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By BERTRAM LEBHAR

Rollicking Yarn of a Big
Department Store, entitled

The Counter Jumper

LONG, COMPLETE NOVEL

Don’t miss this amusing
' story, which will appear in
the February Mid - month
‘ Top-Notch, out January
Fifteenth, ten cents per
copy. You'll find it on
sale everywhere.

M Also in the next TOP-NOTCH, the best airship story to date,
“On the Wings of Chance,”” by John Milton Edwards.
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THIS IS THE ONLY TWICE A

Talks With T op-Notch Readers

By BURT L. STANDISH

KEEPING UP THE PACE

T was not my intention to talk with
you much in this number about
Top-NoTcH and 1ts stories, but the
receipt this morning ot a letter

- from a man in Pittsburgh has

changed my plan. It 1s at once the shortest

and one of the most significant letters I have
evei received. The writer, who signs himself

C. A. Beeston, says:

You set yourself a stiff pace, and you are
holding 1it. May vou continue to do so, but,
as the Scotchman says, 1| hae me doots.

There 1s one thing never asked of us, and
vet that most of us indulge in, even 1f it
generally comes out wrong, and that 1s the
gentle weakness of making prophecies.

Whatever comes up—war, weather, elec-
tions, automobile engine wvalves, any old
thing—it’s all the same to us. We spring
out, like Jack from his box, with our prophecy.

We have hard work resisting the delightful
temptation to show that when 1t comes to
judgment and foresight we are the whole tour-
ing car with an extra pair of tires on the roof.

A <y

SOI\-'IETIMES current events take such a
turn that, with all our conhtdence, we
don’t venture a prediction one way or the
other. Nevertheless we can’t squelch our
genius for reading the future. So we shake
our heads wisely and announce that we have
our doubts. That’s pretty safe. It belongs
to the heads-I-win-tales-you-lose class of
prophecy. Whichever way the weather comes
—rain or shine—you can say vou had your
doubts about it coming any other way.

But our friend in Pittsburgh, I am quite
sure, ts not of the hedging order, judging
from his use of the old Scotch phrase. He
doubts that we shall be able to keep Topr-
NorcH up to the standard it has set for itself.

This we take as a high compliment, and I
haven’t any idea that he meant it otherwise.
An important consideration is that—here we
fall into the prophecy pit—his doubt may be
_dispelled;. for Top-NorcH, bigger than ever

with this issue, 1s going to be not only as
good as, hut better than ever.

It is going to keep up the pace.

Pretty hard to do that 1n any field of en-
deavor. Every one knows it. All of us think
it 1s specially difficult 1n our own particular
activity ; so I find myself thinking that keep-
ing up such a pace as Top-NotcH has hit is
not half so easy as rolling off a log.

But that doesn’t matter. We are all
going to pitch in, and we’ll get away with
it. Prophecy again, you see. Oh, we
can’t help it!

In this 1ssue of Torp-NorcH there are
thirty-two pages of stories more than ever
before, and future issues will be of the same
size, 1 will resist the temptation to declare
that this magazine will continue to be not
only bigger in bulk, but bigger in entertaining
power; bigger in the range of its stories.
Better than such a declaration 1s just 40 go
ahead and make 1t so, letting you for yourselt
see 1ts steady forward march,

Ay

LOT of letters speak well of the depart-

ments, “Mechanics {for Tor-NoTcH
Readers” and “In Your Own Shop.” We are
glad to say that these features have proved
to be popular with you. In only one of the
letters has there appeared a request that we
print an article on any particular subject.
This letter comes from Edward J. Bullock,
East Division Street, Syracuse, New York.
He says, in part:

About two months ago you published an
article on “How to Build a Canoe.” Now
that was some article. What I want 15 “How
to Build an Ice Boat.” Some people say 1t
iﬁ, very simple. It undoubtedly 1s 1f you know -

OW.

Will yvou please find out how and publish
it 1n one of the future magazines? It will
not only bhe a favor to me, but to a large
number of young men who are waiting for
the same thing, but don’t like to ask for it.
I thank you in advance.

We are glad to receive requests of this
sort, and, i1f 1t be possible, we shall try to

respond with the desired article. In the case
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of the ice boat, that was done in the i1ssue
of January 1st.
o

ISCUSSION 1s continued by some of
Tor-Norch's honorary editors on the
subject of the serial novel. 1 think it a good
‘thing for us to get together on this as well
as any topic whose discussion may result in
making the magazine more entertaining.

