
"Hummingbir 1- and < >ni< »n-
"

was amusing f«>ra trav-
ined "The Mummy and the Humming-

ir I and "Carrots," wrhile about the best distortion of
t followedinthe wake of the"Quo Vadis"

craze, was. in the opinionof my funnybone, "Quo Vass
Iss?" But perhaps the happiest of all the many Weber

«5c Fit-Ids titlt-- wa- thai for the sensational "Sappho,"
which became '"SapoUo," writh added emphasis upon its
cleanliness.

Some pc» pie professed to behe\ c the titleto be a paid
advertisement. 1 happen to know it was not. A few

as .'..1.-o a well known v-ritK boldly declared that
Mi— May Irwin undoubtedly profited by calling
current fane "Mrs. Wilson— That's All." Miss frwin
asked hhn to call on her. insisted he was mistaken. and
professed a hurt in : rt 1 a anyone would think
-\u25a0: ing \u25a0

• Even after that he was stilla shade
in I mbt. Hut presently the rirm suspected of desiring

\u25a0:" in : rsed Mi-- [rwin'srepudiation and actually
tided thai Iroj the name. The farce was 1 i

-
\u25a0 r Silled as "Mrs. Wilson-Andrews."
And changing the titl of a pla\ in use involve I

I imore than such advertisement and reputation as
itmay haw attained under th< eariier name. Pur
in^r new "paper* ti i ig" it is .: far bigger item in the

\u25a0 . • expense n>"\::\- than " ial playgoer-
.\u25a0:-. Xaturallv. in the cases of rewriting failures,

•" purp \u25a0 \u25a0 rth the outlay. "The LittleCherub."
for instance, was nol isu -inLondon; when its
author rewr< "c ii he endeavored to secure a fresh start

\u25a0 • \u25a0 tng it "*AGirlon the Stage." Anobvious and
reasonable reason for changing the titles of many plays is
when a comed\ or a farce that has had a l-u-j. career :

later turned mi Ii >retto;as, forexample. when Richard
Harding Davi tde "Tht- Galloper" \u25a0 iii "A

'"Here.' Si>» Tur»itcr
Lie* OpiK»rtunttv'"

jioaaires." says he. -Tik-rcs a fortune in it. May iI".''-' bun hereJor an hour or so?"\\ !-..i: for?" says I.
!!FntilJ Can engage my chief of staff," says beSay. lu-m.

\u25a0

says I.
"

do -you reall>" mean to 'put
o\ era bluff the size of that ?

"

;; \£c thought it ail out." says he. "Ican do it."Alln r. blaze ahead," says I: "but I'm bettin'you land m the lockup inside of twenty-four hours."

WHAIWHAI do you think, though? Hy three o'clock be
ph,n comes ack towin a spruce, keen eyed youngchap that he introduces as Dr. McWade. He's picked
him up over at Bellevue. where he found him doin*practice work in the psychopathic ward. On thestrength of that 1 doubles my grubstake, and he nosooner gets fats hands on the two sawbucks than be startstor the street.

\
Hf V: here!

"

Say!! I.
••

Where -YouVou headed fornow?
"

And lutwater explains how his first investment is
to be a new silk lid.some patent leather shoes, and asilver headed walkin' stick.

"Good hnriniijij!**says i. "You'll need al! the frontyou can carry."
And while he's out shoppin' the Doc and me and

bwiftyJoe lugs the patient up toTutwater's office with-
out disturbin' his slumbers at all._ Well, Ididn't see much more of Tutwater that day.
for from then on he was a mighty busy man: Imt as
Iwas drillin' acRKs to the Grand" Cen-"
tral on my way home Igets a glimpse
ofhim. sportin' a shiny 'hat and white
ipats, iust rushin" important into a
swell real estate office. About noon
next day he stops in long enough toshake hands and say that it's all set-tled.

"Tutwater Sanatorium is a fact,"
says he.

"
Ihave the lease inmypocket.""

What is it,some abandoned farm up
in Vermont?" says I.

"Hardly." says Tutwater, smilin'
quiet.

"
It'sCragswoods; beautiful mod-

em buildings, formerly occupied as a
boys' boarding school, fifteen acres of
1 -vely grounds, finest location inWest-
chester County. We take possession
to-day, with our patient."

"But. say, Tutwater." says I."how
in blazes did you

—"

"Iproduced Fargo." says he. "Dr.
McWade has him under complete con-
trol and his cure has already begun.
Itwill be finished at Cragswoods. Run
up and see us soon. There's the ad-
dress. So long."

