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Franhklin Fyl;s Visits Some of the
Queer Amgseme

Biggest Show Houses at the Fair Bear the Names of “Creation’

nt Plac_es on the PiKke

L

and

“Hereafter'”...Russia and India Have Theaters and the Latter
Employs Oriental Dancers...Other Attractions

Correspondence of the Indlanapolls Journal
LOUIS, June 2Z.-—The

two show houses thus [ar

Plke at the fair

of “Creation’™ and

biggest
e
bear names
Lne |
placing of man on earth
where he goes to on leaving it
gives also J prav tical exhibition of earthly
evil of th® present era, for you can 8¢
drunk if you stay long and swallow hard
The theater is in
dinary covstructi of lakes
moving sidewalks and alcoves
thirst may be slaked, but not
At these drinking places you may step out
©of your boat or off the sidewalk. Yo
trip ticket has a stop-over privilege with
no time limit. The management iz liberal
about that and hopes you will bathe
in buying beverages. 1
would be the treatment
brought flong a flask of
pocket or' a keg of beer under his arm.
Theaters, to enter which vou have to pass
alongside of are not uncommon.
Here you %o through the theater/to get to
the cafes. But you are at liberty to turn
about after seeing the show and so avoid
the temptation to bibulous indulgence.

The shcw is a biblical
not merely that, for
lesson in stagecraft. Charles Fechter, the
German actor who gained fame here in
broken English, had an idea that by top-
ping a stage with half of a dome, the
open half toward the auditorium, very real-
istic skie= might be produced. He
vinced scme wealthy men that he was
right, and they provided the money for him
to make the experiments. He rebuilt a
New York theater from the footlights to
the rear wall very expensively, because his
plan invoived not only the hoisting of the
dome alo’t when it was not In use, but
also much of the scenery. 8o he built the
tower-like structure over the rear portion
of what Is now the Fourteenth-street
Theater. ‘Fechter's mechanical ingenuity
didn’'t come to anything that profited him
or his backers, yet his system of handling
scenery came into use afterward, and now
his dome 1s utilized to make the “Creation”
panorama a remarkable spectacle. By
means oh a moving-picture machine, all
sorts ofY atmospheric phenomena are
thrown upon that convex surface in a
closer imitation of nature than I have ever
seen elsewhere, Some adaptation of the
principle would be practicable in dramatic
productions.

God’'s creative week, as recorded in Gen-
esis, Is hiwre shown day by day. The first
view is J .chaos of formless matter in
molten turbulence. Slowly in the dimness
we see water and land separating from
each other, the former steaming from fire
unde h, and the latter wupheaved in
belching "Wolcanos. Arable shores appear,

first with scant vegetation and gradually
with herbal growths till forests come into
view. The illusions are perfect. They are

produced by introducing sections of scen-
ery from both sides, what stage experts
call set pleces, and they are finely painted
and Ingeriously illumined. The next pro-
gress Is ‘he making of the sun to rule by
day and the moon to rule by night. The
sun is the more novel and artistic repre-
sentation. Its diffusive light reveals the
landscape before the orb itself shines
through nd dispels the clouds. The moon
makes a more ordinary entrance. It rises
from belind an expanse of water, on the

rippling surface of which it glimmers, just
as It ha® in a thousand plays. But the

spectators prefer their old theater ac-
quaintance, the moon, to the much super-
strauger, the sun, and applaud her
) b SR
ve days’ developments have been
fllustratesl, the creation of humanity
omitted. The artist nas not presumed to
ure how God made man in His own
nor even the evolution of woman
the man’'s rib. We see Adam and
firs! in the Garden of Eden. A boy
& girl impersonate them in a small
to Nt the environment, and they must
have eaten already of the fruit of the tree
knowledge, as their nudity is modified
fig leaves. Divine rest on the seventh
is a'legorically represented, and gar-
ishly, tos. And it is therein made to ap-
pear tha! not Edison, but the Creator, in-
vented imcandescent electric bulbs.
Visitors to “Hereafter” start hellward In
one thester and end by secing heaven in
another. All the sights are strictly ortho-
witlt no concessions to modern skepti-
people are seated a quarter of
an hour at the outset before a stage on
which a “how of spooks’is given. Was Lon-
Gon’s excitement over what were known
as the Cock Lane ghosts so long ago that
you have never read abouy them? The
sight of men and women in the air as-
tounded folks in a pablic square. The ap-
paritions posed daily above the heads of the
in the dusk of nightfall, until the
wn was puzzled or terrified, according as
calm curfosity or agitated superstition
moved it, A Professor Pepper, after amus-
fng himself awhile with his invention, by
means ¢of which he could project the re-
of solid objects Into space a few
feet away, told how he had worked the il-
lusion through an upper window of his
house. The Pepper device has been used
variously for theatrical purposes. Here on
the Pike it provides a prefatory show in
the “"Hereafter’' establishment. The stage
set fom a small, black apartment. A man
the audience is induced to take a seat
in a chair beslde a table, where a phantom
waiter brings to him a repast which he can
nelther see nor feel, but which is visible to
us out 1 the theater. An equally impal-
pable girl sits on his lap and throws her
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We come to a
the gulde promises an avdience with Satan
himself. The rock breaks away and there
stands his Majesty, the King cof Hades, He
is exceptionally tall and his pose Is haught-
fly austere. Te wails of his tortured sub-
jects fall upon our ears. Suddenly ne
springs towards us with a fiendish yell and |
the lights are extinguished, leaving usin
dreadful darkness. That was delightfully
successful. Scveral women screamed and
when the place was lighted one them
lay In a faint .

