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.

IMPORTED ENGLISH COMEDIES AND HOW THEY

“The Romantic Age”

. Is Midsummer Milne

The herpine of "The Komantio Age,
the comedy by A, A Milne now play-
wmg ot th Comedy Theater, s Meli-
sunde Knowle, a damsel who dreams
of a Luanoelot who will comme riding
shvoniph the fevest to clabm her. [
stead she is hesot by watty suiters 9
golf toos Her fecling thod romaioe
in dead i the world is deepened by
Matening to her astout .urdmnﬂyud

er. A colloguy belwesn am ix
:‘::.t: r.-,\J,. sited  from  the v Hecond

Plays” of Milue just waued by Knopf.

Mrs, Knowle—0Oh, Sandy, I've junt' re-
membered ( Melwonde ahudders). 2 What
= it, darling child? Are you cold? That
comes of standing by the open window

in & trescherous alimate like thie (‘lnm'

sthe window and come and sit down
properiy.

Meallsande—It's @ u..uderl‘ull night,
mothar. Midsummer mnight. I'm naot
vold

Mrs. Knowle—HBut you shuddered. 1
distinotly saw you shudder. pidn't you
sen her, June?

Jans—I'm afrald 1 wasn't looking,
Aunt Mary.

Melisande—T didn't shudder bacause
I was onld. 1 shuddered bhecause You
will keep enlling me by that horrible

very haar it
pame, 1 shudder every time 1 ]
Mre, Knowle (surprissd)—What name,

Sandy?
Mallsande—Thera 1t 18 n";uln,, OP‘L
why did you christen me by such i

wonderful, heautiful, magical nema s
Melisande if you were going to call ms
Bandy?

Mrs. Knowle
T've told you,

wWell, dear, s T think
thut was a mistake of
your father's. 1 suppose he got it out
of some book. I should :-urlta;\nly dm;:'lev
agrsed to it if 1 had hear m
RETH o 1 thought®*he sald Millicent—
aftar your Aunt Milly. And not being
very well &t the time and leaving it all
to him 1 never really knew ab#ut it until
§ was too late to do anything. 1 did
say to your father “Can't we christen
her again?”’ But thers waa nnthl‘r‘m in
the Prayer Book about it except riper
wvears” and nobody scemed to know when
Tiper years began. Besides, we wére all
ealling you Sandy then. 1 think Snl'!'dy
s g very pretty nama, don't you Jane?

Jane—0Onh, but don't you think Mell-
sande is beautiful, Aunt Mary? T mean
really beautiful.

Mre. Knowle—Well, it never seema to
me quite respectable, not for a nicely
brought up voung girl in a Christlan
house. It makes me think of the sort of
person who meets a strange young man
tn whom she has naver heen introduced
and telks to him im & forest with her
hair eoming down. They find her after-
wards floating in a pool. Not at all the
thing one wants for one's daughter,

Jane—Oh, but how thrilling it sounds?

Mrs, Knowle—Well, I think you are
gafer with “Jane,” dear, Your mother
knew what ¥he was about, And {f 1 ean
save my only child from floating in &
yeol by calling her Sandy, 1 certainly
think it Is my duty to do so!

Melisande (to hersclf costatically)—
Melisande !

Mrs. Knowle (fo
and talking sbout floating
reminds me about the bread sauce at
#nner to-ulght. You heard what your
father sald? You mum glve ecook n
good talking to in the morniag. She has
been getiing very oarsless lately., I
don't know what's come over her.

Melisande—/ve come over her, When
you were over her, everything wasz all
right., Yeu knew all about housekeep-
ing: you take an interést in it T don't.
I hate it. How ecan, you expeet the
house to be run properly when they all
know I hate 1t? Why did you ever glve

Melizgnnde)—0Oh,

in" a pool |

it up nnd make me do it when you know
how I hate {7

Mre. Knowle—Well, you must learn
|not to hate . I'm sure Jane here
| doesn’'t hate it, and her mwother la al-
| ways ¢olling me what a great help she
is.

Mellsande C(warnfigly) —It's no good
| your saying you lke it, Jane, after
| what you told me yesterday.
| - June—I1 don't ke i1, but it, doesn't
make me miserable doing it, But then

| 'm different. I'm not romantle llke
| Melisande. .
|  Mellsande—Ones docan't need to be

very romantio not to want to talk about
bread ssuce. Breagd sauce on a niglht
like this!

