
FEBRUARY 22—On the train speeding to Chi-
cago. Well, last night wasn't so much. Jim fol-

, lowed the show and had a front seat. He wore
a new Tuxedo with a white tie. And he clapped
hard enough to break his lifeline in two. It didn't
make a bit of difference. They didn't like thit
Dutch song in Daj'ton. They sat there as if they

•were a band of wooden Indians out with some
stiffs for a funeral. Once they turned their eyes
because a society leader had chassed into her box.
My dance took, anywaj'. The audience clapped, but
nobody would let me do It over. Everything was on
the bum. Here lam back in the car withthe chorus.
Grandcourt has her dog with her, so, of course,
can't speak to anybody else, and McCann has three
chorus men and Lovell is reading poetry. She ia
weeping over it and swallowing her gum, she's so
excited. "Old Bill"said Iwas to come back to
this car because they're going to cut out "Amstcr •

dam." AllIget for Chicago Is three rows from the
front in the Black Bats. Gee, but I'm madl I'll
beat them out yet. Idon't, know what they soured
on it for; the owner of the show says it isn't a»
whistling number. Iwish Ihad known they wanted

_^>lks to whistle it. Jim is a dandy whistler!
''
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BEING a Butterfly isn't all it's cracked' up to be.*
There's a blizzard going on, and ithas held the
boards ever since we tooted into this prairie

town
—

why, cverj^old thing is buried under a foot
of soot and a foot of snow. McCann has a sore
throat. It's no steam heated, elevatored apartment,

with a button at the front entrance for ours. No;
what we draw is a back street exit where a lake
breeze plays in at the keyhole like a trombone when
the hall door is opened. We go skating along over
slippery sidewalks, gripping onto each other,. till we
land plump in a pile of snow. Then we squirm
through and there's the stage door. Isee sables are
marked down to $4.92, so. perhaps I.can save up and
get one next week. A girl must dress.

Ringing the Changes
The first night we got here we rehearsed from 3 ;

o'clock in the afternoon— it was , Sunday— till 3

that night. The chorus has to change its clothes
six times, and most of the girls have at least fiyel
different dance steps. Most of them we,had wrong.

In the last act Iwear an electric blue spangled
"

gown, with a big hat to match, with a pink feather
falling off the crown. While we performed the,

principals sat in~ the scenery and had a .talkfest.

Miss Wyncote must be at ileast 35.- iShe, has. a <

beati^ul figure, ;but she's big and? stiff and walks;

as if she was afraid some. one wouldn't, know she

Vas a lady. 'She's smooth. She smiles' when Twe

speak to her, but Iwouldn't dare inow to}set next,

to her any more than I\u25a0 wouldvgo up and; chuck I
the manager under the chin., 1/ think . she's

- got'

11 o'clock. Mr. Smith- sneaked me a sandwich' at
half past.-

"Do you know anything about ,'the new song for
that French*. scene-— Five little pickaninnies -down.'in
old Alabam*T" Isays. . "Watch Grandcourt. You
never can tell what" will happen :.to a chorus girl
who,always \u25a0butts in."

-
/

"You bet I'llwatch her," he says.' "Her,dbg";kept
me awake last night, ,arid it's the only roorii left;in
the- house." . .;/.,

Approaching the Playwright
At 12 o'clock, when the principals were jarring

about their cues, 'I approached 'the playwright. .
; "Mr.' Orden," Isays: "Beg /pardon, but Ihear
you've • written a new song.": . ./. "Who/told you that?"/ he asked, turning on "me
quick-^-like that—lhad on a new (hat! /-

"Nobody," I.' said,/ "but Ilove that V Amsterdam
song; of yours. You are »a wonderful .genius. . I
kiiow,:this:pickaninny one must ;be .great. ;I;,wish
Icould sing in it."_ '-'-„' *

'./'They ? won't, even try it," he hissed between "his
teeith. \u25a0; "They won't;even try it, and:all 'my triends
coming^tomorrow night!/ -Why,; they 'ail know;about
that jsorig._ I've been singing it to^ them;for ;years;
and at last .'I;thought/I

