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it—Minnie Higgins helping a
a few thousands and 2all T am
$16 a week, with all I eat to pay
didn’t know I was brought up in
one cared to ask where I
up—but they saw my dafce
part of Miss Wyncote’s song
rmance to give me more time the
My, that made her peevish. The play-
“Hang it—I didn't write the dance!”
fuss I went out the side door, be-
as waiti ng for me.
Paris done itself proud?” he asked
the peopicf’"
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I looked at him in perfect surprise, as if that
Was. any way to talk about my hit.

“he next minute there was mamma and papa wait-
Ing for I just fell into her arms and burst out

just held me close,

1t not writing nothing, just held
Gracious, how good it felt.

washes your windows now, ma?” I sobbed
began to laugh.

,':: c‘n the) pay ye for all that jig step-

't say a word,

: asked pap. Sixteen dollars seems
B g 'ans. Ohio.
Mamma’s Pardonable Pride

at last you're an actress!”

says mamma
don’t

- JOK oOf

e cl ing you got.™
nd did you see us coming from the train?” I
_ “Every one running out of the stores to watch
s 2s we walked over to the theater; all the clerks
dged ecach other. They all knew we were the
Bats from the Babes.”
's all very well,” sald Jim, “but I don’t
ke g Do you have to know the fellows in
e towns you go to?”
! sa mother. “Minniec has always had
er 2

ning going on to the next town I was
t car with the principals. Miss
te advised me to do my hair closer to my
a new jacket. The stage mahager
le good and I had thrilling emotions
staring at me. Of course when I rode
be expected to associate, at
he chorus any more. I felt
n and Grandcourt and Mr.
had luncheon with Miss Wyncote when
now I'm writing about it.
heff has a very nice figure, but minz
cing, because I'm taller. That counts.
1 glad I've got a straight nose. After
a German r“e never could take in this country
7 beautiful American one. I sup-
will hate it when she knows she
ive a rival. But then, she has had
going to have mine. “I love
little wooden shoes on the tiles

tter for dan

- . - »

I guess I'll never forget the sight of that

s my first real flesh and blood audi-
“es turned up to me, just urging me
the lights, and the way they
was more exciting than Coney Isl-
's night in an automobile that the
is out. When you’re on the
rself. You just feel like some
ful person you've dreamed about. And you

ake up, either.

F' g Vell,

mus and

know

not you

2—On the train speeding to Chi-
night wasn’t so much. Jim fol-

iast

i the show and had a front seat. He wore

» with a white tie. And he clapped

en break his lifeline in two. It didn't

2 of difference. They didn't like that

ng in Dayton. They sat there as if they

- nd of wooden Indians out with some
stifis for a funeral. Once they turned their eyes
a society leader had chassed into her box.

dance took, anyway. The audience clapped, but

uld let me do it over. Everything was on

re I am back in the car with the chorus.
her dog with her, so, of course,
to anybody else, and McCann has three

er

has

chorus men and Lovell is reading poetry. She is
weeping over it and swallowing her gum, she's so
excite “Old Bill” said I was to come back to
this r because they're going to cut out “Amster-
dan 1 I get for Chicago is three rows from the
§ in the Black Gee, but I'm mad! TI'll
b them out yet. 1 don't know what they soured
¢ he owner of the show says it isn’t a
wish I had known they wanted
£o1% w le Jim is a dandy whistler!
Y
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ON THE RUN.
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EING a Butterfly isn’t all it's cracked up to be.e
IThere’s a blizzard going on, and it has held the

ards ever since we tooted into this prairie

1y, evesaeold thing is buried under a foot
and foot of snow. McCann has a sore
throat. It's no steam heated, elevatored apartment,

th a button at the front entrance for ours. No;

...... at 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
‘;-r.; ery sidewalks, gripping onto each other, till we
and plump in 2 pile of snow. Then we squirm
rough and there’s the stage door. I see sables are
arked down to $4.92, so perhaps 1 can save up and
next week. A girl must dress.