Mre, Knowle—Well, I'm only think-
ing of you, Sandy, not of myself. If 1
thought about myself I should disregard
all the warniggs that Dr. Anderson
keeps glving me, and I soould insist
on doing the housekeeping just as 1
alwavs used to. But | have to think of
vou. 1 want to see you married to some
nice, steady woung man before I die—
my handkerchlef Jane——{Jane gels wup
and gives her hor handkerchicf from
the other end of the sofa)—Dbefore 1 die
tshe fouches her cyes whth her hawd-
kerehief) and no nica young man will
want to marry you If you haven't
learnt how to look after nls housa for
hilm.

Mellzande  (contemptuonaly) — 1
that's marringe, I shall never get mur-
rled.

June (shocked)-—Melisande, darling!

Mrs. Knowle—Dr; Anderson was say-
ing only yesterday. trying to make me
more cheerful, “Why, Mrs. EKnowle,”
he sald, “wyou'll MHve another hundred
years yet." *Dr. Anderson.' I said, “1
don't spant to live another hundred
vears, I only want to live until my
dear daughter, Mellsande"—I didn't
say Sandy to him becauss it seemed
rather famlliar—"1 only want to lve
until my daughter Melisande |s happliy
marriad to some nice, steady young
man. Do this for me, Dr. Anderson,”
1 said, “and I shall bhe your lifelong
debtor,”  He promised to do his best.
It was then that he mentioned about
the gushion In the small of the back
after meals. And so don't forget to tell
the eock about the bread sauce, will
yvou, dear?

Mellsande—1I will tell her, mother,

Mrs, Knowle—That's right. I like a
man to be intetested In his food. 1 hope
both your husbands, Sandy and Jane,
will take o proper Interest In what they
eat, You wlil find that, after you have
been married seme years and told each
other everything you did and saw before
you maet, thore [sp't really anything to
talle about at meals except food, And
you must talk; | hope you will both re-
member that. Nothing breaks up the
home so gulckly as silent meals. Of
course breakfast doesn't matter, hecauge
he has his paper then, and after you
heve eald “No," then he doesn't expect
| nnything more. I wonder sometimes why
they go on printing the newspapers.
| 've been marrled twenty years and
thera has never been anything In the
paper yet.

Mullsande—Oh, mother, T hate to hear
you talking about marriage llke that.
Wasn't there ever any kind of romance
between you and father? Not even when
he was wooing you? Waen't there ever
one magic midsummer morning when
| you saw suddenly “a lveller emerald
| twinkle In the grass, a purer sapphire
fmelt Into the sen”? Wasn't there ever
| ome puassipnate, ecstatie moment when
“omce he drew with ome long klss my
! whole soul through my lips, as suniight

~

A BIT OF GOSSIP

We're hack on the front
HSeema 4 shame, tho,

Nno, 1 didp’t know her at
Never saw her,

From what 1 hear

Bhe had it pretty soft

No worl at all

LIt was some stunt

Unleas we die—

Swearing, it was tough

“UVm worrled, Jonnle,

What's bothering you?

But all this talk 1 hear
¥rom Orlando’s horses,
And others, too,

You've sald enough

You ve been o good girl,

They made you learn the

“You don't know what?
You tali around a thing
What's on your mind?"

That-—that punlk,

9 Early Monday morning,

“ome from?
It's for the children

What did you think?

1 But it'a been hard these

1ut all this talk,

Heslda you In the hay

“That's what Pharaoh's

From the Hippodrome Anthology

Jennie, the Hippodrome elephant,
gifted her hay, looking for timothy ;
“Well, I'm gratified to ses

That Hattie had to dle to do it.

Taking peanuts away from kida,

All duy long—no duncing, no tricks,

Lena, do you remember when we came 1o town
There wasna't any subway then

And elephants were—elephants,

The whole town came to ses us,

You know renlly wa were the first

To grace the legitimate stago—

1 remember our boss sald then

To put elephants on A par with actors,
Hut s [ said, we hardly get a mention now

Prucss this Equity cooked our goose ;
I heard that fellow In the room above,

Trying to puss us off on highbrows

As some new Russian art.

Lena, it seems to me you're mighty quiet,”
And Lena sadly shook her head;

I'm older, the mother of two children;
You've been & nide sister, Jennle , ,

“(3 course 1've been a nice sister,
You're not yolrself at all , . .