Soon after that we follow the guide up
& steep pasasge and take seats In the sec-
ond on the stage of which we
four pictyres illustrating the search of the
Wise Men of the East for the infant Jesus
and their finding Him. These are
thrown on a eanvas by a stereopticon, and
an effort is made, without avail, to get a
B ular effect with changeful lights
and shades. Ti are commonplace. Not
g0 is the final disclosure of the show, which
has lasted about an hour, The stage set-
ting nged a scene of fleecy clouds
and soit llumination in heaven. Angels
float In and out and roundabout with gent-
Iy waving arms and wings, and they look
divine to most of the folks who have just
s¢en the imps below., Hymns are sung
finely by invisible men and boys while the
angels tlpat among the clouds. An unim-
aginative cynic might sit there and be-
think him that the contingent from the
angelic hosts are quite mortal ballet girls,
showing legs through thin white draperies,
and that the heavenly cholr is made up of
the same chaps who, a few minutes earller
down below, howled and walled as the tor-
turers and the tortured. 1 tried to join the
majority in their feeling of awe as the
performance ended with a swirl of the
angels and a sonorous finish to the hymn of
“Jerusalem.”
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Russia and Inhdia have theaters on
Pike. As yet no play has been given
either. Both are devoted to native songs
and dances that are characteristic of those
countries. The Russian performances are
as cool as the gooseflesh of St. Petershurg
in winter, and the East Indians are as
warm as the sweat of Calcutta in summer,
Where the curtain rises on the Muscovite
ghow you see a rear row of twelve men.on
their feet and a frout row of twelve women
on their knees. I say women and not girls
for conscience’'s sake. It is polité usage to
call female ballets and choruses girls as
long as they live, and to fix the average of
age midway between sixteen and forty,
which keeps them collectively under thirty.
But the of these Russiapns ranged
upward from forty, not downward. They
are women, sure enough and of a most re-
spectable aspect. It was a shock to see
when they rose to their feet that their
skirts didn't reach hclgw their knees. The
possibility that those matronly creatures
might do something indecorous gave rise to
a dread rather than hope. But they did not.
The hems of their frocks were never flapped
up an inch, and the feet, in Polish bools,
were never iifted more than shin high.

This exhibition might be given without of-
fense in a church. Indeed, it would seem
more appropriate there than'in a theater,
so unbroken was its staid dignity. The sing-
ing was mostly hymnal, whether religious
or patriotic, and the folk songs were not
gay in tuunes, whatever they may have been
in words. Altogether circumspect was this
representation of Russian peasant cuftoms
on occasions of village festivity, and it was
faithful, too, except 1n the vocalism. These
performers may have been borm peasants,
but not for many a year had they farméd it
for a living. All had been musically edu-
cated. 1 have no doubt it is true, as told
to me by a Russian, that some of them
were from St. Petersburg choirs and others
from that city's operatic choruses. 1 am
further willing to believe that the soprano
sojoist has been a prima dona in opera ear-
lier in her career, so-cultured and strong
was her voice.

The Russian native dances had energy,
but no grace. The Polish baliets seen on
our stage away back in the time when
“The Black Crook' was young, but which
have faded out of sight, were professional
forms of these amateur originals., The
Kiralfys, who came to this country first as
a dancing family of two girls and three
yvoung men, were wonderfully nimble in the
Polish exercises, and a recollection of that
quintet made these unideal Russian repre-
sentgtives seem all the more clumsy.
While a woman was singing, with her arms
akimbo and her booted feet making time,
a man darted forward from the line and
stamped demonstratively around her.
Probably his motive was amorous, but she
received him stolidly and he soon retreated
to his place with no show of chagrin at the
rebuff., Another man made a more vigorous
onslaught, stamping harder, swinging his
arms and joining his voice with hers in
song. She smiled amiably at this one, but
wouldn't let him touch her, and nothing
came of his wooing. A stalwart woman
led the whole company in a single file of
hoppers, skippers, jumpers and stampers
around and around the stage. All sang
while doing that. The instrumental music
wa: [aint. 'I‘hl-‘ dancing was set to the
rhythm eof singing tongues and stamping
soles, The troupe did not guit the stage
during the half hour of the show, but kept
to their two lines, except when the dances
emploved them. They secemed rather off-
ish, perhaps because American sympathy
i= with their enemy in the Korean war.
And then again they may have been appre-
hensive of the hostile Japanese, who out-
number them at the fair and are building
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gtronghold on the Pike, preparatory to
n of Tokio actors and geishas.
Russiang roused themselves
i the final song and dar which was
much like the walk-around with which our
negro minstrels used to end their shows,
e¢ach in turn taking the center for a pigeon
wing. And they wound up with the “Star-
gspangled Banner,"” God bless "em!
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East Indian native songs and dances are
§ theater which part of
British India on the Pike,. employ
tv whose