Ringing the Changes
The first night we got here we rehearsed from 3
the afternoon—it was Sunday—till 3
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¢ night. The chorus has to change its clothes
cix times, and most of the girls have at least five
d ent dance steps. Most of them we had wrong.

]:;‘ the last act I wear 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 \\\ncotl must be at iust 35 Shﬁ hzs a
'L(_',,.,* | figure, but she’s big and stiff and walks
as if she was afraid some one wouldn't know she
«:s a lady. She's smooth. She smiles when we
speak to her, but I wouldn’t dare now to set next
m her any more than I would go up and chuck
the manager under the chin. I think she's got

a case on the star. He's such a dear! I love his
veste. His voice is so grand when he sings “Good-
by, My Lady 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, I can imagine if my dead body
was found tomorrow, everybody, even the stage
mamager 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 dinmer at a funny little joint
with pictures done by artists and college boys all
'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. I am told by those in author-
ity that we are to have another song added after
tomorrow night.” i

“What,
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.

n Id missing you 38 much now#) “The old man has the costumes and it will give

Grandcourt a chance to”"—

Looking Toward Broadway

“Grandcourt!” I could 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. S

“Why should she be hauled out of the chorus
any more than I?” I said; 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.
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 stand there another minute he'd drop over
among the musickers. Then the stage manager 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 mad about 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 I was just ready to drop, but I kept my ears
open to hear if anything was said about the new
songs with a dance in it.

I think they might have treated us to a supper at

GRACIOUS, HOW GOOD IT FELT!

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’?” 1 says. “Watch Grandcourt. You
never can tell what will happen to a chorus girl
who. always butts in.”

“You bet I'll watch her,” he says. “Her dog kept
me awake last night, and it's the only room left in
the house.”

Approaching the Playwright

At 12 o’clock, when the  principals were jarring
about their cues, I approached the playwright.

“Mr. Ordeén,” 1 says.
you've written a new song.”

“Who told you that?” he asked, turning on me
quick—like that—I had on a new hat.

“Nobody,” 1 said, “but I love that Amsterdam
song of yours. You are a wonderful genins. I
know this pickaninny one must be great. I wish
I could sing in it.”

“They won't even try it,” he hissed between ‘his
teeth. “They won’t even try it, and all my friends
coming tomorrow night. Why, they all know about

that song. I've been singing it to them for years, a

and at last T thought I had landed it. They’ube
watching for it. Iamgomghometobed‘
Thatsoonded:oth:ic.

has he written another one?” I asked,

“Beg pardon, but I hear -

‘Mr. Orden, which read:

? ADMIRING THE SET
e 2

“If you'll give me a copy of that song” I says
quick, my heart beating so fast under my silk shirt
waist, “I'll learn it before Tuesday night. I'll sing
it there, in the intermission, as if I was just prac-
ticing for fun, then the stage manager may like i_t"-—-

He grabbed up a paper and gave it to me, and
began humming the tune, and then he got the
music. I could read it, because I sang 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. “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 out. Say, what do you think of Bradley, any-
way? Isn’t he a pill in that Eagle outfit? Looks
like some sort of a wet hen”

But I was thinking, thinking.

Night of the Premiere

Then Monday afternoon we rehearsed again, and
at last Monday night was the premiere. The whole
company was so tired we could hardly drag our-
selves to the dressing rooms. Miss Wyncote had a
terrible case of stage fright and was drinking strong
tea. Mr. Bradley said he 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. Well, the music piped up,
and the performance had begun again. There was
that dear, lovely, expecting audience out there be-
hind the curtain, and me looking at myself in the
looking glass and admiring the set ofy them Al
wings and the red on my lips. I forgot I was
tired; I just knew I had those steps to do, and that
1 never knew before how beautiful I was. Grand-
court was ahead of me—Pullman car name and all.
The stage manager passed us, and as he went he
clapped her on the shoulder above her glittering
wings and said, “You're a dream, Mame!” and then
I knew how she had gotten that song.