That’s what you, as readers, are after;
that’s what the publishers and the editors
are striving for. Let editors and honorary
editors pull together. B

Mr. E. L. Kemp, of Brandon, Vermont,
replies to Mr. Parke M. Lawrence, of Con-
neautville, Pennsylvania, whose letter ap-
peared in our December mid-month issue.
Mr. Lawrence, who was against serials, said
that between installments the reader is likely
to forget, to lose the run of the story. Mr.
Kemp says:

I feel sorry for Mr., Lawrence if his mem-
ory won't serve him for fifteen days on a
stretch. It must need cultivating. My own
memory 1s not of the hest, but I can remem-
ber what I read hfteen days ago. [ have no
trouble keeping the run of the serials in Top-
NoOTCH. |

Now, with the serials cut out, I feel quite
sure that the magazine would lose most of 1ts
charm to seven-tenths of its readers. And it
certainly will for me tf 1t 1s enlarged to the
extent that the price will have to be raised
also. And also the way you run the serials
(three 1ssues to a story) makes it just right
to suit me. I wish to say that I partly agree
with Raymond A. Stevens, of Amsterdam,
New York, as to the way to read the serials
—that 1s, save the numbers of the magazine
and read the whole serial at one time. 1]
don’t do that way, but 1 read the other
stories before I start a new serial. so that,
after I have read it, the next issue 1s nearly
due. 1 have been an ardent admirer of Top-
NorcH since 1ts birth.

The above letter was written on November
22, 1911. Mr. Kemp knows by this time that
with the enlargement of Topr-NorCH has
come no enlargement of i1ts price. There
never was any intention on the part of the
publishers to raise the price—to take it out
of the class where it stands alone: the only
ten-cent magazine published twice a month.

From Newport., Rhode Island, comes this
shriek against serials:

MRr. Burt L. STAaNDISH,

Dear Sir: We are sending vou this letter
to tell vou that in this citv of Newport,
Rhode Istand. we are not in favor of serials.
We know at least seven Newport voung men

who have stopped reading your splendid
magazine, and two more are on the verge of

It 1s the best

quitting it, because of serials.
clean magazine 1n the good old U. S. A\, only
tor the serials. Please stop them.
Y ours truly,
PETER Brabpy.
JOHN GREER.

S

IT strikes me that the subjoined letter has
the right ring. The writer says that he
likes both serials and complete stories, and
demands both.
Top-NorcH 1s printed for many, many
thousands of readers, one should hear in
mind; and you know how tastes vary.

But an excellent way—and this corre-
spondent seems to have it—is to take your
copy of the magazine every time it comes
to hand, and get out of it all the enter-
tainment it offers, whether that be in the
form of serials or complete tales.

List to a man who knows his Tor-NoTCcH
and how to enjoy 1t:

MRr. Burt L., STANDISH.

Dear Sir: This talk about the serial story
has grasped me to the point where I must
bellow forth my say as loud as possible.

A magazine can't exist without the serial,
yet he popular.

I find out by reading as many stories that
I can lay hands on that some subjects can't

be treated right in a serial and demand a
short story, while other subjects, just vice
versa, needing detail which a short or com-
plete story in one i1ssue can’t and never will
bring out. And as we like both these kinds
of subjects we will have to take complete and
serial stories,

In conclusion T wish yvou all a pleasant time
1n reading the stories of this 1ssue, and I wish
to subscribe myselt a lover of both serial
and complete stories and a demander of
both. NATH. SCHNEIDER,

751 East 150th Street, Bronx, New York.

A 9

T ™

_’l‘l—I_:.. new serial novel for our next issue

1s one of adventures that have a lot to
do with chaps who go up to the air in
ships. It 1s called "On the Wings of Chance.”
and the author 1s John Alilton Edwards, new

to Tor-NoTCH readers, except for a stirring

railroad story of his that appeared in the
January 1st number—*Wild Dynamite.”
This airship tale 1s a good one, and 1 speak
of 1t specially because not a great many good
airship tales have been wrntten. We had
been looking for a story of the kind for some
time, without anyv great success; but when
Alr. Edwards turned 1n this one we knew 1t
was the goods. 1 await with much interest
your opinion.
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- Small Payment Starts You. Money Backlf Not
Satisfied. Free model ofauto to each student. Write us today—Now.
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of the coming examinations.  Any COUPON for 10¢ in stamps or coin

delay means the lnss of just so _ _

much time in preparing yoar- BELOW IMustrated with 20 full page haiftone cuts, showing exer-

self for examination. cises that will quickly develop, beautify, and

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE

gain great strength in your shoulders
éw:mll,i:le;::e Dept. K-151, ROCHESTER, N. Y. arms, and hands, without any apparatus. ’
Free The conpon, filled out as directed, entitles the PROF. ANTHONY BARKER
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tions _:111(1 How to Obtain Theiy,'” and to consideration
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anteed if available, Washington only place to secure
copvright. Valuable booklet and examination FREE.
H. Kirkus Dugdale Co., Desk 119, Washington,D.C.

