> Oregon Writer Typ
Roseburg Native

Julien Josephson Writes Interest-
inglyy Exclusively for The Jour-
nal Amusement Section, of His
Adventures in . the Celluloid
World, Where He Is Prominent
for His Many Good Works:

By Juliem Josephson

1 'was born in Roseburg, Or., the
date being a detail which you
don the sensitive author for
ing to reveal, but it was sométhing
than a century sgo. The thres
alive who remember the important
event unite in declaring that it was
ther impressed on their joint and
memories by the pecullar circumstances
that the old clock in the tower of the
Odd Fellows' hall, after a silenca of seven
years and a half struck 13 timesa, How-
ever, as I am not superstitious, I pass
this welird happening without comment.

My early life was largely spent behind
the counter of s small-town general mer-
chandise store—where everything was
sold, from a box of hairpins to & bale of
hay, and where the destinies of the na-
tion were &mod around the big barrel
stove by local ‘cut-plug marksmen.
Here I witnessed gome of the worst ar-
guments and the besi marksmanship
my caresr. For a number of years'1 held
down the job of rough-and-ready sales-
man—thereby gaining an intimate and
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picture atmosphers
any other kind of wealth, I might add.

Deciding that I wanted a college odu-
eation, I attended Stanford university:
took all the uselesa and orpamental
coursas, and was graduated by the skin
of my teeth—possessed of a confused
mess of half-baked erudition. Back to
the littls old home town I betock my-
self, bent on showing 'em how to run
& mercantile establishment accordiny to
big-time methoda. With my Greek, Latin
and other ancient and deceased culturs,
and with a streak of impractical snergy
about a yard wide In my make-up, I
ran the business according to the best
elassical authors and went broke likg =
gentleman—emerging from the finmancial
wreckage with $21 in real money in my
pockst and a balance of 33 cents in the
bank, (Nots—I never drew out the 33
eenta.)

Kindly but misguided friends poured
into my discouraged and therefore ready
ear the honeyed suggesiion that I enter
politics. They Induced me to run fobr
Justice of the peace, assuring me that
my training, education and calm, judi-
cial mind fitted me admirably for the
exalted post. I ran like a lame mnaill
with bunions on one foot and a ball and
ehain on the other, and went down to
utter defeal. Ewven at this remots date,
I shudder to think that I might hawe
been elected!
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Finding nothing to do in the old home
town and prefarring to starve in some
othér place, 1 betook me to San Fran-
cisco. Hera I tock a fall out of about
every kind of human endeavor permitted
- by the common law and the statutes. I
coached students in Greek and Latin, and
when thia played out, I became a gpecial
polliceman ; then 1 whiled away some
weeks in the strenuous vocation of In-
perting woman's size 6-EE feet Into sise
4%-AA ghoes. (To this experience I owe
the almost superhuman strength of the
thumb and forefinger of both hands) 1
have sold everything from a diamend
ring to a correspondence course on “How
to Become a Great Violinist Without
Losing & Day From Your Regular Work.™
I have toyed with a pick an  cthovel in
the interpgst of better roads; I hawve writ-
ten stories for magazines—that is, , Ia-
tended for magazines,

And it was this wild |dea that may be
I could learn to write photoplay stories
that led me, somewhat léss than four
years ago, to do a deed of transcendent
rashness. At that time, upon a fateful
day, I decided to escape from the bee-
hive of retall barter where I had been
incarcerated for some months
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would be a crippling blow to the insti-
tution, and though wgqrned by several
of my fellow slaves that the last man
who quit his job hers .came tottering
back in the final stages of starvation, 1
boldly, though regretfully, informed the
mapager of his impending misfortune.
Startled for. a2 moment into a human
being, he offered me a raise of §5 a
month, but I merely poured forth my
profound thanks and remained firm in
my decision to retire from the commer-
cial world.
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I sold my typewriter and my overcoat ;
deposited my watch and chain as secur-
ity for.all I could get on it from a
skeptical and unfeeling Israelite; nego-
tiated small loans wherever I could, took
the boat trip because it was cheaper,
and arrived in Los Angeles with some
$12.65 in my pocket and esager hopeful-
ness in my heart. 1 went to several
studios but was informed that they were
full-up on writars. Between the cafe-
tezlas and the carfars my operating eap-
ital dwindled stsadily—while the goeod
ship JOB failed utterly to appear on the
Horison, .