Or/ELJUeven after that, I
couldn't believe he'd

really pull it off. Course. I
knew he could make Fargo V
name go a long ways if he
used it judicious; but to
launch out and hirean estate
worth half a million

—
why

he was makin' a shoestring
start look like a sure thing.

And Iwas still listenin'
for news of the grand crash.

This is the fourth time he's gone wandering off.
fc&?

T
,Jueen sent for:o hunt him up. You just tell

a*313 1 \J>tback to it. that's all."
IS*B zTZe here. Miss Fargo, MlI."he's l>ocn trot-
**lLm,iuntil you can't tell him anything! ]{.\

tfi .a^v here" ir my office, dead to the world."
oD§si Ican't help it."says she. "I'm not going

tj
bOt^mxi «ith Jeremiah to-day. I've got two

rSSr^vsj- ".say* what t]o -vou
—*'

kTbush'up!" >ays she. "Doanything you like
iSmT -^nd han ed lf sb< don

•
banS op the re-

•P*l'^t and leave me standm' there at my end
silly.

"At^tyour freak plute.-.' says [to Tutwater.
I've explained the situation, "if this ain't the

AfLbok «*slI'\u25a0«\u25a0<* ? ot oa my hand- now!"-'r'taa.tcr he's standin" there gazm' hard at old Jerryla
''
v:; eVes sliinin* and his thought works gofn' a"t

gSan speed- Allof a sudden he slaps me on
t? M-kaad grips by the hand.

"
Professor." says

There is Opportunity!"
"Old Jerry? How?"

••I shj'" «*"•\u25a0\u25a0 him—restore his mind, make him
*AaL"a^ Tutwater.

SC"Vnxtdo you tnow about brushia* out batty lofts?"
\u25a0

N .•:..:
-
:i;al a*l!-" -

he: "but ICM find some one-
9does. 'You'llgive me Fargo, won't you?"

"WillI?" say* J - I'H ad "ance you twenty to take
c^ a«ay. anvi chaISe ilUP to him - Rut what'll you

°°-^lart the Tutwater Sanatorium for Deranged Mii-
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when i began seem' tbese items in the papers abort
the Tutwater Sanatorium.

"Millionaires Building a
Stone Wall," one was headed, and it went on to tell
how five New York plutes, aO arffcrin' from some
aerve breakdown, was gettm' back health and dearin'
up their brains by workin" like day laborers unde;
the direction of the famous specialist. Dr. Clinton

""Aha!" say> I. "He*s added a press agent to the
staff, and he sure has got a bird!"

Every few days there's a new story bobs up, better
than the last, untilIcan't stand it any longer. J takes
half a day off and goes up there to see ifhe's actually
doiu' it. And, say. when 1 walks into the main office
over the Persian rug. there's the same old Tutwater.
Iouise, he's slicked up some fancy, and .he's smokin' a
good cigar: but you couldn't improve any on the cheer-
ful countenance he used to carry around, even when he
was up against it hardest. What Iasks to see first is
the five millionaires at work

"Seven, you mean." says Tutwater. "Two more
came yesterday. Step light out this way. There they
are. seven; count 'ci seven. The eighth man i> ;<
practical stone mason 10 is bossing the iob. Ir< a
good stone wall they're uilding. too. We expert \u25a0

run it along our entire fn. tage.
"Ciot "em mesmerized?' says I.
"Not at all." says Tutwater. "It's part of the treat-

ment. McWade's idea, yon know. The vocational
tire, we call it.and it works
ike a charm. Mr. Fargo
s practically a well man
ow and could return to
its home next week if he
ished. As it is. he's so

ntich interested in finishing
t fiat first section of the wall
tiat he will probably stay
t:ie month out. You can
see for yourself what they
re doing."
"Well, well!" says I.

Seven of 'em! What I
> on't understand. Tutwater,
; how you got so many
>atients so soon. Where'd
on get hold of 'em?"
"To be quite frank with

ou, McCabe," says Tut
ater. whisperin' confideii
al in my ear. "only three

of them are genuine paying
)atients. That is why I
lave to charge them nft\

< ollars a day, you see."
"Andthe others? "says I
"First class imitation.-,

ho are playing their part
try cleverly." says he
Why not? Iengaged then;

t trough a reliable theatrical
gency."

iked the sanatorium? Tut-
ater, Itake it all back
ou're in the other class,
nd I'm backin" you after* iis for whatever entry you
:iw to make."

