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MeNnricita Lrosnei wa waie oatieth
whese personal reputation he

“Tongues of Men”
Like So Much
Idle Gossip.

BY CHARLES DARNTON.

IERE can be little conmolativn for Miss Henrietta Crorman n belng told
#he s a pood comedienne, but that she has a bad play

ihrough Park Row with & knifs In one hand and & gun in the other.

It Is only when Miss Crosman ls up in arme before breakfast in the play
af the Harris Theatrs that she haa & scens worthy of her mettle,
Ber hair and her narves in disorder as a result of the silly wasging of “The
Tengues of Men" for two tiresome acts, she keeps the telephione wires hot na
bit of “temparamental” eomedy that gives Edward Childe Carpenter's play of
worda between ahurch and stage its first human moment.
opera mineer. who hina acted with oxtrnordinary forbearance all along, turna

hus assalled—and, of course,

Praise of this
established reputation feel Mke going

With both

Then, when tha

on & skirted pest and shours “Oet gut
or Tl throw the plano at you!" the
mympathetic spectator feels that all has
not been in valn. There is also satismy
faction In hearing the two meddiesume,
amall-minded vestrymen get thelr walk-
Ing orders in very plain words,

But the rest of the play la so old-
fashioned and artficlal that you grosn
through It. It is barely posaible the
author wrote it long ago when the opera
“Salome™ might have formed the sub-
ject of a Bunday sermom. Yet evea
then a ..ew York clergyman would mot
have besn llkely to give a prima donna
as bad a character as the one she hap-
pened to ba playing, and if he did, 1t's
pretty safe to say she wouldn't feel
gracloualy disposed to let him ecome and
talk It over with her every day for a
week, especially after the attack upon
her peraonally had been oarried Into
the newspain ana the police had
called a halt on the opors. The mere
fact that the rector growa tc see the
error itito which he han fallen, or that
he stands ready tn marry the artist
this matrimoniul

slaa is ridiculous—dossn’'t suve the play from ite earlier sina

It anything could make the rector more !mpossible than the auther has
made him it's the aoting of Frank (Mllmors, who bieats his convictions In &
efotonous kay and |s forever striking an attitude Lo suggest the wpright mai.
R evidently has not ocourred to him that only stage olergymen do that sort
of thing nowadays. It should be sald In Mr. (Wlimore's defenss, however, that
®e author starts him off very badly wHh that hopelesaly mechrnica! proposal
somme In the frat act when the girl of his cholce helps to make him rdiculous

It s equally impossibla for Miss Croaman to put any bleod into the veins
of the prima donna until the last act. Then she atems to take for her model
s Olive Fremetod, and makes Jane Bartlott a sensible, big-hearted woman.

But | doubt whether even Misa Fremstad could ba so generous to a cherus gin
whe Bad stolen the Jewels that gwo with Marguerile’'s song ae to send her to
after bearing her get Mussita's song off her chest. There are some
that & prima donna eannot forgive.
children (who can she be?T) plends in accenta soft and Gerinan and a touch
of “Boheme™ doea the rest. Mime Crosman, by her charm and the sunny

But tha kind-hearted contralto with

wadiance of her personality, makes 1ou belleve that love of art drives out anger
and that a few thousands spent Lefore breakfast mean no more than grape fruit

& & pima denna.

It so happens that Miss Crosinan doesn't aing, for just as ghe sits down at
the planc to give her voice Its morning exerclse the thront doctor who has
Joved Jana from the day sha began to squawk walks over and stops any possible
aperatio procesdings with a kiss. Frederick Truesda|l plays this doctor sensibly

and with & gleam of humor in his eye, but he should have bett
than to run over Jane's visiting cards to mee how often the rector has been

The Evening World will award &

DELIVERED COSTLY QIFT
BAFETY.

| agreed Lo work for siz months
for a photegrapher for B & week. 1
had bean employed thres monthe
when Christuas arrived. A partner
of the Iate J. P'. Morgan was having
& portrait of his daughter executed,
and It was necessar; to deliver IL to
his boma on the H.ideon on Chiret-
mas Kve in Ume for the Chrisimas
tres, and | was seleciad to oarry It
thare, sithough it was valued at sav-
eral hundred dollars, and was guite
a8 large and heavy as | was How-
over, 1 carried the porirait safely,
on the midnight train, dellvered It

the studle my aemployer save me

five dollare for & Chriatmas gift, and

‘told me that from then on, | would

ot & “salary” of fowr dollare a

Wobl,

ALFRED R BROWNE.