“Well, I don't know how to say It,

And then your interest in the news,
The things they print out nowadays— |
It {sn't maidenly, your interest.”
“1 wish you'd =speak out, Jennie,
To say & good deal more.
“I don't know how to start,

You weren't to hlame for that.

Hut then 1 gaw you tetiching Julle how to smoke—
Her maiden aunt—and [ don't know-——"

“Helng my sister, it's hard, but duty—
‘That baby elephant, T saw beslde you,
Whare 414 that coms from?

You make me laugh !
That came from a circus;

Who ooma to see tha show,

“Well, Jennle, T won't say
1I've wanted to belleve In you,

t You know yourself you rather liked that Tom
. That vislted us lnst Christmas,

And then that summer with the ¢lrous;

I wouldn't have sald a thing,

And sverybody whispering,

And those dago horses snickering,
And when 1I'd say you didn't know
Who was this baby Judy's mother,
That vou found It one morning

They just snorted, saying

When she found little Mones.' "
Muyrnook Prssseron,

page ;

all,

Jennie, until—

shimmy,

as long as Hamlet.

days ;

daughter sala

Madame Knipper-Tchekova, the widow of Tchekov, who is coming with the Moscow Art Theater. 8he
is shown here in “Night Lodging” and in “Cszar Feodor.”
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drinketh dew"”? Or did you talk about
bread sauca all the time? '

Jane (eagerly)—Tell us abhout {t Aunt
Mary.

Mrs. Knowle—Waell, dear, thera isn't
very much to tell. I am guite sure that
wa neyer drank dew together or any-
thing lke that, ns Sandy suggests, and
it wasn't by the sea at all, it was at
Surbiton. He used to come down from
London with his racqguet and play tennis
with us. And then he would stay on to
supper sometimes, and then after supper
we would go into the gapden together—it
was quite dark then, but everything
smelt so beautifully, I shall always re-
member lt—and we talked, oh, I don't
know what about, but 1 knew gomehow
that 1 should marry him one day, 1
don't think he knew—Hhe wasn't sure—
and then he came to & subscription danee
one evening—I think mother your griond-
maother, guessed that that was to be my
great evening, because she Was very par-
tloular about my dress, and 1 remember
she sent me upstairs agaln before we
started, because I hadn't got the right
palr of shoes on—rather a tight palr—
however, I put them on. And there was
a hansom outslde the hall, and it was
our last dance together and he sald:

“Shall we it it ont, Miss Bagot?* Well,
of gourse I was only too glad 1o, and we
gat It out in the hansom. drivipg all
round Surbiton, and what our grand-
mother would have sald 1 don't know,
but, of eourse, 1 never tald her. And
when we got home after the dance I
went up to her room—nas goon as 1'd got
my shoes off--and said, “Mother, 1
have some wonderful news for you," and
she sald, “"Not Mr. Knowle—Henry?"
and I said “'M," rather bright eyed, you
know, and wanting to cry. And she said,
“Oh, my darling child!" upd—Jane,
where's my handkerchlef? It has
dropped off the sofa and Jane picks (t
up). ‘Thank you, dear. (She dabs her
eyes). Well, that's really all, you know,
except that —(she dabs hor eyes again)
~I'm afraid I'm feeling rather over-
epme. I'm sure Dr. Anderson would say
it was very bad for me to fesl overcome
Your poor, dear grandmother. Jane, |
dear, why 414 you ask me to te!l you all
this? 1 must go away and gcompose my-
gelf before your uniéle and Myp. Coote
eome in. I don't know what I should
do it Mr, Coote saw me like this. (She
beginas to get wp), And after calllng me
g Bpartan mother only yesterday, be-
cause I enld that If any nice, steady
young man came slong and took my
own dear Httle girl away from me I
ehould bear the terrible wrench In al-|
lence rather than cause eitheér of them |
& moment's remorse. (She & up now).
There!

Jane—ghall T eome with you?

Mrs. Knowls — No, dear, not just
now. Let me be by myself for a littls
while. (8he turns back suddenly at the
door.y Oh! DPerhaps later on, when
the men come from the dining room,
dear Jane, you might Jolm me, with your
Uncle Henry—If the opportunity eccurs,
. + « Butonly If it occurs, of course,
(8he goes.)

