“Some day | expect to see the sanitarium wagons chasing along Broadway like the old dos catcher- did.
netting Percy, the Millionaire’s Son here and there and rushing aim away to safety.”

dopyright, 1911, by American-Examiner.

Great Britaln Righta Resarved

i1
seaNmawywe¥

'3 Lo

t--vtlnsi‘

“Times Have Changed,”

Miss Young. “Once It Was
Forgiveness and Wealth

Ever After! Now It's the Sani-

tarium for Him and a
Decree for Her!---Papa
Has Grown Wise!”

marrying millioneires’ =20ms was

6 lucralive ome for the gifted
and beouliful cherua girl. Weslih, be-
gond the dreams of avarice, automo-
. iler, yarhis and residencez obroad were
fheire afier the first painful shock of en-
counter with thelr husbend's fomily.
wee oper.,

But gradually o greal changs has
coma over (his industry. | Sun, instead
of forpivencagy and an lﬂ-:rsase:fl n!I‘ou«
ance, grite a free ficket to @ sanifarium
and & businesslike sialement that his
divorce will be secured without delay!
Daughicr-in-igmw, instesd of o share of
the millionz and a irip to goy Poris, is

By Sue Young
THI)-'GS hsve changed so!

TE.\‘ yearz ago ihe pccupolion of

Ahove my corner of the dressing i
ble in our cave at the Casing, some-
or;ize?r;e_idr ~Hesris nothing 'I-: ou}ght
to bpe 2 padiock. That stands for what
millionaires do (o thelr sens who marTy
a jadles!™
uz'lsﬁz?galtmra chunged 20! Papas have
wn =0 stern and cruel. 1 wa{n to Warn
el e¢horus girls now that there’s uo_‘.hmﬁ
tn it any more, Tea yexrs ago—well, it
= nb
“ﬁ'szﬂnﬂiﬁwmm te Mr. Dillon "u= chd::t;s
giris ean't afford 1o waste .tim& 1::-“' w.'.h
daffydillles and millionatres” gons" [ wrote
h.
th; E:;‘w a milllonalre’s son last Wiater.
T'm going to he Teal fraxk. 1 really Iuvet'i
him. but hls father cut up awful. Ha2 .um.l'.
“If you don't siay sWwary from that g_irl il
throw you out of the house! And 1_'11 geo
that you con't come baskl And ]-!_Itﬂ.l
the butler to kick you out If you try!

And that crusl father would have done
body, marybe props, bhss chall:ex_i in b-l.a::k
letiers on the whitewashed bricks, “Nut
Dl;i:nn-gl:l.d and sorrr It's thers. Glad, be
cause it is a conslant warning to us girls
act to let our hearis run away with our
brains. Sorry, becausa it shows things
HAVE changad so!

Whenever | or any of the girls who come
o sea me look at that biack elgn, "Nut
Dillon,” we stop and think it over. 1 had
a narrow escape and 1 put down my Tab-
bit's foot and pRt my shoulder threa or
four times while I'm msking up.

Maizic Delounp, my partoer, sald last
night after I'd done it: “Sue, you've lefit
some rouge oa your shoulfer; but, of
course, you don't mind, for It's the shape
it. We both knew it Ten years &go he
wouldn't have kept up kKicking, but now
be wounld.

The boy was in coliege ané kls father
wonld bave taken him out Ho would bave
turned hlm Iato the street wifhout a dol-
lar, thongh hHe ownz 5 milllon dollars
worts of New York stores. So we= stopped
geelng each other. What else was there to

-

Afight have Seen happy Just on Jove?
That's all rot—jove doesn't pey Earfare.
| don’t belisve a girl from & rich family
who ren swey with a poor man was ever
kappy. She probably wss for a time, but
when the novelty of hsving a haaband
wore off—and it doesm't last long when
there isn't any money—why, then, all the
things that gird hae had for the asking =il
her life and didn't have then, came up and
made her bungry. Ther'd become & habit,
Tou B2,

handed o divorce dzoree ond o free
ticket fo Hobbken or Hariem.

So 6 few doys ago young Julion
Irillon, ron of Johs Dilion, New York de-
paripsient store millionsire, announced
ikat ke hed married, after @ vigorous
pursuit, Misz Sue Young, o fair member
of the chorus of the “Kiss Wallz” Jm-
mediaicly young Mr. Dillon was piolently
taken inic custody dy his father, and is
0w eafeiy awdy B aome retreal.