1% West Thirty-seventh street

FOUND “PULL" UBELESD
WORKED HARDER.

1 landed a job through & pull with

the 1 had always thought

& pull with & boss In any
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would werk ke
best | kaew how. So | did bet-

prize of §29 for the best true SOSOUNE

(200 worde or lose) of “Mew | Got My Firet Ralse”

foreman moticed it; for 1 woull %o
the first ons there In the morning
and last to go home at night Omne
wesk ater | was ratced from M

s FI.3G,
JOSEPH PONTESSA.
Ml Miaty-ninth street, Breokiyn,
FRENCHMAN \WWAS READY WHEN
CHANGCE CAME.

Unabls to apeak Engish whem I
eame to this country, [ found werk
with a French merchant at B & wesh
and my meals. 1 worked about iWe
monthe down In the ocellar, Then
one day the assistant shipping clerk
left for A betier position. |
Lakad If I would be able to
place. T sald that 1 would
1 worked very hard. | guess that
save satisfaction for when 1 ocpenall
my pAy envelope It contalned

CLAUDIUS OATLLARD,
2 Mudeson avenus, Union HIIL N. &
AS APPRENTICE 8ME

HELPED OTHERS.

1 worked a8 &0 Apprestics
millinery cebcern.

ry,

'
#

1
A
ol

¢
i

envelops was addressed M.
opened It and found ensioond

the superintendent and Lhe
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{he Fann.est Story 0! America’s
Greatest Woman Hymorist

By Marv Roberts Rine 1art
Tuiner o7 T8 VN BATRT =

Cuppright, V1R, by Besbe-Masill Uu,
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calling. Macy Harlam ks amusing as & half-starved musician who is full of hig

OWa opera.

In spite of good work here and thers, however, tha sharacters have iittle
seality, while the play has pone at all. "The Tongues of Men" in like mo much
tdle goenlp that couldn't possibly interest New York, at any rats,

“Beauty and the Barge.”

Jim Barley In "“"Beauty and the

s

HILE there la still time make & point of weeing

¥ril Maude ao Cupt.
Barge" at Wallack's, for not enly wil}

you ees thia Engllsh actor at his bert, so far as we have been per- ||

miited to judge, but you'll clap delighled eyes on a charncter study g0 rare

and racy that it s & genulne treat,

You may think you saw “Beatty and the Barge” whenm It went down with
Nat Goodwin—but you didn't The real hiimar and character that flow from

the pen of W. W. Jacobs have heen
aaught by Mr. Maude, whosse Cap'n
Jim s a living figure, with a rolling
walk, by the way, that's a story in
itaslf. Whether ha s beaming upon
*ia sauey bit o' pink” or chucking the
ample landiady of “The Old Bhip* un-
hor double ehin, 1t's all “haffablility,
iy "arm,’”’ and the secret Joy of the per-
mance s to ba found In the fact
Mat the genial old philanderer and en-
tertuining llar always has hia c¢ye on
the main chanco—the ehance of ..
presuing the next woman that comoes
slong. Any rival who happens to get
In his way Atands @ good chatne of
being thrown Into the river,
Absolute perfection (v reached hy Mr
Maude In thig quaint and hwnorous
oharacterisat!on  Om hin port there s
naver the wlighiemt exagg«ration. An-
other capia! and lmmensaly funny
wpe of riverman (+ %t off by Lennox
Pawle an the roedl-Toced mate of that
good but slow ship, the ‘“Fart in "Anil’
Put Montagu love as Major Smedlvy
nakos such an extravagant show of
tamper a8 to turn the play Into old-

