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“toudies of 1908
the Height
of ‘Roof-Gardzen G.ory.

HEY hissed ‘‘Hughes'—but that M another political story.
Aside from the Broadway attitude toward wiat Satanette,
witching she devil, described a8 “‘a friend of the human race but not the
b ss race,’” last night's crowd of enthusiasts on the New York roof hugged
“4m Folllea of 1908 in warm weather emisrace, And well {t might, for, spec-
L larly speaking, the new Ziegfeld revue (why burrow even so much as a
W . from Paris?) raises the roof garden "show'' to new heighte, With al]l due
Y pect 1o the past, “The Follles of 1908 {8 the height of roof garden glory. Tn
b :n—and end—with, it i{s the American Beauty of the uncommon or garden
N iy of sammer entertalnment which the Industrious Z.egfeld knows so well
G+ w 0 “ptant.”” Whh Julian Mitchell to hoe the rows ol blooming femininity,

Li# wonder grows.

1\ e started it last night, and her 1908 modei daughters kept up the pace In
fa that in no wayv interferad with their actlvities. The mosquitoes w!ll
be glad! You know the Zlegfeld way?
Well, it was just that way. At times
the dialogue was as scanty as the cos-
tumes, but happlly most of the lines
were birthrights !nstead of play-
wright's, and these !n nearly every

case beapoke the perfec: lady.

Here and there a face or form re-
called other days and other plays. Af-
ter many trials, trim little May Mac-
kenzie again wlelded the baton at the
head of the dazesiing procession. The
White Poodle Dog Girl barked back
from “The Soul Kiss,'' while blithesome
Elphye Snowden Jdanced back with a
few extra (enee steps to her credit.
And while we are on with the dance,
there was Mlle. Dazie, quivering with
new emotions tha® began in her toes
and ended in her unblushing shoulders. |
To show that she could afford any- |
thing, long Lillian I.ee, as an unbeau-
tiful helress, was sheathed in the latest
Parisian scandal. She tried to dance,
but the gown wouldn’'t have it. (Pu&.
this in your Fashion Notes.) Miss |
Grace l.a Rde's attempts to sing were |
cqually disastrous until she cried out, |
‘“(3ocd-Bye, Mr., Ragtime,' and for the |
{irst time got on friendly terms with
the orchestra. |

You may strike momenta when your
car aches, but not when Norah Bayes.
Hear Miss Bayes sing “You Will Have |
to Sing an Irish Song,” and then walt/

a be-

cusl

greedlly for more. Her first song was
green with a promise that she more
than fulfilied. 8he next turned Itallan

and a “boy' as easlly as you would turn
a corner, and gave further proof of
her cleverness when she sang of the
changes that have taken place "Since Mother Was a Girl."

Miss Bayes was one glad song, except for the time that her duties as
Batanette, the charming she devil, kept her busy with the candidates who are
now walting to have their political fortunes told in Chicago. Fairbanks, ‘‘the
pire of the martinl cockiall,” was the first to te summoned. He waa strangely
@ay. and Carmen was his name. A skirt dance was his finish. Hughes was
Been In the gulse of pure Marguerite. Hisses were his portlon. but he bravely |
sang ‘"Nobody Has Anything on Me." If he referred to the crown labelled '
*Nomination"” he was right. Bryan was & coy coquette In a sliver gown, and |
be lost no time In mounting a pedestal between Washington and Idncoln, where- |
upon each of these went off his base and walked away in disdain. Cannon came
with a boom and smoked In silence. Taft wore a bathing sut and landed hard
when he sat down. H!s smiles spoke louder than worda when he approached
hﬂu Columbla, who was looking for a Presidential affinity. The audience maln-
tained an Impartial attitude, except for the "“Hughes'" incident, and merely
laughed at Teddy when he pranced in as the rough rider turned Genee in habit |
and dance to match. But Harry Watson won a round of applause for his capital
Imitation of Genee's hunting dance.

The new hats wera not forgotten, and the dance of the Charlotte Corday,
which covered everyvthing but a lively palr of legs. shared hononrs as a nove ty |
with a line of taxicab girls rigged up strictly according to law, even to the |
{:uuﬂon of carrying red lights behind. The taxicabs ran to one of Maurice

vi's livellest tunes and registered a large-sized hit. Here was an Invention as
Ingenious as it was up to date.

One novelty followed another, and all went with a rush, The second act
Nlowed down a trifle, but the fun was fast and furious during a prize fizht

Nora Bayes in the song, ‘‘Since
Mother Was a Girl."”