—

Melisanda—Then why were you there
all dressed up like that?

Gervase—My car broke down and I
spent the night in it, I went up the hill
to look for breakfast,

Melisande—Breakfast ! That's all you
think about.

Goervage (oheerfully)—Well,
ways cropping up. 4

Melisanda (in disgust)—Oh! (She
moves away from him and thew turns
round, Rolding owt her hand.) Good-by,
Mr, Mallory.

Gervase (taking {t)—Good-by, Miss
Knowle, . . (gently) May I kiss your
hands, Mellsande?

Mellsande (pathetically)—Oh, don't!
(&he hides her face in them,)

Gervase—Dear hands. . . May T kiss
your 1ips, Mellsande? (She soys nothing,
He comes closer to her) Melisande |

(He is about to put his arms avownd
hev, but she breaks cway from him. )

Mellsande—0Oh, don't, don't! What's
the good of pretending? It was only
pretence this morning—what's the gocd
of going on with it? I thougat you were
so different from other muan, but you're
just the same, just the same, Tou tolk
whout the things they talk about, you
wiar tha olcthes they wear. Yoa ware
my true knight, my fairy Prince, thls
morning, and this afternoon you enme
down dressed like that (she moves lier
hand at 44) and tell me that you are ¢n
the Stock Exchange! Oh, can't you see
what you've donal? Al the beautiful
world that I had bullt upJfor yoa and
me—shattered, shattered !

Gervase (going to her)—Mellsanda!

Melisande—Na, no!

(Jervase (atopping)—All right,

Mellsande (recovering  Aerself)—
Please go.

Gervase (with a amile)—Well, that's
not quite fair, you know,

Melisande—What do you mean?

ft's al-

Gervase—Well, what about my besu- |

tiful world—the world that I had bufit
up?

Melisande—T don't understand

Gervase—What nsbout your pretence
thix morning? 1 thought you were so
different from other women, but you're
just the same, just the same. You waere
my true lady, my falry Princess, thls
morning? and this afternoon the Queen |
your mother, disabled herself by indi- |
gestion, tells me that you do all the
housekeeping for her just llke any ordl- |
nary commonplace girl., Your farher.!
the King, has obviously never had a |
battleax In his hand in his Hfe; your |
sultor, Prince Robert of Coote, I8 much |
more at home with a niblick than with |
a lance, and your cousin, the Lady |
Jane——

Mellsande (sinking on to the sofa and |
hiding her face)—Oh, cruel, eruel !

Gervase (remorsefully)—Oh, forgive
ma, Mellsande, It was liorrible of me. |

Melisande—No, but it's true. How |

ecould any romance come Into thls house!
Now you know why I wanted you to
talke me away—away to the ends of the
earth with you.

Gervase—Well,
to do.

Mellsande—Ah, don't!
on the Stack Exchange!

Gervage—But there's plenty of ro-
manes on the Stock Exchange. (Nod-
ding his head). Oh, yes, you want to
luok out for it

Melisande (reproachfully)—Now you're
ladghing at me agaln,

Gervage—My dear, I'm not. Op 4f 1
am lapughing at you, then I am laughing|
at myself, too. And If we can laugh
together, then wa can be happy together,
Melisande.

Mellsande—I want romance, 1 want
benuty., 1 don't want jokes!

Gervase-Ltl gee what It s
like my knickerbockers,

Mellgande (bewildered)—DId you ex-
pect me wo?

Gérvase-—No, (After a pouse)—I1
think that's why 1 put ‘em on. (8ke
looks at Mm in surprise). You see, we
had ‘to come back to-the twentieth cen-
tury some time; we couldn’t go on pre-
tending forover, Waell, here we are—
(fudicating his elothes)—back. But I
feel just as romantie, Mellsandea. I
want beauty—your bgauty—Jjust as
mtuch, (He goes to her.) .

Mellsande—Whleh Melleande do you
want? The one who talked to you this
morning in the wood or the one who
(bitterly) doea all the housekeeping for
her maother? © (Vielentiy) And badly,
badly, badly!

Goervase—The ons who does all the
housekegping for her mother—and badly,
badly, badly, bless her, becauss she has
never reallzed what a gloriously roman-
tie thing housekeeping is.

Melisande (amozed —Romantie!