"
had landed it/ They'll}be

watching for-\t.jl'am:going:home(to^bed." ;, /; ;

. That. sounded 7 so/tragic .
-

, \u2666 /

GRACIOUS, HOW GOOD IT FELT!

fiv'Moving;PictLtes^by Daylight;;:

STEREOPTI CON/ piqtm-es; either: fixed. or\moy-
ing for use in ordfnary daylight.or;in a.brightly,'
lighted 'room -are^now^made-. in "France. --".'.The.

trick is;simple arid.consists" merelyibf; some 'device
to keepjthe light frofn.shlning;directly7on the screen^

on;which the 'picture^isjthrown. -In" the VCinema
palace, Paris, this' is *by. arranging heavy,
curtains around the .screen at::proper. positionsTand:
distances/ "The|laritefn, for. protection, is at cthe
opposite end .of

*
the "hall, as is,now usual: , InJan-/

other device .the^pictures are thrown- on a sheetKof
ground glass", forming,-b.nc '. end; of•a large • black \box,
whose oppositelemi lis;open; to-view.- In^this case-

't >'.^'. \u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0
'

\u25a0-
* ?J;. -': 1:' -*.' ;' '\u25a0 ' "

----- -
': XJ'

-
\u25a0
'

.v- .;'

the lantern is;not;in«the same.room withrthe spec-j

tators, and "the^picture: resembles that seen ./-on:
looking, atith'eVgrourid glass of an ordinary-photo^
graphic camera.//. As > the \ screen in both • these "'cases
is '\u25a0'Sheltered; from the diffused

'
light of?the theater

or hall, itSis/not necessary to,; extinguish or -lower,

the lamps,/although, of course, these should /not
enough to dazzle.:the^ eyes.'/*In/describe

ingHhese -'full;daylight"- devices it\u25a0 has 'been wrongly:

\u25a0stated* by/some, writers-that they/- depend .'on.r'sp'eciah
brilliancy/in;theilanterri: or "on;some"arrangement.of;

reflectors/; !.This'is incorrect.. The-only; things neces-
sary -are; to 'keep /the"',light /away 4 from? the screen,

and put: of/the? spectators-teyes./ v
;-; i.'-''."/.'.-';..:" -.j-."",. /

*;;'
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\u25a0 Transparent

- * "

METALS^are^-.usually iregarded^; as r;.but
*;they,; become -: translucent ;.wherT'lhanim'ered • out

. to \u25a0\u25a0.very,thin sheets.' "An;English Iphysicis?*'who
has; been |studying Hhis /property,"* fifTds{that, although

leaf -is usually
*
green by transmitted light,"-

the green ;light becomes white•.when; the film-,is
heated one glass. • examination

*
shows

;that the- gold Has 'formed
'
into;opaque, detached ';spots,'

leaving..clear spaces Ithrough J which.the; light /pasVes^
£Silver -leaf also becomes -transparent when £Heated. :

?, Copper leaf, when;.heated .*more ? and :more;: becomes \
successively emerald green, light- olive, \u25a0.dark^-folivei
arid dark portnwiriefcoloh The's'eVlatter results"; are'
iapparently^ due » to the formation films;- of £oxide,-
ismceUolproduc^thenilthej^etals^muat.'be: heated; in

\u25a0icLxi1 3.tD*ospncrc^coPwUDinfl^g oxygen*.tvAiumDUiiiM^flu'

"Dutch -metal" .'doj.not-ibecome-.^transpafent when
heated! Bjvthe '.theory of light, according
to;Wiiich. conductor^ must *be;'opaque and*insulators
transparent, 'the j-metals rshould;, not -transmit light,

aiTd^it"is notible^thatJrthey (io-not "except io Very
thin*,films whicfi^have a high -electric resistance.-

•\u25a0^' ." - "'.'~^T^. '.
—

;„»"
~—

\u25a0

—'— '

Getting^cßid iof SteamsHip Ashes

THE newest -'liners-howjdispose of their ashes 5y "•
:forcing-'them'^hro.'ugh^ the bottom, oft the hull by
means