. THIS BOOK IS FREE

\V{)UI:D YOU POSSESS that strange, mvsterious power that charms
and fascinates men and women, shapes their thoughts, controls their -
desires and makes you supreme master of every situation? R S

Life is fu}l of alluring possibilities for those who master the secrets R e R S N

of magnetic influence--forthose who develop theirmagnetic powers. i o o

.......
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You can learn at home to cure disease and bad habits without 557 g e
drugs, win the friendship and love of others, increase your income, 57 AN 000
gratify your ambitions, dispel worry and trouble from your mind, ¥ ¥R G
mprove your memory, banish domestic unhappiness, and develop N

awonderful magnetic will-power that will enable you to over- S S
come all obstacles to vour success. . a3

You can influence people instantanconslv—auick as a Aash; put yourself
O 4Ny one clse to sleep at any hour of the day or night; banizh prin or
sutlering, Our free bhook explains exactly how you can master this o o
power and use it to better vour condition in life, 1t 18 endorsed hy e e ey
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women, It benefits evervhody: it costs nothing, We give it away FEENET A

to advertise this institution, Write for it to-day, S

NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE, Dept. 113A, Rochester, New York, U. 5. A.  JSEE

-.Tell your newsdealer: “Deliver this magazine to me each month.”
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Q'l]ab 5051’61\

(A GCOMPLETE NOVEL)

CHAPTER 1.
FAGER FOR THEILE IFRAY,

AYNE LELAND, better
' known to his comrades of
“RECk“
less Leland, spent a part of
his first day in New York at
Bronx Park viewing the wonders of the
world-famous zoological gardens.
Having feasted his eyes on lions, t1-
gers, elephants, gorillas, and the vari-
ous other wild beasts in captivity until
his mnordinate appetite for such marvels
of nature was satisfied, he left the park
and tried to find his way back to the
subway station, with the intention of
returning to his hotel in West Forty-
- second Street.
Hitting the wrong trail, he wandered

far into the wilds of Westchester Coun-

LA

ty. Suddenly, upon gaining the brow of
a wooded hill, he came upon a thrilling
scene. |
There stood a girl tied to a stake.
Her big b-own eyes were opened wide
with fear and horror. Her face was
deathly white. Her tiny hands were
clasped despairingly. At her feet
crackled a bonfire. Around her danced
a horde of savage Indians, hideous in
their war paint, splitting the air with
fiendish, blood-curdling vyells as they
whirled around their helpless victim.
Wayne’s lower jaw dropped, and his
heart almost stopped beating. Don’t
think for a minute, though, that his

emotion was due to the fact that he took

what he saw for the real thing. Even
though he was from a ranch and this
was his first visit to New York, the
Westerner had eyes and ears, and, there-
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fore, did not fail to note the whirring

moving-picture camera that was sta-
tioned a short distance to the right of
the despairing woman.

- And, although he had never seen such
an apparatus before, he did not jump
to the conclusion that it was a gatling
gun or a sewing machine, or a musical
instrument. According to the average
Easterner’s conception of a cowboy,
that 1s what he ought to have done; but
even though he hailed from the very
wildest and wooliest section of the wild
and woolly West, Wayne had intelli-
gence, and was in the habit of reading
the newspapers and magazines when he
could get hold of them. He took 1n the
situation at a single glance, and realized
that he was for the first time in his life
witnessing a motion picture in the proc-
ess of making.

Why, then, did his lower jaw drop
and his heart nearly stop beating at
what he saw? It was because he rec-
ognized the face of the girl tied to the
stake—recognized her as a young
woman whom he knew well and was
head over heels 1n love with—although
he had never before seen her.

That 1s to say, he had never before
seen her in the flesh., But he had seen
her a hundred times in a hundred dif-
ferent roles, and each time and each
role had made h1m more and more her
slave.

Cowboys, like every one else, have
their weaknesses. With some 1t 1is
liquor, with others it 1s cards, with oth-
ers still it 1s gun play, and, again, 1t is
all three. But Reckless Leland’s rul-
ing passion was moving pictures.

When the photo play first appeared
in the West he became a devotee of
canned drama. Pretty soon he had the
habit so bad that he would ride a hun-
dred miles to see a new set of films. He
became a moving-picture ‘“fan” of the
most rabid variety.

At first he had loved the pictures for
themselves alone, irrespective of what
they were or who posed for them. But
it was not long before he began to take
particular notice of a little, dark-eyed,
slender girl who appeared in many dif-
ferent scenes, and eventually his inter-

est in canned drama and canned com-
edy revolved around her.

Sometimes she would appear before
his eager, admiring eyes as a sherffi’s
daughter, attired in simple garb, rid-
ing like the wind across the prairie to
save her dear father from the bold, bad
bandits who were about to take the
life’s blood of that brave but helpless
official.

Sometimes he would see her dressed
in silks and satins, a grand soctety lady
sitting 1n a magnthcently {furnished
drawing-room and spurning the love of

$he rich old banker who was trying to

win her from the poor but honest young
mechanic to whom she was secretly be-
trothed.

Betimes she was the daughter of a
Kentucky moonshiner and desperately
in love with the fearless young revenue
officer who had sworn to find the illicit
still and capture the desperate band
who were cheating Uncle Sam; and yet
again Wayne had beheld her in a suit
of oilskins, the devoted wife of a deep-
sea fisherman, going out into the surf
to climb aboard the lifeboat which was
starting out to rescue dear hubby from
a watery grave,

But whatever the role she played, and |
whatever the garb she wore, those big
dark eyes of hers never changed, and
always.-had the same effect upon Reck-
less Leland, thrilling him through and
through, causing him to feel an insane
desire to rush up to the screen and try
to en(:lrcle that unsubstantial, slender
figure 1n his strong arms.