Gervalse (with enthusicam )}—Most glo-
riously pomantie. . . Did you ever
long when you were young to be wrecked
on n desert {sland?

Maolisande (clasping her hands)—Oh,
yes !

Gervase—You Imagined yourself there
—aulone or with a companion?

Mellsande—Often,

Gervaso—And what were you doing?
Whut is the romance of the desert island
which draws us all? Climbing the bread
fruit tree, following the turtla to see
where it deposits its eggs, discovering
the Epring of water, bullding the hut—
howgekeeping, Mellsande. . . . Or
take Robinson Crusoe. Whean Man Fri-
day eame along and left his footprint in
the sand, why did Robinson Crusoe stag-
ger back in amagement? Because he
sald to himself, ltke o good housekeeper,
Yy Jove, I'm on the track of a servant
at last!" Thera's romance for you! |

Melisanda (smiling and shaking her
head at him)}—What nongensa you talk!

Gervase—It {sn't nonsense ; indeed, In-

that's what I want

When you're

You don't

r

Melisande’s hold on her dream s
prolonged a lftle by the chance aoci-
dent twhich deposita at her door a
yeoung man in doublet and hose (on
Ma way to a foney dross ball. His |
name {la Gervase Mallory, end they
have an idyllic meeting in the Forest,
Great is her wrath and prief a little
later to find he i just a prosale young |
stock broker, He has to woo, her all |
over agoin, |.

Gervase comes in. |
Gervass  (gently )—Princess ! (8he |

hears,; her hand closea and tightena; |
Uut ahe saps nothing.) DPrincess! |
(With an effort she controls herself, |
turna round and speaks coldly.) |
Melisande—Please don't call me by |
that ridieulous name, |
Garvase—Melisando ! [
Mellsande—Nor by that one. |
Gervase—Miss Knowls,
Mellsando—Yes? |
Mr. Mallory? |
Gervase—] want to marry you. |
Melisande (taken by surprise)—Oh! |
« + « How dare you? |
Gervase—But T told yon this morning. |
Melisande—I think youd had better |
leave this morning out of It |
Gervase—But If I leave thls morning |
out of it, then I have only just met you.
Melisande—That fs what 1 would
prefer. |

What do you want,

Gervase—Oh! . . . Then ({f 1
have only just met you, perhaps 1
oughtn't to have sald stralght off that I

elisande—Tt ls unusual
ervase—Yes. But not unusual to
want to Marry you.

Mellsandes—F am not Interdited iIn
your wants, |

Gervase—Oh ! (Gently) I'm wmorry
that we've got to forget ambout this
morning, (Going closer to kher) Ia It
80 wnsy to forgat, Mellsande?

Melisande—Very eusy for you, 1
should think,

Clervase—PBut not for you?

Melinanda (bitteriy)—You dresa up
and amuse yoursalf, and then laugh and |
go back to your ordinary 1if4 again— |
you don't want to remember that, do‘

|
|
wWant to marry you, |
]

you, every time you do it?

Giervase—You let your halr down and |
filrt with me and laugh and go homa |
again, but you can't forget. Why should |
ir |

Mallsanda (furiousiy)—How dara you
say 1 flirted with you!

Gervase—How dare you say T laughed
at youl

Mellsande—Do you think 1 knew you
would be there when | went up to the |
wood? |

Garvase—Da you think I knew you |
would be there when I went up?
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Presented.

PRATTLE AWAY

f

The First Nighter’s Calendar

THIRTY.NINTH STREET THEA
presented by Madison Corey.

Colling and Ernest Howard.
DALY'S SIXTY-THIRD STREET

MONDAY.
by William A, Page dealing with prohibition enforcement, will he
Catherine Dale Owsn, Bawry Townsley, Aubrey Beat

all eolored musical show entitled, “Liza." The book ig by Irvim
¢, Miller, with lyries and music by Maceo Binkard and extra
lyrias by Nat Vincent, - The cest includes Irvin C. Miller, Emmec
Anthony, Gertrude Baunders, Margaret Simms, Greenlee and. Dray-

\ ton and Wil A. Cook.
TUESDAY,
GLOBE THEATER—"The Bunch and Judy” will be Charles Dilling-
ham's a ! musical dy offering. It has music by Jerome

Brothers and Delano Dell,

\

Kern and book by Anne Caldwell and Hugh Ford. It was staged
by Fred . Latham, The cast includes Joseph Cawthorn, Fred
and Adels Astaire, Ray Dooléy, Grace Hayes, the Slx Brown

TER—"The Bootleggers,” a comedy

In the cast are Roberi] Conpess,
we P.