"
of compressed iair.t-TheXoid* method of

up,andj"d.uitiping,.them overboard was
disagreeable %to:^e':'pasw;ngers,,^and^an; attempte.cl - -,

.impfoyement: by*wh^cK'su«y^weje" mixed>with water , \
and pumped overboard-^was^eqaa^r^s^when^thc' \

•.wind'/waVrin* the<. wrong^quaTter.*^ft^"tn'e^rievrJ-''cx- ,
Speller".* a? hopper^ rccert'tfs^iS 6 ashes^ajadclinkcjKiand \u25a0

'delivers . them' into *a wiuclv;breaks juj>-":th^ \u0084--

large pieces. Below this is^a*sdnim revdlvingiin^a*slj
watertight casing. and ]open as -"it turnsjfiratttojthe*^

fcrusher chamber: and' thVn ,to the dischSrge^pipc' be-
low. In orderjto /counteract the ::.upward^p7essureji;.i*
of{the:water,compressed ;at abqutV7o rp6un*ds;.toV::v

-;the ;square * inch is delivered \u25a0'• to; the iofJtjf^i.^
?r ash jfilled just .before-. its opening comei«ippo^'^?j
lsite/that \u25a0in the discharge?' pipe.*vTh*uss the .'ashes-/ are.

'

r s
;expelled ".with such /.force "vthat^thcy:;are; swept^ clear
.of.Uhe^bottom.-ofhhV^esscL^^his^expelier^^^
.:rid of ,the ash -and^clink*ers^fromL4B>fuTnace&iunderi'^
*,forced 'draft; ambunting|to \\BU>r8 U>r j10*tons j-an/homy 1• «. .\

Giirious t^opei^^tePrinf er Ink§£^
'np HAT^pnntetiS^ink'"i gfv^es t^ff*:ant emanation .-. tKat*'^*
I;'::paMel^tKrough^jbpa]qlae^b<)dres Tajnd^affects": "a '•-. j
A ph*otographic'j«*piate*has:tieen

':-' discovered by^ a-^
German:investigajtor.^PJiotograpKic*roH .;>

;times thusj a^cteJ^fthYojig^
..wrapped.^-i.The-: emanation^ is-'founilVtbtprocecd^from^*--:
;;the.-;_6il/in^the~«4nkidri^^^^
:not;"precisely^the;sar^e^s ":tlK^emanatip h from-radium '\u25a0. *

and/otn'errradiojactiyejsubstances^^^ *\u25a0

;it.ch^n^es^gum^arabictliritb^a^ '\u2666

.-•:^^sj^bstance. 1;;was^thisi»[effect -proiluctd^on'-i.the^gum^
\u25a0of|envelope^ftapTSbyitheW^

ifirst-attracied'^ttte *mvestigator3 at-
-

*pfi«*«"^*i»ii*?*^v-xJ\\ -««.-\u25a0\u25a0
-

-: •\u25a0 \u25a0«.7ir.- vs.*^i
- • -'-\u25a0\u25a0»\u25a0", \u25a0\u25a0^'c

- - \u25a0\u25a0"-*;\u25a0\u25a0"'•\u25a0«'
rejected i|>y nietal *nur---

,rors. in?the,;sarhe •*\vayVras" >lia:ht;^a'od;ih"ey -oxidize
metal rsurfaces?agaihst^wlitch -..- they"j'strike^ The''ex-

-

Isat there crying, and at last the chorus work
was over, and a lot;of them ;camcdo\vn and patted

•me'on the*back. It felt so ;good'ljcouldn't bear no»^
to;belong toftherri and to "The Babes in Woodland.** ;

Lovell just called me into her '.because some
one she. once "'knew somewhere Had sent her a box
of candy.- -It*must have cost two or three dQllars.

