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roofs, and stared with languld discontent
door,

it was & model, T told m¥wmelf, for it
ways & modsl In that high-osilingsd old
where at least two dozen of us tolled at art
many tinkers in their booths. I scarcely know
it was thé Corotllke pear! mist or the humid hothouss
warmth of the workd or the outlandish Moorish
tinkle, but something touched my tired spirit into sud-
den Aprillan lightness. And I hoped that the applican
at my door would be & mirl, a slendsr and Nmpid-eyed
mmwm-uuml.ndﬁthnmhhﬂhlﬁ-'li
seamed only fitting, with all the world yearning and
bursting towmrd the rapture of living, that one’s visitor
should be something ardent-eysd and youthful-bodled,
with the joy of life vallantly burgeoning from her in-
nocent vernal hedgear,

When I opened the door,” however, (nstead of finding
a girl with flowers on her head, I found Richard Deer-
ing with his hat in his band.

1 found the sorriest figure that the tides of life could
wash up on the shores of mischancs, The porriest he
soemad, for hs stood there sudh n wreck of what he
must once have been! He reminded me of a last years
bird's nest

There was somsathing autumnal about the sesdiness

of his attire, about the dingy hat with its abraded bri
about the shiny and thrut"g.ro frgak coat that adorn
the gaunt figure. This figure itself was upstanding and

-

tinued to eat with the studious comosntration of »
bungry child, There were polite hesitations, there ware
half-hearted moments of reluctance, to be suwre. Bui
they were nothing more than & #op to convention. He
ste, in fact, until the taboret top wus as bare &s &
tombsatone. And I saw that my surmise bad not been
wrong. The man was almost famished.

* "I believe, after all,” I said gs I onos more filled his
cup, “that I could use you now and then. But the

trouble i{s I'il only have two or thres weeks mors In
the efty. I'm packing for, a year or mso in Hurope—
and the studio here will be taken by a china painter
from Byracuse,

“I'd be glad of anything,” he humbly acknowlsdged.

“Has it been 8 bad ssason?’ I ventured.

“A terrible season, sir, a terrible season!™ he heat-
odly declared. 1 remembered that every season in that
world of his sesemed to be & terrible one. There were
the stars with Broadway engagements, of course, who
smoked in their clubs and ate thelr suppers In bemir-
rored restaurants and visitad their plotographers and

" telephoned for thelr motorcars, who might be finding
it the best of seasons. They wers having thelr briasf
hour, and when &n actor has his hour all the world
knows about it. But here, I toM mywell, wias ane of
the underdogs, ons of the army about which the out-
slde world hears and knows little, the army of proud-
spirited, easy-golng, empty-handed children who haunt
the beck corners of rooming houses end make the
rounds of the agencles as feverishly and foolishly as
a hyena making the rounds of his cage.

“What's made this a terrible season?™ I ssked.

He turned slowly about and fuced me The lines of
his face deepened. The look 0f revolt about the flaccid
old mouth bsoame almost vinflictive

“The same thing that {s ruining the stage, Sn"™ he

taken & second giass of Madeira that she began to talk

Then she talked with that frankness which 1 have wo°

often remarked in women of the stage whose lives are

lMved In candid and dally contast with men.

She told me more, perhaps, than she had intended.
I am afrald that after I had "“placed” her—and she was
openly disappointed that it was not on the model throne
—I even encouraged her to be communicative. Bhe
talked mostly of her husband, of how hard he had
worksed and how long he had studled She acknowledged,
thanks to the Madelra, that they wera quite at the end
of thelr rope. And Richard had falt so proud of his
art, and was now 20 hopeless about getling an enguge-
ment.

“But why shoyuldn’t he get work?' I maintained, de-
pressed by the thought that such a fine figurs of & man
should find no foothold on the stags of the day, thes
possessor of an art to which years of study must have
wona should find himself of no poasible use in the world

Bhe looked across the studlo at me with her wide
and infantile blus eyes.

“They say Richard's old-timey,” she admitted, with
tha ghost of a slgh, “They all say the day of the ro-
mantic method has gone."