Cyril Maude as Capt. James Barley.

raahioned, prepusterous farce nt times, while the poting of Miss Ruby Halller an

1

bvious as i youth
ghost, only to b
enough to ¢ tn the w
and po falla

amall matter, In any sense. The
of Mr Maude ﬁPl too good

"

“Tho Ghost of Jerry Bundler” can hﬂo.for being—or not being.

the suspicious Mru, Porter s ovccarlotially as broad as hor pique. I"or the good of
“Beauty and the Barge' In this country these two charnr!
n "The Ghoat of Jerry Bundler,” another Jacobs hit, Mr. Muudo Is efMective,

t with & weakness fur amateur acting whe
n in the commmercial room of & country hotel by muking them bhe-
shot for hds paine. Mr., Maude Is not nny
rd atmosphere nocassary to this simplo lttle “threiller,
to give hie audlence the creaps, which after all is the only uxcumse

should be toned down.

unee

But it's a
and the good thing s the Cap'n Jim
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CHAPTER VIIL.

st ineet,)

And Mr. Moody's Indigestion.

T'S Bike Lthat vian Moody." the
hishop waa saying angrily,

“to send Lhe girl'——

“Piftle!" snaried Mr. Tho

burn. “If aver & woman was
able to taka gars of herssll'— And
then they saw rea, and they all stopped
and stared,

“Glood graclous, girll” asald the
bishup, with his dreaning gown blowing
uut stralght behind Lim In the wind.

We thoughnt you'd been burled o a
drifu™

“1 don't ses why'™ 1 retorted de-
Aantly, “Can't | go out te my own
apring house without having & posse
witer me to Lring me Lack ™

“Ordinarily,” wild Mr. Thoburn with
him #naky «yoem on me, "l think | may
any that you might go almost any-
wWhere without my turning out to re-
cover vou, Hut Mra. Moody is naving
hysteries”

Mre, Muody' T'd  forgotien the
Moadyn!
“HYa 1a eonvinesd that you have

drowned yourself, head down, in the
apring " Mr. Plerce aald in his plens-
ant way "You've betn gone two hours,
you know*

He took my arm and turned me to-
ward the house. 1T wan dazed,

“In anewer to your urgent Inguiry,”
Mr. Thoburn called after ma sagres.
ubly, "Mr. Moody has not died. He la
asleep. RPut, by the way, whare's the
apring water?”

I didn't ansaer him' I couidn't. We
went into tha bouse;, Mrs. Moody and
Migs Cobb were eltting on the wtalm
Mra, Moudy had been crying and Misws
Tobh wan feeding her the whiskey |
had left with a teaspoon, She had had
n half tumblerful already urd -waa
quite maudlinn Bhe ran to me and put
her arms arcund me,

“T thouwht T waa a murdoress!” sha

“Oh the thought! Bloed oo my

TWhere Theie’s a Will|

soul! Why, Mianie Watem, wherever
dld you get that seslekin eontl™

CHAPTER IX.
Dolly, How Could You?

LAY down maross my bed at
U o'elock that moraing. but 1
was top tred and worried Lo
slenp, 00 at 7 1 got up and
dreassd. I was frightensd
when | aaw myself In the glass. My
eyss looked llke burnt bolea In & blAn-
ket. I put on two palre of stockings and
heavy ahoes, for 1 knew | was going to
do the Eskimo act agaln that day and
goodnens knows how many days more,
and then I went down and Enocked Al
the door of Miss Palty's room. Bhe
nadn’t been slecping oither, Hhe called
to me In an underioae to ulm; .l?l'l and
she was lying propped up wit ows,
with something pink arcund her
shoulders and the might lamp burning
bes!ds the bed. Hhe had & book In her
aand, but all over the covers and on the
tsble at her elbow were lettars In the
hlue forelgn envelopes with 1 and
bimck gold senl,
1 waliced over to the foot of the bed,
“They'ra here,” 1 sald
She sat up, and some letiers sid to

tha floor,

*They're hera'™ whe repeated, “Do
you moean Dorothy™

“She and her hushand. They came

Inst night at five minules to (welve.
Thelr traln was held up by tha blissard
wnd they won't come in untll they eea
vou. ‘Thev'ra hiding im the shelter-
nouse on the kolf lnka*