Well, this is Tuesday morning. The performance
last night was done rotten, the papers say, the com-
pany gone stale, but the music was good and prob-
ably we will do better tonight, so they’ll give us one
more chance. Kind, aren’t they? 1 wish those
critics had gone through it on tea and coffee and
six hours’ sleep in three days. Well, I'm learning
“Five Little Pickaninnies” now. It is easy. I can
hear Grandcourt hollering herself hoarse over “Pier-
rot, Pierrette, I Love You Yet,” in the room down-
stairs. Her dog’s name is Marmaduke and it hasn’t

‘had a bite but ome chop since yesterday morging.

Some of us girls are szmng up breakfast sausages
for it. #

is coming, too.
Later—The snide took us to a seventy-ﬁve ceut
table d’hote.
Feb. 25—At Tuesday rehearaal I sent a note to
“Dear- Sit—Did you ‘write
‘Pierrot, Pierrette, I Love You Yet? “Grand,

court leaving.
has it.” Mr. Smith took it to him while the Black Stiver leaf also ﬁmmds

Bats were parading. He sald he said, “Who in h—I1
is Grandcourt?” I could see. by ﬂi.e way he ‘rushe

Feb. 21—Can’t write, am gomg to lunch with a
man who asked for an introduction last night. Molly +

~ the green light

OF THEM Al WINGS

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.” g
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” with it, but just enjoyed
myself, and then I tried a few steps.

The Plan That Failed

“What'’s all this about?” yelled somebody, sticking
his head into the crowd. “Oh, it's Higgins, is it?
Well, you just.sit way back in the auditorium until
this rehearsal is over.” Of course I knew I was
going to be fired and Mr. Orden pretended he didn’t
know me. I'm glad I am not such a “butt in” as
Grandcourt; she went right ‘over to the stage man-
ager and whispered in his ear.

i
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« around proudly, but nobody liked

I sat there crying, and at last the chorus work
was over, and a lot of them came down and patted
me on the back. It felt so good I couldn’t bear nos
to belong to them and tp “The Babes in Woodland.™
Lovell just called me into her room because some
one she once knew somewhere had sent her a box
of candy. It must have cost two or three dollars.

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 I got theése with
the other girls Grandcourt was up singing “Pierrot,
Pierrette, I Love You Yet” “Old Bill"“looked
it. She sings
through her nose. I am going to give $3 to Hart-
well-to* send home because her mother's dead.

March 1—Mr. Bradley introduced me to a young
man’ who travels for a silver firm. Oh, yes—about
that song. After Grandcourt had finished [ got my
chance with"the Pi¢kaninnies again, so without say-
ing anything more to me they began to plan my
costume. “I'll be hung if that song ever gets on,”
swore the stage manager. “It's” no place for it,
in a French pink boudoir.”

Mr. Orden looked awiul quiet as if he hadn’t heard,
and talked with the owner. But it isn't in yet, and
the second month-has come, and “The Babes” was
a great success after we'd gotra little sleep. Well,
I suppose the owner is making. his thousands out
of it. I'm glad somebody’s rich.

March 5—The young man who travels for the
silver house took Lovell out to supper instead of
me. 1 was standing right there in the wings, too.
Men is so unsincere.

March 6—Ain't it awful? I haven’t been asked to

sing in the Little Pickaninnies yet! I've got anm
awful cold in my head.
March 7—Had a letter from mamma. She says

I'm famous in Paris, Ohio. Well, that's some com-
fort! There's so many girls acting in Chicago.

Mareh 10—“Hullo, Minnie,” says Miss Wyncote
to. me last night; “I'm going to sing ‘The Little
Pickaninnies’ next Mondar' night, and you're to
stand next to me in line and. do your cute little
dance.” Say, you could have knocked me down with
a feather! Of course, I might have known she'd
have gotten the song. Bat she can't dance. Thank
heaven, I ain't been so fed up on lobster and cham-
pagne that I can't get around pretty livc]y yet.