Byt Miss Suc Young indigmanily de-
nies that she cver wos or oulé de g0
carciese ga o morry young Dillon,

Here she describes Ihe decedence of o
once iuorative profession, and sounds g
warning fo her gisiers thot things have
changed

—_—

“He made his will in

my favor,” says Vida
Whitmore, “and all \
he had to leave was
debts.” THIS is Miss
Whitmore thinking

over man's deceit,

™M

Now, it fg tha same way with a charus
zirl Ehe doesn’t make mtich money. But
the’s entertained & lot. She has sutomo-
blle rides, and fine dinners, and good
wines, and jewsls, Affer & while she
thinks she can't get along without thase
things. Thay get into her hiood. And sha
can't! If ghe does she's unhappy. Love
can't fill thelr plece. And it's the sams
wiy with a millionalre’s son,

And so 1 gave him up, even though It
was hard, We quit seeing each other.

After that. along came this mutt. That's
what the giris <all the fellows they don't
llke. When they do like them they call
them “kiddos.”

I met Joe Dillon at Churchill's one night,
I was there with some frisnds and they
introduced us. He took me to dinner three
or four times. After a while he told me
that 1 was the girl he was in Jove with.
He asked me if I would marry him.

“Will ryour father forgive vou?™
1 asked,

“Sure.” he said.

*“Never, pever!™ [ answered
“Fathers aren't llke that any meore
1 wouldn't take a chance with any
milliopairs’s son unless his father
asked me You'd soon be In a
sanitartum.”

The next day was Sunday, and ha
aaked ma to go out motoring. Thers
ware some bors 1 knew and I took
along Russie—she's g friend 1 tised

Listen to This Chorus from

the Mourners’ Corner:

6 Y husband has been stolen from me—That's the word, stolen.
When my hushand told his mullionaire father that he had married
me he said, ‘You're crazy.’ and had him locked up i a sani-

tarium, It was the first time Roy had been called crazy! [ leave it to aay

one who knows me—even those who have seen my photograph—whether a

man would have to be crazy to marry mel™ _

: Mr. Roy Pierce, formedy “Lady Betty”™ Chspman.
¢6I'M through! [ guess George tried hard enough to eam a fiving but it
isa't in him. The lving-making stuff is left out*of milionaires’ sons.

ever
by a millionaire. 1If he'd been of good middle class stock
able to care for me. The very

out. We were mamed and tried chicken ranching. We 't
go. | went back to the music hall stage to support Hady and me. sent
him back to an asylum. .l'mthmug'h. Millions are stronger than maids, espe-
cially merry, merry maids.”

dollar pear] necklace in their place. That necklace was a dream. So are

mallionaires’ sons, now."™

- g

Mrs. Mandeville de Marigny Hall, formerly Vida Whitmore.

living for us both. [ cooked our meals on a gas stove and washed our smail
pieces and hung them on a window pane to dry. | tried living on half of seven
dollars a2 week. And I'm back on the stage where all gitls who many million-
aires' ‘sons are hable to find themselves.

‘ £ aire’s sonas”
w2 ; Says Miss Sue : D
i money- can forgve 1om for
| Miss Young. “Pa- mother-in-law and she my
: £ . - ; u
" on has too Tmsfalhtrwwtmlmﬂl:_ we might be happy yet.
; "'-"! "

1o go to school with in Washington—as &
chaperon. We never got to Boston
When we reached New Haven Dillon
insisted wupon getting married. L
*as disgusted, and mald: “Wakk a
few days.” He sald: “No, now's 1hs
time.” Wewent around the town tr¥ing o
fine a Justice of the Peace. ['m o thank
ful to those boys because they (ried sot

“to find & J. P. It got late and Russie and 1

went to a hotel and the boys went out and
stayed with some Yale pals. Next morn-
ing Dillon called ma up and I ssked him
if he wasn't glad he wasn't married, and he
sald fo. But then I'd gottsn my jdeas back
again-and it was all off that tlme, =
Firet thin [ %new [ heard aboat his sister
Adrienne and some college boy iriends try-
ing to kidnap him in an austo while he was
waiting for me at the thenire. Then his
house called yp and asked if T knew Joe
bed broken his engegement with a nice
girl for me., Then [ saw he had announced

_he was married to me and that his father

had put him swsy in & sanitarfum. Then
1 sald: ~Sue, you wers dead right. The
eld days have gone. What can & poor
chorus girl de sgainst papa's new Idea, his
millions apd his sanitarium friendzs? So
1't0ld Joseph's folks to be sure to kesp
their boy at home, or I'd have him put
sway myasell

My dears! What an escaps! To think
that just for the foolich idea of “belng
game” I'd have married him &t New Ha-

was go persistent. Tle trouble
with go many of us is that nobody stops to
think. Why, sll the girls have to do is t:‘
stop dreaming for & minuie u'nd think, ar.
it thay can't think, remember!