And that was the girl now tied to a
stake in the wilds of the Bronx, sur-
rounded by yelling redskins—the cen-
tral fgure of the moving spectacle
which was being made into a moving
picture.

- No wonder that Wayne’s emotion got

the best of him as he gazed upon the
girl of his dreams who had thus unex-
pectedly come into reality. For a few
minutes he stood there staring at her
like a man 1n a trance, wondering how
on earth he was going to break down
the barriers of formality and get ac-
quainted with her, now that he had
found her.
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And then suddenly an inspiration
came to him. He had once read a tool
story about a cowboy in New York who
had gone to a theater and become so ex-
cited at what he witnessed on the stage
that he had leaped across the footlights
to rescue the heroine from the clutches
of the cruel villamn.

He had read many other stories, too,
1 which cow-punchers figured as the
most unsophisticated and simple-minded
of men.

“Accordin’ to the popular idea, here,”
sald Reckless to himself, “we ain’t sup-
posed to have any sense, so 1 reckon
I'll live up to our reputation. 1 ought
to be able to get away with it.”

With a yell which would have been
regarded as a very ordinary perform-
ance at Red B Ranch, but which was
unlike anything which had ever been
heard before in the region of the Bronx,
he dashed over the long grass toward
that animated group.

“Hey! Get out of the way, there!”
shouted the man at the moving-picture
camera; but Reckless pretended not to
hear. He hurled himself into the midst

of the astonished redskins with a vio-

lence which sent three of them sprawl-
ing on their backs and caused the rest
of the horde to flee in panic.

“Don’t be afratd, miss,” he said, ad-
dressing the lady tied to the stake. “1
won't let ’em hurt you. Tryin’ to burn
you alive, was they? I'll show ‘em.”

He trampled out the bonfire at the
girl’'s feet, and, then taking out a big
clasp kmnife, started to sever her bonds.

But at this point the man at the mov-
ing-picture camera and several other
men in cowboy garb who had been
concealed behind a clump of bushes,
came up and surrounded him angrily.

“What are you doing, you blithering
idiot!” growled one. “Don’t you see
that we’re only taking pictures:?”

“Pictures!” exclaimed Reckless, with
well-feigned astonishment. “Waal, I'll
be derned! 1 thought ”

“To blazes with what you thought!”’
snarled the camera man, shaking his
fist in Reckless’ face. “I yelled to you
not to butt in. Why in thunder didn’t
you listen? It took us an hour to re-

hearse that scene before we got it the
way we wanted it, and your infernal in-
terference has spotled 1t all.”

“And you stepped on my pet corn,
you big boob,” groaned the chief of the
redskins, limping painfully to and iro.

“I’'m sorry,” said Reckless meekly.
“You see, I'm a stranger in these parts,
and I didn't know what the game was.”

His apology was addressed to the
girl, who smiled upon him kindly.

“And you mean to say that you
thought I was really in danger?”’ she
said. “And you started out single-
handed to fight all these fierce Indians
in order to rescue me? Why, I think
that was awfully brave of you.” She
gave him an admiring glance.

Reckless blushed. His ruse had been
a complete success in that 1t had given
him what he wanted—a speaking ac-
quaintance with the girl of his dreams;
but he didn’t quite like the 1dea of being
a fake hero. It made him feel sort of
mean to get that admiring glance, re-
alizing that he was not entitled to it.

“Waal, you see, miss,” he began
stammeringly, “l " |

“You're irom the West, aren’t you?”
she interrupted him, a flattering interest
in her tone. ‘“No need to ask, though;
I can tell from your accent. My folks
are all ?

“Say, Miss Holcomb,” broke in a
short, thickset man in a red sweater 1m-
patiently, “excuse me for cuttin’ you
short, but the sun’ll be goin’ down in a
little while, and we've got to hustle.
You can tell this gentleman your fam-
1ly history after we get through.” _

He motioned imperiously to Reckless.
“Step back, please, and give us a chance
to do our work. Now, then, you In-
dians, take your places again, just as
you were before this—this gentleman
butted in.” He glared witheringly at
Reckless, who was meekly stepping back
out of range of the camera.

“Everybody ready?” shouted the man
in the red sweater. “Miss Holcomb,
please chase that smile from your face,
and look scared and despairing. No
lady that was bein’ roasted alive by In-
dians would look as i1f she enjoyed 1it,
you know. That’s better. Try to hold
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that expression throughout the pose.
Now, Indians, start your dancing. Hey!
you fat Indian on the left, you're out
of step, and spoilin’ the whole effect.
1f you can’t do better than that we can’t
use you. That’s much better. Keep
that up everybody! It's very good in-
deed. Don’t forget to yell, Indians, as
soon as 1 give the signal.”

He turned toward the camera man,
who had gone back to his apparatus.
“Hey, Bill!” he shouted, “I guess this
1s as good as we're goin’ to get it.
When 1 raise my right hand grind her
out.”