Egiven in =2 is a
They
women,
of
blooded negro to the lightness of an octo-
rooOn: the
curtain discloses them standing in a double
row, they gight like a company of
American minstrels. We haif expected the
man at the middie to say: “‘Be seated. We
will now opening chorus.” 'What he
did say was that his companions were the
most wonderfully gifted artists that had
ever been induced by fabulougs renumera-
tion out of India. Of course, that
and one yellow fellow grinned
as If it were a joke. However, they proved
gatisfactory as to ability, and some of their
doings were new in this country. The
women took seats on a raised platform and
made a picturesque group with their Orien-
tal costumes and languorous But
the men, who had a row of chalrs on the

gtage level, were more numerous and more
BOrgeous.
Cago

n and ten young
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femininity was predominant in the

| show,

Four men at each end of the line were
very resplendent with bright hues in
headgear and other toggery that 1 took
them to be rajahs, if not real ones then good
jmitations. The whole party joined In
what the middle man told us was a sacred
hymn of India. The male volces came out
well In it, but the feminine were shrilly
nas=al and the beating of castinets and tom-
toms didn't make an accompainment that
sounded religlous. As soon as that was
over my mistake as to those two quartets
in royal purple, blue, yellow, red and all
the other colors known to East Indian dy-
ers, with multi-colored stones and metal
janglets all over them, was made clear by
their introduction as Singaleese dancers.
They went across and around the stage
again and agaln, in a single-file like Ameri-
can Indians In ceremonial dances, with
similarly high knee-action and couching
attitudes, A different set of elght men in
less pompous raiment gave a Singaleese
stick dance, which was a kind of pat-a-
cake game with raps of short wooden
wands instead of spats of hands. This was
odd and lively.

But the women interested us more than
the men. We expected something wicked
of them and we got it, for the official cen-
sor of the Pike had not yet passed judg-
meént on this opening performance.  Yet
there was nothing new in the wickedness.
It was much the same couched-couchee
sort of thing tnat had been revised the
week before in the Street of Cairo, except in
a refreshing variation by two Nautch girls,
tall and tawny, with hair of midnight and
eyes of noon, with figures shapely and
supple. It ig true that they made the
boneless portlons of thelr bodies quiver once
in a while, in the familiar manner of East-
ern muscle dancers, and some of their
exercise was passionate, but they were no
more gross than the typical Spanish fan-
dango senorita, and they were somewhat
like her in gracefully free-limbed action,

The couchee-couchee creatures use their
feet scarcely at all, as probably you are
aware, but roll and loll their heads, wabble
and wrizgle their bodies and are repulsively
lascivious. There were three of those in
this troupe. A YOung one was so scrawny
that her bones had little flesh on them to
wig-wag signals of indecency. but the two
others were old, ugly and fat. The truth
onght to oe told, so that visitors at the
fair who wish to see that exhibit may know
where to find it and those who don't may
know to stay away.

FRANKLIN FYLES.

£0

Colgate's Life Insurance.

New York Press,

The man who carries $1,500,000 on his life
in a single policy is worth taking a second
look sit. James Colby Colgate Is a most un-
assuming gentleman of forty-one years,
who looks as if he were a splendid risk. His
late father, James Boorman Colgate, lived

to be ecighty-elght. The son took out the
policy for $1,600,000 a few days after his
father's death. The old gentleman left a
large fortune and some of the finest green-
houses in the world at his Yonkers home.
Much of his fortune was made in gold. He

was president of the Gold Exchange for |

several vears. James Colby's mother s a
daughter of Gov. Anthony Colby, of New
Hampshire, a chum of Daniel Webster.
Colby established the Colby Academy and
Colgate the Colgate Academy. Both men
were stanch Baptists, and both helped the
Unijon in the “uncivil” war.

The Lesson of the Birds.

I sometimes think, when sorrow makes a feller
sarter moan, .

Of the birds that keep p-singin' just like trouble
was unknown!

I make no doubt they have their grief—as bitter
as the rest,

And yet they sing their sweetest songs above an
empty nest!

That mockingbird there. In the blooms, is making
hﬂ“dﬂ}'.

Yet vandal hande have wrecked its home—have
gtolen its young away!

That little lodge of straw is mute, where chirped

its tender brood,

how it sends its song to God—and life a

soiltude!

Yet

But
And
The
The

just let trouble ecome along,
hearts they s=igh,

send thelr walling messages a-ringing to
the sky!

world is then no friend to grace—a shadow
dims the light,

stars ghine through a storm of tears, and
phantoms fill the night! 1

and human

For 'all our souls, heaven-gifted—for all our
human words,

We read life's sweetest lesson In the musiec o
the hirds!

And the kind God teach that lesson, when skies
above us frown,

To leave the moaning to the winds and sing the
sorrow down!

—Atlanta Constitution.

A‘ Natural History .Study

JT far from where I live, there is

" a good-sized pond with a bottom

of mud-soft, rich mud, which

* the oldest inhabitants declare to

be unfathomable. However this

may be, it is not to be fathomed with any
avallablé pole borrowed from a farmhouse
pear by, and the bank, when you jump
upon it. sways up and down, causing a
movement on the surtace of the water,
and making you wonder what would hap-
pen If you should break through and slide
fnto the ooze ounly a few inches beneath
you, But this same mud, which would
mean death to the man who should be so
unforturate as 10 get into i1, 1= a paradise
for a thousand creeping and crawling things
fnhabitirg this sheet of water, which is
known by the suggestive name of Doleful
pond. Great eels live here, among the
roots of the water lilies, and among the
stems of the pickerel weed which lines the
banks, we may see the squirming forms
" of many-colored, well-fed water snakes.
Often vhile walking along the shore we
may startle a six-foot black snake, too,
and if we pursue him he will surely glide
to safety in the treacherous waters of
Doleful. Decaying logs, lving half-sub-
merged near the bank, mark the spots
where once grew trees, which, unable to
keep their footings in the unstable mud,
fell forward Into the water to make land-
ing places for the beautiful painted tur-
; come out to bask In the sun,