"“"But look at his volce,” T declared, a little at sea a3
to what the romantio method meant. *“Look at the
volume and power he must have tharel™

“Yes, he has a wonderful volos. But #t dosan't seem
the sort they want nowadays. They keep saying It
went very well for the old-fashioned plays. But they
cltim the moving plotures have killed that kind of play,
that the romantlc drama’'s dead now!" <

“It seams to me,"” I mld as I went on with my work,
“thoss moving plcturas have a lot to answer for.”

“Yen, they've thrown a ot of good actors out of
work,” wistfully acknowledged the faded little woman

“But surely, sdmewhenrs,
there must be work for an
Intelligent and willing actor!"

“Richard has tried and
tried But nothlng ever
comes of it. He even had
to gitve up thes dollar houses
Then he tried Shakespears
in the msrodomes, and then
a Hmwatha play be'd work-
ed out for the open-alr ar
cult. But even that fafled|™

"WhyT'

“Everybody seemed to go
to the moving plectures
They sald we were too old-
fashioned and cancelled our
time."

“But what do they mean

by old-fashioned?’ I de-
manded.
“I'm afrald it's rather

hard to describe,” vomplalin-
ed the }lMtle woman. “But
one yegf you've &n engage-
ment and a good part and
get good notioss. Then some-
thing weeems to happen,
pomething you can’t acocount
for., But you wake up and
find the younger peopls are
taking your place, and say-
ing you belong to the older
school and bave had your
dayt™

“But why should ther
say that of your husband?’

"l can't qulte under
stand It all, but they com-
plain that Richard's gestures
are too theatrical, that his
poses are too obvious, They
call [t barmstorming nowa-
days. And it's wecond nature
to Richard now. It's the
only method he knows. He
can't get rid of it!*’

Her faded nnd babylike
smile, &8 she spoke, carried
home to me more polgnantly
than the maost tragia postur-
ing could have done the
actual hopelessness of that

“He was like a crazy man”

wide-shouldersd enough. But evary calamfitous Itne of
it was still eloquant of frultion, of exhaustion, of some-
thing gone to seed. About Its very erectness thers was
something pathetle, something too vooal of the fact

that its valor was factitious. And his volce Iself when
he spoke was funereal, a husky and wintry ghost of a
Florentine cypress top.

“Do you use models? he wistfully ssked. Yes I
pomewhat petulantly reminded myself, I could have
April aftarmoon. But it would have to Bs & Dilthe
lipped Ariel floating in blossomy Jaughter and touched
with the sunny lightness of meadow birda

my
the door knob, for 1 was studying his solemn
Contd T be of service_t " And he the
G o of service to you?’
on 4 calm hopomn-
that carried Its own answer.

“Who sent you to me!’ I temporised,

“No one,"” he acknowledged. "1 was merely looking

“But what,” I Inquired, 'Ys your line?"

Ils seamed puzzled by the question. The great gaunt
:u:a was clouded by & frown of perplexity. He ﬁl

(]
edeptness, but I cut short his gesture,

“"Are you a professional model?"

The funereal eyes were fixed on me as
llnohor dignity, It was llke the wing stir of a caged
cagle.

“I have been on the stage, sir" he solemnly intoned.
T have never posed before, It (s true. But I hoped
—for a ldndred art!"

“It very seldom does, I'm afrald,” was my deliber-
ptely candld and none too encouraging retort.
faoe as he essayed hs courtly bow. :

“I'm sorry to havye troubled you, sir,” he sald. 1

watched him as he turned mournfully away.
There was something so polgnant, so arresting, about
that autwmnal tigure that I found myweelf moved by It
even agalnst my will, Inured as I was to the Impor-
miss him In that blunt manner.