Feb. '29—To go • on;with the notes about my life.
They didn't fire me.' The next morning the "old
man" sent word for me to know "The Five Little
Pickaninnies", for rehearsal. When Igot there with
.the other girls.Grandcourt was up singing "Pierrot,
Pierrette, i'Love You:Yet." "Old Biir-looked
around proudly, but nobody liked.;it. She sings

\u25a0 through her«nose. Iam going to give $s^tolllart-
well-to'.send *hdme because her mother's^ dead.

March I—Mr.-Bradley1
—

Mr. -Bradley introduced me. to a young
manKwho travels for a silver firm. Oh, yes— about
that song. '. After Grandcourt had finished Igot my
chance with^the Pickaninnies again, so without say-
ing anything more to me they began to plan my
costume. -'.Til be hung if that song ever gets on,"
swore the -stage -manager. "ItV.no place for it,
in a .French pink boudoir." .
v Mr. Orden looked awfulquiet as ifhe hadn't heard,
and talked. with the. owner. ;But it isn't in yet, and
ithe ;'second month/; has come, and "The Babes" was
a/great :success after we'd got :a ,little sleep. Well,
Isuppose the owner is making thi3 -thousands out
of "it. ;I'm glad* somebody's rich"

March s—The young man who travels for the
silver house took Lovell out to supper instead of
me.

-
L was standing right1there Tin* the wings, too.

Men \u25a0is;so unsincere. • 1- \u25a0&*.

6-rAin't It awful? Ihaven't been asked to
thej Little Pickaninnies yet! I've got an-

awful cold in ray head.- {'MaYghi7"7-Had a letter, from,, mamma. She says
I'm famous ..in Paris, Ohio.* Well,'*that's some com-
fort! so many girls acting in Chicago.

March 10-^-"^^!©, Minnie," says Miss Wyncote
to- me "last night; "I'm going, to sing 'The Little
Pickaninnies' next -Monday' night, and you're to.
stand^next to me in lineIand .-do your cute little
dance." Say, you could have knocked me down with *
a feather! Of course, Imight have known she'd
have" gotten the song. But she can't dance. Thank
heaven, Iain't been so fed up on lobsteriand cham- \u25a0--•

pagne that Ican't get around, pretty lively*yet.

.March 21—1 went to -luncn yesterday. with a man
named; Bowsox.-
'March 30--Well,. the; costume of the "Little,Pick-
aninnies", fitted*me like ;a* potato peel. We sang It
last night. Say, it was a knockout. Mr. Bradley
says the audience was tired of the pink"French
drawing room, anyway, and glad of a change. Audi-
ences as a whole, he says, are shifty.:..First Miss
Wyncote sang her verse all'through, then U3 chorus
joined in, and .then ;I-out and, danced— like a' bird.
It?!was .something Hike*"the^Dutch more.^"
niggery." Well, they -clappe*d and clappe&, v an*d Miss
Wyncote swept on and bowed and then they clapped
harder, and she looked worried, and then "Old
Bill"came right over to me himself: "You've got

to do that dance over," he says, glum as a man you \
owe money to. Then we sang the.- last chorus verse

-over and Idanced again, and everything was lovely,
.except,: that somebody says Mlss&Wyncote cried all
throughiher jpowder-AwhenjjheTtb^aied back to her
dressing; -room. -Of^course, *T'hate£to make .a lady

;[cry.?**But what v.*as-sheV expecting^* S|ie^iisn't #

Fritzi Scheff t wKy?:.if it \va*sn't^lo^^«Mohpnies v

.whof.come'to^seelher figure>she r*wi^gtdn?t*b"e**p(riiha;L /^
donna. My voice>has six more note.s than ~lxuSsf' \u25a0".

three ;jbelowa:an*dilthree above. And the playwright;

came i^t.and* shook my-hand, '-for, of course, his song
goes,ixnough he:didn't write"the dance.

-:^l%: (TO BE^CONTINUED.)

"I"L"LST think of it
—

Minnie Higgins helping a
[j man to make a few thousands and all Iam

• |.Setting is $16 a week, with all Ieat to pay
rt t for. They didn't know I-was brought up.in

",Vi^ Paris, Ohio
—

no one cared to ask where, I
wis brought vp

—
but they saw my dance

took. They cut out part of Miss Wyncote's song
after the performance to give me more time the
next night. My, that made her peevish. The-play-
;wrjght said, "Hang it—ldidn't write the dance!"
I"heard the fuss as Iwent out the side door, be-
cause Jim Burns was waiting for me.
:2."^ e11' has n't Paris done itself proud?" he asked* inc. "Aren't we the people?"

