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The Merry Mania of, Miss Merrie, Hoit
(onioluded £rom page 9.)

Stop la Le Grande station. Mornie,
wîcked as she was,, lad nctuaily an-
rîved la Los Angeles, saf e, suund, un-
repentant and blissfully happy.ý

The next day. Merie started off
canly. Accordingly then she sougît a
Hollywood car. *

The conductor was shouting somo-
thlng which sounded su 111e Merrie's
stop that, she scamponed off the car
and found lierseif ln a blank, green
roadslde acar to nuthing apparently.

Ahead o! lier strodo a maxi dnessed
ln a fine suit o! gray o! thc unobtru-
sivo pattera of pin checks which man-
ages'on'some men to bocome su offen-
sive.

"Pardon me, sir. Will you be so
good as to tell me wlictler this road.
will talc me to the Renzov Film Com->
pany's place?"

"It wIll."l On she trudged.
"ls that Renzo'v's?" she asked o!

another stranger aftcr an hour's waiI.
"It is."
Now that she was s0 noar lier goal,

Merrle'a heart began to puund with
fniglit.

She had corne to the first struc-
ture benring the Rcnzov label.

Hal! way dowa the row there was a
sigu announcing:
EMPLOYMENT OFFICE: HOURS 9

TO 10.
Merrie tried the gate, but it was

locked.
"What timo is it?" she asked a gnîn-'

îlng chauffeur.
"'Nine o'ciock, sîster. That gate's

been iocked for a mont'; try the yard."
Ho jerked lis tlumb to Uic LefI and
Merrie wont on to tic next gato whldh
was close baside a trame building with
looplule windows, aad ventured li.

There was a apace possibly flfty feet
square and It held at ieast a hundred
mca and womea who werc standing
about ln the sua whicl was already
broiing lot. Everyone looked toward
Uic gate as Merric's foot struck a
sîlagle lylng la lier path and sent It
splinlng.,

Thero were flashy young peuple,
mlddlc agcd unes trying to look Young,
and even a sprinklag. of thc frankly
old. Ail were brushed and groumcd
down tu the îast tliread; many wcre
an ticir uppers, others nolslly new.
Thora was every type, size and condi-
tion.

At lnst Mornie couid endure It ne
longer. Shc turned to a maxi wlio was
loaning wlth both yeilow gluved hands
on lis cane staring at Uic oarth. "Why
caa't there be a few bondies Icre ?"

"There arc ten Uiuusand'too many
extra. peuple. [t would nover doý to
malte theai over welcomo, would it?"

"Oh. And what arc the yellow slips
for?"

'Passes. Tiey'ro making Uic pic-
turcs la thore. Oh, I assure Yeu, my
dear Young lady, beyond Uiat gatoman
ls sanctuary."

Anothen two hours of fruities wait-
ing. Mcrrlc's heart began to sinlc and
1er head te ache. Tears o! dIsappolit-
mont came so close te flowing that sic
lad to iurry eut te keep from sebbing
111e a five year aid. SIc stumblod
alang a f ew stcps befere she get lier-
self la hand. "Corne! is thîs thc way
for th~e about-tu-be-famou Morrne Huit
ta bohave?"

A boy came along and sic asked hlm
If there was any place ncnrby wlere
Ich couhd get sumethlng ta cat.

"lSiope down do lino five shacks and
there yen are."

Merrie sloped, countlng flve, and
brought Up at tic Thalin Cafeterla,
suroly Uic mest curions place on earth
as regards Uic costumes e! Its patrons.
Shc took a tray and fe11 into Une lie-
twcon a bead-hung Indian brave and
a cincus rider la Uic shertest and fuf-
fiest of slcrts.

Morrie fIlled hon tray and close a
table at which two plain faced woen
sat sipping tea.

"Who arc yen werldng with ?" oe
of theai aslted lier.