THEATER—A! Davis will offer an

A

deed It isn't Thers's Tomance avery-
where If you look for it. ¥You look for it
in the old fairy stories, but did they
find it there? Did the gentleman who
had just been glven a new palr of seven
league boots think it romantic to. be
changed ~nte a flsh? He probably
thought it a confoundsd nulsance snd
wondered what on earth to do with
g boots. Did Cinderelia and the
Pringe find the world romantle after
they wer® marrled? Think of the end-
lesas silent evenl which they spent
together, with nothing in , but

long time, you know; we can't do 1t
on one twenty mingtes' practice before
breakfast, We be lovers so easily
—can we be friends?

Mellsands (lookimg at Mm gravely)
—7You are very wise,

Gervase—I telked with a wlse man
in ths wood thla morning; I've been
thinking  over. what he pald. (Sud-
denly) But when you look at me like
that, how I long to be a fool and say,
“Come away with me now, now, now,'”
you wonderful, beautiful, nfaddening

an sadmiration fop Cinderelln's feet—do
vou think they didn't long for the ro-
mantic days of old? And in two thou-
gand or two hundred thousand years
people will read stories about ws and
slgh and say, "Wilj those romantlc days
never come back n?' Ah, they are
here now, Mellsands, for ua; for the
people with Imagination; for you and
for me,

Melisande—Are they? Oh, If I could
believe they were!

Gervgse-—You thought of me as your
lover apd true knlght this morning.
Abh, but what an easy thing to he! You
were my Princess, Look at yourselfl
in the glass-—how can you help belng a
princess? But If we could be com-
panions, Melisande |
that's worth trying.

Mellsandes  (gently)—What do you
want me to 46?

Gorvage—Get use to me, Bes me in
n top hat—ses me In a bowler hat.
Help me with my work; play games
with me—I'll teach you if you don't
know how. I want to share the world
with you for all our lives. That's o

That's diMeult;:

woman, you adorable child, you fumny,
foolish little glirl, (Holding wup a
finger)  Bmile, Melisande, Smile!
(Kiowly, reluctantly, she es hMm a
amiie.) 1 suppose the fairies taught
you that., Keep 4t for me, will you—
but glve it to me often? D you ever
laugh, Melisande? We must laugh to-
gether some malkes lfe so
easy, &
Mellsande (with a happy Uille
laugh)—Oh, what can I agy to you?
Gervase—Say, "I think I sghould like
you for a com fon, Gervase,"
Mellsand lepse come and ses me
again, Geryase.
Gervage (fumping and waving hs
hand)—Say, Hooray for things!"
Mellsande (standing up but shyly
atill)—Hooray for things!
Gervase—Thank you, Mellsands, , . .
1 must go, (He presses her hond and
goes, or seems to be going, But sud-
denly he oomes back, bonds on onas
knee, raises hor hand on his and kisses
it.) My Princess! (Then Gervase
goes outl.)

Guying Mr.

Gélswbﬂi;

The Pall Mall Gasette of Lowdon
has been publishing a series of traves-
tieg . on  current productions ed
“Potted Plays” The skit on la-
worthy’s "Loyalties” follows,

ACT L

Beens 1.—Bad Form.

Ds Levis—Winsor, I have been robbed
of a thousand pounds.

Winsor (calmly)—Nonsense, my dear
fellow.

De Levis—I tell you 1 have.

Winsor—A robbery econldn't happen
in my house. It lsn't done.

De Lovis—But It hus happened!

Enter Oen. Cunynge, Capt, Dancy,

Mrs. Dancy, Margaret Orme, Lady

Adelg and the Butler.

Winsor—I1 say, De Levis declares he's
heen pobbed of A thousand pounds. .

Ths General—Very toctless of him to
say anything about it 3"

De Lavis—I want my money back.

Winsor—He wants hia money back.

They all stare at him in amasoment,

Lady Adela—S8hocking bad form!
(Ewxit.)

Margaret—How mercenary! (Emit.)

Dancy—How lke a Jew! (Ewxit with
hin wife.)

Butler—Insolent, T eall it. (Hwoit.)