~ *•-:-*.looked at him in perfect—surprise,* as if that
was. any way to talk about my hit.1

The next minute there was mamma and papa wait-
ing for me. Ijust fell into her arms and burst out
crying. She didn't say a word, just held me close,
never a word about not writing nothing, just held
nic close. Gracious, how good it felt.

"Who washes your windows now, ma?" Isobbed
out: then-Ibegan to laugh. ;** *W QVf much do they pay ye for ail that jig step-

Minnie?" asked pap. Sixteen dollars seems
a' gacd deal in Paris, Ohio.

Mamma's Pardonable Pride
"Well, at last you're an actress!" says mamma

;proudly. "I don't mind missing you so much nowj"
Jfcst think of the clapping you got."1

.."And did you see us coming from the train?" I
•aid. "Every one running out of the stores to watch
us as we walked over to the theater; all the clerks
nudged each other. They all knew we were the
Black Bats from the Babes."

"Oh, that's all very well," said Jim, "but Idon't
like the game. Do you have to know the fellows in
all the towns you go to?"*

"Hush!" said mother. "Minnie has always had
her ambitions."

In the morning going on to the next town Iwas
invited into the front car with the principals. Miss
Wyncote advised me to do my hair closer to my
face and to get a n^w jacket. The stage manager
said Ihad made good and Ihad thrilling emotions—

all of them staring at me. Of course when Irode
in that car Icouldn't be expected to associate, at
least as an equal, with the chorus any more. Ifelt
»o sorry for McCann and Grandcourt and Mr.
Smith.. Ihad luncheon with Miss Wyncote when
•ue arrived and now I'm writing about it.

PS.— Fritzi Scheff has a very nice figure, but mini
is better for dancing, because I'm taller. That counts.
Gee, IrutIam glad I've got a straight nose. After
all,"-a. German face never could take in this country
as.-yt'ell as a really beautiful American one. I.sup-

Scheff willhate it when she knows she
i ;s...going to have a. rival. But then, she has had

her^ 'chance; now I'm going to have mine. "I love
the click of those little wooden shoes on the tiles

. .Later—lguess I'llnever forget the sight of that
audience. It was my first real flesh and blood audi-
enc<yall the faces turned up to me, just nrging me
•on.' Th"c music and the lights, and the way they
clapped

—
why, it was more exciting than Coney Isl-

land on a summer's night in an automobile that the
owner doesn't know is out. When you're on the
stage you're not yourself. You just feel like some*
wonderful person you've dreamed about. And you
don't want to wake up, either.

a case on the star. He's such a dear!, Ilove"his
vests. His voice is so grand; when helsings "Good-
by, My. La'dy'Lov'" at the rehearsals, with his hat
on the side (of his head. It is a derby, so; some of
the chorus men wear derbies now, too, and they
all;fix them on the side of their heads— on the same
side.. -Anyway, as Mr. Smith" says, we are; just one;

big- family! Why, Ican imagine if my; dead body

was found tomorrow, everybody, even .the stage

manager and the star, would shake their heads and
say, "Poor Higgins!" ,

Well, about 5 o'clock in the afternoon we.had a
little rest while the principals got their turn. Mr.

. Bradley took me to dinner^ at a funny -little;joint
with pictures .done by artists, and college "boys vail
'round on the walls. We had a real good beefsteak
and a bottle of beer and some ice cream, afterward^

"The trouble with this comic opera," says Mr.
Bradley, lighting his cigarette, "is that it has too
many songs for the star and not enough opportuni-

;

ties for.the rest of us. Iam told by those in author-
ity that we are to have another song added after
tomorrow night"

'
I

"What, has he written another one?" Iasked,
sipping my coffee.