I think she thouxht | was orasy: 1
fooked 1t She hopped out of bad and
closed the door Into her sitting-room—
VMra. Hutchine's room opensd off it-—
und tien vhe rame over And put her
hnod on My afm

“Will you ait down and try to tell me
Just what vou mean? she sald 'How
run 0y slater and her-—her wretch of
n hashoand | ave eome last night at mid-
nigst when | oanw Mr Carter myaself nog
Inter than 10 g'clock ™

Waell, 1 nat to tell her then abhout who
Mr Perow vas and why | had to et
him. and she understood simost at once.

Hhe was (e most understanding sirl 1
ever mel. #he paw al once what Mr,
B wouldn't have known In a tiou-
wand years—that 1 wanied to mave the
old place- not to keup my posltion—
bt e ause I'4 been thers so long.
antd mwy futher befors me, and had
Beloed to mnke It whet 1t was anid ail

thit, And whe stood thete In her nights
powpo-she wno was almost a princese—
and lstensd to me. and patted me en
thi shoiid when | broke down, telling
ner wunut Thobura and the summer
hotel

“HOt hore T oam' 1 Anished, “telling

o ahout my troubles and forgetiing
what 1 enme for. You'll have to go out
ta the sheller house, Mias Patty. And
| guess you're expected Lo A It up with
your fathe:"

dae stopped  unfestaning
bralds of hair,

har kung

“Cortaunly I'll go to ibe shelter-
Bouss,” she sald, “snd I'U ahake & lit-
tia semse Dorothy Jenninge-—Abe
Atvminahle littie 1diot! But they nesdn’t
think I'm going te belp them with
father: | wouldn't If | could. and 1
can't. Hoe won't speak to me. I'm In
disgrace, Minnie ' Hhe gave her hair
& rhake, twisted It Into & rops and then
A knot, and atuck s pin In 1L It was
lovely: | winh Miss Cobb could have
neen her  “You've knowm father for
yeurs, Minnie, have you eovar known
him to be 80—a0" —

"Devillsh'" was the word she meant,
but | Anished for her,
“Unrensonable ™ | sald. "Well, once

before when you were & little girl he put
his cane thiough a window In the
spring-houss  nDecause he thought W

needed air, The spring-house, of courss,
Bol the cane.”
sty she sald, looking around

the roum, “snd now he's pulling a vane
through every plap | have made Do
you poe my pheavy boolat

“It's like thie,” | rernarked, bringing
the boels from ouleside the duor, “if he's
swallowed the prince and 8 ohoking on
the sattiement question be might as
wall get over it All those foreigners
expect pay for taking a wife Dida't
the chel nere want to marry Tilile, whe
dlet cook, and didn't hea want her to
turn over the
she had in the bunk, and her real es-
tate, which was & wsizth interest In
a cemelsmiy lot!  But Thile stuck ot oul
and he woulin't 1ake her witheul'™

“It Isn't guite the same, Minnie"” she
sald, mitting lowm on the Meor 10 put
on her stocking:

“The prin gue's
torted, “and If you ask mae'—

1 haven't,” she sald disagresably,
“and when you Cegin o argue, Mianle,
yuu make my hesd ache”

“1 havo had o hueutlache for & weak,™

the asama,’ 1 re-

I snappsd, “ler alone heartburn, and
I''l be glad when the Jennlugs fwmily
I« mafely married and 1 can sleap wt
night”

I wan hurt. 1 went out and shut the
door beldnd e sut 1 ostupped In the
hall and went ek,

“I furgot to way.” [ began, and
stopped  She was still sltting on the
Noor trylrg Lo put her heavy buula
et and cryiong all over them,

‘stop that bostantly,™ 1 sald and
jerked her wnes from her.  “Oet fnte
4 chalr wnd b0t he put the'n an And
i oyou will warl o Jilfy Pl lking 1o n

Fin not eaven a Chirintlan
mtil I've had my cof-

cup of raNer
In the morning

fen'

‘You huven't had It yet, have you 't
she askad, and we lough'd tegother,
rather shaky Fut as | but'onsl her
phoen T piiw ho® wyves golng toward the

viue tetters an the hed

‘Qh, Mun e g0 said, “If you only
knew hox porulise they ara In Europe!
They'll never allow a sanatorium in the
tamlly!"

