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In the year 1819 the directors of the Hartford Fire Insurance Company
“voted $20 for the town watch,” whose duty it was “ to patrol the streets
with staff and lantern and guard against incipient'fires.” From that day
to this the Hartford has been in the forefront of every intelligent, con-
structive movement for fire prevention. It has played an important part
in the introduction and development of every nu dern method of fire pre-
vention and control, from the early attempts at fireproof construction to
the latest automatic sprinkler system. Thus the same spirit of public
service that voted the first $20 for the Hartford town watch of 1819 still
characterizes the
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Company has been noted not only for un- pany conducts an up-to-date casualty and
questioned financial strength and integrity, bonding business along the same sound and
but also for its hearty co-operation in every liberal lines, and it has justly inherited the
sanely progressive movement in American parent company’s reputation for the prompt
insurance. settlement of every honest obligation.

The two companies between them write practically every form of insurance but life insurance.

Check on the coupon below any form of insurance in
which you may be interested. Mail it to us and we will
send you full information.
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Hartford Accident & Indenmity Co.

Hartford, Conn.
COUPON-CHECK TEAR OFF-M AIL
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get started right on your legal education.
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VOL. XXXVIII. NOVEMBER 20, 1915. No. 5.
Behind the Screen
By Foxhall Williams
Author of “ The Varsity Letter,” "It Can Be Done," Etc.

During; the past decade there has developed an industry ‘which puts all
Others to shame for artistic result combined with financial return—the mov-

ing picture business.

It possesses all the glamour of romance and the lure

of great riches. Man’s imagination and his material greed are alike appealed
to as in no other field of activity. Something of all this will be found in
“Behind the Screen,” a novel of the Inside of the fascinating business.
There is a tremendous struggle depicted between the octopus and the little
fry in the movie world, and you are enthralled bv the big stakes at issue.

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER I

THE FAILURE.

nue just as the newsboys began
calling his own name. One of
the boys pushed paper, damp
and sticky still with the thick ink that
went into its glaring headlines, up at
him, and he bought it instinctively.
Other people, all around him, were buy-
ing papers, too; he caught himself, in
a moment, turning, with them, to look
at the big bulk of the great store he had
just left. He felt, somehow, that same
half-detached, half-personal interest in
the passing of an institution that moved
the curious glances of these passers-by.
And then a futile wave of anger over-
came him, shaking him, leaving him
iB

I ANSING got out into the ave-

white and sick. He hurried on, lest
some of these people who were looking
up from their papers at the big build-
ing should recognize him, and point him
out, one to the other, scornfully. He
could hear, voiced by the demon of self-
consciousness that was taking posses-
sion of him, even what they would say:

“There—see him? That's young
Lansing!” That was what he imagined
them saying. “Old man Lansing’s son,
you know! Say—if I'd had the chance
his old man gave him! And he’s let the
whole thing go to pot! Receivers for
Lansing’s! What do you know about
that?”

That slang phrase that came so pat to
his mind summed the whole business up
so brutally, so aptly. What did he know
about it? Why, nothing at all! That
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was just the trouble. The big store, and
his interest in it, had just been an in-
stitution to him, as it had been to the
whole city. He hadn’t had anything to
do with its success; that had bewt

laboriously, before he was born, or
while he was growing up, a rich man’s
son. He hadn’t had anything to do with
its failure, either. That it was, really,
that rankled. That was the thing that
filled him with the greatest bitterness.

And it was a bitterness fairly easy to
understand, too, when you had the facts,
as he had them. It wasn’t he, Robert
Lansing, who had failed. Failure, in
itself, if a man has the right sort of
stuff in him, can be as stimulating, as
tonic, as valuable as success. But not
the sort of failure that had come to
Lansing’s—and to Robert Lansing. To
him, this failure brought the same sen-
sation a man must feel when a bridge
collapse? under him— with the differ-
ence that Lansing knew he should have
looked to his own supports. He
couldn’'t get away from that. He had
shiiv'd, evaded, deliberately, the re-
sponsibilities that had come to him. If
he had not shirked, if he had played an
active part in Lansing’s, the failure
would probably have been just as in-
evitable, he knew. He couldn’t console
himself with the thought that others
had shirked, too; that they had made
mistakes. Perhaps they had, but it
wasn't for him to justify himself in any
such fashion as that.

He had known what was coming for
days, of course. With the approach of
the crisis that had finally resulted in the
bankruptcy of the big store, the active
heads of the business had taken him
into their confidence. They had had to,
for one thing; they needed the money
that he had still been able to help them
to raise. When it was too late, he had
flung himself, rather savagely, into the
task of getting a full understanding of
what was and had been going on. His
head swam with the explanations that

had been offered. He knew all about
the uptown movement of the retail
trad? « the tremendous increase in ex-
penses, due to higher rents, to this cause
and that.

But he knew other things, too. He
knew that'he had been willing, indeed,
eager, to fall in with the suggestions
that had been made to him after his
father’s death. He had been delighted
to incorporate Lansing’s, to become a
dummy, despite his stock interest in the
company, to let a corporation try to
step into his father’'s shoes. He had
justified himself by the knowledge that
he couldn’t fill them himself, and he
had no reason now to think that he had
been wrong as to that. But— he knew
that he ought to have tried.

His father, building up Lansing’s
from a mite of a retail business to the
great estate of its palmy days, had faced
worse crises than this one that had
ended in the bankruptcy court. He
hadn’t had anything to start with; much
less the great business that had come
to his son. His name was still one of
the great ones of American mercantile
history. He had been one of those
pioneers, one of those captains of in-
dustry about whom that history was
written, who had helped to prove that
America was the land of opportunity.
He had taken his place in the company
of men like Carnegie and Rockefeller,
Mackay, Armour, and scores of others
like them, who, in greater or lesser de-
gree, had taken toll of the country’s
needs. It was of such men as Robert
Lansing’s father that Kipling Avrote:
He turns a keen untroubled face
Home, to the instant need of things.

He greets th’ embarrassed Gods, nor fears

To shake the iron hand of fate
Or match Avith Destiny for beers.

But— no poet was ever going to be
inspired to write thus of the man Rob-
ert Lansing had been, and he knew it.
Tt had taken this catastrophe to drive
the truth home, though he had been
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sensing it vaguely for a long time, with
a growing restlessness and dissatisfac-
tion with the manner of his life. Now
this half-formulated complaint he had
been making against himself was
brought suddenly, by the force of out-
ward circumstances, into a sharp, clear
focus. He could express his feeling
now, if he couldn’'t see a remedy, nor,
even, exactly what had been responsible.
And he guessed that he couldn’t have
gone on much longer in the old way,
even if Lansing’s had not gone under.

He quickened his step, to keep pace,
in some measure, with the turmoil in
his brain. There was no special need
for haste. The failure of Lansing's,
of course, was going to represent the
dropping of a pretty big pebble into
the placid pool of his life, and the rip-
ples were going to have their effect.
But not just yet. This was none of
your melodramatic failures, that trans-
form a man from millions and their
surroundings in the first act to a Bow-
ery lodging house in the second. He
would have some money left; quite a
good deal, indeed, according to ordinary
standards. And he hadn’'t come yet
to the point of planning changes in the
routine of his life. That is one of the
last things people do, anyway, after
such an experience.

And so Lansing’s mind wandered off
at a tangent, for a moment, from the
big fact of the failure, and he thought
of his engagements for the next few
days. Some of them he would prob-
ably have to break, he thought, and he
frowned as he tried to plan out his
time. Then the futility of this over-
came him, and he laughed in the face
of an imposing lady shopper who was
bearing down upon him. He heard her
muttering as he passed; she thought,
perhaps, that he was trying to flirt with
her. >

He was still in Sixth Avenue, and
he glanced up at the street signs, to see
if he reached the point at which he

wanted to turn east to reach his rooms.
He hadn’t, and kept on. to be caught in
a sudden outpouring from the doors of
a five-ceut theater, colorful, in its gar-
ish with the bright posters that
bore witness to the delights to be flashed
on the screen within. He caught him-
self wondering how, in such a neigh-
borhood, such a place could attract so
many people of leisure, and, because he
couldn’t move quickly, he took note of
the people who were coming out.

It was nearly five o’clock, and that
added to his wonder, since working
hours weren’'t over. Hp saw women,
women of all sorts. Women with their
arms full of bundles, in their eyes a
remote, happy look, a little fixed— joint
product of the romance of the films
and the eye strain of steady watching.
Well-dressed woman and slatternly,
slovenly women, many of them pulling
excited children along. But they were
shoppers, in the main, and they were
hurrying now, with their bundles, to-
ward elevated and tubes, to rush home
and fulfill their task of cooking dicier
for the breadwinners. But though
Lansing saw these things, they meant
nothing to him yet. He saw them with-
out understanding, obsessed only with
the idea of getting through the press
of people that had suddenly barred his
swift progress.

That was soon done. The women
scattered to their cars, and he forgot
his glimpse of something that was new
enough, full enough of meaning, to in-
terest him, had he been able.to read
that meaning, to translate it into terms
of opportunity. He went on for two
more blocks, turned east, and in five
minutes more reached his rooms. From
the depths of his easiest chair a cheer-
ful voice greeted him.

“Hello, Bob— lucky you came!” it
said. “lI couldn't have waited much
longer, you know. Had to send your
man out for more cigarettes as it was.”

“What's up, Sandy?” asked Lansing
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resignedly. In his mood, Alexander
Brangwyn, who couldn’t begin to live
up to that sonorous name, was not wel-
come. But the effort that™~rfld be
required to make Sandy understand
that, without a resort to downright bru-
tality, was beyond him. It was easier
to yield.

“Job for you,” said Sandy brightly.
“Crowd getting up a show for some
bloomin' charity.  Theatricals, you
know—play by some blighter called
Pinero, or some such name. Got a fel-
low to show 'em how. An’ lie’s simply
im-poss-ible! Told Mrs. Tommy
French she didn’'t know how to behave
in a drawin’-room! Quite right, of
course— she doesn’'t! But she wouldn’t
stand it— from him. He chucked it—
an’ they were in a fine hole till I thought
of you! So I promised to get you to—
stage it, they call it, don’'t they ? They’ll
take things from you they wouldn’t hear
of from some beastly professional.
What?”

“Can’t do it,” said Lansing shortly,

sorry, Sand}'— but it's out of the
question.”

“Eh?” said Sandy, staring. “But, |
say, old chap— | promised, you know 1’

“Look at that!” said Lansing. He
tossed over the paper he had carried
home.

“Evening paper? What?” said
Sandy, with the air of one announcing
an important discovery. “Never read
'em! What's the idea, Bob?”

Lansing controlled himself, and ex-
plained.

“Too beastly bad, old chap!” said
Sandy, after taking it in. “But it just
shows they have the right idea in Eng-
land, you know. Over there this
couldn’t have happened. Why? Don't
you see, you wouldn’'t have been in
trade! It isn't done! Here—the very
best people do it—and you see what
happens!”

He pondered over the disaster while
Lansing became his debtor to the im-

portant extent of one sense of humor,
hitherto badly frayed and unaccount-
ably missing.

“1 tell you what!” he said, brighten-
ing again. “I'll lend you some money!
Then you can show them how to act
their silly-play.”

But Lansing shook his head.

“No, thanks,” he said. “It isn’t as
bad as that. Only, I've got to quit play-
ing for a while, Sandy, and get my bear-
ings. And I'm going to cut loose
entirely— have a new deal.”

There was a finality in his tone that
silenced even Sandy. No one, and least
of all Sandy himself, would have
guessed that this decision was less than
a minute old.

“I've got to do that!” Lansing broke
out suddenly. “Sandy— can’'t you see
what an awful ass I've been? What
the devil do | amount to? | can draw
well enough to have women ask me to
do place cards for their dinners— but
I couldn’t get a job doing picture pos-
tals for money! 1 could help out your
charity theatricals—but a manager
would kick me out of his theater after
I'd tried to stage one act of a Broad-
way show! 1| can half do a dozen other
things— and what do they come to?”

“You come along with me,” said
Sandy firmly. He got up and took Lan-
sing’s arm. “1 know what’s the mat-
ter with you, old chap—liver! I'm
going to order your dinner for you to-
night—and I'll mix the cocktails my-
self I”

Once more, it was easier to yield than
to resist. And Lansing liked the fat
little man; he didn't want to hurt his
feelings. Then, he had to eat dinner—
why not with Sandy?

Sandy, turned airtocrat, chose a res-
taurant, not a club, and a restaurant
comparatively strange to Lansing, a
place that was full of men, and reeked,
even so, of Broadway. But it boasted,
as Sandy explained, a cook who was
master of just the dishes Lansing
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needed, and a bar that was stocked with
mysterious liquors vital to the cocktail
that was part of the prescription. Lan-
sing obeyed without questioning; the
cocktail, as a matter of fact, restored
some of his self-respect. He began to
feel a little sorry for himself.