“Will you step inside?’ I found myself saying. And
with & look of wistful wonder he mstepped Into the

volca that made me think of & December wind in &

used & model In that last peari-mist hour of an idle
“SBometimes,” I answered, with hand wstill

question almost automatically, with &

for work, sir."

orth an expostulatory arm, as though to argues

funsreal

black shoulders wers thrust back into r foriorn

that my career as an actor might have equipped me for
here was no resentment on his lean and hungry
It hurt me in some nameless manner to sea him go.

tunities of the needy, I could not find the heart to dis-

studio, He stood there, molemn and gaunt, s blur of

gloom enfiladed by the gaveties of color from my wall

CANVAsEeE,

“Won't you sit down?”’ I sald, motioning him toward
my most comfortable chalr. And he . solemnly weated
himself, placing his hat on the floor bealde him.

“Have you given up the stage?’ 1 asked him, won-

dering just how to begin
“No-0!1" be hesitated. *I have not precisaly givea

it up!™

'?But you prefer posingT" I went on.

"l waa lo for pomething to tide me over, as it
e studied-hl face In the tvocal lght of

18 . ace u
the unshaded studio win %d in mn.
light 1 saw what I had n seen before. The man was
11). It was ten to one, I told m‘ru}f. that he was 111
and weak from sheer want of food.

That & man should go bungry in & of such waste
seemed almost Inpomprehensible to me. But such seemed

to be the case,
"By the way,"” 1 announced with an Innocent glance

at the clook, “thls ia my afternoon tea time."”

And I
casually flled my copper teakettls and lighted the al-
A D Then on my ol taboret, Sreled. wilh

I put out a sherry decanter, a plate of
bisouits and cream cheese aend wafers. ‘The solemn
eyes watched me as 1

BO.
“WiN you join met’
In those solemn

Wmm

whmﬂ‘m of hi nmhi:u me of
a neglectsd animal too y disciplined the past

1o think of protest,
“With great pleasure, sir,"" he replled. 8o I swung
the labo':-el. out betwoen us, brewed the tea and made

a pretanse of falling to.

visitor did not eat ravenously, as I had axpsctad
My He ats solemnly and steadily,

ke S
me to
attantion with one tt'nl'l M, courtly bows. But he sonr

= -J‘

tle of hia past life,

$2 to hear a dancing

Richard
smadl blonde % a faded
larity o
oo p
costumes, carried
ness. The ona vital and unfaded thin
her eyes, ahd these wero still ardent
:Iona the bluest eyes I have ever seen, &
u!.

she might be compelled Lo
Ana this
dious haste of &

burst forth. "The same thing that has degraded our
noble art of acting!”

“Whett's that?"' 1 queried.

“Those moving-picturs contraptions!” he retorted.
“This mania for what thay call the canned dramal Thes
canned drama! DBrrrh!" And his head shook with that
Inarticulate cry of disgust

An accidental poss of that flery old face as he spoke
eaught my eye. I began to ses that he had possibilitiesn

"1 belleve that I could use you for a charcoal sketoh,”
I told him as 1 stepped out and swung my easel into
placs. "I can use you now If you keep just as you are—

and, of courss, If you ean give me an hour or so!"”

“By all means, as long as you wish’ he answered
in his pompous boom. And I set to work while the mood
]WI. on me, for 1 knew the light would not last much
onger.

‘It's not very often that I can use men,™ I explained
as I drew, "My work calls mostly for women.'*

He looked up at this

“You could use women?' he asked

;II t!lo1 usead‘r.h?]m," }l’ pdmitted. deots and

& clear is throat, paus ETew re
again cleared for action, % o .

"1 was wondering If—If my wife might chancs to sult
you?' he finally ventured.
¢ "V?:-iha.r.'a ;:l;o Iilke'.’k" l;;r-skod. intent omn my worlk. Tet

oould ses him look » ply about mt uestl os
though to make sure #¢ was not an n;{lngnce. i

“She was a very beautiful woman,” he sald, and
hthﬁd it with a childike simplicity that made it
pathetlc. .

“Is she on the stage with you?' I asked, trying to

c!'-ur“ ;e what the struggles af that wtrange couple could
en,

"Not of Inte,” he pensively admitted. *“The fact s,
she's not overly strong. Bhe'd be better out of New
York, her doctor tells me. But I have been tied down
here. And shs would not go without me, I'm afratd.”

I begun to understand the situation,

“Could she pose for me?’ 1 asked.