Batween A Perfect Gent and The Pittsburg Dope. “Billy" Reeves took some
terrible falls as an evening-clothed amateur, while Harry Watson's “‘mug’’ as
®he Pittsburg Dope was awful enough to scare any fighter to death. His non- |

vnalant air as nls pralses were hawled gy the referee helped to make the bout
& laughing knockout. l
Taere were any number of things showing the vear {n action, among them a |
haval review called “Around the World with Uncle Sam” that kept the eyok
@Gancing and the inner voice cheering. This fine spectacle, together with a long
list of other surprizes, stamped ‘‘The Follies of 196 as the biggeat hit a roof
bas ever held. CHARLES DARNTON.,
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Is It the Chesapeake’'s Flag?

OUBT Is thrown upon the genuineness of the flag sold in London last week
D as that of the Lawrence ship, the Chesapeake, by G. Wilfred Peéarce, who
has been Investigating the matter on behalf of the New Jersey Hig(’ork\ 1
Boctety. It {s claimed by Dr. Pearce that the Chesapeake's flag was burled In uha |
coffin with Lawrence's body L

-—

May Manton’s Daily Fashions.

HE guimpe made |
T ‘with long mous- (

quetaire sleeves
18 one of the latest
and most fashionable,
This one I8 so ar-
ranged that facings |
only of all-over lace
or embroidary need
be used, while the
main portion is
made from lawn or
something similar. It
can be treated as il-
lustrated or faced at
the armholes, also, If

= it 18 to be worn he-

- neath a garment with
) A loose, open slecves, |
Ly In this case all-over|
‘13 filet lace Is combined

with lawn, but many |
materials are in
vogue. Tucked net, or
washable tulle, {s be-
ing much used, tha;
all-over laces and in-
serted tuckings al.
ways are correct, and
for a great many
gowns tucked olhiffon
is desirable,

The quantity of ma-
terfal required for the
medium size Is R yards
36 Inches wide, with
81-8 yards of all-over
lace to make as |I-
st ted; 2 1-¢4 yards
of 1. erlal 38 Inches |
wide if one material |
is used thronghout

Pattern No. 8006
is cut In sizes tor .
X, 34, 38, 38, 10 and 42
inch bust,

=T
=7

Guimpe With Mousquetaire Sleeves—Pattern
No. 6006.

' Call or send by mall 0 THE EVENING WORLD MAY MAN-

TON FASHION BURRBAU, No. 18 Bast Twenty-third street, New
Send 10 conts tn coln or stampe for each pattern erdered.
IMPORTANT-Write your aame and address plainly, and al-
waye specify sise wented

i
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The Million Dollar Kid -+ -- < ByRW.Taylor

[Gris 1 aaniT
TAKE You
ouT Topay'
MY CANOE
LEAKS !
P

ISN'T  THAT
OO0 BAD !

=

\T

WE'LL HELP You
Fix

, Looig!

EXCUSE ME |
FoLws | 1vE
GOT AN
IDEA !

Hun! YLL MAKE LOOIE'S
CANOCE LooKk LIKE

A TRADING STAMP'

ST WHAT I WANT!
I'LL GIVE You 35:000
FOR Tue BoaT!

IT'S THE FASTEST

BoaT 1
BOILT, Too!

EVER

oH! A MoTOR
BoaT! How
LOVE LY !

CEE. WISH I,
OWNED THAT!

HANDSOME

W"//M = ((:.;\E ON FOR A R\DE'
' - ~ul LOOIE HAS To MEND
HIS CanOE , BUT WE
J L 2 [mmee oan oo
FOR
-l SALE_, /
Z s } 4
y —— == VA
I ’
/
7
S = == —_— ’
You AREe
20 MILES AN WOUR'
BH HO' WISH THS 1S JUs fo Sweer! QUESS THAT'S :%m
| WAS RICH LOVELY, MR Some ! ? ¢ ——
yasmel \ ¢ HEY =
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A ROMANCE OF NEW YORK

MO AND ITS THEATRICAL LIFE,

Chorus Lady.