There were men all around whom
Lansing knew. Some only nodded;
several came over to his table, and, halt-
ingly, spoke, with sympathy and regret,
of the failure of Lansing’s. But the
one of all those whom Lansing knew
best said nothing at all. This was
Hazen, a lawyer, and a man his senior
by twenty years. He joined them for
his coffee, and talked of trifling things
until Sandy brought up the failure.
Lansing rather hung on his answer;
after the sympathy of the others he
had been disposed to resent Hazcn's
silence.

“l don’t know,” said Hazen reluc-
tantly. “You can work out a reor-
ganization, can't you, Lansing?”

“It’s too late for that!” said Lansing,
with a renewed touch of bitterness.
“The competition’s too fierce. If you're
once down you'd better stay, nowadays!
My father----- "

He stopped, gloomily thoughtful.

“Well?” said Hazen quietly. “I
knew your father. He weathered some
pretty severe storms.”

“Things were different then!” re-
torted Lansing. “Those were the days
of opportunity. There were chances,
then. Things waiting to be done. Now
— everything’s been done, or is being
done. It's a case of working away in
the rut you get into-—-—-- "

“S0?” Hazen had snatched the
chance for a long, keen look at Lansing.
“You think the great days of oppor-
tunity are over here?”

“Aren’t they?” asked Lansing.
“Everything’s standardized! The coun-
try’s settled. It's grown up. There's
no West any more— just for one thing.
Do you suppose a man could do now

what Rockefeller did with oil—or Car-
negie and that Pittsburgh crowd with
steel?”

“DoX-45 suppose any one— except
themscwes," perhaps— thought they
could do what they did, when they were
getting started?’ Hazen answered
guestion with question.

Lansing didn’t answer. And Hazen,
after a moment’s pause, went on.

“There’s a good deal left to do,” he
said cheerfully. “And, as to the store,
there’ll be a reorganization, of course,
whether you're in it or not. Feeling
as you do, you’'d better stay out of it,
| should think. But you’'re going to do
something, | take it?”

“Oh, yes! I'll wait till 1 see what
there is left. If they reorganize, | sup-
pose I'll get some cash.”

“Very likely,” said Hazen. “And you
had a good deal of stuff outside of the
store ?”

“1 had—yes. I've thrown most of
it to the wolves, though, lately. You
know, it looked as if some cash would
save the store. So | put up about even-
decent security | had. In fact, I've only
got one small block of stock left. |
wouldn’'t have thought of that if 1
hadn’t found a dividend check to-night
before Sandy dragged me here! It's
some Western Film the governor must
have bought to oblige a friend. | sup-
posed it wasn't any good when | was
checking up the stuff, and left it out.”

“Western Film?” said Hazen curi-
ously. “I didn't know any was loose.
How much?”

“Only a few shares— I've forgotten
just how many. It's no good, is it?”

“Hard to tell,” said Hazen. "De-
pends on a lot of things.”

“Oh, | say! protested Brangwyn.
“Can’t we talk about somethin’ inter-
estin’? | brought old Bob here to for-
get business! Who's that big bounder
over there at the round table— the chap
with the bald head?”

“That?” Hazen looked across the
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room. A good many eyes were cen-
tering on that table just then. The man
who had attracted Brangtfoc’'s atten-
tion was spectacular enough explain
the interest he aroused. A great figure
of a man, he seemed to tower, even as
he sat at table, leaning far back, his
voice raised in a roaring note that ex-
tinguished hopelessly any attempt of
his companions to speak except at his
sufferance. From time to time he
brought a huge fist crashing down on
the cloth, setting silver and glass to
dancing.

“That's Jim Hazzard,” said Hazen,
with a smile. “You might ask him
about your Western Film stock, Bob.
He’s the big man in that concern. And
—well, he might serve as a living an-
swer to some of your other questions,
too. About the opportunities one can
still find. Five years ago he was run-
ning a saloon in Chicago, and just about
breaking even. To-day you’ll find him
rated in Bradstreet at a million and a
half.”

A man may have a good many more
millions than one and a half and still
not be worth a second glance. But that
isn't so of a man who has made that
much money in five years. Lansing
stared, frankly, openly, with a dawning
wonder in his eyes.

“You mean to say he’s made that—
out of moving pictures?” he asked.
“But— look here—that dividend check
—it didn’t represent more than four
per cent, and it's the first that's ever
been paid on the stock----- "

Hazen shrugged his shoulders.

“You might ask him about that, too,”
he suggested. “You want to remember
he’'s on the inside. The men on the
ground floor don't have to depend on

dividends. They've got other ways of
getting money, if they control the
stock.”

“Yes— that’s so,” said Lansing. He
continued to stare at Hazzard, ab-
sorbed, fascinated. “And perhaps my

father thoitght of going into that game
in earnest— of getting to be an insider?
Maybe that was why he had that stock
—as an opening wedge?”

“Your father was a pioneer,” said
Hazen. “He wasn’'t in the habit of
staying on the outside.”

«1 know,” said Lansing. He drew
in a deep breath. There came over
him, with an astonishing vividness, a
memory of that outpouring of women
from the five-cent theater in Sixth Ave-
nue that he had seen that afternoon.
He had a vision of such theaters in
other streets. He remembered the elec-
tric signs, the garish stands of colored
posters, glimpsed from automobiles in
which he had ridden through the
swarming streets of the East Side, the
residential sections far uptown, with
their miles upon miles of apartment
houses, standing in serried rows.

“Look here!” he said suddenly. “I
was going to try to sell that stock— I
thought maybe that dividend would
make a market! But if my father
thought there was something in the
business----- "

“1 heard it estimated the other day,”
said Hazen musingly, “that five or six
million people go to see moving pictures
every day in America, in about seven
thousand theaters.”

“They’'re welcome,” said Sandy, with

a chuckle. “l say—we've got time to
take in a show! There’s a new one at
the Casino.”

“No!” said Lansing. “Let's go to
the movies! | want to see what there
is in this game! Maybe it's going to be
mine!”

CHAPTER IL

THE COAST OF ADVENTURE.

Where the guns of the twin forts
of Washington and Lee once swept the
Hudson, barring the ascent of the river
by the British during the Revolution,
history has been made again in these
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latter days— the history of a new in-
dustry. Fort Lee is as great a name
in the chronicles of the movies as it was
in those of the Continental army. On
top of the Palisades wild deeds are done
daily. Within easy gunshot of the
metropolis of America, that wild land
on top of the crags that overlook the
Hudson is a treasure house for the
men who make moving pictures. A
good director will find almost any scene
he wants there. He can achieve the
local color for Western prairies, for
forest romance, for the battlefields of
half the world. The most realistic pic-
tures of the Canadian Northwest that
were ever made were taken there, and
a few feet of film had to be cut out.
now and then, when the careless camera
man had allowed the great gas tank
across the river, on the New York
shore, to appear.

The ferry from Manhattan carries a
daily army of invasion, bound for the
studios. They are a friendly lot, gath-
ering in jolly groups, most of them.
But some there are, every day, whose
eyes are full of care. These are the
extra people, doomed as yet to make
their daily pilgrimage in search of work,
as likely to go on a vain errand to
the Universal studio at Coytesville and
find that only a society drama, with
no extras, is being made, as to the
Eclair plant at Fort Lee, where a fran-
tic director may be tearing his hair
because he has suddenly decided he
needs a hundred extra people, and only
a dozen have appeared. It is as difficult
as it ever was to be in two places a
mile apart at one and the same moment,
and it is seldom, indeed, that a movie
director will condescend to say, a day
ahead, what his future needs will be.

And so there is something wistful,
pathetic, often, about these stragglers
and camp followers of the army, just
as there is something pleasing about
the great mass of privates in the ranks,
those who are regularly employed in

small parts. But then there are the
aristocrats, too. You can see those
lolling in their automobiles, nowadays,
for the day of great salaries has come
to the movies, looking out with conde-
scension on-the humble ones who stand
and will rush for the trolleys -at the
end of the trip. Here you may enjoy
an intimate view of some favorite of
the films, smoking a cigarette or dab-
bling at her face with a powder puff,
as the case may be.

But the day of automobile salaries
was only just beginning to dawn when
Lansing made his first trip on the eight-
o’clock boat to begin his practical study
of the movies. The movies were
attracting audiences by virtue of their
novelty. The mere fact that the pic-
tures moved seemed to be almost
enough. The era of tremendous com-
petition, with the exploitation of per-
sonalities, was coming, had begun, in-
deed. But it hadn’t arrived. Machin-
ery was still in the ascendant, since it
had not yet reached the perfection of
standardization. As soon as it did the
supremacy of the men and women who
could use that machinery best would be
assured; actors and actresses, produc-
ers, would stand out as individuals, and
their names would mean something to
those who maintained the industry by
their tributes of nickels and dimes.

It was like that, of course, with the
automobile. In the early days, when
Daimler and Benz and Haynes and Sel-
den were laying the foundations, the
great thing was that a wagon could be
made to move without being drawn by
horses. Just as with the pictures, the
fundamental fact of motion was the
all-sufficient, essential thing. With
something approximating perfection
came the great days of the individual,
the era of racing. Then men who
couldn’t have told you whether Daimler
was a new sort of apple or an operatic
composer knew all about the achieve-
ments of Lancia and Barney Oldfield
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and had the history of the Vanderbilt
Cup and the French Grand Prix at the
end of their tongues.

Lansing had let no grass grow under
his feet after that night when he had
seen Jim Hazzard. He had been able
to see through the grossness, the coarse
shell of the man, to the smooth-work-
ing brain behind the cold blue eyes. He
had sensed, as he studied Hazzard, his
oneness with his father, with those
other seizers of opportunity. But he
might have done that and been no
nearer to seeing that the same oppor-
tunity that Hazzard had seized upon
lay within his grasp, too. He had gone
farther. The very fact that the thing
surprised him held a suggestion that
was full of meaning. That and his
instant reversion to the moment when
he had been caught in the crowd of
the women from the nickelodeon in
Sixth Avenue.

Why hadn’t he known about the
movies ? Why hadn’t he, himself, fallen
under a spell that held so many mil-
lions of people every day? And how
about Hazen and Brangwyn? They
didn’'t go to the movies, nor his other
friends. Yet he and his friends weren’t
exceptional people. They shared all
sorts of entertainments with these peo-
ple who made up the audiences of the
nickel theaters. The only difference
was that he and Brangwyn sat in or-
chestra seats and paid two dollars, while
these others looked down from the up-
per balconies. A show, to be really
successful, had to appeal to orchestra
and galleries alike. He caught the
analogy of that, and thought about it.
'And, because, to think intelligently, he
had to have a lot of facts, he set to
work to take the moving-picture indus-
try apart and see what made its wheels
go round.

He had gone at his task in a cold,
driving way that would have surprised
Sandy Brangwyn and others of his
older friends vastly. It surprised him,
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for that matter. But in the turmoil,
the sickening work of watching the
liquidation and winding up of Lan-
sing’s, it meant a good deal to have
something that kept him busy, some-
thing that represented, in a way, a
bridge between the dead, useless past
and the future in which he hoped really
to live.

There had been much for him to
learn. He rediscovered things about
himself, half forgotten—his need for
exact knowledge. He inherited that
from his father, who had applied a
scientific mind to trade. In six weeks
of digging he learned more things about
the making of moving pictures than Jim
Hazzard, with his million and a half
that was still growing, would ever
know. He had the history of the film,
of the camera, with the vital sprocket,
at his command. He revived an old
interest in photography and made a
study of the science of it that would
have been amusing if it hadn't been so
passionately earnest.

And, day after day, night after night,
whenever he had a spare hour, he was
in moving-picture theaters. He watched
the films at first, but soon he was more
interested in the people who sat around
him. He watched three or four suc-
cessive runs of a picture, to study the
impression it made upon wholly differ-
ent types in the audiences. He analyzed
the appeal of every sort of picture, filled
endless sheets of paper with notes, and
then tore them up, filing away his con-
clusions mentally.

He laughed at himself, sometimes.
Jim Hazzard hadn't done this sort of
thing, nor, so far as he knew, had any
of the other big men of the industry.
Perhaps they hadn't felt the need. But
he did. He had a curiously logical
mind, that demanded exactitude. All
the time he was making plans vaguely.
And all the time he knew that they
would remain in that vague state until
he had his foundation of exact knowl-
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edge properly built. Again, his heri-
tage from his father was striking out.
One who watched him, and had known
the elder Lansing, would have under-
stood, remembering how Robert Lan-
sing’s father had understood every de-
tail of his business, so that he could
show a boy the best way to wrap a
spool of thread, the clerk in the ship-
ping room the easiest, quickest way to
box a dinner set, a salesgirl exactly
the way to send a customer away with
the feeling of satisfaction in the service
of the store that would make her return.