"'l think she would lke it."” he announced with biithe
solemnlity,

i ;"E;‘_nuld you send her to my studio here, say tomorrow

1 saw the look of anxlous doubt that crossed hls
seamed old face, and for a moment it troubled me. Then
I remembered the faot that I was dsregarding a fNxed
habit of the profession. The day, with them, only began
with noon.

“Or perhaps two in the afternoon would be better?”
sl -:lnr it would be the same to you,” was his courtly re-

nder,

And asn I worked away at my drawlng—and an
atrociously bad study it proved to be—he told me a lit-

of the Bhnkalrure repertoire with
whioh he huad once been successful on the road, of the
later melodramas in which ha had been compelled to
play, of the decline of the dollar houses, of an unhappy
excurslon or two Into vaudevilie, of tha Increasing dif-
cultles confronting an aotor of the old sohool. They
wanted only “types’ now, he compinined, BStage acting

was no longer an art; it was a trade. FHe spoke wist-

fully of the days McCullough and Barrett and Rooth,
of those golden days when an actor was an actor, when
people still looked to the boards ror the beauty and
sonority of the English language. Nowadays they pald

comedian sing ragtime through his
nose, to see a divorce vourt celebrity trall a $500 gown
through & transplanted French farce!

*'1 should think you'd give up the stage, you'd turn
to something else!™ I mildly sugmgested, as I sat baock
nn;_!m:l.tted for hlm to roun his Johnsondan
pe 8.

out one oi

“What {s there to turn to?" he asked with the wist-
ful holplessness of a ohild. And In the weys of the
world, I knew he was still & child

It was promptly n: 1 o'clock the next afternoon that
Deearing’s s came to my studlo, Bhe waas a
little smile and a pﬂ%. regu-
feature. The very clothes that she wore, only
nly the residuary makeshifts of earMer stage
the same sonse of Incongruous :Imm-
about her were
infantile. They
carulean
ab merene and soft as an

A ky.
had craftlly dalayed o e e

ering In Juncheon wo that
oln me in t midday meal
y, eating with the fas-
It was not until she had

she did, a Mitls

hungry

forlorn couplee I had te
bury my face behind the
drawing that ehe might not
sea my expression,

During mll the rest of
that month, as 1 quletly made ready for my year In
Europe, | kept up a pretense of using the Deearings.
My work suffered through them, as must all work into
which the personal equation ohtrudes itself. They were
not professional models: they weres not even adaptable,
And, what was worse, they seemed to carry about with
them an auran of foreordained failure, a blight of as-
sured unsuccess,

It's a law of lfe that wa must !nure ourselves to
those forces which too repeatedly or too poignantly as-
enil our syvmpathles. T reached a sftate where T no
longer worried actively and acutely about the Deerings
1 no longer woke up at night laboring over the hopeless
puzzle pleture of thelr predicament, 1 became more
impersonal in my contemplation of thelr faded carears.

And one result of this releass was a portralt study
T 4id of Richard Desring one sunny afternoon, A por-
trait of which I was rather proud, 1 was so proud of
it, In faet, that T was blinded Into letting Deering him-
self seea it

It wan not until -T watched hs face as ha studied
the canwvap that I actually comprehended what T had
dons, T had Inted him as hes wans, a hopeless fallure.
T hnd memorialized his miserv, [ had elucidated and
elaborated on his hroken and useless 1ifa,

TDearing studled tha pletura in allencs, Put T eoulM

mystified by her husband's behavior, and sighed a Mttle
over his wayward moods,

A few days later ahe ocamse to me with the startling
news that Deering had a chanoe to “go on" with a
vaudeville sketch, a very silly sketch called ““Ths Jeal-
ous Husband," but It might after all give him the start
he had been walting for.