“1 gusss n soad many would be the
better for having ons close.” T sald.

Well, | left her to get dresaed and
-weat to the kitchen. Tillle was thers

thres hundred dollars o

fergotion
I put a kettio aguinet the
electric bell that mMngs in the chel's
room #o It would keap on ringing, and
went on Into the diet kitchen,

“Tille, 1 sald, "can you trust me?*

Bhe leoked up from her beel.

"Well, can 1 trust you? That's mers
to the peint"

Bhe put dowm her kmife and eame
over (0 me, with har hands om her
nipe

*l don't know what Few're up Be,
Minnie,” she sald, “and | don't Emow
that | care. Bul If you've forgolten the
Ume I went to the elty and brought
you suiphur and the Lerd enly knowe
what for your old spring when you'd
and were ol up with In-

T enclaimed. "Tou needn't
shout i, TiNa | don't want you to ash
any questions, but | want feur mw
oE®s In & basket, a pot of coffes and
eream, some fruit If you can got It when
ths ehef unlocks the refrigerater reom,
and bread and butter. They can make
thelr own toast."
“They™ sha sald, with her meuth
pan.

Rut T AMn't emplain Aany mora 1
had found Tillle ahout a year hefore
frying sausames at the rallromd station
and made her Mot Aok at the sanke
torium. Mra. Wiemine hadn't wanied
her, but as 1 told the doctor at ‘he
time, wa neadsd samebody In the kMchen
to keop an +ve on things for us, It was
throurh Tillle that wa dlsnovered thal
the help ware having eUR-nog twice
& fday, with erfs 88 scarce as heny'
teeth. and the pharmacy clerk putting In
& requisition for Mmore whiskey every
werll

Well, 1 scribbled a note to Mr Vaa
Alstyne, telline  what hsd  hapnensd,
and pwt It unter hin door, and then 1
mit Misa Patty 'n the hall hy the
Bilbard ranm and 1 gave her some oof-
fee from the buaket, In the sun parlor
1t was wtll]l dark slthough 't was nearly
8 o'clek and nobody saw s R0 uult
together.  Just am we left 1 heard the
ehef I the kitrhen hawling out that

ha'd muriler whoever put the kettle
avainsat the bell, an?! Tiite saying
must have droppad off tha hook and

tantedd there

W went to the spring-houss first, to
avold guspieton, amd then across nach
of the Aser park Lo the she'lar-hnies,
1t was M prowine. but nat soomach,
and tha tracks wa had mude carlv In
the morning wore still thera mine off o
one mde alune, and the otheran wern
close together and aide by stde. Thera
was n whole hetory In thoss snow
tracks, mina alona and k'nd of ofah,
and the others cuddlng tomether It
made me lonely to look st (bem. I re-
member wishing I'd taught school, as 1
wan educated (o! woman wasn't made
to live alone, and most school teachers

got masried
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My Friends. I
DON'T knew Bay one on ssrth
whe has a more useless bunch

“ of friends than 1 have. Not
! ome of them has ever dona &
| thing to elevate me or give mp
& boost In the right directien.

1 hang on te them just from badit, 1|
guess, or becuuse it might be trouble-
some to get rid of them pelitely. Hut
very hour | give 1o them la sheer waste,
They don't benefit me 0Nnancially, intsl-
lsctually or apiritually, They are dead
wood,

They hang around my houss, eat my
food, smoke my clgars and tell me bhum
stories The tline that | might spend in
Improving my mind or la making new
suquaintances who would be of some)
valus to ma |8 thrown away upon “old
friends’’ for penlimental resscns,

I naver knew any one Whe ever got
REAL aasistance from am old friend
You've got 1o go out and dig up stran-
gers, It seames—peuple who don't know
you—when you nesd help. Oid friends
do & lot of talking and long distance’
sympathy—eh, they're sireng on the
sympathyl=but whea I Somes to &
showdown they've sert of laft “for &
jong visit homa" or something.