Financially, Robert Lansing suffered
less than he might have done from the
failure of the great store. There had
been a reorganization, abruptly halting
the receivership and the forced sales.
Other interests had stepped in, seizing
avidly the chance of a sharp bargain.
There had been a compounding with
creditors, an assumption, by the new
owners, of certain contracts and great
debts. Lansing hadn’t been vitally in-
terested. He had turned his own inter-
ests over to Hazen, and had accepted,
with astonished gratitude, the lawyer’s
report of what had been saved from
the wreck. There was a good deal
more money left than he had expected
—nearly eighty thousand dollars. Con-
servatively invested, that would repre-
sent a comfortable income, enough to
let him go on very much as before, with
certain easily effected economies. But
he was in no mood for conservative
investments, and he was too busy to
worry about the things he had stopped
doing, important as they had seemed
before. He abandoned luxurious rooms
and service without a qualm, and buried
himself in a two-room apartment far
uptown, where he cooked his own
breakfast and had an arrangement with
the janitor’'s wife to make his bed and
sweep his rooms for a weekly pittance.
The bulk of his money he banked, leav-
ing it instantly available for the grasp-
ing of the opportunity he had deter-

mined to make for himself out of this
new-born moving-picture industry.

More and more, as he had studied
the business, Lansing had been absorbed
and obsessed by the great, dominating
figure of Jim Hazzard. Not that Haz-
zard was, at this time, the greatest fig-
ure in the industry. Half a dozen men
were richer, on the surface, at least,
bigger. But he felt that Hazzard was
still growing, moving, reaching out for
greater things than any of them had yet
touched. That was why, with his the-
oretical knowledge fairly assembled,
Lansing would have selected one of
Hazzard’s studios as his destination on
the morning of his first trip across the
Fort Lee ferry, even had he not held
his few shares of Hazzard’s stock. He
wanted to get in touch with the vital
force that Hazzard was contributing to
the actual making of the pictures. And
so he was on his way, without intro-
duction, as casually, on the surface, as
any of the other camp followers, to
look for work as an extra, at the two
or three dollars a day that such work-
commanded.

Lansing had covered a good deal of
ground since the day he had been caught
in the crowd in Sixth Avenue without
any understanding of its significance.
On the ferryboat, he was vastly inter-
ested in the people he saw. He tried
to guess what sort of parts these men
and women played, or hoped to play.
He watched them as they spoke to one
another, picked out, first one, then an-
other, and both watched and listened
shamelessly to see how facial expres-
sion interpreted and colored what they
were saying.

And then, by pure chance, his eyes
fell on a slim, pale girl who stood apart
from the others. Like him, she was
watching them, with an intent, tremen-
dous interest she made no effort to con-
ceal. She leaned forward, and her eyes
wandered back and forth from one
group to another. Her eyes were deep
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set, of a dark gray that gave them the
most curious emphasis. Strictly speak-
ing, she was not beautiful. Lansing,
with his new trick of observation, un-
derstood that— and studied her, almost
with irritation, to find out what it was
that made it so impossible to overlook
her, even in this crowd.

For just a moment he thought it
was her pallor and her eyes. Then,
again, he decided that he had been
wrong, that, after all, she was beautiful.
But her features, taken one by one,
disproved that. They weren't in ac-
cord, somehow, with the slim grace of
her body, and his eyes wandered, in-
consequently, to her hands and feet—
which were. Then he caught the se-
cret. There were moments, when some-
thing interested her, when her beauty
was in the ascendant. But that was due
to the astonishing mobility of her face,
its extraordinary expressiveness. For
he could see, when her face was in re-
pose, the faint thickening of every line.
Her nostrils were just a hint too broad,
and her nose itself, straight enough, had
not the thin, delicate line that beauty
demands. So with her lips. Parted,
one would not notice that thickening—
not so pronounced as to suggest coarse-
ness. But when her mouth was still
it was there. And yet that clumsiness
of modeling that robbed her of the
beauty she had so nearly achieved was
what gave her the expressiveness, the
quick reflection of each trifling change
of mood or impression that was her
great attraction.

Lansing fell into a brown study as
he stared at her, so that he saw, after
a moment, not the girl herself, but the
mental image of her that he had re-
corded. And then, with a start, he
came to himself, and found that her
eyes were fixed on him, that she was
appraising his stare. They fell away at
once, but not before he had seen and
understood the thought that was back
of her eyes. She was wondering at

him and his curious stare, trying to
analyze it, to determine whether she
need fear him, or resent his scrutiny.
At that he smiled, very faintly, to him-
self, but he was filled, too, with a sense
of pity that was not quite dispelled
when the boat bumped against the piles
of the slip, and he turned eagerly shore-
ward, with the feeling that he had come
to a landing on the coast of adventure.

CHAPTER III.
BEHIND THE SCENES.

The coast of adventure it was, per-
haps. But it was a barren, rock-bound
sort of coast, as forbidding, one might
guess, as that upon which the Pilgrims
landed in New England. It may have
been that thought that made Lansing
stick to his quest, too, for more than
once, after his landing, sick and dis-
gusted, he was on the point of giving
up and looking elsewhere for his oppor-
tunity.

In the rush from the ferryhouse to
the waiting trolley cars, Lansing
brushed against the girl, and shied off
at once. Yet they met, two minutes
later, in the middle of a car they had
boarded at opposite ends, and he caught
the girl biting her lips as she repressed
a faint smile. She had decided by this
time, evidently, that his scrutiny called
neither for fear nor for resentment.

The car took them all, regulars and
extra people alike, up the Palisades, in
a winding course made necessary by the
steep ascent. At a junction, on the
level plain above, the delegations for
the different studios began to scatter,
but Lansing and the girl were bound
for the same destination. When they
reached the end of the run of the sec-
ond car they alone survived of the un-
attached group. The others had tried
their luck at different studios. Up in
the front of the car, a little group of
half a dozen were headed for the West-
ern studio, too, it seemed; when the car
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stopped, the girl let them lead the way
up the hill, and Lansing, hoping she
knew the ropes, hrpught up the rear of
the procession. Here, at the very start,
with all his theoretical knowledge of
the films, he was in practical difficulties.
He realized suddenly that he didn't
know how to ask for work, didn’'t have
an idea of the routine.

The girl did, however, and showed
it by the assurance of her movements
and her manner. Lansing’s first glimpse
of the studio showed him a high, long
fence, behind which he saw canvas
backs of “sets”— scenery placed out-
doors. It was like coming to the stage
of a theater from the wings. Then
came an overgrown conservatory, all of
glass, and beyond that a structure that
looked like a bam or a converted livery
stable. Into this disappeared the ac-
tors who led the van, and Lansing has-
tened his steps a little as he saw the
girl follow them. By the time he got
inside the girl alone was left. She sat
down quietly just outside a gate, and,
after he had read a forbidding sign,
directed especially to “extras,” Lansing
followed suit.

But he did it with a chill that affected
his enthusiasm for the whole adventure
most adversely. Was this any way to
do business? There was not even an
office boy to take note of their pres-

ence! Just a sign that forbade all who
were not cast to pass the gate. From
within there came sounds of life. Talk,

laughter, occasionally loud-voiced in-
quiries for this person or that, the
sound of furniture being dragged about.

Lansing wasn’'t used to waiting. It
made him restless, and he got up, after
a few minutes, and began to pace the
little waiting hall. A dozen people
would have crowded it; that was a
grievance, too, though there was room
enough, certainly, for the girl and him-
self. She watched him for a minute
with amused eyes. Then-—-—-

“This your first time?” she asked.

He swung around, and his hat came
off. His first impression was one of
annoyance. No girl as pretty as this
one should have such a voice! It was
unmusical, rough, untrained. But it
was a kindly question, of course. And
her voice explained why she had re-
course to the movies, when the stage
seemed to be her vocation.

“Yes,” he answered. “Is this the
usual thing? Does one always have to
sit down and wait like this ?”

“It all depends,” she told him. “I've
waited here for three hours, sometimes.
But then, again, you're likely to be
called in right away. You never can
tell.”

“That's a fine way to do business!”
said Lansing, in great disgust. “I
shouldn’t think they’'d get many people
to come here for work, at that rate!”

“Oh, well™ She shrugged her shoul-
ders slightly. He noticed that it was
a trick of hers to make a gesture serve
the ends of speech whenever she could.
“Hello— here’s some one now— Haines,
| think.”

A young man, coatless, his sleeves
rolled up, perspiring, exuding energy
as well as moisture, came down the hail
that had been made by boarding off

partitions. His gait was half a walk,
half a run.

“Extras!” he bawled, as he ap-
proached. “Who’s here? Oh-——-- "

And he swore.

He came to a halt and surveyed them
disgustedly.

“Beat it inside, Brewster!” he said to
the girl. “Street stuff—get a wop cos-
tume.”

She departed, with a faint smile
thrown at Lansing as she went. Haines,
the director, glared at Lansing.

“Greenhorn?” he snapped.
experience ?”

“Yes! No!” said Lansing, answer-
ing both questions, and glared back.

“All right—I'll have to wuse you
to-day, anyhow.” said Haines. “Dick!”

“Any
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A lean youth, with sagging shoulders,
emerged from a cubby-hole beyond the
gate.

“Dick— phone and see if you can't
scare me up a dozen extras from around
for that street scene. Then take this
guy’s name and show him how to get
ready. Shoot him along when he’s
fixed.”

He disappeared. Dick crooked a fin-
ger, and Lansing, raging inwardly, fol-
lowed him. He waited while Dick tele-
phoned to three or four studios, in a
complaining, singsong voice.

“Come along! said Dick, then.
“Gee— it’s always the same way! When
we don’t need any extras we can’t walk
without stepping on 'em— when we do,
there won’t be any!”

“Why not let them know ahead?”
suggested Lansing.

“Gee— how'’s the boss know what he’s
going to make till he gets ready 7" Dick
wondered. “Here y’are— pick out one
of them wop outfits and get into it,
quick! Better darken your eyes a bit,
too, and wipe some stuff on your lips.
Know how?”

Lansing did know how. His success
in amateur theatricals implied that sort
of knowledge. He applied pencil and
lip stick quickly and skillfully; then
donned the costume of an Italian of
Mulberry Bend with a careless, but ef-
fective, attention to details like tie and
sash that won Dick’s approval. And
then he followed Dick to a place that
made him think of an insane asylum
he had once visited.

For the first time, he saw a picture
in the process of making. Clouds had
darkened the sky for a time; an indoor
scene was being made. Under a bat-
tery of vacuum lights, casting a
ghastly, greenish-white glare that an-
nihilated shadows, three or four prin-
cipals were rehearsing a scene. Haines,
a script clutched in his hand, sat astride
a chair before the camera, barking out
his instructions, that governed every

movement, every gesture, every shade
of expression of the actors. Two min-
utes of- observation left Lansing with
an overwhelming impression— the utter
destruction of individuality that was in-
volved in this process. It was Haines
who did everything.

The actors didn't know what they

were doing. Blindly, dumbly, they
obeyed orders. Haines alone knew the
meaning of what they did. In his mind

alone were all the scattered threads of
the story that was being enacted
brought together. A cast that had in-
cluded Bernhardt and Duse, Sothem
and Forbes-Robertson, couldn’t have
interpreted that photo play, since
Haines gave his puppets no inkling of
the emotions, the desires that belonged
to the characters they played.

“You come in, Deane,” he would say
to the leading woman. “Look at the
picture and register grief.”

And Mary Deane, a pretty, insignifi-
cant blonde, obeyed. But the grief that
distorted her features carried no con-
viction. She registered grief because
Haines told her to do so; not because,
interpreting the role of the heroine, she
imagined herself, for a moment, as suf-
fering whatever it was that the scenario
called upon that character to endure.

So it went. The girl he knew as
“Brewster” came in, transformed,
somehow, by her make-up and her cos-
tume, and looking, to his eyes, infinitely
more like an actress and an artist than
any of the much better paid principals.
Other extra people came straggling in.
too, during the morning. Just before
the brief luncheon interval Lansing
was called up, and worked before the
camera for the first time. His part
made no demands on him; he had sim-
ply to form one of a crowd that de-
nounced the driver of an automobile
who had just run over a child. And yet,
in this scene, something happened that
made a great impression on him.

While it was being rehearsed, under
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the lash of the director’s tongue, the
gray-eyed girl suddenly detached her-
self from the crowd of extras, sank
down, and, covering her face with her
shawl, began to sob convulsively, her
shoulders heaving. Haines saw her,
leaped forward, then stopped.

“That’s good!” he cried sharply.
“Repeat that—and take down your
shawl, afterward, and register grief.
Look as if you were the kid’s mother!
We needed something like that for this
scene!”

“Of course you did!” muttered Lan-
sing to himself.

And afterward he approached the
girl.

“How did you happen to break away
from what he told us to do?” he asked
her curiously.

“Oh, | don't know!” she said. “I
— | just sort of felt as if | really was
a woman in a crowd like that—and I
thought if 1 was I'd cry!”

“l see,” said Lansing thoughtfully.