It was three days Iater that she cama back to the
studlo with the dolorous information that Desring had
refused to appear In “The Jealous Husband" when he
found It was merely to be an Interpolated number in a
Harlem moving-ptoture hall. He refused to bs in any
way ldentified with the cellulold drama, aa he contemp-
tuously termed It

1t was a week later that shs came to tha studlo
agaln and acknowledged that her husband had found
work as a “ballylioo” for a Third avenue mussum, It
was hard work, and it kept him out in @ll worts of
weather, but he was getting a dollar and a half a day
for It

Befors the week was over, however, Deering had to
give up his work as a "ballyhoo,” Hls wife brought me
the news that he was down with ths grip. He recovered
In & week's time, but his throat kept troubling him,
my emlasary reported, It grew so bad, in fact, that she
bacame alarmed and proceeded to taks things in her
own usually doclle hands, This belated energy led to an
operation on Deering's throat at a Bellevue clinlo, where
& small fibrold tumwor wns removed. '

A week later she brought me the news of his re-
covery. Hut there was mnelther rellaf nor joy on her
faocs &s she Ytold me of it When I asked If I might go
and ses him, she hesitated, flushed, and sald she would
rathar that I dld not

“HBut won't he look for work again?™ 1 (nguired
The torn-up atudlo about us, for it was my last day in
the city, only edded to the sorrow of the encounter and
made the afternoon seem heavy with a vague sense of
desolation,

“He can't, now,” wgre her answering words And
in the cerulean baby-blus eyes were aotual tears, the
first I had ever seen there,

T "Why not? 1 sharply inquired

“His volce i gone!" she huskily sadmitted,

And this proved, in a way, to be trua His volos,
his speaking volce, was not completsly lost. But from
the stundpoint of the siage It was & thing of the past.
As an organ, &s an !nstrument, it Imd parted with its
power. The final blow had fallen. The seal of ultimate
fadlure had been lmposed on him.

“Could 1 come and ses him before I safl?™ I asked,
exasperated by the knowledge there was no way ln which
1 could actuslly help them. Money, I knew, they would
not accept from me—and even the gift of that, as I
could give it, would be merely a postponemant of the
inevitable.

“It wouldn't 4o any good|!™ was her response,

“But why can't 1 him?" I demanded, and I tried
to pleture the broken man in his gloomy back room.

“He lkes being alone now!"” was the only answer
she gave me.

It was late In the sscond fall when I finally returned
from ebroad. | came back without thet sense of exhila-
ration which should accompeny the return to one's native
pountry. And In some way I was able to blame the
Deeringn for it

My very studio seemed shadowy with thelr somber
figures. 1 had several times wrilten to thelr old ad-
dress, it is true, but no word bad come back from them.
And now, back between the walls on which they had
left thelr memonies, I waa more tham ever troubled
as to thedr fate.

1 made my wauy to their old rooming bouse, but
eould learn nothing about them. 1 made inquiries, but
no one seemed to remember them. They were merely
two smnll units In that tumuluous and ever-hurrying
flood tide of city life which had been swept away and

forgotten,

!i")ho,- were Yorgotten, but with me at least they had
left 1 vague heritage of unrest, of ddscontent, of revoll

It was this feellng of discontent, Jate in October,
which drove me away from the studfo and off on a
sketching tour in the Jersey hills, The open alr and
clear skies and the jocund coloring of that autumnal
landscape brought my lost spirits back to me.

It was ewrly one afternoon when 1 had set out my
sketching box in a lttle amphitheater of hills aflame
with sorub onk after a black frost. 1 had felt myself
bMsefully alone with my trees and skiea and rocks,
wihen the entire valley was filled with a sudden In-
vasion tending to make one's back hair stand up.

IPor sweeplilg down from the far side of that placid
parliament of hillocks 1 beheld a galloplng and scream-
Ing band of half-naked Comanche lndians, sinister with
war paint and emblazoned with feathers and suggestive
of the wildest days of our wildest West

The chieftain of that fleeing band, T saw, carried
across his saddle pommel a slender-bodied white girl
of about slxteen, & white girl on whose face 1 could
plainly see protest and horror.

But | had no tme to dwell on that startling and
pomewhat distressful figure, for tearing on after the
fleeing Indlans came u galloplng, swarming, shouting
band of cowboys. And these cowboys, 1 percelved,

kept discharging thelr huge slx-shwoters as they rode.

