhinoceroses to get in the big money.”

That gave me an idea.
[TO BE CONTINUED |

NEXT MONTH.:

Through joining up with a big
animal picture in Florida where he
was employed to protect Kathlyn
Williams from wild jungle beasts,

Tom finally reaches Hollywood and
at last gets into the ‘“Big Money.”
He found the human sharks of Holly-
wood worse than the denizens of the
jungle he had been fighting in Florida,
and is greatly amazed thereat.
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HE attractiveness of even the most
beautiful women depends upon the
loveliness of their hair.

The simple, modern styles of today are
effective ONLY when the hair itself is
beautiful.

Luckily, beautiful hair is now easily ob-
tained. It 1ssimply a matter of shampooing.

Proper shampooing makes it soft and
silky. It brings out all the real life and
lustre, all the natural wave and color and
leaves 1t fresh-looking, glossy and bright.

When your hair is dry, dull and heavy,
lifeless, stiff and gummy, and the strands
cling together, and it feels harsh and dis-
agreeable to the touch, it 1s because your
hair has not been shampooed properly.

While your hair must have frequent and
regular washing to keep it beautiful, it
cannot stand the harsh effect of ordinary
soaps. The free alkali in ordinary soaps
soon dries the scalp, makes the hair brittle
and ruins it.

That 1s why thousands of women, every-
where, now use Mulsified cocoanut o1l sham-
poo. This clear, pure and entirely greaseless
product brings out all the real beauty of the
hair and cannot possibly injure. It does not
dry the scalp or make the hair brittle, no
matter how often you use it.

MULSIFIED COCOANUT
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Brings Out All the Natural Life, Wave and
Lustre. Gives that Wonderful Gloss and Silky

Sheen which makes Your Hair so much admired.
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Just wet the hair and scalp in clear, warm
water. Then apply a little Mulsified cocoa-
nut oil shampoo, rubbing it in thoroughly
all over the scalp, and all through the hatr.

A Simple, Easy Method

TWO or three teaspoonfuls make an
abundance of rich, creamy lather, which
cleanses thoroughly and rinses out easily,
removing every particle of dust, dirt and

dandruft.

It keeps the scalp soft and the hair fine
and silky, bright, glossy, fresh-looking and
easy to manage, and makes it fairly sparkle
with new life, gloss and lustre.

You can get Mulsified cocoanut o1l sham-
poo at any drug store or toilet goods count-
er, anywhere in the world.

A 4-ounce bottle should last for months.

OIL SHAMPOO
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