Reckless, watching the queer scene
from a distance, wondered what “‘grind
her out” meant. He soon discovered
that 1t was the technical term for tak-
Ing a moving picture; for as soon as the
man in the red sweater raised his right
hand the man at the camera began to
turn the crank of his instrument.

The redskins began to yell hendishly,
and kept up their dancing. 'The girl at
the stake wrung her hands despairingly,
and maintained the terrified expression
which had won the approbation of the
man in the red sweater.

Suddenly the latter put his two hands
to his mouth and yelled to a group of
men 1n wild-West attire, who, mounted
on horses, were stationed several hun-
dred vyards away. “Now, then, you
cowboys, we're ready for you! Come
on all of youl”

The “cowboys” urged on their steeds,
and, uttering wild yells and waving
their arms frantically, came dashing nto
the picture.

“Gee!” said Reckless Leland to him-
self, with a contemptuous smile.
“What a punk outht! There ain’t one
of them fellers that can ride worth a
hang.” And it was this discovery which
gave him his big idea. _

CHAPTER II.
RECKLESS LEARNS A LOT.

IT was not until he got back to his ho-
tel iIn West Forty-second Street that
the big 1dea came to Reckless Leland.
He had not had a chance to continue
his conversation with the moving-pic-

ture girl; for, after the posing was over,
she had climbed into a big automobile,
together with the rest of the troupe, and
had gone off without a single glance
in his direction.

It was patent to the disappointed
young man that she had forgotten all
about his existence. But she wasn’t go-
ing to be allowed to continue to forget
it, 1f he could help it, Reckless told him-
self, as he sat in the hotel lobby, twirl-
ing his mustache thoughtfully.

Take note of that mustache. It is
destined to figure importantly in this
story. All that shall be said about it
now, however, 1s that it was dark and
luxuriant, and contributed not a little
to its owner’s good looks. Reckless was
proud of 1it, and he had cause to be; for
it really was a creditable mustache.

He sat now, as has been said, stroking
this decorative growth pensively as he
reclined 1n a big armchair in the lobby
of the hotel, wondering how on earth
he was going to get better acquainted
with the moving-picture girl during his

few weeks’ stay imn New York.

And then suddenly an inspiration
came to him. The solution of his prob-

‘lem was as simple as A, B, C. All he

had to do was to join the outfit to which
she belonged. As a fellow member of
the company, he would have plenty of
opportunities to cultivate the acquaint-
ance of Miss Holcomb. Perhaps, even,
he would have opportunities to take her
in his arms—business opportunities, of
course.

He had observed, with a jealous eye,
that in every moving picture she ap-
peared in 1t was some ftellow’s happy
lot to hug her and press kisses upon her
pretty mouth. Sometimes it was the
sheriff who did the hugging, sometimes
the honest young mechanic, sometimes
the deep-sea fisherman; but whoever it
was, she was always hugged by some-
body 1n each picture.

“Why shouldn’t I be that somebody,
sometimes?’ Reckless asked himself,
thrilling at the thought. “I'd give a
whole year’s pay for one chance like
that. And even it I ain’t lucky enough
to get picked for the huggin’ scenes,” he
mused, “I'll at least have a chance to be
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near her and to talk to her. Yes, I
reckon 1t would be a mighty good idea
to sign up with that outht.”

He did not proceed to carry out his
plan that night, because he figured that
the moving-picture people could not be
found after dark; but the next morn-
ing he got 1n a subway express train
and journeyed out to the Bronx, with
the intention of making the man in the
red sweater—who seemed to be the boss
—an offer of his services.

Without much difficulty he found the
place that had been the scene of the In-
dian outrage the previous day. He
knew that he had found the exact spot,
because the remains of the bonfire with
which they were going to roast their
captive alive was still there. But there

was no sign now of the moving-picture

troupe. Reckless’ eager gaze swept
every inch of the “prairte” for them in
vain,

Much disappointed, he walked back
to the roadway and approached a man
who sat 1 the door of a shack smok-
ing a corncob pipe.

“Seen anythin’ of the movin’-picter
outfit that was playin’ here yesterday,
stranger ”’ he inquired.

“Not this morning,” replied the man.
“They ain't showed up yet, and the
chances are they won't be here all day:
They only come out here a couple of
times a week—when they're doin’ wild-
West stuff.”

“And where are they now?’ de-
manded Reckless eagerly.

The man shrugged his shoulders.
“That’s more than I can tell you, my
friend. They go all over. It’s a busi-
ness that keeps 'em on the jump all the
time. But if yvou've got business with
the company, why don't you go to the
main office in New York?”

“What's the name of the company,
and whar do they keep, stranger?”’ in-
quired Reckless.

His informant told him that the offi-
cial name of the concern was the Pen-
dexter Moving Picture Company, and
that its headquarters were i East IFif-
tieth Street.

Reckless hurried back to the subway,
and, three-quarters of an hour later, was

standing in the outer office of the Pen-
dexter Moving Picture Company, ex-
plaining his business to a friendly dis-
posed clerk.

“l don’t think they’ll take you on,’
the latter told him. *“We've got all the
talent we can use, and a big waiting
list besides. Everybody seems to be try-
ing to get into the moving-picture game
nowadays. B

But you can.wait and sce
Mr. Eddy, if you want to.”

