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THEY WAS FINE LOOKING. ONE OF THEM HAD ONr THE GLADDEST KIND OF AN EVENING SHELH

The'friendship of such- a man as that does a girl so
much good.

'

September 26
—

They're going to have a 'newsboys*
benefit, so they iasked twenty of us and twenty from
the "Purple Star" chorus and twenty from the "Girl
and the Pearl" chorus ',to go^down to Wall street in
big automobiles, and sell tidcets to brokers, million-
aires and bears down there. I'd never had any er-
rands down'in Wall street before, though Ihad heard

-
of;it and knew where it was. WelL'we had to get
up at 8 o'clock. Iwas most dea_d because we'd been
outvto supper the night before withMr. Barton Ford-
ham Jones, and the powder on my nose would show
in the daytime.. But-I looked lovely under a blue
spotted veil—itis so hard arranging the spots so they
won't .get \in your eyes or under your nose. Well,
Willy,Harris arranged us in the automobiles. We did
look lovely.-; never, saw "so much beauty together ia
my lifebefore," but lots of the girls was much grander'
fixed up than Iwas.,And the *

one on",the seat next
me, one;of the "Purple-Stars,'* could talk so much r\

fasterlthan me;l just gave her a walkover. We just
-went"spinning down Broadway, and everybody, stood
stillto gaze at us. Some was rooted to the spot,' and.
lots of the girls seemed to know fellows along the ad-

;\u25a0 miring]populace, but
'
I;didn't see nobody Iknew.

Anyway, we had lots;of jokes among ourselves. The
spear carrier.'on"the:other side ofme kept singing her
chorus* about "A{potentate jrihim you see."

"See that old lobster there on the corner,** say3one
;of the r'Purple^Stars." ;"He hasn't a single hair on hiaf*-
Jiead,- and his- wife-wonYlet him.wcara wig, because
"she's afraid It'll;make him:frivolous.**:. a
i.':Then 'cveryboidyi talkeid; at once. .."Good for 'you,

;little/chafobr;.take another corner like that and theyTl
have" to identify!us by"-—\ "Ain't it cool and
nice"

" *
< "At '.'Atlantic City:they"- "Stop' your

noise, :Rbsie, you're always too talky*-—— **And
"when I,got "to Cleveland, you may strike me dead, if
some 'one hadn't blacked \u25a0my'shoes^ for :me"—— "Is
that -Maxie?:Of course^ it isr-doesn't, he look like a
little'bandbox 'this '.-Lmorning... It. isn't?. Who isiji
then, Smarty?".** Why;,that's Bat 'Nelson; 'my sister
knew -him; before he -went on the pugilistic stage.**"
(Your hatpin' is caught my•veil"—— , "Move over,

you're*:, a-.*.'-;,regular* crowd*—
—

"Tonight at 6
o'clock" .*

-
"If'he doesn't forget"——" **Look at

that fold jay, almost ]got;run over;,somebody at home
would^missihim"-^— ."No,it goes Tra-la-la-la-la-la-1

la'-tra-laya'.*^^- ."She had, the audacity: to walk right
into:my flat"-1

—
\"Oh,he*s a -mutt;.and everybody

knowsjit"-r—"He donV*—
—

"." ,V/ ,
v

;"Now,"girls," says
*
Willy':Harris, turning around

and talking 'through a^megaphone;' "you must remem-
ber-jibout theipoor; littlenewsboys what*this benefit's
given;for,Vand*you just make every man you see, buy
a ticket-—no"introductions heeded.?

(To Be Continued "Next- Saadaj^i

them. IknewIhad to act. I
acted like a peach, Iacted like a lemon

—
and th&

hotise rose at me.
Where is Fritzi Scheff now? Ijust had to go

on
—they kept calling for me, and reporters was at.

the stage entrance asking what my name was. .I
wasn't even billed. But thank heaven for that prac-
tice night in "the Oven" inmy cheese cloth wrapper.
For Miss Wyncote had to have a doctor, and Grand-
court watched me sulky from the wings in her white
dress that the audience hadn't seen, and Iwent right
on with the part. Then the curtain .went down, and
every one crowded around me, and the owner says,

"You're the hit of the piece
—

you've savedthe show.
Tomorrow your name goes on the bills." And the
star says, "Bully for you, Higgins," and Mr. Smith
eaya, "I suppose you won't speak to me now."
Then a boy came with a telegram, andItore it open
right there, and it said, "Your mother is all"right.
Jim." Then Ibegan to laugh and cry, too, and^Molly
got me away. Iwent in to Miss Wyncote and says,
"Icouldn't help it, really," and she kissed me and
cays, "It wasn't your fault, child." She's such a
good fellow, after all. :

~* K;
Then two men, whom Mollyknew, wanted to be

introduced. They was fine looking. One of them
had on the gladdest kind of an evening shell. "Where
will you have supper, Miss Higgins?" says he.