It seemed to him afterward that that
was the one bright spot of his whole
day in the studio. It was the one in-
stance of a genuine effort to act. Every-
thing else was mechanical, the result of
a narrow, prescribed routine. It was
by a slavish adherence to routine that
Haines got his effects. Lansing wasn't
ready to question this. Haines might
be right; probably he was. But, if he
was, what hope could lie in the whole
business? Marionettes, the Punch and
Judy shows he had seen in France and
England, offered as great a field as
moving pictures of the sort Haines
made. And yet— when Haines had the
real thing thrown at him by the gray-
eyed girl, he had recognized it, seized
upon it avidly. Perhaps Haines knew
the limitations of his people. Perhaps
he had to work as he did with the
material he had.

However that might be, Lansing had
accomplished one thing, at least. He
knew now, or thought he did, why the

people who sat in the two-dollar seats
of the theaters didn't fill the five and
ten-cent moving-picture houses— one of
the reasons, at least.

“These people don't see what they’ve
got!” he said to himself, half con-
temptuously. “They’re offering shoddy
goods— cheap and nasty. They get the
trade that has to have cheap stuff, and
can’'t care how nasty it is as long as it
is cheap. But that girl, now— I'm going
to keep my eyes on her---—-

Out of the very disgust that had
repelled him at first he began, now, to
get fresh inspiration. If things were
wrong, if chances were being over-
looked by these people, who, after all,
had accomplished a great and conspicu-
ous success, didn’t that mean that his
opportunity was all the greater? If Jim
Hazzard, with such methods underlying
his business, had been able to make a
fortune in five years, why shouldn’t an-
other man, profiting by Hazzard’s mis-
takes, make a greater one?

It wasn't a standardized business he
wanted to break into— what he needed
was a chance to be a pioneer, as his
father had been before him. He began
to see the analogy, to understand a lit-
tle better some of the things Hazen had
said. And this was much more nearly
a virgin field than the one his father
had tilled with such great results. Men
had been keeping store for centuries,
but it had been left for Lansing’s father
and his contemporaries to revolutionize
all the accepted methods and build up
great fortunes by doing so. As for
moving pictures, Hazzard had been in
that business for five years, and was
rated one of the pioneers— while a man
who could go back to the dim begin-
nings, in the late nineties, was already
an historic, almost a mythological,
figure!

He watched Haines for the rest of
the day with an amused sort of toler-
ance. And he did not neglect the girl
with the gray eyes. He wondered how
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Haines could fail to see how immeas-
urably better than his leading woman
was this almost nameless extra girl,
who, even as a super, sank herself for
the moment into the character she was
playing. Lansing couldn’t do that him-
self; self-consciousness, or something
of the sort, made it impossible for him
ever to enter into that state of illusion.

But his experience in amateur the-
atricals had taught him the value of
that power, as well as its rarity. He
knew that, in nine cases out of ten, it
constituted the one great difference be-
tween amateur and professional. But
he was glad Haines didn't see the girl’s
value. She was beginning to figure
vaguely in even vaguer plans that were
forming in Lansing’s mind. When
Dick made him write down his name
and address, at the end of the day’s
work, in a big book in the office, he
took the chance to make a note of the
girl’s entry.

Mary Brewster she was called. She
lived far uptown in New York. As
soon as he was alone he wrote down
name and address.

CHAPTER IV.

THE START.

No lad apprenticed in a medieval
guild ever learned a trade more thor-
oughly than Lansing learned the new
business of the movies in the weeks,
fast growing into months, that followed
his first contact with the actual making
of a picture on top of the Palisades.
Not for many days did he go back to
Haines; meanwhile he had worked as
an extra under almost every director
of the colony that centered in Fort Lee.
Then he took a long jump and saw the
wholly different methods in use in Cali-
fornia, where, instead of making ex-
terior sets for camera work under glass
and vacuum lights, the most elaborate
interiors were set up outdoors, and
every picture was made, from start to

finish, in the clear, even sunshine of the
coast.

He improved as an actor inevitably;
any one would have done that. He
won praise from directors, and more
than one offer of a real job, with a
place on the pay roll. But the glamour
of the work, though it threatened to
hold him more than once, never quite
obscured his realization that behind the
studios, behind the autocratic directors,
the actors who were beginning to
emerge from the anonymity of the
earlier films, there were big, dominating
figures like that of Jim Hazzard. It
was those men who were creating the
industry who appealed to him most;
he sought eagerly for every crumb of
information as to their rise, delighting
in the constant proof of the opportuni-
ties they had seen and seized.

The new industry, still in the pina-
fore stage, had its sagas already. It
had no written history, but everywhere
Lansing found men to tell him the
things that the historian of the future
will record. He heard of the first timid
steps, when two fundamental inven-
tions, that of the celluloid film and of
the still rather mysterious camera, with
its sprocket mechanism that made the
rapid motion of the film possible, had
enabled Edison and the Biograph pi-
oneers to make the first crude pictures.

In those early days motion had been
enough. Audiences had cheered, in
startled wonder, at the sight of a mov-
ing train, a crowd walking along a
street, a galloping horse. It was with
such pictures, he heard, that J. Stuart
Blackton and Albert E. Smith, then
doing the stock tricks of magicians in
vaudeville, had made their start. They
made their first pictures themselves, on
the roof of an old building in Nassau
Street, and got a young real-estate
broker, named William T. Rock, to
finance their first experiments. He
needed no one to tell him that those
three were now the owners of the great
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Vitagraph Company— one of the undis-
puted leaders of the industry.

Everywhere the men with the long
memories harked back to the epoch-
making year of 1903, when E. S. Por-
ter, of the Edison Company, produced
the first real motion-picture drama—
the famous “Great Train Robbery.” In
that picture, for the first time, a real
story was developed and told on the
film, acted out by real actors. And
after that— the beginning of the deluge.
He heard that in Los Angeles, from an
actor who had been in the films since
the beginning, and was glad now to get
extra work two or three times a week.

“And, my boy—here's a coinci-
dence!” said the actor. He pointed to
a lean, sharp-faced man, with piercing
eyes, that let no passer-by escape their
scrutiny. “Do you see that man?
That’s Anderson— Broncho Billy!”

Lansing was interested at once. He
had heard of the man who had first
made the cowboy films popular, with
a vogue that carried them clear around
the world.

“Yes, sir!” the actor went on.
“That's Broncho Billy—G. M. Ander-
son, the A of Essanay— S an’ A— see?
Nerve! My boy, if I'd had his nerve
I'd be a millionaire to-day! He was
in that film | was telling you about—
‘The Great Train Robbery.” And after-
ward he acted a lot. He got to know
how the pictures ought to be made, you
see. So he got a hunch. And he went
out to Chicago and dug up a fellow he'd
known a long time—G. K. Spoor.
Spoor, he was making eyeglasses and
things— just in a small way. Nice little
business he had— salting away a thou-
sand a year, 1'd guess.

“Well, Anderson filled him up full
of this moving-picture game, and got
him excited. So Spoor put up the
money and they started Essanay, with
Spoor to run the business and Ander-
son to see to the pictures, and act in
'em, too, in his cowboy parts. T guess

you know the money they’'re making
to-day!

“Nerve! That's the thing that’s built
this business up, my friend! There's
C. J. Hite—Hite, of Thanhouser.
Heard of him, haven't you? Well, he
was running a lunch room in Chicago.
He started one of the first independent
exchanges— with his hat for an office,
from all 1 hear. Rented films out to
the little theaters, that the big trust
exchanges wouldn’t do business with at
all. Gave up his lunch room— and that
let Paul Davis out of his job as a waiter.
But Paul didn't bear any hard feelings
to Hite—and proved it, a bit later.
Paul got a job with some big man in
Chicago, and later on, when Hite got a
chance to buy old man Thanhouser out,
he met this fellow Davis, looking pros-
perous, and told him of his chance, and
the money he needed to snatch it. So
Paul got his boss to put up a hundred
thousand dollars for Hite to play with!
Hite’s on his way to his million to-day!”

It seemed to Lansing that there was
some such story about every man who
had risen to the top. And about these
stories there was one striking point of
similarity. Every one seemed to hinge
on the fact that its hero had looked
ahead, had seen the great days that
were coming, and had risked everything
on his vision. They had all had nerve.
Sigmund Lubin, in Philadelphia, giving
up his life work in middle age— like
Spoor, he had been a maker of optical
instruments— had put himself and all
his little capital into the new business
and reaped a great harvest. Carl
Laemmle, abandoning a tailor shop in
Milwaukee, had opened a nickel theater
in Chicago, and gone on from step to
step until he had built up the Universal
corporation, controlling half a dozen
brands of films and exchanges all over
the country, in open rivalry of what all
movie men called the trust.

He got the chronicle of Jim Hazzard,
too. Hazzard appealed to many as he
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did to Lansing, to whom he seemed a
true figure of romance, unromantic as
was his personal appearance. He heard
what Hazen had already told him; that
Hazzard, five years or so before, had
been the owner of a Chicago saloon.
In connection with his saloon, he had
had a summer garden. And, to attract
patronage to this, he had taken to show-
ing films, getting old, worn prints that
he could rent cheaply.

The response of his trade had star-
tled him, and he had seen at once that
what he intended as an advertisement
was bigger than the thing he wanted to
advertise. Unhesitatingly he had sold
his business, grinning at the loss he
had to bear, and plunged into the busi-
ness of the pictures. He tried to build
up an exchange business; found that
the trust made such terms that there
was no profit left for him, and began,
in a small way, to make films that he
could distribute on his own terms. One
thing led to another; he found himself,
before, perhaps, he quite realized what
he was doing, in active opposition to
the trust— made up, it may be well to
explain, of the companies, now grouped
together, that worked under a license
from the owners of the basic camera
patents.

Lansing, studying the rise of Haz-
zard, found himself always at a loss to
know whether his success was due to
genius or a sublime sort of luck;
everything Hazzard had done had been
so inevitable a result of something that
had gone before. The great Western
Company itself was simply Hazzard’s
answer to the decree of the trust that
his exchanges must handle only trust
films—as the first independent ex-
changes, in their turn, had been the de-
fiance of the trust's refusal to allow
its exchanges to supply film to theaters
that did not show trust films exclu-
sively.

So now three great rivals were fight-
ing for control of the industry. Only

in the Western group could Lansing
see the domination of an individual;
the trust and the other great independ-
ent group lacked personality, since
they had no Hazzard. They had plenty
of commanding figures, but Hazzard
still remained in a class by himself.
That, as a matter of fact, was because
he appealed more especially to Lan-
sing’s instinct for organization. He
wasn’t as good a film man as a score of
lesser figures. Lansing, indeed, knew
more, as a result of his study of the
business, than did Hazzard himself of
the details that were vital in the actual
conduct of affairs.

His California visit put the finishing
touches on Lansing’s self-education.
He went East with the feeling that he
knew, now, as much as he needed to
enable him to plunge into the business.
And vyet, as fast trains carried him
homeward, he was as far as ever from
making up his mind as to how to go in.
He wanted to lead, not to follow; above
all, he wanted to be independent. And
it seemed to him that, despite the youth
of the industry, he was too late to
achieve either of those desires very
fully. What was there to be done that
had not been done already? Things
might be better; there was an almost
unlimited opportunity for improvement.
But all a newcomer could do, after all,
was to make pictures. And, as to in-
dependence— when he had made them
they had to be marketed.

They had to reach the public—and
the public sat before the screens of in-
numerable theaters, which got their
films from the big exchanges, which
were under control of one or the other
of the great groups. His thinking was
circular; he reminded himself, as he
tried to work out his problem on the
train, of a dog chasing his own tail.
He was pretty low-spirited, indeed. It
was one of those periods of discour-
agement and distrust of self that most
men experience. He abused himself.
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He remembered his bitter self-con-
demnation after the failure of Lan-
sing’s and the things that he knew had
been said about him.

It seemed to him that he, in that first
bitter and sharp fit of passionate regret
for the time he had wasted, and the
friends of his father who had sneered
at him, had been wholly right. His
sudden interest in moving' pictures
wasn’t a symptom of acute and intelli-
gent ambition, somewhat belated in its
manifestation, but only the sort of re-
flex action that can be produced in any
creature, even a mule, by a well di-
rected and unexpected kick. Of course,
the Lansing failure had stirred him up.
But to what end? He knew all about
the moving-picture industry now—or
thought he did. And what good did
that do him? He saw no way to apply
his knowledge. The opportunities that
had beckoned so plainly to Laemmle
and Hite, Hazzard and Blackton, might
still be present. But he couldn’t see
any of them. And so, for him. they
didn’t exist.

He was in the grip of that despond-
ent mood when he got to Chicago. His
train was late, and he missed his New
York connection. That was chance,
pure and simple; a whim of fate, or
whatever you choose to call it. So was
part of what followed.

There was no reason for Lansing to
be in a hurry to reach New York, and
he decided to spend a day or two in
Chicago, where there were friends he
had not seen for a long time. He got
to his hotel about midnight; the first
face he saw in the lobby was that of
Hazen, the lawyer, who had been the
first to point Jim Hazzard out to him.
There was nothing remarkable about
this. Hazen’s practice took him all over
the country. He greeted Lansing with
great friendliness, and then he smiled,
rather quizzically.