Mr. Eddy proved to be a keen-eyed,
sharp-featured man, who looked Reck-
less over from head to foot when the
latter informed him that he had come to
“sign up with the outfit.”

“What experience have you had,
young man? Ever done moving-picture
work 2"

“No, sir; but I can ride a heap better
than 27

“Been on the stage?”

““No, sir, I haven’t; but, as I was say-
in’, I can ride all around any of them
imitation cow-punchers of your'n I saw
at work vesterday. When 1t comes to
handlin’ a cayuse, there ain’t a man in
the whole Double B outfit that can beat
me—and 1 reckon that's equivalent to
sayin’ that I'm the best in the world.”

Having delivered himself of this mod-
est speech, Reckless Leland looked at
the moving-picture man conhdently.

“When shall 1 start to work, boss?”

he inquired.
Mr. LEddy shrugged his shoulders.
i riding is your only accomplishment,
my friend, I'm afraid we can’t use you.
You see, in this business we want ac-
tors, not roughriders. If you haven’t
had any theatrical experience, we
couldn’t think of taking you on.”

Reckless looked astonished.

“Actors!” he exclaimed. “What's
the use of an actor in a wild-West scene
if he can’t ride a horse? \WWhy, that
punk outfit of your'n I saw up in the
Bronx yesterday was enough to make
even a tenderfoot laugh The w ay they
jogged along on

“ILver see any of our wild-West pic-
tures on the screenr” broke in Mr. Ed-
dy, with a smile.

“Yes, sir; but all the pictures I've
seen had real cowboys in ’em,” said

‘i
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Reckless.
ference by
that’s why I

“They were all posed for by that
same ‘punk outht’ you saw at work yes-
terday,” the moving-picture man broke
in, with a laugh. “You see, Mr. Le-
land, in this game there are lots of
tricks. A man doesn’t have to be a
roughrider in order to be able to ride
fast in a moving picture. The speed ef-
fect 1s obtained by cutting out sections
of the film after the picture has been
taken.”

“Cutting out secttons of the film?” re-
peated Reckless blankly.

“Exactly. You see, the speed de-
pends upon how many picture units
there are in a single motion.” Mr.
Eddy took from his desk a long strip of
film containing several hundred little
square pictures, one under the other.

“Now, here’s a ilm of a fat man run-
ning,” he went on. “Being fat, he
moved very slowly, of course, and it
took several hundred different picture
units to register his movements. 1f this
film were run through the moving-pic-
ture machine just as 1t i1s, our fat man
would be shown on the screen making
very slow progress. But by cutting out
a unit here and there in the film we
hurry him along, and the finished result
has the effect of making him run at
breakneck speed when the picture is ex-
hibited.”

He smiled at his visitor’s astonish-
ment. ‘“And that 1s why we can use
actors mstead of genuine cow-punchers
in our wild-West scenes,”” he said. “Our
horsemen can move as leisurely as they
please when they're posing, but they
cover the ground just as fast as you
could, Mr. Leland, when they’re flashed
on the screen.” B

Reckless gulped down his disappoint-
ment. Then a happy thought came to
him. ‘“Waal, talkin’ about tricks, boss,”
he said, “how about trick ridin’? 1
reckon you ought to be able to use me
there,. I can do more stunts on the
back of a cayuse than a tenderfoot can
do standin’ on the ground. I can han-
dle a lariat some, too. There ain’t a
man at Red B as can beat me at doin’

“Any one could tell the dif-
the way they rode. And

things with a rope. Reckon you can't
produce them effects by cuttin’ out sec-
tions of the film?” He looked at the
moving-picture man confidently.

Mr. Eddy smiled again. ‘“Ever hap-
pen to see that bucking-broncho picture
of ours, Mr. Leland?” he inquired
quietly., “In the scene I refer to a cow-
boy is tossed twenty feet up in the air,
turns a double somersault, and lands on
the broncho’s back in a sitting posi-
tion.”

Reckless chuckled.
member that picter?
fore I started LEast. Say, that feller
sure 15 some rider. 1 take off my hat
to him. Where did you get him?”

“He’s a comedy actor by the name of
Kelly,” replied Mr. Eddy, with a laugh.
“Never been on a ranch in his life, and
don’'t know much about riding. The
way we got that effect was by another
sumple trick. First we posed Kelly on
the broncho, and stopped the camera
just as he was thrown. Then we took
another picture of him hanging up in
the air from the end of a thin wire, He
did those back flips while dangling from
the wire, and then we lowered him to
the back of the broncho. Afterward
the wire was painted out of the nega-
tive, and when the finished product was
flashed on the screen 1t looked realistic
enough to fool even such an expert as
yourself.

““And as for lariat throwing,” he went
on, “we’ve turned out some corking
good pictures on that subject. You may
be an expert with the rope, Mr. Le-
land, but even you couldn’t do some of
the stunts which our fake cowboys pull
off. You see, i1t’s impossible for them
to miss, no matter how difficult the
throw. We simply shut off the camera
after they’'ve hurled the lariat, and be-
fore the picture is started again we place
the noose around the object they’re aim-
ing at. When the film is shown on the
screen the motion 1s continuous, and it
looks as 1f the cowboy had made a suc-
cessful throw.