Finally, aciing on purely a hunch—
and this being the last trip I could take
until I replenished my finances by some
lucrative form of menial labor—] went
out to the Culver City studio of the New
York Motion Picture company, whose
presiding genius at that time was
Thomas H. Ince and whose galaxy of
writers included such magic names as
C. Gardner Sullivan, “Jack™ Hawkess and
John Lynch, As I entered the walting
room, delicately known as the “bull pen,”
I stated my business to the efficient,
curt individual §. the counter and was

and surprised to find that he
was human—the first one of the species
I had yet found in this particular posi-
tion. He took my card and my message
to Mr. Ince.
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At that time I did not know how busy
a man Mr. Ince was or how appropriate
the term “waiting roomn™ sometimes fa
Well;, I waited—from 9 in the morning
til 4 in the afternoon! Mr. Ince was
engaged In Important conferences and,
naturally, had no time for the unknown
spogies of Insect that crouched in the
outer office, awalting recognition by the
c¢hair. - About half past four the great
Ince himself emerged from his office. He
was attired for the motor and the com-
mon “Home, James,"” was written large
upon his determined countenance.
Knowing that this was my last chance,
1 timidly yet determinedly the
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motor coat, and like the Ancient Mariner
I held him with my “glittering eye"—also
by thé coat. After deciding that I wasn't
going to assasginate him or tell him how
to make a million dollars by putting an
electrically heated earmuff on ths mar-
ket at $3.95 a pair, he gave me one of
his quick once-overs. Without waiting
for him to ask me to unhand him and
stats my business, I d4id both.

He listened as I bravely narrated my
story.

I told him that I had come all the
way from San Francisco—and that 1
was going to bust into the phtotoplay-
writing game If 1 had to resort to sabot-
age or Bolshevism. The great man amiled
~—whether pityingly or indulgently 1 was
never quite able to decide. Then he
sald: “Write & story for any of my
stars, When it is finished bring it to me
and I will read it.- If it is good I will
buy [t—and give you a month's try-out
on the staff besides.™

Those were sweet yet fearsome words|
I mumbled my thanks—but he was gone
befors I recovered coherence or entire
ganity. 1 turned on my heel—or mavhe
it was the sola of my foot—and hurried

out.

There isn't a great deal more to tall
I borrowed & typewriter; persuaded a
trustful landiady to trust me for a cou-
ple of week's provender, and agreed to
spade up the garden, clean out the back
yard, wipe the dishes and Ehingle the
front lawn until such time as 1 could
compensates her for my board and lodg-
ing with coin.

I settled down to work on that story—
and Lord, how I dld work! I put Into
it my heart, soul—and everything else I
could part with and still breathe. For
two solid weeks I dreamed and slaved
over it; writing and rewriting; testing
and rejecting ; bullding and intensifying;
contriving effective bits of business;
working out good lines for substitutss;
trying to make the whole strong, well-knit
and throbbing with the red blood of real-
ity., When I had done my dardnest 1
took the story to Mr. Ince. He mald he
would read i{t—and let me know.

For-a week I walted, anxiously snd
hopefully ; my landiady also waitad anx-
iously and dubiously. If the story was
rejected, 1 knew that a long career of
spading, dish-washing and general house
work awaited me in settlement of my
unpaid obligation. PBut at last my land-
lady called sne to the telephone and stood
near while 1 took the message. It was
from Mr. Ince's secretary and it sald
“My Ince will see you at 3 o'clock.” On

Dogs, Ponies, Monkeys in amazing
feats - of cleverness and intelli-

A whirlwind show of fun
for youngandold. = ;

pes Scenario of His Life S22
Is Noted Filmland Figure

mads good by working hard, earnesily,
conscientiously—just as anybody else can
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then advised me that ha would
month's try-out on the stafr
I delivered the
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feel that my work has been, in

est degree at laast successful and sat-
isfactory. I came to the film colony un-
known, broke gnd without evem a ghred
of MNHterary reputation or & straw of
parsonal “pull” to get mé & hearing. I

do 4f ha brings to the task enthusiasm,
determination and hard, hard srork

Exhibitors to

Ask Widespread
Fair Campaign

VERY motion picturs theatrs in the
United States will advertise the 1925
exposition to be held in Portland If plans
outlined and approved Thursday at the
weekly meeting of the Motion Pieture

Exhibitors League of Oregon carry
through.