scramble back again with many
we chance w cross their danger

the inhabitants of Doleful
Ainterests me more

than any other, is a huge female snapping
turtle, which long ago I named Medusa,
A mighty creature this, tipping the scales
at fifty pounds, and with a moss-covered
shell which fits snugly into a medium-sized
wiashtub, Powertul, scaly legs she has,
and her broad, webbed feet are armed with
claws which would not disgrace a bear.
But perbaps it is bher head which is of
greatest interest to me—that big, snaky head
at the end of a telescopic neck, which en-
ables per to snap at an object a foot or
more in front of her shell. The merciless,
coldly blinking eyves are set close together
near the top, and as you look at them you
kunow exactly what to expect from the
horny jaws beneath, in case you are ever so
unfortunate as to allow your hand to come
within reach of them, Wonderful jaws these
are; their kuife-like edges, with the quick-
movipg, enormously powerful muscles be-
hind them, make them suggest a steel trap
and a pair ef pruning shears combined.
Te complete her “beauty’” she has a thick,
tapering tall, covered with smooth scales
beacath, but with a ridge of long, horny
ievth along the top.

The first time | met Medusa was several
years ago, and if [ had not met her that
time T am afraid T ghould never have met
her nt all. She had been captursd by some
cnterprising bay as she was crossing the
Helds to lay her eggs, and had been put
up at avetion in the public square of & cer-
tamn New England town., Bidding was still
brisk when | arfived upon the scene, a rep-
resentative of the loeal hose company and
another from the police department. both
Lelug determined that the turtle should
fngure prominently at a dinner shortly to
be glven by his own organization. For-
tunately for the old lady, I saw other uses
to which =he might be put, and, as 1 bid
a few cents higher than any of my oppo-
néents  cared to pay for soup, she was
knucked down to me. 1 took Lc-r home in
a hack, and the driver, who “wasn’t
afrsid of puthin',” came within an ace of
losing a finger through carelessness. 1 put
a4 privete mark on her shell, and after
observing her for some weeks [ set her at
liberty in Doleful pond. 1 did not see her

A SNAPPING TURTLE

By Ernest Harold Baynes

again until next spring. when I came upon
her suddenly as she was lurching through
the tal! grass of a meadow. [ did not dis-
turd her, but watched her from a distance
until she had deposited her eggs in hole
which she made with her big claws the
side of a sand heap. After she had covered
up her treasures, | uncovered them again,
and counted over twenty spherical eggs,
about the size of the large white alleyvs
which boys use as “shooters” in marble
time. Then 1 overtook my old friend on her
way back to the pond, and tested the
strength and sharpness of her jaws by
holding out to her a green twig about the
thicknes of my Ittie ringer. With marvel-
ous speed her head would shoot out, the
savage jaws would meet and, with a click
like that made by the pruning shears she
sulpped off pieces of the twig, an inch at
a time. Then I turned her over on her
back, and watched a fine exhibition of
muscular strengdh, as, with her long neck
for a lover, she turned her huge bulk clean
over on the grass,

The next time I met her, I was walking
along a little stream which runs into the
pomd. | could see some large ohject mov-
ing down the stream just below the sur-
face, but it was a minute or more before
1 was sure it was a snapping turtle. As
soon as I saw the tail trailing behind, I
lcaned over and took hold of it. Such a
scramble that turtle made for its liberty,
digging 118 claws into the bed of the brook,.
and kicking with all its might. But out it
came at last, and 1 was interested to find,
by my private mark, that it was the same
old snapper I had bought in the square
nearly three years before. Since then |
have caught her several times: each time
experimenting with her until 1 learned some
new habit or some new trait in her charac-
ter. Whatever else may be said of her
character, she {is not deceitful. She 1is
nasty tempered and she looks it. She hates
me in spite of the fact that [ once saved
her life, and she never seeks to mislead
me about it. And 1 respect her, not so
much for this as for the strength of her

jaws, and 1 show respec keepling
mmen'mol m._w

That was a novelty, for at Chi- |

Bijou Fernandez

Who Was Married in London.

Stoch Company
at ParKk Theater

“Give me the rights to ‘Ch
as it is, and I'll agree to get out of the
theatrical business,” said John A. Preston,
of the Holden Stock Company, which will
produce this play at the Park the last
half of the coming week. *“Owning the
rights to it is like owning a bank, a mint,
or having license Every stock
company that has been organized in the
last sixteen yvears has taken a turn at
‘Charity Ball,' because it is a Tfavorite
with people who go to the theater and for
another reason that is just as good, it con-
tains every line that is known to stock
company work. ‘Charity Ball' was writ-
ten by H. C. Demille, who before he died
must have rounded up a fortune with it
The rights to produce it are now owned
by Mrs. Demille, who makes her home in
New York. That the play is popular, that
stock companies have to play it, is indicated
by the price a company has to pay for the
privilege of producing it—$20 a week In
advance—and it I8 on the boards some-
where in the country practically all the
time."

Before the Holden :
“Charity Ball,” it will, beginning with
to-morrow, put on *“Resurrection” again
for three dayvs, because of demands it has
had from Park patrons for tlus story of
peasant life in Russia and Siberia. This
play was given by the company earlier
in Its season here. _

“Charity Ball”" will bring out the full
force of the company and in addition, Miss
Blanche Cartwright, of Indlanapolis, will
play an ingenue part in it. During the
winter she was with Howard Hall in "*The
Man Who Dared,” playing a brief engage-
ment at the Park in that melodrama. She
attended the Girls' Classical School, Knick-
erbacker Hall and other Indianapolis
schools, and has a loyval folluwing urnung
the pupils of these institutions,

The last time “Charity Ball" was seen
in Indianapolis was when the stock com-
pany gave (it at the Grand four or five
vears ago. It tells the story of a young
iminister who quarrels with his brother
after he hears a confession from a girl
which implicates the brother, the strongest
scene coming after the girl has returned
from a charity ball and revealed her se-
cret. Miss Bernice Howard, Miss Lottie
Emmons, John A. Preston, John F. Bailey,
George Mackey, Jack White, Jack Ward
Kett and others will have prominent places
in the cast. Alice Berry, for her singing
specialty, will give "Stars and Stripes,
Good-bye.”

to steal.