Reckless looked dejected. “Then, 1
reckon you couldn’t use me nohow?”

“No, I'm afraid not. TI'll take your
name and address, but I can’t give you

“Yes, sir, 1 re-
I saw 1t just be-
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any hope. Wild-West pictures are get-
ting to be awiful chestnuts, anyway.
They went fine at first, but the market
has been flooded with them, and the
public 1s about sick of them.
go well over in Europe, but American
audiences want something new; so
we're seriously thinking of cutting
down our cowboy and Indian output.”

Reckless left the manager’s office in
a disconsolate frame of mind. His big
idea had failed, after all; and he had im-
agined that the moving-picture concern
would jump at his offer to join the out-
fit.

As he was going out, he encountered
Miss Holcomb, who was just coming in.
‘The moving-picture girl recognized him
immediately, and gave him a pleasant

nod. ke was about to speak.to her,

but, somehow, although he was consid-
ered at Double B a pretty fluent talker,
he now found himseli strangely at a
loss for words. And before he could
find his tongue she had passed through
a doorway marked “No Admittance,”
and liis opportunity was gone.

As the door swung closed behind her,
Reckless recovered his presence of
mind.

“Wrigghng rattlesnakes!” he mut-
tered, with seli-contempt, ““what an all-
fired fool I am. 1 nught have asked
her to finish what she started to tell me
vesterday about her folks out \West.
That would have been a good way to
make conversation.”

Thinking it mught not be too late,
even then, to avail himself of this in-
spiration, he strode toward the door
marked “No Admittance,” and pushed
it open.

He found himself in a long passage-
way off which several rooms opened,
There was no sign of the girl. Evi-
dently she had entered one of ‘the rooms.
Reckless was staring at a half dozen
closed doors, wondering which one she
had gone through, when a small boy
came along the passageway.

“Hey! What do you want?”’ he
asked. ‘‘No strangers can come in here.
It’s against the rules. Didn’t you see
that sign?”

“I was lookin’ for a lady that just

They stalll

came 1n here,” said Reckless. ‘“Her
name 1s Miss Holcomb. Would you
mind tellin” hér, son, that I'd l1ke to
speak with her a few minutes?”

The boy looked him over critically.
“Guess you're stuck on her, ain’t you?”

“It ain’'t a bad guess, young feller,”
admitted Reckless.

“Fell in love with her from seein’
her in the picters, and come to ask her
to marry you, eh?”’ said the youngster,
with a knowing grin.

“Son, you're a wonder!” said Reck-
less admiringly. “How do you do it?”

“Gee! 1It's dead easy. 1 can spot
you movin’-picture Johnnies every time.
Guess you don’t know how many ginks

comes here every day to try to marry
Miss Ruby Holcomb.”

“You don't say!” exclaimed Reckless
despondently.

“Sure. You didn’t suppose you was
the only one, did ver? Why, there's a
hundred times as many movin’-picture
Jjohnntes as there 1s stage-door John-
nies. Guys all over the world {fall 1n
love with Ruby from seein’ her on the
screens, and travel to New York to ask
her to marry ‘em. Them that can't
come, write. You ought to see the pile
of letters she gets every day from love-
sick gooks that wants to get hitched up
with her. Some of them's bully good
offers, too, believe me! The other day
she got one from a millionaire out in
Minnesota. He wrote her that he'd set-
tle two million dollars on her on the day
she became his bride. Them’s his own
words.”

“And what did
Reckless anxiously.

“She turned him down,” rephed the
precocious youngster. “He mentioned
in his letter that he had a wooden leg
and a glass eye. She said she might
have stood tor the wooden leg, but the
bum lamp was a little too much.”

Reckless heaved a sigh of relief.

“Both my eyes are my own,” he said.
“Ask her 1f she’ll let me say a few words
to her, son’”

The boy shook his head.

“Nothin’ doin’. Miss Holcomb’s very
busy just now ; besides, she’s given or-

she say?” asked

22
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ders that she ain’t to be bothered by
any more guys with the marriage bug.”

CHAPTER III.
IN TROULLE,

INDING that the office boy was not
to be persuaded, even though he
offered him a ten-dollar bill for the
privilege of a few minutes’ talk with
the moving-picture girl, Leland walked
out of the office of the Pendexter Mov-
ing Picture Company and took up a
position on the sidewalk near the en-
trance to the building.

Dogged persistence being one of his
traits, he had made up his mind to wait
there until Miss Holcomb came out,
even if his vigil had to be maintained
all day.

Unfortunately, however, he was 1g-
norant that there were two entrances to
the building—the one at which he was
steadfastly watching, and a rear door
which the employees of the company
frequently used.

Thus 1t happened that the moving-
picture girl made her exit without his
seeing her; which sad fact he did not
discover until after dark, when a might
watchman informed him that the last of
the Pendexter people had long since left
the building.

