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SpyglassonJean Harlow,
who 1s alsoknown as

Miss Jean Harlow, the platinum blonde
charmer who is the subject of this fascinat-
ing study by Old Doc Hall

depressions and expressions of the movie great, I have
come upon many startling things.

As a psychoanalyst of practically no standing it was my
good fortune to discover Mary Pickford’s barberphobia, or
“clipper-fear,” caused by the fact that she had worn long
corkscrew curls for nigh onto thirty years. You may remember
my learned monograph on malignant Garbomania—that deadly
disease which has caused thousands of our girls to expose
their foreheads, fake an accent and -keep their eyes half closed
in an effort to appear mysterious and alluring.

This one symptom alone has caused literally hundreds of
our young women to be hit on the south facade by taxicabs.

IN my poking and snooping around among the suppressions,

In spite of the astounding results of my past rummaging
among so-called “souls” (ha-ha!), I have seldom been con-
fronted with a more interesting subject than Miss Jean
Harlow, who shall be known hereafter in this essay, for pur-
poses of brevity, as That Hotsy Totsy Platinum-Haired Baby
Doll Who Knocks Over Ben Lyon in the Early Sequences
of ‘“‘Hell’s Angels”’ by Appearing Clothed Almost Entirely in
Her Armor of Girlish Purity.

Well,- to make a long story interminable, I was ushered
into Sulte 3011 of the famous New Yorker Hotel (Ah there,
Manager Hitz! How about a due-bill?) by several suspicious
house-detectives, and came face to face with my subject.
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Hell’s Angel

Yes, young men, your worst fears are true! Miss Harlow
(Jeanie to me) is calculated to knock you over with an eyelash
at fifty paces. Both in circumference, diameter and altitude
she i1s eminently satisfactory. On her right ankle (and what
an ankle it is, not to mention the left!) she wears a silver
anklet (or “shackle d’amour,” as we French have it). Over a
piquant (whoops!) and provocative face, studded with two
gorgeous samples of the human eye, or orb, appears that mass
of amazin’ hair, which starts several inches above the eye-
brows, ripples gracefully over the skull and falls in a torrent
of silver down the back of the lady’s neck.

Silver? Not exactly—it is about the color of a pale salt
water taffy, or the bracelet you mean to buy the sweetie-pie
the very next minute there’s a bull market. It is startling hair,
almost bizarre, but on the whole quite beautiful.

But enough of externals. It is Miss Harlow’s sub, or un-
conscious, with which this treatise has to
do. As I stepped into her- presence I
| struck her sharply on the knee-cap with
A one of the little hammers we scientists
| carry on all professional visits. Miss
Harlow feinted smartly with her left and
.--.'.f!;;;;r: then drove a sharp right to the third
« weskit button, “Forthnght earnest, sin-
/ /f cere and handy with her dukes,” I Jotted
down on my tablets.

Miss Harlow was surprised in the act of reading ‘“ristin

Lavransdatter,” a novel by Miss Sigrid Undset. It runs to 391
pages of fine print. Miss Harlow (Presh to me) was surprised in

the middle of page four. She told
me, becomingly, that if her eyes hold out and [
the north light is good, she expects to finish @
the book before Mr. Howard Hughes goes on
the breadline. ‘‘Intelligent, ambitious, a
seeker after the finer things,” I noted.

CARELESSLY displayed on an adjacent
reading table was a well-thumbed copy of
the current issue of PHOTOPLAY. “Unusually in-
telligent, remarkably keen and nippy, well-
informed, and a connoisseur of the very best |
in current literature and photographic art,” |
I was careful to note.

My subject and I then conversed amlably
on divers topics, such as “Hell’s Angels,”
the daily and periodical press, personal ap-
pearances and the latest Hollywood dirt.

“Sapristi!” 1 murmured to myself. “My
services are not needed here. Alors/ This
young lady is a perfect specimen of the normal,
healthy, happy, handsome American girl, and
will the band please play ‘The Stars and
Stripes Forever’? She has no more car-
buncles on her subconscious than I have
United States Steel, either common or pre-
ferred! Am I dashed? Bastal”

At that moment lunch was served by two
house detectives disguised as waiters by the
addition of a few choice gravy spots.

Then the scientist in me broke out in a
rash. I was on the trail—The Big Trail.

Before me stood a huge sector of honey-
dew melon, three thick and steaming wheat
cakes, four coy sausages, a mound of Melba
toast and a sizable pot of coffee. Before my
fair vis-g-vis rested half a grape fruit, one bran
muffin and a cup of thin—almost emaciated
—tea! Atlast! I had plumbed the unconscious
of Jean Harlow!

“You are repressed!” I shouted triumph-
antly, and across the table was a sob.

“You have my secret!” whispered Miss
Jeanie. “I have about ten pounds more than
I carried during the making of ‘Hell’s Angels,’
and I must lose it. I am allowed a thousand
calories a day—and this lunch runs today’s
score up to 800.”

ONIGHT, I suppose, you will make a
gorgeous dinner of half a peanut,” I sup-

“Please I”” was all she could say.

The devil that lurks in every scientific man
asserted itself. I plowed and plunged through
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” Hell’s Angel

Color by Victor Mascaro

my delectable luncherino like a whippet tank
through a cup of consomme. It was terrible,
but science demanded it. Miss Harlow’s eyes
popped out and rolled miserably around the
muffin. It was all she could do to replace
them. I shall spare you further details of
that sad hour.

Luncheon over, Miss Harlow’s sterling
American girlhood once more took command.
Poised, calm—though I fancied a bit weakish
from hunger—she answered my questions.
Yes, she dreams occasionally. Usually of
three-inch steaks smothered with cham pignons
and drowned in a thick gravy. No, she is
not -going on the stage until she is perfectly
sure of herself. “Discreet and wise, ‘I jotted.
She is under contract to Mr. Howard Hughes
productions, and is glad of it. “And why not,

I noted.

I was then presented to my subject’s mother,
an extremely handsome and gracious lady who
calls her chick “Baby” (and so would Iifl
got half a chance). And then it was timeto
depart, inasmuch as my studies had already
forced Miss Harlow to miss a date with her
hair-dresser, who, I suspect, is some gentel
New York jeweler like Cartier.

My research was over.

“MYdear Miss Harlow,”” I said, “I prescribed
for your minor spiritual complaint,a
toureen of cream of cauliflower soup, a dollop
of some tasty fish, a couple of square yardsof
filet mignon suitably garnished with vegetables
salad with a rich cream dressing, an assort-
ment of pastry and half a dozen bottlesof
Bass’ Ale. You will then, I assure you, have
no further aches in your unconscious.”

“Ah, but how about my hips?’’ she asked
sadly. ‘“None the less, I'll think over you
prescription while I am eating my olivea
dinner.”

It had been a most pleasant two hours
this meeting. Miss Harlow is a thoroughly
charming girl, and excellent company, and
her mother is all that a mother should be.
They seemed to forgive my scientific en-
thusiasm, and their attitude inferred that they
considered me an affable and well-conducted
young man. Miss Jean, in particular, was
most cordial. ““Because she likes nice things,
I jotted, as I backed out of the suite andfell
down an elevator shaft.
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