"Oh, Sherry's," said I, with my nose in the. air,
because Iwas kidding.

Bet we got into his automobile, and would any
ose believe it? We went to Sherry's! Honest! It
seems a very quiet sort of slow place. Not much

"Perhaps you think I'm used to this,",says I, as
the champagne was brought on. "But I've been a
chorus girl ever since last February and this is the

\u25ba £rst time I've seen anything set before me that looked
any littlebit like lobster. I'mmore used to hamburg
steak. And as for those silly bubbles," says L. "cut
it out for me. I'm going to have my mother here
next week and I'm not used to it."

BUCKING THE LINE.
September 14

—
Well, here Iam, livingin a grand

new a-partment on the west side. Gee, how many
babies they is out here! Ifall over their buggies in
the hall every timeIcome home at night Mollyand
Hart^vell and Lovell and me has it together. There
are three rooms and a bath in this a-partment, and
the nanrffe of the house is "the Violet" We pay $40
a month rent, and the gas stoves goes with the
a-partment There's a window ineach of the rooms,'
end Hartwell sleeps on a coach In the kitchen, on
the side where the dumb waiter is. Lovell wouldn't
She said she'd rather .buy boards from a carpenter-
he wouldn't charge much

—
and put them across the

bathtub and sleep on that But we wouldn't let her.
She tried it one night It seemed so unromantic to

have Lovell sleeping on a bathtub, talking about "You
may meet me in^he conservatory, Ferdinand," inher
sleep, with all her Marie CorellP books on the" shelf
above her head. Idolike a good comfortable bed,
like I've got now. It makes a girl feel real indepen-
dent again. It helps her career. Of course, after
my great success they raised my divvy, so nowIget
$20 per. My,how Idid grab those newspapers the
next morningl The Sun said a few dignified joshes

ND there Iwas singing "There's
many a peach on Fifth avenoo,
but never a lemon there."
Ijust;flew at the song. I

choked it, Ibamboozled it,"I
patted it around, Ithrew -it at

about the time the'first snow falls. And Ilikejkid-
ding(and Ilike good things to eat, butcut out "the
sentiment,", says I, just like that/ I'm' tired of Mr.
Bowsox. He ain't near such a perfect gentleman .'as
Mr.Barton-Ford' ham -Jones ,but Mr. Jones don't say
a- word about. hjs -sisters. They're .mentioned •*>in
Vogue, sometimes twice a month.

September 20—I've got" a new chiffon . boa- with*
black velvet loops in"it. Iwore it along, the;Rialto
yesterday and ;who should" meet me but the owner .of
the "Babes— and

'
lie -noticed me., Of course hp. never,

tips his hat. "Well,Mm," he says, "you certainly are
growing to be a good looker. Keep: it up;«keep, it:
up."- y' \u25a0;-; ;..:_- \u25a0'•\u25a0"•\u25a0'.•*\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0_ :" " - :.
:."Keep what up?" says I, chewing \my gum .hard.

'

"Keep up the licks," he says. "You just danfeej and
do your littleactinia s hard as you can, Minnie,;and ,
next show Iget I'll-give you a better, part."

\u25a0\u25a0: "How much -a week?" says I, quick like that, for
Iguessl know my own worth, and ;l'm not going to
be flim-flammed, but'he just; laughed at- somebody.:
and whistled .to-hirt and 'went; on. ;

*

„
This job.is getting easy. -Nothing to dov.but;act at:

night and have a'good^time.wheh you can raise it,and;
sleep late mornings and; wash'

!
-out things and clean

them -with'gasolene. -
September,; 2i-^-Lovell is~ crushed ;on a

*
man that

she's' only met.once: Yesterday morning lshe cried:
tw6\hours,:by^our i clock. -"Oh, dry up," I^told her/
"I?wouldn't be such a ninny. ;Why, \you*may ;never .
see him a gain?at; all.""^ .; / \u25a0

-
"I'know:it,",.she says, and:cried 'harder 'ever.

face; willswell up,. and~if he \ comes :tonight',
he'll thinksyou're a.'dodo bird,"^ says Molly.
"I know it,"-Lovell;Vaid,i and n;flowed[j-her-- tears

tillIcould on our "only rug^ ;Our'}
remarks \ didn't,seem^to^co'ns^oje^^^;^^:^.-;.^ ?\

of^being^a^beautifui: chorus girl," :
she s^aid, "if no one \u25a0proposes to me?"