Lansing had changed a good deal
since his last meeting with Hazen. The

change had begun before he had gone
West, manifesting itself in a certain in-
difference to things that had formerly
seemed important. Lansing had been
the pride of a fashionable tailor. Now
he wore a suit that most obviously
hadn’t renewed its acquaintance with a
pressing iron for many days, and that
hadn’t profited as a result. His shoes
were dusty; his hat, a soft, slouchy
panama, would have shocked his ex-
valet. He looked bigger, too. He had
filled out; his shoulders were broader
and straighter. And his face and hands
had befen burned to a rich golden brown
by the California sunshine. Hazen,
noting the change, and groping men-
tally to describe it, got the exact word.
Lansing looked more American.

“Thank Heaven!” said Lansing.
“Have you got anything to do?”

“I've got to go to bed,” said Hazen,
with a smile.

“Wrong! You've got to split a
Welsh rabbit or a lobster with me and
tell me if Broadway’s still lighted up
at night. You've got to— oh, just talk
to me! I've been on the ragged edge
of all the world for weeks.”

“It’s agreed with you,” said Hazen
dryly. “Been making a fortune? |
noticed symptoms of trying to do that
when | saw you last.”

Lansing would have flushed if his
coat of tan had not forbidden it.

“Don't talk about me,” he said. “I'm
a poor topic—and I'm sick of myself,
anyhow. What's new in New York?”

Hazen talked gossip for a few min-
utes— and saw that Lansing’s eyes wan-
dered. Hazen hadn’t acquired his com-
manding position in the law without
wisdom and perception; he found it a
little hard to suppress a chuckle.

“Seems pretty small, doesn’t it?” he
said sympathetically. “But it's as im-
portant as it ever was to your friend
Brangwyn and the rest of them.”

He had put his finger on the spot,
and Lansing knew it. He was at loose
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ends. Hopelessly out of touch with the
life he had led before the Lansing
smash, he had nothing to take hold of
now.

“You were interested in Jim Haz-
zard, weren’'t you?” said Hazen, seem-
ingly at random. “He’s in a peck of

trouble.”
“Trouble? How?” said Lansing,
startled. One might almost have seen

him prick up his ears.

“He’s likely to lose control of West-
ern Film. Haven't you heard that
he's been fighting with Cramer and
Howell?”

“1 heard he was trying to force them
out,” said Lansing. “But—hasn't he
got control? That's the general im-
pression.”

“He had it—just as long as Dave
Sears was alive,” said Hazen. “Sears
was his original partner— Cramer and
Howell came in later. He got them
when he had to have real money, and
it's always been the eighth wonder of
the world that those two pirates put up
the cash without getting fifty-one per
cent of the stock. | guess, if the truth
were known, Jim managed to fool them
some way— or else they found out that
some one else was ready to put up the
money if they didn't. And then, again,
they may have thought they could han-
dle Sears, who had just enough stock
to swing the balance between them and
Hazzard. Now Sears is dead—and
Hazzard can’'t buy his stock.”

Lansing’s indifference had vanished.
He was sitting up now, alert and keenly
interested.

“How do you Kknow?”
sharply.

“Because | happen to be counsel for
Mrs. Sears,” the lawyer answered.
“There’s no secret about it—a hundred
men know the facts. Old Dave’s will
provided that his stock should be sold
— | guess he understood that a woman,
without any business training, needed
something safer than Western Film as

he asked
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an investment. And it gave Hazzard
first chance to buy the stock, with a
time limit.”

“Well— didn’t he snap at it?” asked
Lansing.

“Yes— the way a dog snaps at a bone
that’s just beyond his reach when he’s
chained up. He’s half crazy. But
Cramer and Howell have got him this
time—and if he put anything over on
them before, they're getting good and
even now. | told you Hazzard was
rated at a million and a half. And he
hasn’t been able to raise fifty thousand
in cash— which is what he’s got to have
to get that stock. His time's up to-
morrow— at noon. To-day, that is.”

Lansing sat back and stared.

“And that means that the other two
will get it?”

“Not a doubt in the world. They
haven’t been near me yet. But they're
safe enough. No one would buy that
stock except themselves— or Hazzard,
of course. And they’'ve seen to it that
he's helpless. They've get Wall Street
connections, and their own ways of
keeping a man from getting hold of
money if he’s likely to interfere with
them in using it. And Hazzard’s tied
up. He’s,the sort of man who won't
let a dollar stay idle. A dollar in cash
to him is just a basis of two dollars
in credit.”

“You're handling the Sears stock?”

“Yes—as executor. That's why I'm
here. Selling that will wind up the
estate, and his will was filed here for
probate.”

“If Cramer or Howell, or both of
them, had come to you'and asked for
an option, in case Hazzard didn’'t exer-
cise his, you'd have given it to them?”

“l wouldn’t have had any choice.
The will leaves me no latitude about
that stock.”

Lansing took a dollar bill from his
pocket and laid it on the table between
them.

“A dollar’s consideration enough in
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an option, isn’'t it?” he said. “Give me
that option. | believe | can do as much
with that stock as any one else. With
what I've got already it means some-
thing. And— I'm ready to risk fifty
thousand dollars on my hunch.”

Hazen, astonished for once in his
life, and unable to hide it, stared at him.

“You're crazy!” he said. “You can't
play in that pasture, Bob! You’'d be
a little white, woolly lamb in a pack of
wolves! You haven’t got enough money
to sit in that game!”

But Lansing’s eyes were snhapping,
and his mouth had tightened into a
straight, hard line.

“I'm making a bona-fide offer,” he
said. “You say yourself you've got no
right to refuse it. And you’'re not look-
ing out for my interests— your business
is to sell that stock.”

He got his option. Hazen stopped
with the one remonstrance; he recog-
nized, somehow, the futility of further
protest. And Lansing, with his hat at
a disgraceful angle, left the hotel, whis-
tling, and sought the nearest telegraph
office that was open all night. At the
counter, he composed a long and ex-
plicit telegram to his New York bank.
It contained none of the customary
telegraphic abbreviations. Lansing de-
termined to leave no room for error,
since he desired a credit of fifty thou-
sand dollars in Chicago well before
noon. Noon in Chicago is one o’clock
in New York; that gave a little more
time for whatever formalities might be
necessary. He was thankful for the
foresight that had led him to make ar-
rangements, before he left New York,
for just such an emergency need of
money. When he had done so, to be
sure, he had contemplated nothing more
than a possible accident, making the
ability to draw a few hundred dollars
quickly desirable. But, the arrange-
ment once made, it was as easy to get
fifty thousand as a hundred.

For the first night in a week or more

of severely critical self-examination,
Lansing went to sleep almost as soon
as his head touched the pillow. For
good or evil, he had taken the same
sort of plunge that men like Hazzard
and Laemmle had taken. Like them,
he had glimpsed an opportunity and
had had the nerve to seize it. He might
be right or wrong. Only the future
could disclose that. And about the fu-
ture he refused to worry. He had made
his start!

CHAPTER V.
A STACK OF CHIPS.
The Whitestone Hotel looked like
a moving-picture headquarters next

morning. Lansing, finishing his coffee
before nine o’clock, sat back and
grinned to himself at the entrance of
Hazzard. The big man drew all eyes
to himself, as he always did. He
couldn’t help it; Lansing guessed that
on this, of all days, he didn't want to
do so. But he couldn't modify his
bulk; seemingly he couldn’t tone down
the roar of his voice, either. And, if
he was worried, his appetite appeared
to be unaffected. A dyspeptic indi-
vidual at the next table turned a little
paler at the sight of Hazzard's break-
fast: fruit, cereals, chops, eggs, bacon,
a steak— pot after pot of coffee. Lan-
sing, waiting for a telegram, stayed,
with his ¢ 7ar, to enjoy the sight.

And got a little more in the way of
entertainment than he had bargained
for. He was not far from Hazzard,
who, of course, didn't know him. And
the sight of the great veins in the big
man’s forehead, swelling up until they
turned to an ominous purple, was his
first warning that something strange
was happening. A moment later he
understood, as a waiter ushered two
men, immaculate in the summer garb of
New York, to another near-by table.
Howell and Cramer! They saw Haz-
zard ; feigned surprise and nodded cor-
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dially to him. Both were small, dapper
men; both had shifty eyes, that refused
to linger anywhere long enough for an
observer to look through them. Aside
from that, though, they had nothing in
common. Yet both had the predatory
look. And they couldn’t quite conceal
their contempt for Hazzard and his
swelling, apopleptic rage.

Enough food to have fed most men
for a day still remained at Hazzard’s
place. Perhaps the sight of his enemies
did finally curb his appetite, or he might
simply have overestimated his needs.
At any rate he heaved himself up from
his chair and moved ponderously to-
ward their table. Lansing leaned for-
ward. Howell and Cramer were un-
easy, but they held their ground. He
saw Howell, who was facing Hazzard
as he approached, say something; a
greeting, he guessed, though he couldn’t
hear. Hazzard didn’t speak. He moved
on, came to rest at last, with his great
hands on the table, which bent and
swayed beneath his weight. For a full
minute he stared at the pair. Lansing
could see them wilt. Again Howell
said something. And then Hazzard
moved his hands, lowered his head
menacingly.

“Bah!” he roared, and turned away.

A laugh ran around the room. Even
the waiters joined for a moment. Lit-
tle thrills chased up and down Lan-
sing’s spine. There wa. something
superb about Hazzard’'s elemental
wrath, about his supreme contempt for
these men who had beaten him. He
took his defeat hard, but he took it as
a boy might have taken it, with a fine,
unsophisticated disregard for the con-
vention that calls for a seeming indif-
ference to such a blow. Yet there was
nothing boyish, but, on the contrary,
something incredibly menacing, about
his eyes— something that spoke elo-
qguently of his confidence that another
day, another chance, were coming to
him.

Hazzard was gone. Something elec-
tric, tonic, went out of the room with
him. It left Howell and Cramer look-
ing amazingly cheap and small and taw-
dry. They tried to perk up at once,
to laugh at the man who had scorned
them so. But they couldn't do it. Lan-
sing, any one else who chose to look
at them, could see what a mockery it
was. They were disconcerted, furi-
ously angry, at Hazzard, at themselves,
at one anothc". In less than a minute
they were arguing viciously together.
Lansing smiled. He took out his op-
tion, read it through, and smiled again.
As he went out into the lobby he
passed, deliberately, the table where
they sat. They didn't look like power-
ful men, men who had been able to
beat the mighty Jim Hazzard. But he
knew their power, and he wondered
what his relation with them was going
to be when they knew the truth. They
ignored him, of course. He meant no
more to them than the waiter who
poured their coffee. It amused Lan-
sing to think of the pure chance that
had thrown him into their path— the
accident of a missed train that had led
to his meeting with Hazen.

They had laid their plans well and
worked their will against Hazzard with
a diabolical sort of cleverness— he read
that between the lines of what Hazen
had told him. And now he, an utter
stranger, an insignificant atom among
a hundred million atoms as remote
from them and their affairs as he had
been yesterday, had taken a hand.
Chance, of course, pure chance— but
there had been no chance about his de-
termination to get that option. There
is a point in any series of events where
chance must give way to an act of will.
That is something that the people who
attribute all the successes of life to
chance— and all the failures, too— are
prone to forget.

The answer to his telegram of the
night came while he stood in the lobby;
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he caught the bell boy at the first call
of his name. It was brief and to the
point, and, of course, affirmative. And
he became busy immediately. At the
bank there was red tape to be unwound.
But he succeeded in proving that he
was Robert Lansing, and it was only a
little after eleven o’clock when he left
the bank, carrying the equivalent of
fifty thousand dollars in negotiable
paper in the same envelope that con-
tained his option. There was still time
for him to draw back; he did not have
to exercise his option. But the thought
of withdrawing now had not occurred
to him for a moment. All he wanted
now was to close the deal and catch
the first train for New York, lie had
planned that far ahead; he wanted
more time for thought before he dealt
with either Hazzard or his opponents.

He found Hazen, at half past eleven,
twiddling his thumbs metaphorically in
a Chicago lawyer’s office.

“Sit down and wait—if you're still
determined to make an ass of yourself,”
said Hazen. *“Hazzard’s gone back to
New York—cleared out an hour ago.
By Jove— | admire the old cutthroat!
He came here to play his last card—
lost—and wouldn’t wait for the finish.
Nine men out of ten would have hung
around till the thing was settled. He’s
the tenth.”

Lansing told him of the incident in
the restaurant, and Hazen laughed.

“Just like him!” he said. “I tell you
— I'd hate to beat him. It would be
too much like winning the first round
in a tussle with a buzz saw. You'd get
it all the worse when you came back.
By the way— I've been trying to puzzle
out your idea. If you think you can
hold those fellows up, make them bid
against one another for that stock, for-
get it! You’'ll be like the man who
interferes between husband and wife
when they’re fighting. They’ll all turn
on you. They'd think nothing of join-
ing forces, squeezing you out. and then

starting a new fight among themselves
after they’'d got rid of you.”