Company takes up

When I Was I1L

He brought me flowers when I was {ll,

And placed them where I saw them bloom;
And all the while they used to fill

With perfume delicate my room.

I was a maiden, young and fair,
And he had culture, rank and wealth;
The flowers, and his kindly care,

Helped lure me back to hope and health,

But now that I am well and strong,
No more he comes—he passes by,
And, tho' I would not do him wrong,

I wish that he had let me die.

—~Thomas F. Porter, in Boston Glabe,

The Parting

1of Weber and Fields

Source of Regret to New York People

Last Performance Together
at the New Amsterdam
Theater Called Out a 2
Big Audience...It Degan
with Mirth and Ended
with Tears...Rose Cogh-
lan Appears at fiammer-
stein’s Vaudeville..Bijou
Fernandez Marries.. Ada

Rehan to Star

Staff Correspondence of Journal.
EW YORK, Jun The partin
Weber and Fields has furnished

the

the principal topic of conversation

in New York theatrical world this

wee K. famous
comedians went through- their
comic antics for the last time together
the New Amsterdam Theater the
night; for the last time did the long, thin,
nervous Fields kupock the tub-like little
Weber about the stage, and for the last
time did “Mever"” choke the breath out of
“*Mike,”" The big, overflowing audience
laughed uproarously as of yore, and then,
strange to relate, went home in tears,

The bill presented by the ““Weberfields,”
as New York had come to call the com-
pany, was the same as that given In In-
dianapolis at the Park last March, at a
time when the ever-industrious press agent
was overworking his typewriting machine
in making the most positive denials con-
cerning the rumored ill-fecling between the
pariners. The outlandish *Whoop-dee-
Doo," with its broad burlesque and its de-
lightful chorus, opened the performance, |
and the ridiculous travesty on the play
“Catherine” closed it While the show
wae in progress there was nothing to sug-
gest that it was a farewell performance,
aside from the actions of Peter Dailey, who
made a monumental ass of himself. Dailey
is a funny comedian—that fact is grantesc—
but he doesn't know where to draw the line |
in his everlasting “kidding’ and “joshing”
while in the glare of the footlights. Com-
mon sense should have told him that, al-
though the performance was, as usual,
meant to amuse the audience, there was
precious little abcut this parting night
that was amusing to those lifelong friends,
Joseph Weber and Lew Fields, who, after
the bitterness of their quarrel had worn
off, were sorrowfully agreeing to disagreec.

The other members of the company re-
spected this feeling that existed between
the separating comrades, and while they did
their best to entertain the crowd in the
theater, they felt that the occasion was one
that called for a certain amount of dignity,
But Dailey—Dailey, the humorist—Daliley,
the tactless—Dailey, the irresponsible—what
did Dailey do? Well, when he made his
first appearance, he shook hands with the |
orchestra leader, and, in mock tears, bade |
him a pathstic farewell, Some people |
thought that this was very good fun, in-
deed, and laughed loudly. Of course, this
mirthful approval encouraged Dailey to
continue his Interpolated references to the
parting of the men who had always been
g0 dJdear to each other. He always found
applause awaliting him, for there are many
blockheads in every audience here in New
York as well as elsewhere, But other peo-
ple in the auditorfum—and not people that
were lacking in seunse of humor, either—
looked daggers at the bulky comedian
whose display of bad tasie was annoying,
to say the ieast.

+ + 4

When the curtain fell on **Catherine,”” the
orchestra played ““Auld Lang Syne.”” Not a

single soul made a move toward leaving
the theater. Everybody sat still and
walited, feeling certain that something was

going to happen. Then, as loud applause
filled the hcuse, the curtain rose again,
and there on the stage stood the ‘“Weber-
flelde” in a semi-circle, holding hands,
Down ¢ame the curtain again, but now the
audience was thoroughly roused and cheers
were added to the hand-eclapping, together
with yells of *“Speech!" “Speech!” So up
went the curtain once more, and Pete
Daliley, the irrepressible, stepped forth and
announced that he would appoint himself
master of céremonies. He called upon each
of the stars of the company in turn for
specches, introducing Jokn T. Kelly, whom
he called *‘the c¢hild artist,”” as the first
taiker. Dailey tried his best to turn the
whole affair into a farce, and would have
succeeded, too, had it net been for the fact
that it was apparent to every other mem-
ber of the company. and to every person in
the auditorium, that Weber and Fields
themselves were laboring under very deep

he manager-
familiar
at

other
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| gist of it
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Rose Coghlan
Who Is Again Appearing in Vaudeville.

emaotion. Liltle Weber battled manfully to
swallow the lump insisted upon work-
ing its wayv Into his throat and Flelds finally
gave up trying to keep back the tears that
rolled down his painted cheeks
Kelly, as hoarse as he was that night in
Indiananalis anuounced that he
was “suffering with a little ecolt,” made a
speech. He meant well, good old
is, but it coukin't p
What he saild 1 couldn’t

thar
Lilad

when he

villaliivus
chap that
have been wors
record here to save the 1fy .f me, bul the
21l was that he Was very sorr)
his two friends and fellow-actors had
seen it to bring their twenty-six years
partnership to an end. Lo Manun was
Lhe next speaker. e started out bravely,

if he were sure of his waters and would
have smooth sailinz, but his bark of elo-
quence got into a choppy sea, like the Eng-
ligh Channel, and alter =<truggling aimlessly
about 1In fight against overwhelming
forces, he floundered helplessly ashore. Why
actors, as a rule, are such bad

N
e

that
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o

is it that
speechmakers?