They were nothing more or less than a band of
moving-plcture actora golng through thelr turns for a
“Western'® film. [ had wandered into the realm of tha
“movies.” 1 bad caught a glimpse of “canned drama'’
in the making, as Deering had called It

1 tried to go on with my sketching. But it was use-
less. That Hitle landscape of peace seemed as denuded
of tranquilliny as though a fira had swept through It
from end to end, Bo | repacked my skeich box, folded
up my stool, and moved on to the other slde of the
village whose ppires showed over the next dip in the
hills,

There I stumbled on a road vista that seemed to
meander off Into some misty second valley of romance
That road, with elms on one side and the raw color of a
circus poster ﬂnmlng along an old barn on the other
caught my eye and held me there. And there 1 p;lnto&

“A slender-bodied girl of about 16, on whose face I could plainly see protest.and horror”

pee the tightaning of Lhe linesa about that flaccld old
mouth grown large and loose n the dellvery of heroics.
It was -in silen too, that he took his pay for posing,
dnd left the studlo. He never returned fo it. He not
opnly un but he un that 1 understood!

> "“‘z never came to studlo, but his wife
aa saw to 1t, howeven, t

of sight before

plcture waa well out
the time of her val. Bhe seemed

myself back Into a humor of contentment with life in
general and Jersey Toads In partiowlar.

1 waa stll joyously working on the mysterious soft
tones of that meandering road, making the most of the

slowly waning llght, when I amo consclous that a
touring car stopped somewhere cloas m
and that 1 wag stared at by the ocoupants ¢

Car. # L~
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“Instead of a girl with flowers on her head 3
found Deering i

My name must have been called out mml:ﬁm-
before I became actually sware that I was being ade
dressed,

When I Jooked about I beheld an elderly man, with
a whook of silvery white hair showing from beneath the
rim of his sombrero, smiling down at me from Lthe
driving seat of the automobile. It puzzied ms a lttle/Te
see that he was clad In a Jacket of stained and weathér-
worn buckskin adorned with much fringe and cmhclllﬂ;h
ed with a well-weighted cartridge belt. Ths blue-seyed
woman beside him was also clad in & much-fringsd gk~
ment of buckskin, with a colored handkerchief knotisd
loosely about her plump throat, and a tip-tiited some
brero pinned back on her head.

These two extruordinarily clad flgures would haye
startied me more, I suppose, If my thoughts had not gone
promptly back to the morning's panorama of the fiim
actors and thelr antlcs.

““He doesn't even know us!” oried the lady In bucks
ekin, with a half-humorous wuall, A
1 stood up and turned about at the sound of that
volos, for there was something startliingly familiar in MK
I stared at the benignant sunburned face of the man

with the milvery halr showing under his sombrero,

**He doesn’'t know us!" echoed that benignant figure,
with a gesture of mock Indlgnation.

Yet I knew him the moment I saw the I’WC
was Rlichard Deering, And the woman In the 00 )
sult beside him was hls wife, |

I stepped over to the running board of thalr T,:.

I mapped slowly over (0 them, so wide-eyad and L
credulous that they laughed together at my uncouth |
amasement. Equally startling to ms was the casy light.
heartedness of that laughter,

“It's the artlllery he's afrald ofl'" crowed the jocund
Deering. And in the tonneau of his car, for the first
time, I saw the ltter of carbines and blus-barreled six«
shooters,

“What are you doing with this stuff?’ | weakly in- &
quired as I reached up and shook bands with them. The
movement on my part was abstraoted and automatic
1 could not co-ordinate things !nto anything approaching
the ratlonal. And the two of them seemed to be enjay- |

in obvious distress of mind. -
(rgg that's only a part of our eq tl"* laughed
Deering. y

“Your what?" T demanded, biinking up into his wind. _
roughened and sun-darkened face, 2
‘They're_only some of our studie props,™ his ﬂ

excha '
last

explained, I could see the two of them
glances, llke children *with & happy secret between
them, It was hard to comprehend. It was the
thdng In the world 1 was prepared for.