There are more offenses and Indigni-
ties comuitted under the seal of "old
friendnhip” than can be enumersted. |
The trath i we mAake thews frienda be-
fore we're old enough to disiminate
and then betause convention saye that
that kingd of friend & the hest kind
they'rs wished on ue for the reost of our
natural lives. even after thuy've bhacome
a wolght—a dead weight |

Cuysight, 1980, b0 The Fram Peliling %, (The New Tak Bvaning Wesld),

i

But then anything you've had
for u long time that is su
awny leaves an awful
older you grow the me
cotes, [ guess, to
oustors whers the

The kide seem o
all my friends, and
the kids, Amd they
wird s law and ahe
around like a brood of

Of vourse, every
brilllant mind or
Crossun. I'm not.
have borrowsd coin
turned, and those few
gare! They have the
In everything they attempt
they come W the house (er
ters the miseus to sea them
lips over ber recipen .

And—oh, yes!—at last T've
something that ls tree
old fripnd. You dom'y
deadly entertalning or gap
feal glum. An old friend must
you m all moods, all phases,
yeara of rriendship. He's
a thres days’' growth om
when yuur clotheg nesded
short. you've finlshed trying
an lmpression on him. Yoa
riougly natural. That's & Mg
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favor of wid friends

. well, nons of them
the Thamess on fire. but they're a
hunch.  Thelr convarsation 8 set &b
avalanche of epigrama, bet It's clean and
decent. And | guess If NEAL treuble
avar came inot finamcial
Just any Rind of real treubis) they'd
stapd by, Oh, | know they'd stand by,
They're good, old friends, anyway.

H

Miss Patty 4!d amt say much Hae
wan holding her chin hish and looking
rather angry and determitiish Al Lhe
spring-house | gave Ler the bavket and
ok an armful of fire wosd myseif. |
knew Mr. Dick mould never think of It
until the Are »as Gut

That were Hoth wacep in the ahelter-
house, He was propped up againsy the
wall on a bax, with the rulshar carringe
roee arounl him, and she wans lying by
the fire, with Mra Moody's shawl aver
her and her nuf under hor houdd Mg
Fatty stuwsd iy the doorway for am in-
stard. Then she waiked over and, loan-
ing down, shook her seter by the wrm,

Daroth " she sald. “Wale up, vou
wretehe! ~W'a'™  And shook Ner amiin

Mra Dicky groaned and yawosd, and
opened her aves one at & time Hut
whion ghe saw It waa M an Patly she nat
up at once, oking dased ang fright-
aned,

“You nesdn't pinch me. Pat!" she
sald, and at that Mr. Dick wakered aud
Nmped up, wilh the carriage roba atlll

amind him

Ol Doty Dolly™ sald Miss Patty
sudilenly, dropping on her Ensed
aide Mra DI key, “what & bad little girl
Yuu are! What & thing for you to del
Think uf father and Aunt Honorla!™

I shan'e" setorted Mrs. Dicky de-
clidedly.  “IP'm not golng to spoll my

huneyninan  lke that, For heaven's

wake, Pat, don't ery, I'm not dead.

IMek, this 18 my sister, Patricla™
Minse Par tooked at him. but she

Hdn't ow Bhe gave him omne ook
oo bils head to his heels,

“Dally, how could you!' she sald

1t waan't very comfortable for Mr.
ek, but he toak it much hetter thab
I evvectad  He wert over and gave hie
wiie & hand to help her vo, and
hotding hers. ha turnad to Mine Patty,

"You are perfectiy rlgil,” he
*“1 don't ses now she coula mysall.
more you krow of me the more
Wi der, Put she did; we're up

that"
(To Be Continued.)
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