("harlie Boss declared em h:tlitz!i._\’
“the whole thing was business
meaning the parting of Weber and Fields,
and the gallerv applauded wvociferously,
uder the impression that this was an orig-
inal and brilliant remark. His wife, Mabel
Fenton, showed that she was his better
half by making a little specch with some
sense in it, expressing her downright sor-
row that “‘the boys,” as she called them,
“could not get along together.” That .little
talk upset Joe Weber and Lew Fields more
than anything else. Lillian IRlussell made a
few commonplace remarks, but Frankie
Bailey could only weep when called upon,
and =tand first on one foot and then on the
other.

And then it was up to Weber and P‘td'-lrF
to say something They -looked utterly
miserable as Dalley dragged them forward,
The audience rose to its feet as one man
and cheered them. They clasped hands,
“Speech!” roared somebody. But there were
no speeches left in Weber and Flelds. All
they could do was to blurt out that they
were “awfully sorry.”

And then, as the chorus girls gathered
around them to sayv good-bye, the final
curtain fell on the house of Weberfields.

+ + 4

Cheer up, ve vaudeville-gocrs of the mid-
West, and the next time that you are dis-
appointed in a vaudeville programme, don't
let anybody make you feel worse by telling
vou cheerfully that “you don't get the real
thing in vaudeville out your way."

I sat through the show at Hammerstein's
Victoria the other night. The admission
prices at Hammerstein's are three times
as high as they are at the Western vaude-
ville houses, “but then, you know, you get
the very cream of vaudeville,”” your New
York friends will tell you. Three hours did
the performance last—thre« Jjong, dreary,
sixty-minute hours, and only twice was
there anything on the progamme hat
awakened me from the stupor fnto which
the first act sent me. And these enliven-
ing bits in the bill were nothing more re-
markable than a good mimic and a team of
acrobatic comedians that we see on the
Western circuits every season!

The “headliner” of the programme was
that well-known actress, Rose Coghlan,
who, when given a good part in a good play,
is equal to the task imposed upon her. But
in this *“*vaudeville vehicle” of hers she s
burdened with a cheap melodramtic role

that

suicide,”

| son,

1;:.;-..1[-] Y |

i 35 ghea=w

Ada Rehan
Who Will 8tar with Charles Richman.

and a stick
frightfulls
Iy surveys
dress suit

of a “leading man™ who is =0
self-conscious that he continual-

with approval his well-fitting
and Ystens in raptures to the
gound of his own voloe

The sketch is 8 one-act thing cailesd ““The
Ace of Trumps,” writien by a Mr. Fergu-
who has evidently heen reading  the
family story papers Miss Coghlan plays
the part much-married woman from
Loandon whe comes to New York for the
purpasse of breaking into the smart sel--
with a *“jimmy"”" {f necessary, Ehe rics
to “work"” a voung Wall-street broker into
standing spousor ‘or her, but he knows
“that ghe is a woman with a past, an ex-
keeper of a gambling house and a she-
devil,”” and he refuses to give her a Jift
She points a finger of scorn at him and
hisses a few uncomplimentary utterances
through her teeth.

“Oh, why.,” she cries, “why should you
men live double lives, while we poor, weak
women must stand and fall by one?"

The audience is supposed to be immensely
affected at this polut, despite the tangle of
inconsistencies which the woman's chare
acter presents. As the play progresses the
story becomes so wonderfully complicated,
Miss Coghlan becomes so intensely melo-
dramatic, and her leading man becomes so
powerfully impressed with himself, that the
whole affair takes upon itself a grotesque
aspect and the auditor wiggles out of bore-
dom into wild amusement. But that falling
curtain is a blessing to be thankful for!
+ 4 4

All of the regular theatrical attractions In
New York will soon be out of the way, and

the amusement places wiii then be given
up wholly to the light-weight summer
shows. “The Southerners,” of which I
wrote last week, seems to he in for a pross-
perous rua at the New York: De Wolf Hop-
per's big revival of "“Wang” is enjoying
crowded houses at the Lyric, and the frivo-
lous musical plece, “Piff, Pott, Pouf.” is
“turning ‘em away” from the Casino. “The
Man from China"” wound up its career at
the Majestic a few nights ago, Even Charlie
Bigelow's funmaking could not save the
picce from failure. The next big theatrical
event will be the opening of the Aerial
Gardens, atop the New Amsterdam Thea-
ter, ncxt Monday night, the attraction belng
the new musical review, “A Little of Every-
thing,”” In which Fay Templeton s to make
her appearance on HBroadway, after several
months of retirement from the stage.
+ + 4
An interesting piece of theatrical news is

that Ada Rehan, the foremost of Amer-
fcan commediennes, will star next season
with Charles Richman, who was [
leading man at Daly's Theater and who
has made a success during the iast seson
in the play of the revolutionary times,_
“Captain Barrington.” Miss Rehan and Mr.
Richman have often acted together at
Daly's, and it is thought that such an
alliance will prove a most profitable one.
+ + +

The news comes from London that the

American actresg, Bijou Fernandez, has
just been married to the English actor, W,
I.. Abington. Both were members of Amelia
Bingham’'s company when that organiza-
tion was playing ““The Frisky Mrs. Joha-
gon,”” last fall, and were seen in Indlan-
apolis in that comedy. The bride’'s mother,
Mrs. E. L. Fernandez, ig one of the most
prominent New York dramatic agents,
LOUIS W. JONES.
-
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TOLD BY MR. CHATTERALL.