March 21—I went to lunch 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
Wpyncote sang her verse all through, then us chorus
joined in, and then I out and danced—like a bird
It was someéthing 1iké the Dutch onty more
niggery. Well, they clappgd and , and Miss
Wyncote swept on and bowed and then they clapped
harder, and she looked worried, and then “Old
Bill” came right over to me himseli: “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 I danced again, and everything was lovely,

except that somebody says Mis#8Wyncote cried all
through her powder when she" toddlled back to her
dressing room. Of coﬂse, 1 to make s lady
cry. But what was she- expect it
Fritzi Scheff!
who-come to see her figure $he r
donna. My voice has six more notes :
three below‘and three above. And the playwnght
came and shook my hand, for, of course, his song
goes,%ugh he didn't write the dance.
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THE LATEST IN POPULA& &CIENCE

Moving Pictures by Daylight
TEREOPTICON pm\ires either fixed or mov-
ing for use in ordtn:ry daylight or in a brightly
lighted room are%now made in France. \The

trick is simple and cqiléistg'muely of some device
to keep the light from shining directly on the screen
on which the picture-is thrown. In the Cinema
palace, Paris, this is effected by arranging heavy
curtains around the ‘ig-ecn at proper pos’itions and
distances. The lauhe?n, for protection, is at the
opposite end of the hall, as is now usual. In an-
other device the ‘pictures are thfown on a sheet of
ground glass fdrmmg one end of a large black box,
whose opposnte,elﬁlji open to view. In this case
the lantern is not in: the same room with the spec-
tators, and the pti:ture resembles that seen -ou
looking at ths ground glass of an ordinary photo-
graphic camera. As the screen in both these cases
is Sheltered from the diffused light of the theater
or hall, it is not necessary to extinguish or lower
the lamps, although, of course, these shonid not

" be bnlhan‘t enough to dazzle the eyes. In describi site that in the dischar

ing these “full daylight” devices it has been wrongly
stated by some writers that they depend on npeual
bnlhancy in the lantern or on some aruwement of
reflectors. This is incorrect. The only ﬂungs neces-
sary are to keep the light away from the screen
and out of the spectaton ceyes. .
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A Ay TransparentrMetals

ETALS are usually ed as opaque, but
' they become m@ma ‘hammered out
to very thin sheets. An English phyﬁ’cm.
‘has been !hldjmg tljs*property finds

“thin gold leaf is ,usui!b"guen by transmitted kth
) s white when the film is
heated on glass. Microscopic
that the gold has M in.to
clear spaces

.*who

the light

transparent when |

quptr leaf, when heated ‘more and _more,

.suct:esmely etmraid green, hgh:« olive, d
color.

that, although

%W

mb I" ‘do" not become transparent when
h gthe *ctnc theory of light, accordmg
‘which couducmrs musf‘be opaque and insulators

trangparent lho not transmit light,
haﬁ'thcy
“have a high'

and it is n not except ¥ very
thin films w electric resistance.

Gettmg Rid of .| h1p Ashes

HE newest liners now alspose of their ashes by
forcmg them}hr igh: the bettam of, the hull by
The old method of
h o}-:rboard was

hoisting them up aﬂ[

disagreeable to the n attempted - .,
improvement by -whi ixed . with water %
.8Q" ‘whent the «

and pumped overboa,:gi
wind was in tho-wnﬁ'l
peller” a hopper recet

delivers them into a r, W
pieces. Below this is'a drum
watertight casing and open as it turs
crusher chamber and then to the dis
low. In order to counteract the up
of the water compressed air at
the square inch is delivered to
ash filled drum just befun

Jnew . “ex-

expelled with such

of the .bottom o&*
rid of the uh !

' forced draft,
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