FOUNDED ON THE PLAY OF THE SAME NAME

This Novelization of “The Chorus

Lady” Wae Made

By John W. Harding.
| (Copyright. 1008, b’y‘g'.')w. Diliingham Com-

SYNOPSIS OF PRIOCEDING CHAPTERS.
, & Virginia horse trainer, Ie
to s O'Brien, & New York
g‘a whose father ls associated with
ness. Times are hard, and Mal-
lory takes as er & rich New Yorker
| named . Crawford comes to In-
spect the Virginia stables. There he meets
And le attracted by Nors O'Brien, Patricla's
| younger alster, a prelly,
lung to g0 on the stage. 1
$5 bet to '‘The Shrimp,’’ one of Mallory's
stable boys, who seeks to bully her into -
| ing. Another , known as °
Duke,'" is hopol‘ug in love with Nora.
O'Brien takes a dialike to Crawford. The
| Iatter st at the O'Brien oottage for a
leupof on his way back to the station.

CHAPTER 1V.

The Man From New York.

9 BRIEN drew open the door, and
Crawfordq entered.
‘“Take the gintleman's eoat,
Nora. Draw up yir chair, Mister Craw-
| ford. Wolfe, pour the coffes,” direoted
O'Brien,
The visitor sipped hiw
gazed around him with polite interest.

him in

“Is this all your famfily, M.
O'BrienT’ he asked.
“Oh, no!" answered Nora for her.

I"'l‘horo'l Patsy."”

| “How nice!” he sald. “A girl and &
iboy. That makes the famikly complete.’”
| “Phwy, nd!" exclatmed Mrs. O'Brien,
| with a laugh, In which her husband
| and daughter joined. “It's her sister,
| Patricia. Nora, run and git her photo-
graph for the gintleman—git the one in
;co-mmt—lt'- n the lower drawer.”

| *And, Nom,' called O'Brien as the
| ¢irl dimappeared, ‘'look in me hat box.
Ye'll foind a couple av'’'—

‘“Thin, Patrick, ye may as well stip
! into the parlor an' bring the enlarge-
ment,”” sald Mrs. O'Brien,

O’ Brien returned, bearing a crayon
bust portrait of the common or garden
variety. highly tinted and incased in a
huge gilt frame with an inner bordsr of
| red plush.
| ~Kape still. Doan't be squeedgin’ it
| an’ bobbin’' it! Ye falr dassle wan!"
| sald his wife. Then o Orawford:

‘It's & rale decalvin’ thing. Whin
she's away from me Of think it's the
Mvin' image av her, but whin she's
| alongslde’'—
| “It's the difference in the coloring,”
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Don’t Accept the Ring.
Dear Hetty: h
AM a girl of nineteen and keep

company with a fellow of twenty-

five. He wants to give me a dia-
mond ring, and I don't know whether
to take it or not, so ask your advice on
the subject. The ring would be an en-?
gagement ring. [ don't want to be
engaged vet, because I could not go
out with the other fellows and have
a good time llke I do now. Two other
fellows are after me and I don't know
which of the three I like the best.

CHEYENNE.,

Do not accept the ring, for you evi-
dent!y do not love the man If you are
not willing to give up other men for

him. You only can decide which one
of the sultors you wish to marry, but
1 advise you not to take any one of the
three, as you 4o not seem to care ‘or
them very deeply. {
Take a Chaperon. |
Dear Retty: [

AM sixteen. Am emoloyed In an

office where I come in contact with

several vourg men cquite often,
Have heen asked to o out several
times with them, but never went out
vith any of tham but one. I xnow I}
am verv vong vet, anl my parents)
obiect to my zolng out very often. |
""key do not mind my going to a show
now and then, but they forbld my going
to Conev Island and othsr places like
that., They have never mat this younr
man, and T do not irtend bringing him
to the houss. He has nskad me aavcr:\.ll
times to g0 down some evening to one’
of these places, but I told him T would
ler him know. Shall [ explain the ex-
act circumstances to him, or what shall

You should not accept attentions from
a man abo't
nothing.

Detty Vineent

)
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I tell him? A friend of his told me he

ves deeplv

Give

‘n love

whom

1 advise vou to ask the young
rien to call cn you, for If vour parents
know him they are more likely to give

Jedvice

v¢u permission to go with him. They
are right not to allow you tuv go to
Coney Island with,a man alcne, for you
are entirely too y & Teoll the voung
man that your parerts will not consent
t¢ vour moing to Coney Island on ac
ccunt of vyour ame. unless you take a
chaperon.

with me.
C. H. WM.

vour family know

&

. On Qourtship =« Marriage

| How to Meet Him,

[Dear Betty:
l\\'uULD llke to abtain an introduc-

tlon to a young man who lives In

my neighborhood and attends

qualinted with him, but it seems useless,

{as they do not know him. I do not like
to ask our pastor, as he 18 {1l at pres-

ent. Would you kindly advise me what
to do? J. B C

Uniess you find a friend who knows
the young man you will have to walt
until your pastor is able to introduoce
you. Can you not tactfully intimate to
the acting pastor that you would Nke to
malke the acquaintance of the youag
man?