'
>'. »v»

v••.
GeeyVthat gave;rne :a start. .I^never thought about

proposals ought- to]getVjoblot
s6meWwfan'd^s"pielfab6utlthemi outtloud- before Itheii
press agent Idon t know. The.only proposalvl!ever.

got wasiJim s,;and . that don t count, ( anyway, -. and§l*.\

feel:knocked^siU^^^^^niel^^l :thinkfaboutlit^B^^
belp my «*reer any—perhap* Mr. Bowiox would do.

;\u25a0 September -22—-When Mr. Bowsox rang 'me up on
the- 'phone yesterday afternoon— there's a telephone
at "the Violet"—and asked me to go to supper with

lh\m' last:night,"I
'
let;him take me. When we were

\u25a0 eating our,oysters and^ every one was looking at us—
v;L.looked; better than usual—lspoke.
V."Mr.\Bowsox,"-! began, "sometimes ;you've ;called

:Tme":hard and cojd,Vsometimes without; sentiment .1
-have been fooling yotH-I-have a heart."

"Ithought you was all rigged to run for Sweeney,"
he ;began."

"Sweeney?" says I. "His name is "Jones."/ "

;;: -"Good -gracious, Minnie,",, he -says, "Sweeney i3
s race track ? talk:for .the guy the dead "ones 'trudge', for.
jNow.you've given yourself away."

. \u25a0 'No,";Isays, "whatever your thoughts, 'tis you •\u25a0 for
yfho^lreally care." \u25a0

-
:^ -. , \u25a0 / ' ,

4 "Thank -you," says he, after a minute, "Ihave ex-
actly;$2,500 a year .besides what;Imake off;the race-
track. -"*Last month the boy ;Ibet on just got off and
peddled- matches. ,"Do you think you could

*
stand for

\u25a0~it?",.v; _\u25a0 -_\u25a0;\u25a0 •/'-/' "''.. *".-:- '•\u25a0
:v"l'mnot:v"l'mnot stringing you,"Isays. "But,after all, you

don't.care^for^ me."- I'd;learned*a ,hew; trick, arid I
'did it.:•''.\u25a0; lt'sf.to'.tnake• your face ias sad "aHd^arjaway
as home" on" a wet~ night ,1: was; afraid 'after all .he"
was "going "to 'give it)to me where :Fanny wears the

? fichu."'But •not yet.V . . ": . " -, -
'\u25a0..->'-

; says," "you're;a. scrap' of;a thing.^ab'out:
iaVhigas a Chihuahua dog, andIcan carry four meni-
rbers>pf the Fatman^Siclub and a,bale of ;hay in my
?sa^lelbag,VahdUhe^putrdbwn(f6ur 'furlongs;quicker,
than a tcan:> reach? from theT gallery.; to
jstagei^ Airalorigfrve'had'mylbet^downson you,;*and
you surely, can go sorrieV YouNdon't mean to say you're. thinking" of giving -up the Jrace" and ;becoming^-a—

'

.wife'tojahybody.'do you?" //,
?'-\u25a0-» "NotijtoVany";oneiwho Hasn't,; asked -me,": I:said:
My,'but it,was; hard ,,work. ,: -'< -:? .: : :.\u25a0•..; ..- '
"^"lydidn't v know ? you was '. howlirigc for:seventeen

•hours of J slumber/' *he Jbegari* again, i "I
'\u25a0.thought iyou were'\ fixed5 to run for\the" end fbook, so
'fajt^sjthetmatrimp^^ Do
"you Veally^wahtto^ wearJmyTcolqrsTimy^dear?"; .