"Nobody-yet."
Thcy glanced at eacli other and sinl-

cd hal! pityingly.
"Yeu've gel ta have gall and yau got

to laye pull. Pull mostly. Get ta
unuw somebody big around here; 111e
one o! tic directens; then you're al
r1ght. Don't rinnd wlctler you can

act or not. Don't mInd if you have a
figger like a broomstick and a face liea
a Swiss cheese, Just get a pull." Con-
centratcd, dlstilled bItterness trcmbled
in lier volce.

"Oh! 1 thouglit menit, ability and
sucli things were what counted."

Tliey brushed the crumbs out o!
their laps and got up. "Gall and pull,
girlie, that's ail Yeu got to have here."

At hast there was nothlng left but
the yard and Merrie knew that she
mugît wait there to no purpose forever.
She fled from, Renzov's.

At the end o! a mile she turned uP
an inviting hane, ahready sootlied by
the quiet beauties o! the countryside.

There was a vacant cottage set bnck
from the lane, a To Let siga on thc
feace, ami ,,a lovely -garden rg.nning
riot. Honcysucklo 'climbed over the
porcli and fouglit a flowery battle with
a chaste, white rose. The place seecm-
ed deserted and Mernie, wlio was des-
peratehy tired, yiohded to the tempta-
tien to tun in. She sat down on the
poncli la the lee of the vines and lean-
cd lier lead back against the wall to
rest.

She must have fallen asleop, for the
next thing she kncw there were voices
on the other side of the honeysuckle.
Mondie parted thc beaves with ber
fingors and looked.

A couple of touring cars stood a lit.
tic way duwn the drive, the chauffeurs
reading magazines as if they lad boon
there for heurs. A moving picture
camera was set Up close by and the
camera man with a choleric com-
plexion she liad no dlfficulty'iii identi-
fying as the diroctor. He was iastruct-
lng a gruup of playors. Theno was a
bride and two bridcsmaids, a mother,
a parson, a gnoomsman and a bride-
groom who was also the vîllain, by hMs
looks.

The director grouped the wodding
Party under the rose-hung pergola be-
aide the cottage and surveycd thc cf-
fcct from boside the camera aman.
"There npw!" le barked, "that's riglit
at last. 'Èverybody bld that. Now,
Dawes, you go nhond wlth the marrlage
servicc..L.upea your book a hittie
more-"

Ho raised his voice and called over
lis shoulder. l'Héra is whore you
corne into this picturo, Miss Owen,
just as reheanscd. Romembor you've
got a breakiag hoart and yoti are des-
perate; you want to registor that goud
and strong. Wl7en Dawes puts the
question you. rush in-roady?"

"Ail ready, Mr. Barham," answercd
a voies from beyond the range of Mer-
rlc's vision.

"'Rigit" said Barham, "Camera!"
Thc mlimie ccremony proceedod

while the camera man crankcd
steadily.

"Not su fast!" cried Barliam, "goud.
A littie more sraile from thc bride.
Put the question, Dawes. Get rcady,
Miss Owen."
S"Anybody got aaythlng to say

agalnst this mnarrdage?" asked the
Movie Mînistor, making an impressive
pause.

"Now, Miss Owen!" caiîod Barham.

S, HE came fruai behlnd a concealing
0trellis witl a rush, lier hand up-

raised. "Stop! This marriage
cannot be! This inan is my hiusbani"
Tableau.

"Everybody register surprise! Stac<
It on!" crled the director. "Ali rIglit;
that's ail, Camera. New wc'li take
that rougI stuff botwecn the villalu
and thc best maxi."

"Se that is tic way tlcy do it,"
thougît Merrie, watdhlag the bride
and lier party walk back to the auto-
mobiles. 1 could lolk more ttaglc
than Miss Owen did. Shc dldn't look
as if she cared such an awful lot."

Miss Owen locked arms wltl a
Young man wlo lad not beea la the
picturo and tley wandcred away into
the garden.

"They are thc worst pair of spoons
I ever saw," obscrvcd the camera maxi,
boeklng aftcr theai witi a amilo.

"l'Il fire 'em If they don't quit
strnyln' off," Barliam growlod.