“l don’t doubt it,” said Lansing. “I
saw that last night— when 1 was won-
dering why no one else had tried to get

the stock just to sell it to them. But
that’s not my idea at all. | want to sit
in this game, that's all. Getting this

stock is like buying a stack of chips.
I'm going to stick around.”

“All  right—you're of age,” said
Hazen. He looked at his watch, "i’ll
close the whole thing at noon. Haz-

zard can’t exercise his option, but it's
as well to be careful about technicali-
ties. I'm not supposed to know he’s
out of it until twelve o’clock.”

They fell into a thoughtful silence.
Lansing was making his plans; Hazen
was studying him, seeing more and
more a resemblance to his father that
had never struck him before. A boy.
knocking at the door, interrupted their
reverie.

“Mr. Cramer and Mr. Howe!l, to sec
Mr. Hazen,” he said.

Lansing got up, but Hazen rose, too.

“Sit down,” he said. “.I'll see them
outside.”

He left the door ajar, and in a mo-
ment Lansing heard Howell’s thin, low
vok;c, with its- caressing note.

“i suppose J[e can do business with
you now, Hazen, in the matter of the
Sears stock in Western Film,” he said.

“No!” said Hazen quietly. “l have
every reason to suppose that the holder
of an option will exercise his right.”

"An option!” Howell’s voice rose to
a high squeak. “Jim Hazzard hasn’t
been able to put that over---—-- "

“1 didn't say it was Hazzard.”
Hazen’s voice grew calm and low in
pitch.

Some one closed the door, and after
that Lansing heard only exclamations,
meaningless fragments of sentences. It
was over very soon; Hazen. flushed and
angry, rejoined him.

"Infernal crooks!” he growled.
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“They think I've gone in with Hazzard
against them! Well—they can think
so! Time’s up! Have you brought
the money?”

Lansing laid down his drafts. After-
ward he was amused at the simplicity
of the whole transaction. Within five
minutes he walked out to the elevator,
the owner of a small, but amazingly
important, interest in Western Film.
In the lobby of the building, he came
upon Cramer and Howell, in the thick
of a furious quarrel, that involved a
vast amount of sputtering and gesticu-
lation. Neither spared him a glance.
He ran no risk of detection when he
turned and smiled at them. Some of
the busiest men in Chicago found the
time to be amused by their violence

CHAPTER VI.

NAPOLEONIC NOTIONS.

It must be admitted that Lansing,
when he reached New York after
breaking his way into Western Film,
felt Napoleonic. It seemed to him that
he had done a big thing. He had put
Hazzard under a great obligation to
him, though Hazzard didn’t know it yet.
By virtue of his small but important,
stock holding, he cou,™ demand and
obtain a voice in the affairs of the cor-
poration. Hazzard, he was sure, would
have to make him a director— probably
an officer. And that would give him a
chance to put some of his ideas into
practice. He felt that he could revolu-
tionize the whole moving-picture in-
dustry. Without having worked out
the details, he had in his mind a sort
of picture of the future, in which he*
was to be responsible for the product
of Western Film, the pictures them-
selves, while Hazzard applied his genius
to financing and to the marketing of
the films.

But if there is any proverb that has
held its own through the changes of

the centuries it is the one that has to
do with the fall that is always lying
in wait for pride, and the destruction
that trips up a haughty spirit. Lan-
sing’s spirit wasn’'t exactly haughty,
perhaps. But he had traveled, men-
tally, a long road since the mood of
self-deprecation had left him.

After allowing what seemed to him
a decent interval to elapse, following
the transfer of his stock on the books
of Western Film, without receiving the
overtures he expected from either Haz-
zard or Hazzard’s opponents, Lansing
went to see Hazzard. And his first
shock came when he waited for more
than an hour in the reception room of
the big, ornate office on Broadway. A
good many others were waiting, too;
actors and actresses, all sorts of active
film workers, passed in and out.

He sat within sight of Hazzard’s
door; the big man’s roaring voice iden-
tified it for him. And his resentment,
which grew and flourished in the last
half hour of his detention, was by no
means mollified when he saw Cramer
emerge, in his shirt sleeves. He had
imagined a state of open war between
Hazzard on the one side, and Cramer
and Howell on the other. He had yet
to learn of the swift adjustments of
business quarrels; of the surprising
readiness of such enemies to bury the
hatchet— when both sides can make
money, o* save it, by doing so. His
self-confidence was shaken ever so
slightly when he was finally ushered
into Hazzard’s room. And it wasn’t
restored by the look he received from
Hazzard. The big man looked at his
card.

“Well, sir?” he said.
do for you?”

“l— it seemed to me we ought to have
a talk, Mr. Hazzard,” Lansing ven-
tured uncertainly. “l—1 suppose you
know that | have acquired some stock
in the Western Film Corporation?”

“Have you?’ asked Hazzard. “I

“What can |
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should say it was a good investment; |
have quite a holding myself!”

“And you tried to get this stock of
mine,” said Lansing. He was begin-
ning to get angry. “That's why it
seemed to me we ought to have a talk.”

“Oh!” said Hazzard. He laughed.
And then he became suddenly the very
incarnation of menace. His whole ex-
pression changed, and he leaned for-
ward, his teeth bared. “I1 think I'm on
to you, my friend!” he said. “Well—
you can go to Cramer and Howell!
You'll get nothing out of me! | don't
want your stock—wouldn’t take it at
ten cents on the dollar! If you'd looked
me up you'd have found | was a poor
man to hold up!”

“My stock isn't for sale!” snapped
Lansing. .“l bought it to keep, not to
sell' If you're trying to bluff me, quit
it! 1 know all about the way things
stand here. My stock carries control,
and | know it! If I vote with you,
you've got a majority—if | swing to
Cramer and Howell, they have. | came
here to tell you | was willing to work
with you— under certain conditions.”

Hazzard looked surprised for a mo-
ment. Then he began to laugh, and his
mirth shook him and roused the echoes
of the room.

“You'd like to be the tail that wags
the dog— with your little block of
stock!” he said finally. “Where do you
get that stuff? Take your stock home
and frame it! It's dead—it's out of
the way—see? You've run up against
business men, son, and | guess we’'ll get
along without your help! You took
that stock out of the market when you
bought it. You don’t cut any more ice
than any one else who might happen
to buy up a few stray shares! You
don’t want to believe every' story you
see in the papers— especially in the
moving-picture trade papers! They've
started a fight in Western Film about
every six weeks since we organized the

company, but you'll notice that business
is still being done at the old stand!”

“All right!” said Lansing. “You
don’t have to talk business if you don’t
want to. But I'm not depending on
anything I've seen in the papers. |
know how you’'d stand now if Cramer
and Howell had got hold of the stock
I bought. | know what the people
who've got stock control can do to a
corporation without going to jail. |
came here to make a friendly arrange-
ment with you—and if you haven't got
any more sense than to try bluffing me
I'll wait till you come to your senses!”

Again it must be admitted that Lan-
sing felt a due sense of his own im-
portance. His anger had banished the
chastened mood that had been indue"
by Hazzard’s reception of him-
reason for this was that *
couldn’t believe that Haz--
up his quarrel with Cra
He stalked out, wit!
zard’s great laugh
he had sense e
anger and hi<
He had a
and How
adept ir
make

Haz;

a seve olo\
his confidence; in
own positio was not ocverely shakei.

“He’s so”Ssed to dealing with four
flushers and the cheap Broadway crowd
that's hanging on to the movie business
that he puts every one else in their
class,” Ko-U'cided.

And Sv ne wrote to Hazzard, gen-
erously overlooking the treatment' he
had received, and explained his .ideas
more fully than he had been able to
do in their one-sided conversation.
Hazzard’s answer was prompt—and
brief. He wrote that directors were
elected at the annual meeting of the
stockholders, of which notice would, in
due course, be mailed to Lansing, at the
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address credited to him on the com-
pany’s books. Meanwhile, any proper
guestions that Lansing, as a stock-
holder, might choose to ask would be
answered by the proper officer.

And before Lansing had absorbed the
full effect of that letter he received an-
other, signed by Howell, as secretary
of Western Film—a brief communica-
tion, informing him that the directors
had decided to pass the semiannual divi-
dend. Increased expenses, the neces-
sity for establishing a reserve fund, and
a decision to spend a good deal of
money for the construction of new stu-
dios were advanced as the reasons for
this action.

No mention was made, however, of

'her reason that supplied Broadway

-sip. At least one trade paper

""tit actually mentioning

's.at same meeting of the

"e'rectors had voted in-

0 Hazzard, Cramer,

we than made up

1dividend. This

i confirm, to

poses, as it

moreover,

»s were

And

Si. friend-

ji.. any reminder

had ffiven him, in

Chicago, against the purc..,.5e of West-
ern Film stock.

Lansing, in spite of his mistaken no-
tion concerning his power, was no' fool.
He had the quality of facing facts with-
out blinking. And when”- ok stock
'of the situation he saw P e*.actly as it
was. Hazzard had chosen to enter into
an alliance, more or less permanent,
with Cramer and Howell, for the pur-
pose of freezing him out. The next
step might easily be a receivership, a
reorganization, undertaken simply to
make it impossible for him to hold his
stock. He had very little pride or self-

satisfaction left when he reached that
conclusion.

But he still had his uncompromising
jaw. And there was a fighting gleam
in his eyes. Perhaps he was going to
lose the fifty thousand dollars he had
put into his purchase of a hand in the
big game. But it would be after a fight
—and he was prepared, if it should be
necessary, to throw what money he had
left after his first investment.

CHAPTER VII.
POKICR TACTICS.

Lansing didn't avail himself of Haz-
zard’s kind invitation to ask questions.
Or, at least, he didn’'t ask them of the
officials of Western Film. He obtained
an election, instead, to the Screen Club,
then beginning to become influential
and important in the moving-picture
world. Here he met men who were in
touch with moving pictures on all sides.
Actors, directors, publicity men, offi-
cials of various companies, all met on
common ground in the club. And, most
important of all for Lansing’s purpose,
it was the chief haunt of keen-eyed
young men who represented the trade
papers of the movies.

These men were omniscient. They
knew everything about every company
in the industry. For their papers they
gathered news and advertising. For
themselves they gathered information,
recognizing that as the greatest asset
they could have. Much of it they kept
to themselves. Very little of the best
news they obtained ever got into print.
But, properly approached, they would
emit bits of gossip, of scandal, that
threw a vivid and highly interesting
light upon what was going on behind
the screen, so to speak.

One thing impressed Lansing might-
ily. It was an attitude that seemed to
be shared by almost every one he met
in the club, an attitude of profound
contempt for the public.
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“They’ll stand for anything!” said
Debrett, who, at thirty, was dean of
the trade press. “There’s no such thing
as the moving-picture business. It’s
not a business—it's a charity! The
people have got to have their pictures—
that’s all! They’re mad about the films.
There never was such a business! The
funniest baseball fan that ever was isn’t
in it with a movie fan!

“The public takes any kind of a raw
deal the manufacturers hand it and
comes back crying for more. They
stand for fake posters. They don’t care
how raw a fake is.”

“That won’t last,” said Lansing.
"And | believe there’s more money in
giving the public a square deal, even
the way things are now, than in faking.”

"There isn't—you're wrong, and
that's the answer,” said Debrett. “Some
of the old companies are on the level
now, and they're not making half the
money the fakers are. It’s just like the
royalty game. On the patents. The
licensed companies are paying big
money to the holders of the original
patents. Some of 'em started doing it
without even being sued, like the Kalem
outfitt And a gang of independents
come along and don't pay. No one
stops 'em. There’s just so much velvet
for them.”

“It sounds well,” said Lansing stub-
bornly. “But, just the same, | believe
the big money’s still to be made in this
game. And | think the man who finds
out what the public really wants, and
supplies it, is going to make it, too.
This movie industry’s still in its wild-
cat days. It's booming. But there’s a
big smash coming if the boomers don't
look out.”

Debrett grinned. The story of Lan-
sing’s investment in Western Film was
an open secret along Broadway by this
time. And Debrett thought, of course,
that Lansing was calling the grapes he
hadn’'t beai able to reach sour. Debrett,
in his cynicism, simply reflected the at-

mosphere in which he lived and had
his being. Not, of course, that there
weren’t honest, sincere men engaged in
the manufacture and distribution and
exploitation of films. Debrett himself
had admitted that there were. But at
this time, if these were not actually in
the minority, they were obscured by the
others, who were getting the big money.
The plodders got as little attention, as
little publicity, as does a conservative,
old-fashioned bank, for instance, dur-
ing the meteoric rise of mushroom in-
stitutions in a period of expansion.
Lansing thought of that comparison.
And he remembered that when the last
panic had come it was the old-line
banks that had saved the day, while
the spectacular growths of boom times
had collapsed. He didn’t take Debrett
very seriously. But he absorbed what
the writer could tell him.

And it was a hint from Debrett that
ended his inactivity at last, after weeks
in which he had chafed at his inability
to find a means of getting at the im-
perturbable Hazzard.