Propose to Her,
Dear Betty:

AM deeply In love with a young lady
two years my junjor, whom I have
been taking to and from business

daily for the last six or seven months.
During this time she pald a great deal
of attention to me, but within the last
month she has met some other young
gentleman, to whom, I think, she pays
more attentton. When I mpoke to her
about it she acted more cordially, When
1 ask her a question regarding her love
rhe does not give me a definite reply.
What means shall I use to find out
whether she loves me, as I would not
give her up for anything? L 8.

If you wish to monopolise the young
lady’s attention Yyou must ask her to
marry Yoa, otherwise you . have ne
right to object to her recelving atten-
tiona from other men.

’i‘—he Shady Side of Laugh-Land
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Absent-Minded Clerk (who has been transferred from notion depart-
Shal I send it or will you take it

ment.)—8o you'll take this piano.
with you?

By J. K. Bryans

& dosen ‘Nickel' librartes!™

“He's a regular philanthro—what do you call {t?"”
“Wot's he did?"
“Why, i de last week he's give away two dosen '‘Deadwood Dick' an'| jiothes you can buy for thatl”

“
*
*

my
church and Sunday-school. I have asked
| my friends to help me become ao-

| suggested Crawford.

““Patay says it gives her the willles,”
cut In Nora, who had returned wbith
the small photographs.

Crawford laughed merrily and took
one that the girl extended to him.

““Ah! taken in fancy costumae.”

*No; them's her wurrukin' oclothes,”
said O'Brien, and as Crawford, sur-
prised, looked at him insterrogatively
he explained: ‘‘S8he's on the stage”

“] see; an actress,’”’ sald Crawford,
perspiocaciously.

‘“With the ‘Moonlight Maids,'"
swered Mra. O'Brien.

A Telegram,

“They pays Patsy twinty & week'
went on O'Brien, becoming more and
more oonfidential

‘““And her oostumes,’’
minded him.

‘““Well, they dont amoumt to muoch,”
remarked Crawford, examining the

an-

his wife re-

scantfly oclad figures in the photo-
srapha.

The Duke appeared.
*I—trytes—¢o—hintrude,” he  epolo-
gized bDreathiessly, ‘Dut ‘ere’s & tele-

gram—for Mre. O'Brien.”

Mra. O\Brien read aloud:

** Show's on the'—on the—I can’t make
it out. It looks lotke p-a-s-a-a.”

“That's right,” explained Crawford to
the sorely pussied family. *“On the
pasas—Tenderiolnese for on the dbMnk."
He added to make it perfectly clear to
them: ‘“She means thet the show is no
good—that it has busted, in & word.”

But Mrs. O'Brien st the next few
words of the telegram ast bolt upright.

“sOComing on the seven-eix. Me for
home and mother.’ Wake up, Patrick
O'Brienl Don't etand there lke the
niony ye arel It's helf past sivin new,
an’ yir poor choild’'s waltin' in the oold
daypol™

something.
ner, you know.

“| Wouldn't Worry!"

bands are awtul scarce.”

“T wouldn't worry abdbout that If I
were you,” he laughed, amused at her
candor and nalvete.

“I'm not worrying,’ ehe toid him
| “I'm going on the stage.”

] ‘*That's not a bad place to get hus-
|
|

| wands thess days,” he sald.
“Oh,” she protested, "but I'm not go-
| ing on the stage to get married!”
“Na? Oh, 1 see, for fame'"
He smiled at her more and more

| amused
| “No, Inveed,”’ she said decidedly, “Yor

$20 a week. Just think of all the pretty

“Can you! ! wish I had known K"

By James Forbes.

he laughed, having in mind sundry
dressmakers’' bills he had settled,
“Patsy says I ought to stay at home
—that T don't know when I'm well off,”
she confided, growing more bold and
friendly as the conversation proceeded,
“I fear I agree with Patsy,” he sald
gravely.

Shg looked at him with a pout of dis-
appointment and displeasure.

‘‘That's all very well. But how wouldq
you llke to wear your sister's old
dresses?”’

“I domn’t think I would like it he
avowed, his eyes lighting up with a
smile again. ~
‘“There—you see!" she exclaimed tri-
umphantly. “Patsy or no Patsy, I'm
going to New York."”