Another -scene was rehearsed and
taken and thon thc camera maxi scem-
ed struck with a horrible thouglit. He
examined lIs machine and mopped

his brow. "Say. Mr. Barbami I did a
foOl tricli. We got to take-this and
the weddlng over again; 1 haven't got

After a torrent of words suitable to
the occasion Barham called, "'Corne
un bacli, people. We're taking the
wedding over again. Everybody hua-
tic, for tliere's a change coming in
the light.1

Tiien lie had the last scene re-en-
acted. The wedding party formeci
&gain and was ready as soon as the
camera had done with the otliers.

"Let her go, Camera," ordered Bar-
harn, an anxious eye on the sky.

Merrie opend her moutli to cail out
that Miss Owen was not there, and
then slie had a great idea. WIIy not*.
Miss Owen was far down the road,
the liglit miglit change before she
could get bacli and thie picture must
be taken!

She got up, for the mimic parson
had begun his question. The Instant
came and, unhesitatingly, with lier
face full of grief and determination
she burst ento the scene from behind
the honeysucklc. "I forbid this mar-
niage! He is my husband! He'is
marnied to me!" Slie tiung lier arm3
out appcalingly and fell at the as-
tounded bride's feet in highly dra-
matic and effective style. î

"Fine! Great!" crowed Barliam.
"Say, whocver You are and wherever
you come from you have ccrtainiy got
the goods."

"I'm awfuily glad'you. think so," sald'
Merrie, sitting up, "l'ai iooking fIt
work and l'Il be glad If Yeu wiil give
it to me."

"You are hired for the rest of this
pIcture. The part begins wIth this
scene."

"Oh," 'Merrie's face clouded. 'Il--
I Just wanted to show You wliat I
couid do. I doa't want to take the
part away from Miss Owen."

"Neyer mmnd lier. She ouglit to be
on the Job. Pile niglit into the mna-
chine wlth the rest of the girls; we've
got to bull riglit aiong to the studio."

"One part more or icas -wii neyer
hurt Owen," said the littie bride
kindiy and Merrle's heart sang glory,
giory.

At the studio there was light and
time for one more scene. Merrie
looked with ail lier eyes and iistened
with ail lier ears and she did lier part
ia It acceptabiy.

"You're on my payroll, girie," said
Barham, and patted her ln a fathcrly
manner; "'comae along to the office."

Merrie Hoît walked on air to the
car whlcli would take. her'to Los An-
geles. She found a seat outside and
snuggled up close te the rail. Wliat
glonlous lucek she was liavlng.

"Why, Miss H-oît!" cxclimed the
Young mani who sat down baside lier,
"fancy meeting yon herel"

It was Bruce Archer.
"This," iauglied Merrle as' they

shooli lands, "is slmpiy the crownlng
bit. I'm perishlng to talli to someone
I know. I want to brag and brag and
brag. l'ai a moving picture actress!
I've got a Job! V've badl my picturo
takenfor the screen! I've-ianded and
I belleve l'Il make gýood!"

"By Jove, you're ail riglit. Con-
grats and ail that sort of thIng. How
dld you do it so soon? Dld Yeu have
a note to sumcebudy?"

>"No. I found out that one must
have galI in this business, so I got
some and uscd it."

-W~eil, I lad a littie Pull," said
Bruce. "I lad a letter te one o! the
directors; he took me on and la to
begIn to-morruw."1

"I'm su glad if You want to be au
actor. I know how it 15. Wý'h-- it's an
ache like toutliadhe. How did thc
Plasterer's case tura out ?"

"Oh. I won it and left town the sanie
day. Dad sald lie thouglit it was bet-
ter to have a would-be Movie actor ýA
the fam4ly than an actual ambulance
claser. Speaklng of gall; do you
think thnt I would have too hiucli if I
asked you to have dînner wlth me to-
niglit?"

"Consldering that you are my at-
torney, 1 thînk not. Besides, we are
partncra la iniquity. I was gladi to
get tha~t flve bundred dollars, but it
was a rank hold-up just thc saine."

"A rank hold-up," repeated Archer
liapplly, "on my side too."l

"'But," thcy sald ln concert, -l ladj
te get Into the Movles somehow.1"


