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endoubtedly the greatest of living or
dead directors, I still realize what I
owe to Hugh. Natueally, I am fond
of the blond Irlshman, and Le regards
me a great man, with a number of
wellsdefined limitations.

HEN we completeg “Whisper
Island,'” which was our last
dramatio  triumph before
“Lord Jones,” 1 sat In the
projection room looking at the rough
cut and feeling morose unto the point
of  murder, o man  Feliman
sprawled upon an adjoining chalr,"and
we watched 7,000 feet of [first-class
fim and about 300 feet of fight. The
fight was terrible, FHughie knocked
the villain dead, and you knew In
¥Your heart the Llow that Jald the
monster low would not really have In-
Jured a small child eating |i8 morning
gruel

*Holy Cripes!” Feltman sald in a
low volee. Thie he ropfated feellogly
all during the fight stuf.

“Holy Cripes s correcl,” 1 agreed
solemnly,

It reminds me of a couple of fe-
male Impersonators in mortal combat
I told you to make lim fight, 1 begged
you to make him fight.”

I did what I could,” T replied dis-
mally., "I asked Hugh over and over
to put some zip Into It. He promised
Ko wonld. [ shot that scene three
times, ang (tuls I8 the best T gol”

Feltman theew his violent!y
upon the concrots door and stamped
on it o rese and pawed his way In
the darkness to the door, and 1 fol-
lowed,

cigar

have to
furthes

“Somothing,'” le =ald, "will
be done, This can go no
Every one of Hugh's pletures for the
past vear has had just such a silly
fight, I'm teling you, Dryden. You'll
have to do something about this, or
ono of these days you'll hear bad
newns"

I sat up in bed one mistly morning
alout 2 o'clock, a few daoys after this
and grinned n glad smile at the alarm
wlock.,. Within o weck we wera to be-
gin on *"Lord Jones,” and I had been
fretting mysell plnk over the same
old knot,

MWhat's the matler with you?”* In-
quired tho missus, who I8 a great be-
lLever |in gslng tle night for slumber
and having all your ideas in the day-

time,

“Pye got 10" T stated in a tone of
triumph

vTuen oul e Tght,! e lady re-
auestod.  “You may have it, but 1
don’t want (1, nor do 1 wish to hear it
at s moment™

I did a8 requoestad, bheentse In Call-
fornin nowhere ls true mit so lttle
app wed as Ia the bosom ¢ one's
hiome -

The next mdrning at 10 1 halted

Julle Howard in front of her dressing
room,

sOme into the offiee,”™ 1 sald beisklv,
*Imiportant.”

“Very well” Julle
My, and she's one cheerful young per-
son. Y[t is ysual to say ‘please’ when
addressing n lady.” -

1 sild Uplease,” and we entered my
private boudoir, which was formerly
a storehouse for synthetic dlephants
and peenery, 1 closed the
dour

“You love Hugh, don't you?' I In-
quired, gnd it was a falr guestion, be-
eanse they were engaged, and every
one knew It, Julie Is a diminutive
teading lady with rope-colored halr
and an cncouraging smile. She had
played gpposite Hugh in six of his last
fourteen pletiees,

“1 1o, she repiied, staring at me in
some concern, *“but why clog the
wheels of progress and drag me in Lo
ask such n fool question on a nlee
morning?”

“Some day you want him to be the
foremost male atar in the movies,
don't you?” 1 continued, and Julle
bobhied hes attractive head.

“Good. You know, aa we all know,
that NLi# fights bave been bloomers.
Everybody is criticlsing them., If we
want to make better pletures with
Hugh, we've got to Ao something
about the fights, and ybu can help
me.”

“How?" Julle asked,

“et Hughle mad. I have figured
out a scheme to rouse his angry pas-
slons. He never went into a fight yet
wben hp was roaring mad, and that's

answertd chece-

deceepit

what | want him to be,
depend on you, Julle"

"How?' she amsked again,
Indian.

"Go to Hugh angd tell him you want
to break your engagement.”