Reckless was considerably discour-
aged. He had stood watching that
doorway for eight hours, and not a
morsel of food had passed his lips in
that time; for he had not ventured to
leave his post even to satisiy the crav-
ings of his stomach.

That his long wait and equally long
fast should have been unrewarded by
even a glimpse of-the girl, made him
feel that he wasn’t receiving a square
deal from fate.

But after he had dropped into a res-
taurant and put away a good dinner he
looked at things differently.

“After all)” said he to himself,
“there’s lots of other days beside this
un. I'll try it again to-morrow, and
keep right on tryin’ until I get what I
want. Mebbe she’ll be up in the Bronx
again, to-morrow morning, posin’ for

some more wild-West pictures. I might
take a run up there and see.”

In the meantime, as it was impossible
to pursue his quest of the moving-pic-
ture girl, that night, not having any
inkhing of her home address, Leland
gratefully accepted the offer of an af-
fable stranger who had generously un-
dertaken to show him ‘‘the sights of
the town.”

This stranger, whose acquaintance
Reckless made while at dinner in the
restaurant, was a well-dressed, clean-
shaven man of middle age who was suf-
fering from an unfortunate malady of
the hands which prevented him from
keeping them out of other people’s
pockets.

He did not mention this weakness ot
his to Reckless, however, and the latter
found him a very agreeable companion
until, after they had visited a score of
interesting places which, from the stran-
ger's viewpoint, represented the best
that was to be seen in New York after
dark, they entered a café on West
Twenty-ninth Street and seated them-
selves at a little round table.

It was here that his companion’s
malady first made itself apparent to the
cowboy. Two men, acquaintances of
the affable stranger, were introduced by
the latter to Reckless and invited to sit
at the little round table.

Reckless ordered beverages, and when
he had paid for them and restored his
roll to his trousers pocket he became
dimly conscious of the fact that there
was a hand in that pocket which did not
belong to him.

He made a quick move to grab the
hand, but before he could reach 1t, it
had disappeared. He felt for his roll;
and, to his great relief, found 1t was still
there ; so he said nothing.

The affable stranger who was piloting
him around sat beside him, the other
two men sat opposite ; it seemed, there-
fore, that the intrusive hand could have
belonged only to the former.

Reckless oazed at the man’s face long
and searchingly. Not a trace of discom-
fiture or guiltiness could he detect there.
His glance traveled to the countenances
of the other two; they were chatting



HIS CANNED DRAMA DEBUT _ 9

and drinking with an unconcern which
disarmed suspicion.

“Perhaps, after all, I may have been
mistaken,” Reckless told himself ; név-
ertheless, he took the precaution of se-
cretly shifting his roll to another
pocket.

A few minutes later he again became
aware of a hand stealthily entering the
pocket in which his bank roll had pre-
viously reposed. Quick as a flash his
own big hand shot beneath the table and
grabbed a wrist.

“Caught you this time, bud, ” he said
quietly, turning, with a grin, to the af-
table stranger. *“From the clumsiness
of your work, I judge that you must be
“considerable of an amachoor.”

He laughed as his prisoner, without
uttering a word, struggled vainly to
wrench his wrist from that viselike grip.

But the next moment the laugh froze
on his lips. One of the two men si*-
ting opposite leaned over the table and
said very quietly:

“LLet go of him, friend, and don’t
make a sound. I've got you covered
under the table.”

Something pressing against his abdo-

men convinced Reckless that this was

no idle boast.

Obeying that command, hlS right hand
relinquished 1ts hold on his prisoner’s
wrist ; but simultaneously his left hand,
moving with remarkable swiftness, went
to his hip pocket, and his own revolver
flashed mto view.

It was a foolhardy act. Nine men
out of ten would not have attempted to
draw, realizing that the other fellow al-
ready had the drop on them. Even to
make a move toward one’s hip pocket
under such circumstances 1s generally
equivalent to committing suicide.

But Reckless leland was a creature
of impulse, and 1t was by taking several
such tool chances as this that he had
earned his nickname. Applying logic to
a consideration of some of the mad
things he had done in the past, he ought
to have been dead several:times owver.
His comrades of the Double B outfit
marveled at the extraordinary luck
which had saved him in each instance,

That luck seemed to be with him now

for as his revolver flashed into view
above the table there came a click from
the other revolver under the table.

That click saved Reckless’ life. It
meant that his opponent’s revolver had
in some way missed fire. Before the
fellow could pull the trigger again, Le-
land’s weapon barked, aad the man op-
posite fell sprawling across the table.

It all happened so quickly and so
quietly that the attention of the people
at the other tables—there were a score
of men and a half dozen women in the
place—was not attracted until the shot
from the revolver rang out. '

Then there was great confusion.
Men shouted; women screamed; tables
and chairs and potted palms were over-
turned; and, as nearly always happens
in such cases, all the lights in the place
were suddenly extinguished by some
panic-stricken employee whose first
thought was to rush to the wall switch
and plunge the scene 1n darkness.

Then came the police and a crowd
from outside who had been attracted by
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