"He's afraid of interpolations, and they've tried
the Dutch song, so he's written one about"

'Five little pickaninnies back in old Alabam', ?. Wish you could guess which one is ma lamb.'
9 "The old man has the costumes and it will give
Grandcourt a chance to"-

—-
Looking Toward Broadway

"Grandcourt!" Icould see her pert little blonde
face with the big mouth and the twinkling little
eyes.. How would that name look on a lighted sign
in Broadway?

People would think it was a garage for Pullman
cars. ~i\h'

"Why should she be hauled out of the chorus
any more than I?" Isaid,*.quick, just like that. "I
must dance in that song— will you help me?" ".

All he promised was to help me carefully into
my new- imitation:broadcloth cloak, and we .went
back to the theater. We met a lot of them on the
corner, and we were all talking and laughing so
loud it drew a crowd. y

Then we began to rehearse. . Every "
one was

cross. The stage manager said Miss Wyncote's
new hat made her look like a feather duster; then
she cried because she said she hadn't known they
were going to take our pictures that morning and
had worn, her .old clothes.

-
So they called up the

photographer again and he took her picture over
again alone out in the hall, where the flashlight
wouldn't take our attention. She came back wiping
her eyes. And the star got mad because the pro-
prietor of the show called him down to the foot-
lights, and he said he was so tired already that if he
had to_jstand there another minute . he'd 'drop over
among the musickers. Then the stage managers said
he'd fire the electrician if the spot light didn't follow
the^ star around faster in his "big" song, and Mr.
Bradley forgot his three lines. The playwright was
talking to the man who wrote the music, and he
was awful ma3about the star saying his song was
rotten; no chance for business, and there we were
interweaving, march— double "march dance and Mc-
Cann's decollete didn't come together at the back.
But Iwas just ready to drop, but Ikept my - ears
open to hear if anything was said about the new
songs with a dance in it.
Ithink they might have treated us to a supper at
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"If you'll give me a copy of that song," Isays
quick, my heart beating, so fast^ under, my silk shirt.:
waist, "111-learn it before; Tuesday night.: I'll'sing,

it there, in the intermission, W:ifIwas, just prac-
ticing ffor, fun, then ;the:stage manager may like it"—
; He}grabbed tip a paper and gave it to me, and
began : humming ,the tune, > and then

'
he got the

music/ Icould read it, because Isang in the church
choir once for two months.
. At 3 o'clock that night they let us all go home.
We were so tired we could hardly walk. \u25a0 "What's
up?" said Mr. Smith, outside the theater, chatter-
ing to keep himself warm. . "Grandcourt's "got a
new song to* learn, all about 'Pierrot .Pierrette, ,I
Love You;Yet.'- :What is;a/chorus girl doing with
a^ new song for herself. She says she's, going-to.,
sing;it ,at:Tuesday rehearsal. That's all I:could
find \u0084

out. Say, what .do you.;think of Bradley, - any-
way? Isn't he a pill in that Eagle outfit? Looks
likeisome sort of a wet hen."

P was thinking, thinking.

Mght of the:Premiere
;, ti.nen Monday afternoon -we rehearsed again," and
at
'
last Monday \u25a0 night was the ;premiere. :The whole

-
company was "so. tired we; could

*
hardly drag Your-":'

selves ? to) the dressing rooms. Miss ;Wyncote had a
terrible case of stage fright and was drinking strong

tea.' Mr. Bradley -^said ,ihe" had taken a pitcher [of:
coffee to keep ';him awake, and one ,of the .funny ./
men said he had a frightful pain;in his stomach and

*

borrowed a whisky.. bottle of!the other funny man./
Usually they don't speak. Welj;;the^ music piped up,'

and the performance ;had Jbegun /again. There was v

that )dear, lovely, expecting :audience !out
-

there be-
hindithe \ curtain, *and- me lookingrat myself fin the'
looking glass; -and admiring Athe set of/rthem:Al
wings and the red on my lips. Iforgot Iwas ;
tired;\I