The Ilady surveyed me In cold
amazement, “Break our engngement
What for?”

"Tell Hughle that you no longer love
him; that you are now older ~and
plainly see that you cannot ever care
for hlm as a wife should, and that

consequently you will not marry him.
Talk very sensibly about it, and when

he nsks you If there is another man,
as he will, bew your head and tell
him there g

"Who might this other man be?”
Julie Inquired with faint sarcasm.

"Sidney Hoppor,” I eeturned, “and
there's your jolly littie scheme in &
nutshell, Sidney ls t(he heavy in 'Lord
Jones,” and It's his last job with the
company. It's your duty to avold
Hughie and be nice to Sidney, who, of
course, will never know he has won
your trembling and maldenly heart
rom Hugh'

I'm going to

ke an

ULIE continued to stare nt me as
though 1 were a goldlish with
nine legs that had Jjust been
called to her attention,

The Sidney Hoppor In question, for
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“GET HUGHIE MAD. * ¢ ‘
FIGHT YET WHEN HE WAS ROARING MAD AND THAT'S
WHAT | WANT HIM TO BE."

whom | was cooking up an unmonoto-
nous future, was n second-rate actsr
who suffered from wviolent halluginme
tions about his ability, We pald him
one hundred a week to be Lhe villaln,
because he had a dissolute and wiclked
countenance, gnd looked like n miser-
uble scoundee] without uny make-up
whatever,

He was wholly unreliable, with a
ghronie fondness for rum, and he
spent his nights at the beach In the
Brig Cafe, which was the one spot In
California forbldden to Cines-Torloo
employees by ol man Feltman. Hop-
per was all through with our outfit
and he knéw It and therefore Il was
laying it an a bit to nsk Julle to fall
in love with him, even In pretense.

“Sidney Hopper?' Julle exclaimed.
“How ridlculous!"

“Is it ridiculous?” I reburned, It
it appears that you have glven Hughle
the sack, and have found lovable and
husbandly gualities o Hopper which

g s et S

are Invisible to the rest of us, It may
well be that we ghall see a minor
massacre when we come to the fiat
fight in ‘Lord Jones' That's plaln,
lan't 107"

“"Poerhaps,” she sald, “but If I 414
agree to thils plece of nonsense, what
Is there to keep Hugh from larruping
Hopper without waiting for the cam-
era? He might, you know."

“ know Hughle, He will go quletly
away and gloom himself half to death.
He will sink Into a smoldering, sllent
grouch. I'll guarantea thors will ba
no physical violence until the proper
time comes. Hughle |8 no longshore-
man.*

“It's asking a groat deal of a girl,”
she sald. *“Think of breaking with

. Hugh for that drunken little boast of

a Hopper.”
“Think of the picture, You want
it to be a good picture, don't you?"
“All right' Julle sald. "Tll do my
best to help you, Steve. I want Hugh
to get ahead, but I'm warning you
now, If any trouble comes of all this
it is cotirely up to you'™
“Palr enough,” [ said buoyantly,
patting hor on the shoulder. “You're
a nlece little girl”
We began shooting
the 834 of January and

along eayly and

“Lord Jones" on
It skimmed
without untoward

HE NEVER WENT INTO A

incldent, Following

Gur  usunl  cus-
tom, we were evarylhing hbut the
saloon stufl, wIlllph we saved for the
lust, because the saloon was the

soene of the serimmage bhetween Lord
Jones and Ceeil Titherlngton, the in-
sufferable scoundrel played by Sidney
Hopper. It Is always good judgment
to shoot your Oght stuff at the very
end. In cage your star lnadvertently
had his features erased by a moving
chuir, he can thel go away and grow
a new set and no harm done.

I watched Hugh Foley to see how
my scheme worked and, somewhal to
my surprise, he went wlong with lis
dally work In W's ususl serene muon-
ner. [ Jooked for slgns of distress
over losing Julle, but there was nury
n Eign, After a duy or two | spoke
to her.