TWISTING TITLES INTO SMILES
By Vanderheyden Fyles

That libretto was by Stanislaus Stange, who fre-
quently has followed the grand opera example of basing
an Operetta "book" on a tested and applauded play.
U-ing "Siu- Stoops to Conquer" for "Two Roses.

"
and

<nH>.-rt"- "The Palace of Truth" for "The Goddess of
Truth," the former used by Miss Fritzi Scheff, the latter
by Miss Lillian Russell, are only the more conspicuous
two of Mr. Stange's. The habit seems to be growing.
"Three Twin.-" being from the old farce of "Incog,"
"Brighi Eyes" from "Mistakes Will Happen." and
"The Chocolate Soldier" from the well known Bernard
Shaw comedy of "Ann- and the Man." But nor infre-
quently the author of the original play has preferred to
make the librettohimself. To name just twoconspicuous
examples, "The Man Who Owns Broadway" is George
M. Cohan's second-thought version of ;:i- i.nly serious
drama. "Popularity"; while Sir W. S. Gilbert's "re-
debut" a- a librettist, with "Fallen Fairies." i- realh a
rewriting of his early comedy of "The Wicked World."
Icame upon < tecar Hammerstein after the first act at

the New York premiere of "Vienna Life." Johann
Strauss' posthumous operetta, the literal translation of
whose title would have been "Vienna Blood." There
were two acts yet to follow, though the weakness of the
libretto made the failure of the affair already evident.
Mr. H.• \u25a0 \u25a0 tein was hastening away. Without a
smile he remarked. "This 'Wiener Blul

'
smells like an

opera in three link ;."

titles of foreign operettas are noi always simple
\u25a0

• inslatt with both the ivi»rding and the spirit ofthe

Yankee Tourist
"

for Raymond Hitchcock, and when
Ham- H. Smith turned "When Knighthood Was in
Flower" into "AMadcap Princess" so Miss LuluGlaser
might play the Julia Marlowe r6le. Miss Glaser, itmay
be recalled, was similarly enabled to measure her corn-
ed} with Miss Ada Rehan's in •'Dolly Varden," which
simply was the Wy< herley-Garrick comedy of "A Coun-
try Girl

"
set to music.

WHEN' Clyde Fitch presented a comedy with so
itnoo--: a title as \u25a0 \u25a0":.\u25a0 StubLx>rnness of

GriHiae," cv«.r self elected wag took his own turn

itburlesquing : c name. Mr.-. Osbom's playhouse
jo?New York'- fad of the moment, and Mrs.Osborn
hia notion of putting on a travesty of the corn-
err, with Blanche Ring in the Mary Mannering
rjk. One afternoon

—
quite appropriately in a motor

c^—she turned suddenly to me •:.:."Ithink 111
c~2 ny burk-M.;i:-j 'The Stubbornness of .-• ilene.'

"

Mri Qsbdrn abandoned the -kit; but \V. '•\u25a0 r .v
Fields did stage one at their Eaxnous music hall, and with
the even cleverer title of "The Iriness of Gelatine."
Sose of the <::-"• rtiins devised by those burlesquers and
their librettist-- were genuinely humorous, enough it
Seeas worth glancing back to for an encon laugh. Of
canse, "The Heathen"" for "The Christian." or "The
Gir! from Martin*?" for "The Girl from Maxim's,"
hsraly would < raw a salty tear for merriment dead and
gone. But considering "Cyrano de Bergerac's" most
pxzsnenl feature. "Cyranose," for the burlesque, was
not half bad. And the •:-:••. of that mountain of
merry mush. Pote D-iiley. in the character of the svelte
KyrieBeHew . • titleof

"Raffles, the Amateur Cracks-
Esa." was hanpih hit off in "Waffles, the Amateur
Cracker."

The "Barbara Frietchie" of Weber & Fields' became
"Barbara Fidgety.!" though when the heroine eloped she
staxn3ere-; •-:\u25a0: \u25a0; Yry,

"
Now that I'm iboat to change

byname. Ii\--' more Fidgety than ever."
Youmay ree: I] that the plot of "The Girl and the

Jadge" hinged on a brooch which old Mrs. Gilbert re-
moved from a mantle, when making a call, and laid
aside on a tab]- Her hostess* mother was a klepto-
rrmniac and .-•\u25a0 \u25a0!• rie pin. So. when Fritz Williams, mad
cp closely to resemble Mrs. Gilbert, removed a curl
from bis gray v, £ and laid ii \u25a0\u25a0"•••. for
Ler Fields. • mother, to steal, one appreciated
ibk

'
pertinencv the title, "The riand the Judge."

*»