'

; i i:-
-

• •_..... .f/.•'-;)
.iHeigheeked^alMaround the^caffeeYand^theriiback^at;

:_meV: -'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0•;:• - '.; ::
*

.;\u25a0.;':- \'- '\u25a0'.'•"\u25a0
'
l\u25a0\u25a0"^/ r r̂.---- }-:'.'::'.'\u25a0. V, -'

.'\u25a0 ;,*- f
\u25a0"', /'This -isn't.rio^ place in which-to 'propose,", said;he. ~;
Al|September^ 2Sf-M<r.vBowsox called ;":me "up; again;
today^':"Can't^ you.propose, by

'

telephone/j'dear ?'fv 1
iSks,*and-ithen' he told me to stop^my; kidding, -,-hcan't
[understand|mcsJat^iUiol|?ironld^'t itryJto)make • Mr.\u25a0':
Jone«Tpropo«eMl(iimTw>lthankfnlif ofIhii"-friendabii>.V

and then called me "ah unknown chorus girl." Gee,
and that's fame 1 But it

-
said it guessed the jjshow

"would draw thejisual Broadway/crowd." The re-
porter on the Telegram —Mollyrsays I.must' call 'em
dramatic criticks

—
well, his 'name is Rosenfeldt, :and

he knows Miss Wyncote, ami he said tlje piece "went
as well, as could be expected after" her unfortunate
disposition"— (it was a misprint, Iguess)

—
"but up

to that point
'

The Babes inWoodland' was a crashing
big success, one of the- hits of the season, in jwhich
successful comedies had been more than usually sue!
cessful." And then he said, "The chorus- girl named
Higgins certainly made good in the 'New

(
York

Peaches.'." Ibought five copies of that,and sent it
to Paris

—
Ohio. But then Iread another "one, and

\u25a0
- -

bought six of it, though Iwas dead broke, because
that critick said: "Here we have a new sensation— a
chorus girl who seems to knowv how to act. Her
voice is good as wellas her dancing, and we prophesy
before many years that she willbe growing star size."
But the rest of them just said my name was Higgins.

Every day I'm expecting a manager to seek me
out to ask me willIstar. Then we moved from' "the
Oven", to "the Violet." Hartwell said we might just
as well move ina cab, as itwouldn't cost any more
than an express wagon. So we got a two seated hack
and carried our things downstairs./ The cat was on
the fire escape looking in, so we left her what she
had left us of our hamburg steak. Hartwell carried
the oilstove and a paper bag of potatoes and one end
of her trunk and Icarried the other end and my win-
ter cloak under one arm, and a bunch of newspapers
and aVpicture of our star he gave me with his name
signed, and two bottles, and a package of jelly pud-
dings, and a fellow put his head out of a door and
called out, "Going, girls?" and ,Molly says, "Sorry,
but we must leave you

—
we've got a^raise."

-
, .

"Oh, must you go?" says he.
&OVED INTO THE VIOLET

"Since you feel so bad," Isang out, over my shoul-
der, "you might as wellpitch in and help, you'll never
have another chance," and he did. So we moVed that
day, and here at "the Violet"-itis. cooler. Mamma
says v she'll come just as soon as she's sure we have
room for her, but Itold her about the bathtub, of
course, just as a josh, but it scared her out. Well,
the next day Miss Wyncote was all recovered, look-
ing very .pale and "very dignified, and could do;"her
part, only they kept me on to jollyup things in "The
Peaches," so Iact in it every night, and I'm the un-
derstudy instead of Grandcourt, and she gave up her
white dress, but she comes out. and dances with me
in "The Pickaninnies." Gee, brit I'm glad Iain't'-her
gall. A weekly paper came out and" saiti the whole
show was a shine except Minnie Higgins, who acts in
"The Peaches," but no one in our show mentions
that ar-tickle—at all. . .< C7V

September 16
—

Mr. Barton Fordham Jones— he's
the one who took me to Sherry's— says I've got real
brains. Isaid Iwish he'd pass the word along to
the managers.. September 17—

He laughs at everything Isay.
September 18r-He was in that same seat again. last

night.
September 19—Mr. Bowsox took me to supper last

night. "Now,Mr. Bowsox," says I,'."l've known you
four or five months, andyou're always talking about
introducing me to your sisters. Trot 'em. out," I
says. "Trot 'em out or stop the guff. Idon't feel
myself at all below anybody's sister/ says. l:\u25a0-.'"•

"You're.not," says he, "but you're so cold, and
hard, so cold," says he. \u25a0,

', "Not at ail," says I. "Inever get cold until long