The league repeated its pledge to ald
the fair commisasion In every poasible
way and adopted a plan to undertaks to
interest all similar organizations in the

nation jn furthering the fame of the
falr. Exhibitors everywhera will be
asked to screen slides advertising the
fair and to promote afforts to win states
representations at the exposition, ~

Throughout Oregon the league members
will exhibit special film trailers herald-
ing the fair, the wonders of
scenery and novelty advertising stunta,
together with a continued projection of
slides from now on until the date of
the big show.

That was the big business of Thure-
day's meeting at the Imperial hotel. The
other matter that occupied the attention
of members was tha presence of C. B
Jensen, president of the league, Jensen's
arrival was announced by a chorus of
acclalmp that he construed to be an en-
thusiastic tribute until sgomecne, when
the introduction of visitors was called
for, presented him &s a visitor and de-
manded that his presence as such be
spregad upon the minutes, inasmuch &8
bhe hag missed a good many recent meet-
Ings

To retaliate against his fellow show-
men, Jensen wilelded a wicked gavel and
rudely halted the weekly spoon Lossing
contest sponsored by Gus Metzger. All
extra spoons (thosa not stuck up in cof-
fee cups) were confiscated until the
meeting was adjourned.

Leon Errol, Once a
Portland Player, Is
Busier Than a Bee

Ever since’ that night last winter
when Zlegfeld's record-breaking “Sally™
opened in New York, Leon Errol, former
Portland player, has been tha busiest
being on three continents.  In such de-
mand has he bean for attendance at
public functions and eoelebrations that
he threatens the established long-dis-
tance dining and speaking records hang
up by such veterans as Chauncey M. De-
pew, Patrick Francis Murphy and Irvin
Cobb. The full count shows he has bsan
biddan to 27 public and private banquets,
19 of which he attended. At six of them
he was the honest-lo-goodness guest of
honor, and at the others he was either
the toastmaster or chief wit

But even that is mere incident in his
merry round of diversions, a check-up of
which reveals that he has staged and
personally rehearsed four big musical
shows, including “Snapshots of 1921";
conceived and produced six wvandeville
acts and skstches for artists on the
“big time™; taken part in four Lambs
Gambois, being the Collle of one; ailded
in producing and appeared In, the two
spectacular Actors’ Equity benefiis at
the Metropolitan opera house; with-
stood the pointad personalities of 3§
newspaper intarvieweras: amiled at 11
cartoonists as they maligned him to his
face; made requested contributions to
18 magaxzines; sat flve times to promi-
nent painters for his portrait, au na-
tural and otherwise; posed once for his

counterfeit before & noted sculptor
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of fame atissis the value of her theery.

This actress s Jewel Carmen, Port-
land girl, former pupll at St Marys
academy here and wife of Roland West,
head of the film company that produces
her plctures.

Many = housewife who (hinks her
round of existence la dull and routine
really has more exciting timea than this
winsome c¢inema actress. Miss Carmen
began her stage carcer when omly 30
years old, in Portland, During the heart-
breaking days as an extra In the stu-
dios she was perforce compelled to live |
the simpile life, and finding 1t so wvalu-
able in conserving her strength and | Pertland girl - Ia called an
beauty, she has adoptad it as a regular | artipte: I
il ) &he doean't dribk,

Here are some of the reasons why the  “Nobody.” she s ctmpélled to
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“There & no reason ’
tresses should grow oid In "
ties,” says Misg Carmen.
youth is sasy. The main b
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An sheorbing story of mother love—a
story that will appeal to every woman. It
is & production that we taks pride in pre-
senting, and we urge that you see it

THE “SKYLARKER”
AN AERIAL COMEDY °

e v e
A PRIZMA SCENIC

FOX NEWS NO. 79
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RIVOLI AUGMENTED ORCHESTRA

SALVATORE SANTAELLA
CONDUCTOR AND PIANIST

SUNDAY CONCERT
12:30 Noon Today

“Norma™ Overtire ....cccosvscssssnsassnssssV. Dallini
“Seremade D' Armowr”™ ......vensssssensssF, You Blen
“High Jinks” Selection ......cccevessne. Rudolf Friml
“Dance of the Camorrists™ ........Ermanne Weolf-Ferrasi
“Valos Des Flomrs™ .. .c.cvnvueansssas P, Tochalkowsky
“Second Hungarian Fentasia™ ....ccv....Thag M, Tobemi

WEEKDAY CONCERT

——

MILTON SILLS & EXCELLENT CAST |