Crawford was of that kind very some
mon in great cities who affest to delieve
the' all is falr in love as they conceive
. To do him justice, however, he had
not thought of his little companion save
in an entirely disinterested way. He
had considered her as a beautiful child,
as & ‘‘wild rose,’’ but the idea that the
rose might be plucked had not even em-
tered his mind, and when he had ¢old
her that he agreed with her sister that
home was the best place for her he had
really meant it.

But the turn the conversation had
taken had quickened his imaginatiom,
diverted his ideas Into another channel
and opened his eyes to poesibllities
Here was a girl shapely and unusually
pretty, whase charms were enhanced dy
an !nnocence thet was childlike as it
was captivating, not to be found in aay
girl, however good, who had besa
brought (nto contact with the experie
ence of the city school or workshop.

A Hal-Formed Plot.

The sister of an actress, she was beng
on going on the stage and in New York,
the flame to which so many moths lthe
her had fluttered and been singed.
Why should he not endeavor to take
advantage of his opportunity? Why put
from him the good thing tuck had
thrown in his way? Patsy or no Patsy,
she was going to New York—and on the
stage!

‘"You might not like it,’' he sald, ris-
ing to help her fold the tablecloth. {

‘‘Not ltke New York!' she ejaculated,
astonished at the notion. ‘‘The ideal
‘Why, even Patsy, who loves the coun-
try, says New York's the one best bet."

‘“It's a preity good little town,” he
agreed, folding her hands in the cloth
and gazing straight Into her eyes. “Yet
I haven't enjoyed myself so much in a
long while as I have this morning."

The girl averted her gaze and blushed,
and he replaced his clasp.

“Did you see all the horses?' she
asked, not comprehending the meaning
he had essayed to put into the wordas.
““Which one did you like most?"’

““They are a fine string, but I think
Lady Belle hit my eye'

“Isn’'t she a beauty. I love her!"
she exclaimed enthusiastically. *But,™
she added, suddenly .recollecting her
trouble over the mare and becoming
resentful, ‘‘she doesn’'t get any sugar
from me this morning."

‘““No? “Why not?'

‘‘“Because she lost
8hrimp."

‘“The Shrimp!"’

‘““Yes; he’s one of the stable boys.”

* Dishonorable! "’

“Oh. #0 you bet, then?"’

“I love te, but I shouldn't have told
you that.”

“Why met?’

It might hurt father in your eyes.”

‘“How so?

‘“He thinks it dishonoradle for any
of us, he being a trainer, to Pt money
on a horse. I don't know what he'd
de If he found that I'd discbeyed him
again.’”

“I won't tell him,” he laughed.

“But the Shrimp will If I don't pay
him. I don't know what I'm going te
do,"” she said, ruetully.

me & to the

‘Iet me lend it to you' he mur
mured.
Nere turmed away in great embar
rassment.

“Oh, Mr. Crawford, I wasn't hinting!
I couldn't think of taking money from
you. What woudd father say If he
found it owt?”’

“He needn’t know. Why sheuld he?”
he insisted.

‘‘But you're a stranger,” she abjected,
“A stranger! Don't say that. Why,
I feel as though I had known you all
my life! Besides, as I am to be Ma)
larrnm.lqmcoln:toh.
friend of the family, you know."”

The girl reflected.

An Interruption.
“Yes, 0f course. 1 suppose 0. You're
not quite a stranger,” she sald doubt-
fully. ‘You're sure it would be all
right for e girl te borTow money from
LS eman?'’
"u‘-:t certainly,”’ he assured her.
Nora stil hesttated, but she wanted
<o take the monev.

“Of cowrwe I could pay you back—
some time,” she faltered.

‘That's all right,”” he sald genially.
‘*There’s no hurry about it. I shan't
need it for ever 80 long."

And, going to his overcoat en the

door, ha drew from the {nside pocket
a roll of bills.

As he Ald eo Mrs. O’Brien came
downstalirs.

«Mother! Oh, don't let her see!'' on-
treated the girl, in teTor.

Crawford thrust the money back inte
his pecket and pretended to be taking
down his coat.

“Nora,”” sadd her mother, "I want ye
to come upstairs an’' dust'——

She broke off short, seeing Crawford
putting on his ocoat,

“Sure, O'm not meanin’ to drive yes
away, sor,” she said. “It's proud ora
ba to Introduce ye feo Patsy."

‘"Thank you.” he responded, cordlally,
“1 ghall be delighted. Tll be back In a
Httle whila"

turned to look at htm, and be cast a
swift, meaning glance at her as he
went ot

‘wum‘