Ten years ago it was so different—yes,
five years ago. But since then there's only
one marriage that's turned out well, and
that. they say, basa't been 50 Very happy.
ith Kelly's with Frank Gould
Oh, yes, and the girl from “!{an‘un" who
married Secretary of State Knpox's son. 1
believe that's all right. But two s'ﬂtllﬂ‘:t
dou't make & Summer, and that len't
enpugh encouragement to maks us think
things are the same old way sgain,

There's Florence Huber. Poor Flo! She
married & fellow sbe met in the lobby. He
was Tommy Maznville. He came up to her

or a matlnee and said: *1 lke your
ooks” And she answerad:! “And I lika
,c.m-,,“ That was the begianing. In two
days they were married. But what hap

ened in about ten days, when his dad,
“sghestos King" Manville came back from
Eargpe? ~Wait bere, dear, tifl I get fath-
ar’s consent,” said hubby. And Flo walted
ane¢ waited for & week. The Mtle dove-
cote on Riverside Drive was given up, be-
cepze thers wasn't any money to pay the
renit and father wouldn't come scross,
¥ioesle 1+ left to weep, and Tommy, hyp-
notized by pepa, says he's willing to di-
yorea the girl he married last June.

And Mas Murray. Every time a girl
ssalp her head whir]l around when a fellow
gives ber the soft talk ghe gught to sit in
a corper gand 20k at the wall and think of
poor Mae. Ana Mae Was cut of tha chorus
and dolng show girl stunts when she met
Willie Schwenker, son of the New York
millionaire. And now the giris call ber
Mrs. Silly Billy, for, thoigh sh ar-
ried & mwillicnafre's son, father was nEY
and Mzae2 had to do the famlly washing and
cook their meals oo a gas stove, and the
two of them lived on §7 a week he earned
as 2 chauffeur. And hia fatber a million-
aire ten times over! Did she quit? She
did.

But that’s not all. Look at Edna Loltus!
One of the prettiest girla that sver walked
Broadway, She got engaged to Harry
Rhelnstrom, son of an awfnily rich Cin-
cinnst] distillar, and his ms got scared be_
cause ha'd spenl 10,000 dollars In presents
for Edna, though she was a milliconiress
herself, and chased him off to s sanila
rium  Fine for thess milllonaires, isn’t §t7
Making out thelr. own braln and blood sre
craxy. Wonder {f the doctors ever find
out the boys Inherited it from pop?

Then Edna got him loose and they trisd

van! Ha

the simpls life and making
{ndependently on s chicken
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Ther say she Jiitel a baron, ome of

Rothschilds, tarnoymmmt:
Milllionaire F. Clay Plerce, of the Standard
Ol Company. She married him, good and
fast, but what has bHecome of pratiy Bes-
sia ¥ bounced, down and out! Hig
father sald to Roy when he ssked for
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oitatha moitimil).
McCurdy died, and sil that, what
dad do Jor Qeorge? Took h.:‘!ntn &g
home, took care of her, lst ber ornament
the hearthzide? Numnno! George
pratended ¢ take carbolle acld In his fath.
er's offics, father wouldn't relent. Not
:i“llk He ;:!d: “You've got your choraas

rl; kse~ her; bu* you
wirt; | Fou won't get anything

Weil, Beasfs not heine =¢ -
take In washing and Geﬂl';:m:otum'm <
ont at giving her three square megts adu
she bad to shuffle off the marTings hmu.l{.'
Ske's threatening to sus her fatherin.law
for allenation of something ..Anyw"
ths—"re not together. It's one grand bust up,

Ani there's Vida Whitmora Poor, d:.p;»
Vida'! Yon must have heen asleap if
didn't Bear about the bad deal she Lo
She marrled Mandaville do Marteny 1;:1::
sor of a fahulously werlthy Naw Yarker
and cousin of Dukeof Villanbrosa Wha
did she get® All her lovely diamands andt
rubies fn pawn. A suit for be
causs Hajl was in suchll!uw;'tomrry
her he compietely forgot he wae still man
ried to somehody else. O, dear!

chdaylarnsctmmthenmtmm
ragons ‘hasing along Broadwsay lke the
old dog eatchers dld, notting Percy, the
miilionalre’s son, bere and there and rush.
ing them away to safety. We won't cars,
They're & nulsante—now papy has diseop
ercd the padded cell

“Why, son, why did you marry her™

“1 was just crazy over her, dear papal”

“And you're still erazy, sont*™

1 ! Down

m}:{ﬂ;:g‘ Ding X Eoes the curtain ay

Nevermore—ihe sketch s played outl
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