“You're—you're not a moving-plcture man?* I almos}
gagped, staring from the carbines to the oll-stalned bugks
skin jacket, At the back of the car, | noticed, trotied
& mouse-colored burro with a packsaddle on its buL

LuD!larﬁn‘ geemed a littls burt by my Incredulous
quiry.

“'yvou never go to see the movies?' he demanded

1 had to confesa that 1 did not, though that mofnes
ing. 1 sumewhat mnl.lclousx added, they came to see me,

“Richard's been the character man for the Rudin
Film Company for nearly a Year now,” interposed his
wife, as though In dread I might say something to come
mit myself, :

“A contract for fifty-two weeks In the year!" g!
the sun-bronzed Richard, ‘“'Nine-tenths of the work I8
the open alr, the best equipped studio In all Jersay, |
ssven weeks off to California In the winter!" And 1
surrepditious squeexe that his buckskinned arm gave
the qulet-eyed woman at his side did not escape me. |
She glanced half-gulitlly about, and chanced to ses the |
burro placidly browafg on the hood lining of the chr, .

“look at Bepplno!" she cried. "He's eating our
new car up!” And thelr duet of happy laughter as the
great gount figure of the man in the buckskin jacket
swung down from his driving seat and untethered la )
burro was to hear. It seemed llke the laugbter’ :
content and happy chlldren, Then Deering ponid -
up pastfthe poster-covered barn. A

“You see that shack?” he called out. “Well, there's
n dago up thers who makes flve dollars an afternoom |
renting us this donkey. He just fita Into the Wes ]
setups. And now I've got to take him back to his homé."™
He looked about as he swung the broken gate y
“He's llke*me, this old burro. Hes wasn't even worth
burying, untll the movies got Mm! And now they oan
bed Lim down with dollar bills!" ;

g
=

1 sat down on the auto's running board and .
after the stalwart, leather-clad figure as It strode up {8
imlh with the burro at lts hesls. “How did it happen

asked as | bheard through the mellow autumn aif
bl:cmun jovial chirrup to the donkey trotting behind
them. .

The woman In the car stared aflér the chirrupfg
man and the mouse-colored burro, N

“It was just after you went away,'” she sald, “Every=
thing seemed to be hopeless. [ was going to a Brook ,
studio &8s a super In the mob scenes, Richard rm& !

S

out und came to take me amway, The studios are ] .
stages, you know, with scenery and back drops and C
that, with & square of u?n tacked down to mark where
the mcton must take place—to get In the lens, you,
know. We wers rehearsing, and Richard cams right pn
tne stage. He was lke a crazy man. He stormed and’
ralled ul me, at every one. I thought they'd arrest himl'™
“@Go on!" 1 promplted as she paused,
"S8omething about him, as he stormed around th
caught the muenager's eye. Lie took Hichard to one
and telked to him. He told him he'd have to pay fop
whole flm he'd spoiled, or come and work it out™ i
1 looked up at the woman uas she gtopped again
From under the slms the low Ooctober sun shone asross.
her celestal blue eyes and ruddled her round and chi
like chin. Bhe s¢emed, In that Lght, little more thag

rl
2 80 Richard had to come back and work Jt out.
pretended to hate il. But it was more like stage )
than he'd imagined, And he knew more than the othefs,
because he'd been a better actor., And when | saw him
working in another setup. 1 understood! He was 14
it. Agalnst s own will he was liking it. And his ver
faulls, as an actor, were at lust a help to him, T
gestures and th.ln;}? that seemed overdone In real -l:"'"”‘
hat t lt l

N

were just w ey wanted for film work.

matter, either, that his volce wasn't stro
aren't neoded.’” -

She stopped again, and for soma absurd 3
gan to ery softly and contentedly, Then, as iy
slght of her husband nu'ldllu back down the farm pa
she hurriedly wiped her ey ¢ o~

“You must come ﬂth"ul for dnnen™
sadd, “or Richard will f :an. ..

“Along wh::-ﬂ" 1 “dmu'f tplnrumm

nm ns LAY n ]
In‘:ah eavening nrhmh turned everyth

o u“u. 5 i |