Winsor (reproachfully)—Now you've
gone and upset my butler.

The General—You'd better not say
any meore about it.

De Levis—But I want my monesy back.
Send for the police!

Wonsor (sadly)—To think that T have
been nuraing this viper in my exclusive
bosom !

Scens 2.—Rotten Bad Form.

Do Levis—Capt. Dancy Is the thief,
Look at theme marks on the balcony.
He jumped from his window to mines,
took the money and jumped back.

The General—Say no mors about it.

(Fnter Winsor.)

De Levis—Dancy !o the thief.

Winsor—Impossible, He's got the
D. 8 0.

Tha General—A D. 8, O, in aboves sus-
plcion.

Da Levis—I"1l prove it. Confront me
with Dangy.

Winsor—TI couldn’t do that, Has might
feel hurt.
wlDo lLevis—Then" ssarch him and his
room,

Winsor—Oh, no. That wouldn't be
quita the thing.

De Levis-—Ia stealing quite the thing?

Winsop—You don't undsrstand our
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code.
The General—Say no more about (t.

| You might be blackballed for the Jockey

Club,

Dea Levis—Soecial blackmafl! ‘Well,
I'll keep quiet and let my thousand go.

Winsor—g8till harping on ths money.
It's most Indelloats,

- ACT I1.
Unspeakably Rotten Bad Form.
Lord St. Erth—I've blackballed De

Lovis for ths Jockey Club.

The General—That's a pity. I rather
wanted him to get in.

Lord 8t. Erth—You should have told

me so. i .
{ Enter Major Colford.)

Colford—That swine Da Levis s going
about calling Dancy & thief!

Winsor—He's a hopeless outsider.

The General-—Tell him to say no more
about ft,

Colford (loyally)—Dancy can's be a
thief, I waa at achool with him.

(Enter De Levis)

Da Lavis—So this is how you have
kept falth, General!

The Goneral—Say no more about it.

(Enter Donroy.)

De Levie—Thief!

Dancy—You damn Jew!

Winsor (painad)—Thia sort of thing
really lsn't done,

Daney—Name your weapons!

Lord St. Erth—Fighting ls no use,
Dancy. For the honor of the club ¥
must bring an setlon. -

Daney—I'll think it over, (Eolt.)

Colford (loyally)—He'll win it. He

was at school with me,
ACT IIL

Cond of a Gentl
Beene 1.

Twisden—Twno of the misaing notes
have been traced to Dancy. It's all up
with our case.

Graviter—Never mind. - Bay nothing
about them.

Twisden—I must. It's unusual, 1
know, for a soliciter to be honest

Gravitar—It's mad.

Twisden—But I am. Ths cass col-

lapses,
Bceene 1.

Twisden—Dancy stole the money and
gave it to & woman,

The General—I thought he was the
thief all the time. Let's spy no more
about It \

Winsor-—Very honorabls of him to pay
the woman off.

Colford (loyally)—1 don't belleve ha
is n thief. 1 was at sehool with him.

Twisden—The police are after him.

Winsor—Let's ship him off to Mo
rocco. It's the honorable thing to de.

The General—Then nobody will say
any more about it

(Enter Dancy.)

Twisden—Capt. Dancy, you had hetter
escape to Morocco before you are ar-
rested,

Dancy—I'm golng to ses my wife to
tall her it's all her fault for not agresing
to run away when I first suggested It.

Colford (loyally)—Ronny, old man.
I don't bellewve . . .

Dangy—Go to the devil!

i Beena 3.
Dancy shoots Mmaself, off.

Enter
Colford,
Colford  (loyally)—A neat wound

elean through the heart, Yo was & fine
shot. I was at school with him.
CURTAIN

Tales of the Two-a-Day J

HE ballyhoo, the old outdoor ad-
vertising stunt, which has held a
pleturesqua place in show history

#ines the days of Noah's grandfather,
has finally fallen into dlsfaver and
threatened extinetion. An order has just
gone out from the Shubert headquarters
forbldding theatar managers and com-

| panles throughout the realm of Shubert
| units to use the ballyhoo method of

advertlsing an attractlon. The Central
Theater s Included in the order,

The various forms of street ballyhoo-
ing were not beneath the dignity of any
attraction a few years ago. But with
the growth of the featurs maotion pic-

tures the ballyhoo has been worked to |

denth, until It s now not only consld-
ered Inaffective, but also unsightly, un-
dignified and a nulsknce. In several
citias the pollee have ordalned against
such advartising sins, )

In the list of Interdietions the Ehu-
berts include bands, parades, publle
straw rides, exploiting pretty girls, stilt
walkers, all kind of bannered parambu-
lators, garlsh lobby dlaplays, eXarncters
enrrying placards and sandwich men;
the marking of pavements and so on
through a llst of public eyasores.