*
just knew Ihad those' steps ;to do, and that

Inever" knew before "how '\u25a0; beautiful Iwas. Grand- 0
court;was .ahead of me—-Pullman car name - and? all.v
The stage manager passed us, and as he went ?he Y
clapped her/on the shoulder above her glitteringr
wirig's;and said, "You're a dream, Mame 1" and[then

'

-i
I;;knewThow she had, gotten, that song.' -/:;/ : ';-

;>Well,;• this /is^Tuesday ::morning.-The Vperformance
last «night ;was done rotten,;the papers say, the com-*
pany/gone stale, but \u25a0 the music

-
was ]good and :prob-/:

ably:we\vill do better tonight/ so;they'll. give us one^
more chance. Kind, aren't they? ;Iwish;, those)
critics

-
had 'gone through [it on tea \and coffee "and

-
six hours', sleep \in*three^ days. / Well, Tnv learning ;.
"Five}Little,:PickVmnme^'.'now.^lt:is'feasy. Ican
hear Grandcourt ;hollering herself jhoarse over "Pief^1
irotj)Pierrette, ilLove,.YouVYet," \u25a0 in;the room dowri-I
stairs. Her dog's7name *is)Marmaduke ;andlit*hasn't
had afbite "but'one chopvsiriceVyesterday. morqing.^'Some -of us girls:are saving *up breakfast "sausages ;

for it. ) ' -
S/Feb. 21—Can't^;write; ,am ;going; to lunch 'with; a.
man who 'asked :for an; introduction'" last' night.:Molly
is coming, too.; ;/ '. '/;. \u25a0/ /'"/ '\u25a0";\u25a0\u25a0 ..' .",,/' .../;'"/\u25a0.-'
\, Later—The .snide •took us to a'[seventy-five • cent/
table d'hote. . ->..J: •vv.^Vh'/vr'V

';-..;Feb. 25^At /Tuesday/ rehearsal;; L:sent /avnote?tol-
Mr..Orden,.which vread :»,•-."Dear i-Sir-^Did;-youfwrite«
'Pierrot, '"Pierrette, il\u25a0'\u25a0 Loyej;You; Yet?' 'Grandcourt^
has ;it." Mr." Smith:took"itjj.o^himtwhile^the^ Black^
Bats' were "parading/: He^saiid 'he]saidj''tWhb;'n;h— 1 ?

is Grandcourt?" :Icould see'by :the way^he rushed-
around Ithat ;he never had written."Pierrot, "Pierrette," \u25a0

in/This life.
""^ '- . "

J^TKeh^Sere :;came '

4the i.intermission^; and vl^waike'd^
over )to \u25a0thelpianb^ with.'perfect X ease, stuck 'my gum

.\u25a0 •\u25a0\u25a0:•"
' ' "

:-:'::i:..- :v;- vV
'
;\u25a0: : . .\u25a0;. \u25a0:>*:.., \u25a0-V--v.-;,7'

'

"v--s-. \u25a0-, w .. \u25a0•\u25a0 :'\u25a0\u25a0 •-:\u25a0•\u25a0 .^- \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0_\u25a0 -._;.-",-.
-
; "i:.^^\u25a0•-•r'-1.. '. ;:.. .\u25a0 \u25a0

under the piano stool, picked the tune out with.one
finger, ;and began: to sing: . ;.

"Five;little pickaninnies back in Alabam',
Wish you knew .which is ma lamb."

Gee, but it was easy! Mr. Bradley and a lot of
the/ rest crowded: around, and "I-forgot, "all about
trying to please "Old Bill"\dth.it,;but just enjoyed
myself, and then.Itried a few/steps. -

The Plan THatfiPailed;,
"What's all this"about?" "yelled somebody, sticking

his. head into the crowd. "Oh,.itV Higgins, is/it?
Well, you. just. sit^ way back/in the;-; auditorium until
this rehearsal is over." Of rcourse -I knew Iwas
going to be; fired and Mr. Ordeii pretended he didn't
know* me. I'm glad I.am; riot;such :a "butt in" as
Grandcourt; she went right/over [to the stage man-
ager and whispered" in his ear.
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