“Waoll,” T demandel
oft the engagement?”

"l dld" not,” she replied, “"What's
the use of dolng It now? You're a long

“did you broak

‘glve In.

"puther

way from the end of this plcture, and
that fight scene comes last. Why not
let me walt and tell Hugh just a day
o= two Dbefore he fights Sldney?” .

This was a new angle. 1 wanted to
work up a slow, petulant grouch, but
Julle inststed that she certainly would
not tell Hughle such an outrageous
falsehood and have him all upset for
weeks. 1 finally gave In. I had to
That's one of the things
about women. They will do what you
want, but they do it In thelr own
way and in their own sweet lime,

We ground steadily away at “Lord
Jones,” moking very good speed, and
having no troubtile at all, exoept that
Sidney Hopper mcted rather nasty at
times, and sneered along through his
part, He know that It was his final
ploture and that he waa being fired
because of his aleoholle habits, Felt-
man had already notified him that i1n
future we would try to struggle on
without him. .

When we cleared up everything ex-
cept the =aloon brawl, 1 began work-
ing out the details, It was to start
off with n general free-for-all battle,
in which a dozen members of the com-
pany would do thelr best to simulate
a gang fight. After the lessér scoun-
drelg bad beon drlven from the scens,
Lord Jones wns to have hia.<chance at
the villaln, who “Qesceved overything
he was going to get.

We started the general and
the mob worked well and qulekly. I
wuoungd up the fighting about noun on
AMonday, and we spent the afternoon
preparing for Hugh's big fight with
HHopper, to

battie

which 1 expected shoot

gome time Tocsday,

RECALL that during the last days

of the “Lord Jones” pleture 1 was

not a graclons and pleasing objeot
to the human eye, because of a
slight aeceident in my own home, 1
think it was on the Saturday night
preceding our final week with the ple-
ture that the missus roused me from
a deserved slumber about 3 la the
morning and bade me walk hurriedly
into the kitchen and fill the hol-water
botile,

1 scrambied out of bed, started for
the kitchen In a staggering line, and
wilked directly into the end of tha
bedroom door, T hit the part you
slways hit when you walk into a door
at night, namely, vour head. The door
wns n strong, solid plece of architec-
ture, and my first lmpression wns that
I had been killed and would be bLurled
alter a decent My wskull must
be us thick as people have sald, be-
but in the
the sole survi-

walt

cause 1 lived through i
morning [
vor of some ferrible raliroad wrecks
My fore an indentation, as
though somebody had started to hew
his way theough w ith an ax. My nose
skinned very thoroughly, My
prominent c¢heek Dbone  was
chipped a bit, and my right eye was

blue und closed as a Pittsburgh

resembled

hend hnd

wns

s
galoon,

1 accnsed missus of trying to
murder me for the Insurance, but she
migcely remarked that at my age a
man ought to be able to find his way
round a flve-room bungalow with
doors everywhere, Sunday my features
spent the time getting worse to look
at, and on Monday, when I strolled
into the studio, 1 encountered Jimmy
ean, the bhoss property man.

“Ah, ha!" Jimmy sald, grinning at
me. “First you ssssed the man and
then he slammed yon"

I walked on to the office, and Lhree
times I was forced to listenm to low
insults from the hired hands., Julle
Howard came along, looked at my
mussed-up features and began to
smile. “Why, Steve,” she sald. "How
ever did it happend?”’

“A door,” 1 snapped. "Huave you told
Hugh yet about that engagement
thing " -

She shook her head,

the

“Wo =hoot the fight to-muivow, [
went on, “You know that, don't you?
If you're going to help this picture,
you'll tell Hugh Immediately, Of
course If you want us lo make an-
pther of those crumby fights, why,
fon't tell liim,

syvery well,” she sald slowly, “if

I have to, I suppose I must"

“Yes, and you ought to have told
Lim a week ogo' 1 sald sourly, “"Hows
over, it isn't too lete yet. Tell him
this morning, and then go away somes
where until the saloon stuff is oves”