“Something doing,” Debrett told him
one day. “The patents people are get-
ting ready to start something.”

“What? It's pretty late in the day
for infringement suits, isn't it? And
I thought that was all pretty well set-
tled, anyhow.”

Debrett winked at him.

“So it is-"theoretically,” he said. “If
you believe,aq you hear, you'll believe
that Western 1 FHlm isn’'t using an in-
fringing camera— hasn’'t used one for

two years. Keep your eyes open—
that's all'! Something coming off, all
right.”

That gave Lansing an idea. But it
was luck, chance, whatever you please
to call it, that showed him the way to
use his idea. He spent some time every
week in the studio on top of the Pali-
sades that had seen his initiation into
the movies. As a stockholder, he had
some rights there, and Haines, the di-
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rector, liked him, anyhow, and was in-
dependent enough to give him the free-
dom of the place. One day he was
talking to Haines when Cramer came
in. Cramer eyed him with veiled hos-
tility and nodded. Haines greeted
Cramer curtly; he was whole-heartedly
on Hazzard’s side, and took little stock
in the armistice.

Cramer stayed for two hours. He
arrived during the interval Haines al-
lowed for luncheon, and when that was
over, watched the making of a few

scenes. At intervals he asked ques-
tions. How much did such an actor
get? What was the wastage of him?

Couldn’t it be reduced? Was it neces-
sary to keep the great batteries of lights
in action so constantly? Wasn't a lot
of time wasted in rehearsing a scene
live or six times?

He had a perfect right to ask these
questions. Lansing knew that, and
knew, too, that he shouldn't be sur-
prised at seeing Cramer here. But he
was. He couldn’t help wondering how
soon Cramer would reveal the secret
purpose that had brought him over. He
had formed his estimate of Cramer
long since. And it was that the man
was constitutionally crooked; that he
would rather take the devious, twisted
path any time than the obvious, straight,
short cut; that he wasn’'t capable of
being loyal. And now. in Cramer’s
manner, there was something furtive.
While he was engaged "jv the most in-
nocent action he'wouM look over his
shoulder, as if he expected to be spied
upon. Lansing had an intense convic-
tion that Cramer was asking all his
guestions, making all his examinations
of trivial things, so that those who saw
him wouldn’t know, after he had gone,
what it was that he had really come to
find out.

And so he started when, after he
had gone over the whole studio, Cramer
came to rest finally beside Steve Carter,
the camera man, and started asking
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questions.  Unobtrusively, he edged
over toward them, catching Carter's
disgusted grin on the way.

“Chap, around the other day said he
had a new camera,” said Cramer.
“Couldn’t talk to him—didn’'t want to
admit how little I knew about the thing.
How does it work—eh? Show me how
the wheels go round.”

Carter winked at Lansing; then
launched into an involved and technical

explanation. Cramer, in spite of his
confessed ignorance, asked no ques-
tions now. He listened intently, and

seemed to understand the explanation,
and to find it perfectly clear— though
Lansing knew that, without some fore-
knowledge of the subject, he couldn’t
have done that. The explanation lasted
while a set was being made; at the
sharp call of “Camera!” from Haines,
when that work was done, Cramer
melted away unobtrusively.

To Lansing, who chose to follow him,
and to cross the river with him. it
seemed not without significance that
Cramer, once he reached New York,
went, as fast and as straight as a taxi-
cab could take him, not to the Western
offices, but to those of a firm of lawyers
who represented the licensed interests.
He didn't get out of his own taxi when
Cramer alighted; instead, he told his
driver to drive him through the park,
unmindful of the extravagance of the
proceeding. He wanted to think.

And the products of his thinking sent
him to Hazzard that night. He had
no proof worthy of the name. But he
had what is likely, in the right hands,
to be just as useful, a deep-seated con-
viction that his suspicions were well
founded. And his suspicions went back
to the old fixed idea that had taken
him to Hazzard in the beginning. He
was as little able to believe now as he
had been then that Cramer and Howell
were prepared to abandon their fight
for the control of Western Film. And
it was certain that, if he were right,
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they had a weapon now that promised
to be as effective as the one he had
snatched from their hands in Chicago.
His argument was a process of elimina-
tion, but it looked plausible to him.

He had seen Hazzard many times
since his formal call upon him; on a
few of the rare occasions when Haz-
zard showed himself in the Screen
Club rooms, very often in restaurants,
where a great deal of the really im-
portant business of the movie world
was conducted. Hazzard always rec-
ognized him; seemed to make it a point,
indeed, to greet him with a contemptu-
ous, amused tolerance. Lansing had
writhed once or twice under those
greetings, when Hazzard had nodded to
him, and then turned, with his great
laugh, to his companions, evidently
pointing him out.

So he knew where to find Hazzard,
once he had made up his mind to go
to him. The third restaurant he
dropped into proved to be the right
one; Hazzard was there, with three or
four men Lansing knew by sight. He
gave Lansing the usual greeting—and
looked curious, even interested, when
Lansing, instead of looking quickly
away, smiled back at him. Two or
three times more in the next few min-
utes he stole a look at Lansing; by
assiduous attention, Lansing was al-
ways able to meet his eyes, so that
Hazzard, with what would have been
confusion in any ordinary man, shifted
his gaze.

Hazzard’s companions dropped off
one by one. Others took their places.
It was Hazzard’'s way to hold a sort
of court. All sorts of propositions
were made to him at these night ses-
sions. He liked this, and encouraged
the practice. It catered to a curious
sort of vanity, and there was a prac-
tical reason, too. He could always
plead that necessary data were in his
office; that he must have time to con-
sult them. In this new, curious busi-

ness, so like a growing child, many
men appeared with suggestions on
which they demanded instant action.
Hazzard was often glad of a good ex-
cuse to put them off and still keep
them at his disposal. And so, though
he was extremely hard to reach in his
office, at night he was accessible to
any one who chose to walk up to his
table and introduce himself.

It was nearly midnight when Lan-
sing observed signs of a breaking up
of Hazzard’s table. At once he paid
his check; he was on his way to the
door when Hazzard, roaring for his
waiter, signed his own collection of
checks, and rose. Lansing stopped to
buy a cigar; he reached the sidewalk
a step ahead of the big man.

“Buying automobiles with
Western Film dividends?”

Hazzard’s great voice boomed in his
ear. Lansing turned around.

“Oh, hello—going home so early?”

your

he said. “Well, I should think you
need some sleep!”
“Huh? . What?” said Hazzard.

“What d’'ye mean, young fellow?”

“Oh—nothing,” said Lansing. “But
you've got some busy days ahead of
you, | guess.”

“Busy days? What's eating you
now? All my days are busy.”

Lansing walked on, quickening his
pace a little. Purposely he turned into
a side street, though he knew that Haz-
zard’s path lay straight up Broadway.
Hazzard, as he had expected, followed.

“Well, | hope you win out—that's
all,” said Lansing finally. “I guess my
Western stock’s worth something now,
even if it isn't paying dividends. But
if this infringement suit gets going
right and they tie you up with an in-
junction—well, it wouldn’t be worth
the frame you advised me to buy for
it.”

Hazzard’s hand fell on his shoulder
and spun him around under a street
light. Hazzard glared at him. But
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when he spoke his voice was soft, gen-
tle, almost a pur.

“What's that?” he asked.
d'ye mean— infringement suit?”

“You must know as much about it as
I do,” said Lansing. “After all you
know, you can’t expect to keep on using
a camera that's a rank infringement
of the basic patents forever. You're
bound to be called sooner or later.”

“You've been hitting a pipe,” said
Hazzard. “Our camera’s not an in-
fringement. I'll bet you can’'t name a
single thing that even looks like an in-
fringement.”

“1 think | can,” said Lansing mod-
estly. He tried to keep his excitement
out of his voice. For this was the
crucial moment. He had to bluff now,
and the success of his whole plan de-
pended upon his ability to handle Haz-
zard—a man who was reputed to un-
derstand more of the art of poker, as
it is played, with and without cards,
than any man in New York.

He had refreshed his memory before
beginning his search for Hazzard. And
now, in answer to Hazzard’s taunt, he
described from memory, not the cam-
era used in Western studios, but the
original, licensed camera. As he did
it, Hazzard’s jaw dropped. Then sud-
denly he swore.

“No one was supposed to know that,”
he said furiously. “I'll break some one
for letting it out——- "

“You can’t blame any one for telling
Cramer about it. He’s entitled to ask
about as many questions as he likes, |
suppose. You even said 1 was—-—- "

“Cramer!” said Hazzard. And at
his tone, Lansing knew he had won his
fight, knew that his bluff was not going
to be called.

“Yes— Cramer. He got his informa-
tion this afternoon. And it may inter-
est you to know that he stopped at
Gaskell & Flood’s offices after he came
back from Fort Lee.”

“Cramer!” said Hazzard again. *“I

“What

might have known they wouldn’t plav
fair.”

And at that, seeing the iron hot,
Lansing struck quickly.

“My offer still stands,” he said. “Ill
vote my stock with you in any action
you take against Cramer and Howell.
And, for an emergency measure, I'll
do it without conditions. We can set-
tle those later.”

Hazzard hesitated a moment.
he stared hard at Lansing.

“1 believe you’'re on the level,” he said
slowly, and with infinite surprise.
“And— by George, | know you've got
some common sense! You've backed
the right horse if you want to make
your stock worth something. All right,
my son— | guess you've tipped me off
in time to give me a chance to start
something. Meet me at the Fort Lee
studio to-morrow morning at eight-

In it

thirty. No—be at the office at eight,
and I'll run you over in my car.”

“Right!” said Lansing. “Good
night.”

CHAPTER VIII.

PLAYING IOR TIM IC

Hazzard, when Lansing met him in
the morning, was in a silent mood.
There was a very brief delay at the big
office building; it served for the send-
ing of numerous telegrams.

“Taking no chances,” Hazzard ex-
plained curtly. “I've stopped work in
California— everywhere except Fort

Lee. Not that I think they're ready
to attack all along the line, but they
might be. Here—take this.” ,

Lansing, with some curiosity, read
the paper Hazzard handed him. It
was a formal notice of a special meet-
ing of the stockholders of Western
Film, signed by Hazzard as president.

“Cramer and Howell get ’em, too,”
said Hazzard. “And the people who
hold one share of stock to qualify them.
All right—we’re off.”
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Hazzard drove himself, and they
crossed the long Weehawken ferry in
a high-powered, low-bodied runabout.
As they sat, well up in the how of the
boat, Lansing looked northward and
saw, through the haze that hung over
the river, the slow progress of one of
the uptown boats. Hazzard chafed at
the slow pace of the ferryboat; but,
once they were landed, he made amends
for that. His car swung up the hill
very fast, and, once they were on the
level road that crowned the Palisades,
he took all the chances possible with
(he speed limit.

The studio, when they reached it,
presented the aspect of a fortified camp.
A good deal of land went with it, and
since yesterday, Lansing saw, barbed
wire had been stretched about. Quick
work! He had to admire the way
Hazzard moved when he once stalled.
A man stood by the only opening in
the wire barrier, and he refused to let
them pass until Haines appeared. Lan-
sing chafed, but Hazzard chuckled.

“The man’s right,” he said. “It's
what I'm paying him for. If he keeps
me out he won't let other people in,
| guess.”

None of the actors had appeared
yet; the studio was occupied only by
what might be considered now a per-
manent garrison. Haines, Steve Car-
ter, the camera man; Dunning, who
looked after the properties and might
have qualified as purchasing agent for
a railway as a result of his experience;
Roddy Thompson, the expert who
manipulated the lights, and three
broad-shouldered scenesliifters were on
the job. And they were all busy. Dun-
ning, who as props, had to be a jack
of all trades, was temporarily a chief
carpenter. Under his directions, and
with the assistance of his skillful
hands, the scenesliifters were building
a big box—a sort of cross between the
crate in w'hich a piano is shipped and
the sentry box seen at army posts.

Lansing felt like an outsider. Haz-
zard drew Haines aside, and, chuckling,
they watched the swift growth of the
box. It had a door on one side, but
no bottom. And opposite the door a
square piece was cut out, hinged and
put back, like a window. When it was
finished, Dunning looked at it approv-
ingly, then proceeded to cover it with
black cloth. Its use was revealed a
minute later, when the all-important
camera was set up and covered with
the box. Through the open window
the lens had free play; behind the cam-
era there was room for the operator.

“Right!” said Hazzard. “Now—
you understand, Haines? Only three
people are authorized to enter that box.
You, Carter, and myself. No one else
on any pretext.”

“Suppose they ring in a sheriff, with
some sort of court order? Does our
pay go on just the same in jail?”

“No—it's doubled. But don't let
any one get at that camera— sheriff or
any one else!”

“What's the idea?” asked Lansing.
“They must have the facts.”

“Maybe Cramer has,” said Hazzard.
“But they've got to have more proof.
And | doubt if Cramer’s got the nerve
to get up in court and testify against
what seem to be his own interests, any-

how. Bluffed me last night, didn't
you ?”