The Doldrums Hotel is donsidered he best

For weary ones bent upon quiet and rest;

I was finding it dull as a hermit could wish,

Whet;? ia!:rl\'ed. unexpectedly, Mrs. Mann-
sh.

No place
abides
She draws all men out, as the moon draws
the tides;
I was happy to meet her, as never before,
And g'd liked her in old times, as Marion
fore,

n be slow where that lady

1005 ~DECAPITATION.

She was an heiress, though 1've heard

Her wealth was not extremely large;
Her guardlan-uncle much preferred

In every sense, to “keep his charge.”
S0 when she ONE, the day she came of age,
He lost his ward, his temper and his wage.

She ONE FIVE Mann,
while
Pale morning reddened in surprise;
On horseback, true romantic style;
And when her guardian THREE his eves,
Their gatlant steeds had TWO five miles or
more;
So then, be sure, he THREE his mouth,
and swore.

He filled the air with “SIXES" dread,
But soon the exercige forbore;
Since hard words break no bones, "tis sald,
Nor fill a pocket or a FOUR.
He made up his accounts in proper fashion,
And added nothing for his recent passion.
. . * + . = .

with young the

She alwavs had been an excitable girl,

All a-quiver for frolic, sensation, and whirl;

Quite ready a runaway match to devise,

For the sake of enjoying her circle's sur-
prise.

Now, like other people who have thelr own

way,
She must sit her down afterward, even as
they,
To work out the problem that waits for all
such,
And asks, “Did yvou gain then, or lose? And
how much?"”’

1006, ~TERMINAL ELISION,

“Eden,”” they named their residence;
Idyvilic spot, where he and sghe
Mizght dwell with rural innocence,
“Sradled in Nature's flowery THREE.
FOUR most delightful resting-place, no
doubt, ’
But Mann and wife continually fell out.

The serpent into Eden came,
All steanithily, as serpents do;

Suspicion was the creature’s name—
More dire than cobra, asp. or TWO.
Once Marion thought her bridegroom loved

herselt;
Now, slightly altered, feared he loved her
[N."]f.

As she upbraided, he replied,
Far more in anger than in sorrow;
If strife to-day they put aside,
They certainly would ONE to-morrow.
Somewhat as intermittent fevers run,
\\'tth\o:‘ch amendment followed by FOUR
ONE.

S0 they furnished the neighbors material
for chat;
(We u’:\-'(*(i them some gratitude, surely, for
that);
Till the subject was changed by Mann's
sudden decease,
When we hoped that both parties were
resting In peace.

“Brain fever,” sald some, “but what could
you expect?

Perpetual quarrels will have such effect.”

But other some shook thelr wise heads

-
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They admitted the fever, but doubted the
brain.

1007=TRANSPOSITION.

None like the Widow Mann could drape
The veil that floated down her back,
A most becoming cloud of crape—
(She always looked her best in black))
And those who crilicised, as some had
done,
Allowed that now
ONE.”

“She couldn't well be

Upon a TWO I saw her stand,
When sunset crims=oned all the west;
Blooms of the THREE in one fair hand,
Against her heavy sables pressed.
Before the glowing sky as thus she stood,
[ thought her pose exceptionally good.

Well, T suppose she tired of grief—
Grew FOUR, as English rustics say—
She sought society’'s relief;
Her humor changed from grave to gay.
And soon the gossips whispered, none too
low,
“The dear departed is not FIVE; O no!”
L L L] L ] L] - . |
There were small, gquiet diners, and quieter
teas,
There were drives over asphalt, and walks
under trees;
All offering solace, the best to be had,
To a soul that was bored, but imagined
"twas sad.

Night jasmine no longer took Marion's eye;

She turned to an orange tree blooming
near by;

The flowers hung on high, her endeavors
to mock,

But she reached them by mounting a rough
wooden block.

1008, —~CHARADE.

His name was Fish. “A queer fish, too;"”
S0 many people spoke of him.
“A Jand-shark, very weoell-to-do,
Who Jately got into the swim.”
Great TWOS of land he might
but then,
THREE seen a host of much more TOTAL
men.

pPOSsess,

Now evervbody smiled to see

The lady set her widow's cap

ONE such an oaf. How could it be

That he should ONE-TWO her? Mayhap
To own the earth was her unspoken wish,
For soon she landed this well-landed Fish.

This time the wedding weas in church,
With lights and flowers, and all the rest;
The organist was on his perch;
The bride was beautifully dressed,
“She lost no time,” said one who archly
beckoned;
“No,” laughed another, “she has gained a
second!”
. ° - . . - L]
They went to a ranch on a far Western
plain,
Where «“the Baran
their domain,”
As the papers alleged,
said, “Pooh!
The domain there is barren and barren-
ness, oo,

and Baroness ruled

but some readers

The lady
woeek,
"Twas so lonely she really forgot how to
Epenk.
Though she soon recollected, when once
she returned,
But as for her consort, Re never had
learned.

declared, when she'd tried it a

100D0-ANAGRAM,
0, Endure Stabs.

A self-made man, as all agree,
But such a dull and lumpish lob,

One felt inclined to think that he
Had never finished up the job;

he had won his
'm
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Successfully,—if wealth imvlies success,

Now Marion tried with all her might,
His speech and manners to improve,

But found the hardened creature quite
Impossible to mend or move.