One oversealous advance agent, whoss
fmagination had run amuck, concelved
a ballyhoo that he thought weuld make
him famous, His ambition was nipped
by & little pink slip positively forbid-
ding It

The stunt, which Is the wildest aver
regorded In advortislng annaly, was the
intanded employment of an undertaker's
binck hearse, which driven through the

| streets revealed through ita glass sides

A MAn repressenting a corpss sitting up
In a ecoffin, aecompanied by a large
#slgn reading: “I have heard that ‘Blah

Blah' at the Blank Theater In a great
show. Before they bury me 1 almply
pmust get up to see It."

Willlam Paversham s enjoying him-
eelf mightily tn Kelth vaudeyille as a
headliner in “A Marriage Mas Been Ar-
ranged,” an Alfred Butro sketch., Around
the New Year Faversham will produce
"Improper Peter,” a play written by
Monckton Hoffe In 1912 and afterward
renamed "Praoper Peter.” He, of course,
wiil play the leading role. Faversham
eays that vaudeville {s to the legltimate
stage what the short story Is to the
novel or the short story magasine to the
| blg book telling but one story. He com-
| plains of the dearth of good plays ‘“The

theatar owners have overbuilt and
cannot get good materinl written for
| thelr stage. About 76 per cant of the
plays produced are worthless. That is
why ®o many legitimate stars ars In
vaudeville, whers one can find good
skatches and also Hve ™

A famous “single” whome “punch
song" was "cul” at a Kelth houss re-
| cently snld betweon sobs In her dressing
room: “They've taken the kick out of
my aot. T work up to that wallop and
they ‘cut’ It. It lsn't bad! All familfes
know that joke and this fs a family
theater, Iar't 1t? That's why It goos no,
beenuse they .are all hep to It, Every-
body glves my punch llne a tumble, and
now It's eanned. 1t Just takes the heart
out of me. I'm Heked on that stage
now. That wan a ‘wow' for laughs, and
It 1= Killlng on me. What will I do?
My song writer has to fix the song up

she dida't. -

. ant”or the roast beef m

for crutches. 1 think 111 cancel” But

The Greatest Sporting Goods
Store in the World

Madison Avenue and 45th Street
New York

 Where
Macgregor
Sits

Where the Tom
Turkey rests, with the

cutlery at his side—that's ous
end of the table.

Carvers keener than the
wit of the diner —that’s part
of the sporting province of this
house.

For fowl or venison,

England, here are knives and
forks of true Sheffield, with —
handles of staghorn and fvory.

And many s reminder,
among thousands of sporting
novelties, that Christmas this
year is hard upon the heels of
Thanksgiving.

Big, roomy kit b and
Gladstones, of sturdaygsgrain

hide—English shapes and all
hand workmanship—priced to
a falling leather market,

Sole leather suit cases, fitted
suit , motor luggage, and
a never-ending variety of travel
toilet articles.

Bottle sets, flasks and lunch-
eon kits, cigar and cigarette
cases and magazines.

Hundreds of small sporting
novelties suitable for dinner
favors.

Warm Hearts for
The Homecoming

Fleecy ulsters and great-
coats for men—warm motor
and travel coats for women,
fur-collared and some fur-

Town and country suits for
men, of imported Scotch
tweeds—knickerbocker suits,
with heavy, hand-frame Scotch
wool stockings and sweaters,

Warm, wind-defying clothes
for fce and snow sports—orig-
inated by this house and used at
all the eapitals of Winter sports. i

Footwear for all Fall and Win-
ter outdoor use, for both men !
and women—Ilargest department !
of its kind in the world.

Write for Booklet of \
Sporting Christmas Gifes i

fbercrombie |
& Fitch Co-

EZRA H. FITCH, President

Madison Avenue and 45th Streal
New York

“Where the Blazed Trail
(C'rosses the PBoulevard"