“Eh?” said Lansing, startled.

“l don't mind—it was the right

thing. But I've been thinking over
your description of our camera. You
got the basic things right, but it was
the licensed camera you described in
detail. Now you’'d better tell me ex-
actly what you did know. I'm for you
now— any one who can bluff me over-
night I'm going to have on my side.”

Lansing laughed, and told him the
whole story truthfully. From time to
time Hazzard nodded.

“All right,” he said briefly. “I sized
you up wrong. Well—if you were
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looking for trouble, son, you landed
right where old man Trouble lives. |
think we've got 'em stopped for the
time. Unless they can see this cam-
era, get absolutely unshakable expert
witnesses to give technical evidence of
an infringement, they can't do much.
They can’t get an injunction on hear-
say.”

“Can’t you work without an infring-
ing camera?”

“Can’'t be done. Their patents, if
they stand, sew up the whole game,
give 'em a monopoly. | don't believe
they’ll stand. | think they've claimed
too much— like Selden. By the time
the thing gets up to the supreme court
we’ll have them licked. But—it’s no
time to be tied up with that sort of liti-
gation. They've got the bulge right
now, if we get into court. They've
got the money. We haven't— not
where we can get at it. We've had to
put all we had and all we made back
into the business. They're past that
stage, and they’ve got the banking con-
nections, too, that we haven’'t made
yet. We're running on a cash basis.
Ever stop to figure our pay roll, our
bills for film, for printing, for express-
age? Cash—every centl We can
show a balance every Saturday night,
with all bills paid for that week.”

“Hold on!” said Lansing suddenly.
“You know the facts about this cam-
era, don't you? What's to prevent
their bringing an infringement suit,
nailing you as a witness, and holding
you for contempt if you refuse to an-
swer?’

“Nothing—if they get me,” said Haz-
zard. “That’'s why I'm not coming
back here for a while.”

“1 think I'll stick around,” said Lan-
sing. “Looks to me as if there might
be some fun.”

“l expect to keep you busy,” said
Hazzard grimly. “I'm going back to
the office now. You stay here—and
then come over on the ferry. | don't

want you to be seen with me just yet.
When you come to the office ask for
Brewer. You'’ll be taken from his office
to mine. Understand?”

“Right!” Lansing nodded; a minute
later, Hazzard’s automobile was van-
ishing in a cloud of dust. And within
half an hour the studio, save for the
shrouded camera, had assumed its nor-
mal busy aspect. Actors and actresses,
surprised by the barbed wire, the mys-
terious box, were rather pleased, too.
Those of them who were afflicted with
artistic temperaments enjoyed the mys-
tery. And Lansing was a little startled
when a girl spoke to him, hailing him
cordially by name. Then he remem-
bered her. She was Mary Brewster,
the extra girl of his first day, who had
so impressed him. Since then she had
impressed others, too; she was playing
a part now. Haines saw him watching
her as she worked before the camera.

“There's a girl with a future,” he
said. “If she gets over being so fresh!
You can't tell her anything. At least
—you can tell her, and she listens, and
does just what you say in rehearsal.
And then, with the camera turning, she
does just as she darn pleases and says
she forgot or thought it would look
better.”

“Well— does
grinning.

“Most of the time—yes,” admitted
Haines. "But that's not the point.
She’s supposed to do as she’s told.”

it?” asked Lansing,

“She never will,” said Lansing. He
looked at her thoughtfully. “The trou-
ble with her, Haines, is that she's

meant to be a star. Boost that girl—
advertise her everywhere—and she’ll
be to the films what Ethel Barrymore
or Maude Adams is to the legitimate.”

“Tell it to Sweeney!” scoffed Haines.
“And for the love of Mike don't let her
hear you! Her head’s big enough now !
That's the trouble, anyhow. A lot of
these people are getting so they think
they’'re the whole thing. Salaries are
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going up. It's all wrong. The public
don’t care who's in a film. The Bio-
graph people have the right idea. They
don’t let the public know who their
actors are. Keeps their people from
getting a swelled head.”

“You'll wake up some time,” said
Lansing. “I'll bet you that it won't
he long before you see movie stars be-
ing featured just like Bernhardt and
Forbes-Robertson. Go on with your
slave driving. I'm off to Manhattan.”

At the entrance he' found the senti-
nel firmly barring the entrance of two
men who couldn’'t account for them-
selves. One, immaculate, keen-eyed,
stood aside, smiling faintly. The other,
a shabby, furtive man, was doing the
arguing. Lansing, with a sudden stir-
ring of the latent detective instinct in
him, looked at his watch. A car was
due in five minutes. The last one had
arrived twenty-five minutes before.
How had these men come— since it was
to be presumed that they had only just
arrived? Halfway down the hill he
stopped. He looked down the road
that led toward Fort Lee and Wee-
hawken. Perhaps a hundred yards
away an automobile was standing. He
made his way over a stone wall, took
cover in an apple orchard, and got
within sight of the car. In the ton-
neau, smoking a cigar, was Cramer.
That settled any lingering doubts Lan-
sing might have had.

He didn’'t go up and accuse Cramer.
Instead, chuckling, he went back,
caught the trolley with a swift dash,
and made his leisurely way back to the
city. He had no fears as to what might
have happened at the studio. Carter
and Haines, he knew, would smash the
camera before they would let any un-
authorized person see it.

Getting into Hazzard’s office proved
slightly difficult and highly amusing.
Cramer, of course, wasn't in the offices,
but the situation was complicated by
the continued presence of Howell.

Howell's door was open, as Lansing
saw when he was conducted into the
room of Brewer, Hazzard’'s secretary
and confidential man. And Howell, in
his shirt sleeves, peered at him.

“Nice mess!” said Brewer disgust-
edly. “The boss is afraid to curse
Howell out, even—it'd be just like that
sneak to have a subpoena ready to hand
out! Still, there’s one or two things
about this floor and this whole build-
ing that Howell don’t know yet.”

Lansing discovered the truth of this.
In Brewer’s office was a great safe. It
looked as if only a wrecking crew could
move it. But Brewer lifted a rug and
disclosed a little arrangement of rails;
on these, so delicately was it balanced,
the great safe moved at a touch. Mov-
ing, it disclosed a door, which, on be-
ing opened, led into Hazzard’s room.
Once it had closed behind him, Lansing
couldn’t see the door at all.

“Did you have this doped out when
you moved in here?” Lansing asked in
astonishment.

“Bet your life!” said Hazzard. “Say
—they talk about the way Jay Gould
and Jim Fisk tTed to dodge process
servers! | betH-'ve got them skinned a
mile. 1've known a good many times
when getting away from a subpoena was
all that kept me out of the bankruptcy
court. Sit down.”

Hazzard had spread certain papers
out on his desk.

“I've got to disappear,” he said. “I
guess you know it, so | don’t mind ad-
mitting that this is the tightest corner
they've had me backed into yet. I've
got them licked at that—but I've got
to have the time to do it. So I'm taking
to the tall timber to-day— right now.
You and Brewer have got to swing
things between you while 1I'm gone.
Brewer’ll vote my stock at this meeting
that's been called— he’s got my proxy.
Here's everything that's to be done.
Read those notes and see if you get it.”

As he obeyed, Lansing whistled.
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And he put the papers down with a
nod that expressed admiration and sur-
prise together.

“Fighting fire with fire,” said Haz-
zard. “l know what you're going to
say, but these people haven't got clean
hands to go into court with. They’'ll
stand the gaff because they can’'t do

anything else. All right?”
“All right,” said Lansing. “I'm
game.”

There was nothing dignified about
the manner in which Hazzard disap-
peared. Brewer went before him to
clear the path, which led to the roof.
And Lansing, looking for excitement,
went along. They took Tim Riley, the
gray-coated special officer of the build-
ing, along. And Riley, thoroughly en-
joying his part, arrested a slinking
youth in ill-fitting clothes for loitering
on the roof. The coast proved to be
clear on the next roof and the next.
But Lansing, scrambling from one to
the other, had to smile at the thought
of how Hazzard would look, following
in their footsteps.

He wasn't privik”~jl to see that.
For, while Hazzard was making his
get-away, he and Brewer staged a little
comedy downstairs. They went openly
into Hazzard’s room first, with How-
ell's eyes following them." When they
emerged, Brewer carried a suit case.
Lansing, hung back long enough to see
Howell go to his window. Then he
joined Brewer; from the lobby they
carried the bag to Hazzard’s conspicu-
ous and well-known roadster. At a
word from Brewer, the chauffeur
started the engine, and the secretary
and Lansing looked back anxiously at
the revolving doors of the building.
Tim Riley, who had disposed of his
captive in an empty room, appeared
suddenly, shooing all loiterers from the
lobby.

A seedy man got between Brewer
and the car. And, at just about that
moment, Lansing, looking up the street,

saw a taxicab start uptown. From its
rear window a handkerchief was
waved.

“All right, Dick,” he said to the
chauffeur. “Off with you—you know
where to go.”

The car started. The seedy man
exclaimed as it sent him spinning; two
other men, who had seemed to know
the seedy one, sprang into a taxicab
and gave chase. Riley, Lansing, and
Brewer, grinning broadly, went back
upstairs. Brewer tried Hazzard’s door
and found it locked. At his elbow
Howell appeared.

“l want this nonsense stopped, Mr.
Brewer,” he said in his high, squeaky

voice. “l demand that Mr. Hazzard
see me at once.”

“Mr. Hazzard isn’t in, sir,” said
Brewer respectfully. “I think—er—

that is, | believe he has gone out of
town.”

“Don’t lie to me!” said Howell
“I've been watching his door, and he
hasn’'t gone out.”

Silently Brewer unlocked and opened
the door.

“See for yourself, sir,” he said.

The room, of course, was empty.
And even Lansing and Brewer didn’t
know where Hazzard had gone. It is
possible, however, that Brewer, had he
been willing to do so, might have made
a good guess. He had had time to
become familiar with Hazzard’s meth-
ods.

CHAPTER IX.
THE BIG BLUFF.

The first two or three days after
Hazzard’s flight dragged for Lansing.
There had been the little interlude of
excitement; he had the tremendous sat-
isfaction of knowing he had set in
motion wheels that were really too big
for him to push. His old admiration
for Hazzard had been sharply reawak-
ened. But, when he stopped to think,
he saw that he hadn’t, after all, accom-
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plished very much for himself. It was
true that he would be “in” Western
Film hereafter, if I-lazzard beat Howell
and Cramer and their allies. But he
would be in on sufferance; because
Hazzard was grateful to him, or had
decided that he would make a good
cat's-paw. At best he would play tail
to Hazzard’s kite, and he saw, all at
once, that that wasn’'t at all what he
wanted. He might conceivably make
a great deal of money as a satellite of
Hazzard— might be written about at
some future time as the millionaires
of Pittsburgh who were made by Car-
negie are written about'now in the
Sunday newspapers.

But Lansing didn’t want to play sec-
ond fiddle to any man. He went back
to his original impulses, and found
that he wasn't in the way of obeying
them. He regretted nothing. Every-
thing that had happened since the day
he had first crossed the Fort Lee ferry
had added to his experience. And now,
all at once, in the time he had for
reflection while he waited for Hazzard
to strike, all that experience crystal-
lized, came, so to speak, to a head. A
good many men are like Lansing. They
go along, listening, observing, and
scarcely knowing themselves that they
are doing so. Then, all at once, they
find themselves with complete concep-
tion of whatever it is they have been
studying. There is no other way of
accounting for the sudden rise of cer-
tain baseball players, who, from seem-
ingly hopeless mediocrity, become stars
between October and April.

So, all at once, Lansing saw two
things. He saw what was wrong, what
was rotten, in the great movie indus-
try. He saw that it was headed, surely
and perhaps swiftly, toward disaster.
And he saw, just as clearly, what had
to be done—what one man, at least,
could do. He saw how he, Robert
Lansing, could launch a new enterprise
and be, despite the start the earlier
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men had on him, the pioneer in a virgin
field.

But he didn’'t have money enough to
go ahead. He didn't regret his im-
pulsive action in Chicago. He guessed
that he might never have seen his real
opportunity without the experiences of
the last few weeks. So he had sense
enough not to repine. And he faced
squarely the fact that for the present
he was and must be the tail of Haz-
zard’s kite, and that unless the Kkite
rose he himself never could leave the
ground. The great thing, after all, was
that he intended to change all that;
that he wasn’t a bit deceived, as a good
many men in his position might have
been, by the chance that lay in sticking
by Hazzard after the urgent necessity
for doing so had ended.

“These people and their fights!” he
said to himself rather scornfully.
“They fight among themselves as if the
result would really settle anything—
and they forget all about the public,
that can smash ’'em all—and will, if
they don't give it what it wants. It
doesn't know what movies can be yet
—the public. But some one is going
to show it sooner or later.”

The idea, of course, was that that
some one was to be Robert Lansing.
But that was an idea he preferred, for
the time, to keep strictly to 