A dolt her keenest scarcasm could not
rouse,

(He'd driven mules, and ssiled on lumber

SCOWE,)

Sometimes a matrinomial jar
Like lL.eyden jars may thrill and shock;
But more exasperating far,
I« beating at a senseless rock.
Wor=se than a partner given to dissension,
I= one who never pays the least attention
- e . . L - -
"Twas in some local foud,.insurrection, or
row,

Poor Fisn lost his life, though I can’t tell
just how,

3ut the lady I met at the Doldrums' front

I']lu'lr_
Said, “You see I am just the same Marion

More."”

Well, she was.

vipors away!
the dullards grew

grumblers grew gay!

She was Queen of our circle, with courtiers

galore,
And. 1 thought that she soon would be
marryin’ more,

How she drove all our

How bright, and the

1010, ~Curtailment.

A solitary horseman came,
A chief from the militia camp;
His war-worn face was red as flame,
His charger was all ONE and damp.
The sun shone hot, as summer suns will do;
This fact explains the color and the TWO.

Thiz cavalier was thin as FOUR.
And stiffer than a Hindoo FIVE;
The braid and buttons that he wore
Would dazzle any man alive.
S0 some one spoke, by envy
doubit:
“A wooden major, on
out.”

moved, no

a THREE turned

Yot as he clanked across the sill,
Instinetively we moved aside,
And almost held our breath, until
Exeited Mrs, Smalltip cried:
21X, they say he's taken

‘Leven,
The very finest room
L » -

“n Number

in all the SEVEN!"
o ,

2 » L ]
Now. I don’t know why men in government

blue,
Or that hideous Kkhaki

Crew
But the weak and the wary allke they be-
fool,

And we all must acknowledge the uniform
rule.

outshine all our

've a blue suit myself, but it lacks all the

charm,

Likewise the brass buttons that work half
the harm;

And the major's fine sword would look =illy
on me, -

Tlunilﬂh. if 1 can’t use it, why, neither can
e,

101 1. =Palindrome,

Brave Major Bird would never flinch

Before the fire of all our eves;

"He looks a hero, every inch,”

Sighed Marton, glancing corner-wise.
The most impresgive hero still is he,

Who never battle saw, nor yet will see,
She wore a moony, pensive smile,

And laid as=ide her girlish laugh;

She talked in sentimental style;—

You cannot cateh old birds with chaff;—
And all who saw the Major, soon inferred
His portion wus to be the widow's third.
They carried flowers and ians, designed

To signal questions and replies
They laid down books, much underlined;—

O friend of mine, If you ‘ire wise,

mywsmmdfmhuggt‘mm_

K*E* N*V*R *N* T* N*T* N*R *V*N *E*K.
. L ] . . L L]

They gazed on the moon, and they counted
the stars,

Theylobserved the position of Venus and
fars;

And astronomy being best studied in pa

When they turned their stares upward,
just turned upstalrs.

8o the Major's brisk siege, as you well may
suppose,

By anlm-llve engagement was brought to &
close;

I kept, for the most part,
blind,

But be sure | looked on when the trealy
was signed.

convenlently

1012, ~LINKED CHARADE,

I took it as a compliment

That they should ONE-TWO me, COM-
PLETE,

Before the TWO-THREE cards were sengt

To all the neighboring elite.

They claimed me as THREE-FOUR in
these affaires,

Though the alliance was entirely theirs.

The day was =o extremely bright,
I wighed smoked glasses I might don,
And some one felt impelled to cite—
“Happy the bride the svn shines on.*
Our bride responded to the well-worn
phrase—
“I always do have pleasant wedding days.*™

Then silence fell; we almost heard
The fall; and no one made reply,
U'ntil. to cheer the lady-bird.
*I hope voun always will.,” said I.
Thereat the groom scowled like an angry
zany—

1 wonder does he want the next time ralny.
. L » . L L L ]
The rice fell in showers, llke a snowstorm
severe, g
And I saw an old shoe hit the Major's big

ear;
But we told one another “twas all very nice,

Aand the sparrows, I know, had a feast on

the rice.

Yet I say here and now, as I sald there and
then,

I never will dream upon bride-cake again:

For Mrs. Mann-Fish-Bird appeared to my
sight,

And as a winged mermaid, dismayed me all
night. M C 8

ANSWERS,

88, —

“Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
Men were Cecelvers ever—

One foot in sea and one on shore,
To one thing constant never.”
939, —Horse-man,

@0, —Amos  Barton, Milly Bartin; BSir
James Chettam, Cella Brooke; Daniel De-
ronda, Myra; Felix Holt, Esther Lyong
M. Gilful, Caterina;: Tito, Romola; Tertius
Lydgate, Rosamond Vincy; Aaron Win-
throw, Eppie; Fred Vincy, Mary Garth;
Adam Bede, Dinah Morris; Wil ladhl".
Dorothea; M. Tryvon, Janet Dempster.

%1 —Amaryllis, vielet, china aster, prime
rose,

802 —1. Missis=ippl 2. AMissouri.

Ohio, 4. Tennessee, 6 Cumberland.
Connecticut. 7. Hudson., &
9. Potomac. 1. Illinois. 1. Wabash,
12. Belote. 18. Muskingum. ",
lowstene, 15, Colorado, 16, Gliag
Columbia. I8, Red. 15, Shoshone,
Iowa. 21. Cedar.

93—~ Blase, bales, sable, Basie, beals,
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