of yarn for hig grandmother to wind into a ball.

But when H came on, “The Mustard” suddenly
Sat up straight. H was the happy alphabetical prog-
nosticator of Winona Cherry, in Character Songs
and Impersonations.

There were scarcely more than two bites to
Cherry; but she delivered the merchandise tied with
a pink cord and charged to the old man’s account.
She first showed you a deliciously dewy and
ginghamy country girl with a basket of property
daisies who informed you ingenuously that there
Were other things to be learned at the old log school-
hous‘e besides cipherin’ and nouns, especially ‘“When
the Teach-er Kept Me In.” Vanishing, with a quick
flirt of gingham apron strings, she reappeared in
considerably less than a ‘“trice” as a fiuffy
“Parisienne”—so near does Art bring the old red mill
to the Moulin Rouge. And then—
~ But you know the rest. And so did Bob Hart;
but he saw something else. He thought he saw that
Cherry was the only professional on the short order
Stage that he had seen who seemed exactly to fit the
bart of “Helen Grimes” in the sketch he had written
and kept tucked away in the tray of his trunk. Of
course Bob Hart, as well as every other normal actor,
grocer, mewspaper man, professor, curb broker. and
farmer, has a play tucked away somewhere. They
tuck ’em in trays of trunks, trunks of trees, desks,
haym.OW'S, pigeon-holes, inside pockets, safe-deposit
vaults, bandboxes, and coal cellars, waiting for Mr.
F}‘Ohln'an to call. They belong among the fifty-seven
different kinds. :

UT Bob Hart’s sketch was not to end in a pickle
Jar. He called it “Mice Will Play.” He
had kept it quiet and hidden away ever siuce he
Wrote it, waiting to find a partner who fitted his
Conception of “Helen Grimes.” And here was
Helen” herself, with all the innocent abandon, the
Youth, the sprightliness, and the flawless stage art
that his critical taste demanded.
_ After the act was over Hart found the manager
In the bhox pffice, and got Cherry’s address. At five
the next afternoon he called at the musty old house
I the West Forties and sent up his professional card.

BY daylight, in a secular shirtwaist and plain voile
Skirt, with her hair curbed and her Sister of Charity
€¥es, Winona Cherry might have been playing the
bart of Prudence ‘Wise, the deacon’s daughter, in
the 8reat (unwritten) New England drama not yet
entitled anything. ;

“T know your act, Mr. Hart,” she said, after she
hﬁd looked over his card carefully. “What did you
Wish to see me about?”

‘:I saw you work last night,” said Hart. “I’ve
Written a sketch that I've been saving up. It's for
tWo; and 1 think you can do the other part. I
thought 17q see you about it.” -

“Come in the parlour,” said Miss Cherry. “I've
b.een Wishing for something of the sort. I think I'd
like to act instead of doing turns.”

Bob Hart drew his cherished ‘Mice Will Play”
from his pocket, and read it to her.

“Read it again, please,” said Miss Cherry.

And then she pointed out to him clearly how it
Could be improved by introducing a messenger
l.nS‘tead of a telephone call, and cutting the dialogue
Just before the climax while they were struggling
for the pistol, and by completely changing ths lines
Md business of Helen Grimes at the point where

er jealousy overcomes her. Hart yielded to all

€T strictures without argument. She had at once
DUt;h?r finger on the sketch’s weaker points. That
Was her woman’s intuition that he had lacked. At
t.he end of their talk Hart was willing to stake the
u gment, experience, and savings of his four years
f’f Vaudeville that “Mice Will Play” would bigssom
ln'_to @ perennial flower in the garden of the circuits.

S Cherry was slower to decide. After many
ﬁgckerings of her smooth young brow and tappings

her small, white teeth with the end of a lead
De‘rrxe‘il, she gave out her dictum.
13 . Hart, said she, “I believe your sketch is going
ablzwm out. That Grimes part fits me like a shrink-
laue flannel after its first trip to a handless hand
of fégry. I can make it stand out like the colonel
Bay © Forty-fourth Regiment at a Little Mother’s
- A4r.  And I've seen you work. I know what you

1 do with the other part. But business is business.

OW much do you get a week for the stunt you

o now 9
a ‘.‘TWO handred,” answered Hart.
abolﬁtget one hundred for mine,” said Cherry. “Th%t's
BR the natural discount for a woman. But T live
o6 and put a few simoleons every week under the

S€ brick in the old kitchen hearth. The stage is
ettrlght' ‘I Tove it; but there’s something else I love

fr—that’s a little country home some day with

afy'm()u-th' Rack chickens and six ducks wandering
-Ound the yard. 5

THE COURIER.

“Now, let me tell you, Mr. Hart, I. am. strictly
business. If you want me to play the opposiie part
in your sketch, I’'ll do it. And I believe we can
make it go. And there’s something else I want to
say—there’s mo nonsense in my make-up; I'm on
the level, and I’'m on the stage for what it pays me,
just as other girls work in stores and offices. I'm
going to save my money to keep me when I’m past
doing my stunts. No Old Ladies’ Home or Retreat
for Imprudent Actresses for me.

“If you want me to make this a business partner-
ship, Mr. Hart, with all nonsense cut out of it, I'm
in on it. I know something about vaudeville teams
in general; but this would have to be one in par-
ticular. I want you to know that I'm on the stage
for what I can cart away from it every day in a little
manila envelope with nicotine stains on it, where
the cashier has licked the flap. It’s kind of a hobby
of mine to want to cravenette myself ‘for plenty of
rainy days in the future. I want you to know just
how I am. I don’t know what an all-night restaurant
looks like; I drink only weak tea; I never spoke to
a man at a stage entrance in my life, and I've got
money in five savings banks.”

‘“Miss Cherry,” said Bob Hart, in his smooth,
serious tones, “you’re in on your own terms. I've
got ‘strictly business’ pasted in my hat and stenciled
on my makeup box. When I dream of nights I
always see a five-room bungalow on the north shore
of Long Island, with a Jap cooking clam broth and
duckling in the kitchen, and me with the title deeds
to the place in my pongee coat pocket, swinging In
a hammock on the side porch, reading Stanley’s
‘Explorations into Africa.” And nobody gelse around.
You mever was interested in Africa, was you, Miss
Cherry?” :

‘“Not amy,” said Cherry. “What I'm going to do
with my money is to bank it. You can get four
per cent. on deposits. Even at the salary I've been
earning, I've figured out that in ten years I'd have
an income of about $50 a month just from the interest
alone. Well, I might invest some of the principal
in a little business—say, trimming ‘hats or a beauty
parlour, and make more.”

“Well,” said Hart, “you’ve got the proper idea
all right, all right, anyhow. There are mighty few
actors that amount to anything at all who couldn’t
fix themselves for the wet days to come if they’d
save their money instead of blowing it. I'm glad
you’ve got the correct business idea of it, Miss
Cherry. I think the same way; and I believe this
sketch will more than double what both of us earn
now when we get it shaped up.”

The subsequent history of “Mice Will Play” is the
history of all successful writings for the stage.
Hart & Cherry cut it, pieced it, remodeled it, per-
formed surgical operations on the dialogue and busi-
ness, changed the lines, restored ’em, added more,
cut ’em out, renamed it, gave it back the old name,
rewrote it, substituted a dagger for the pistol, re-
stored the pistol—put the sketch through all the

Cherry’s bullet, instead of hitting the disk, went
y into .BQb'.'Hal"’t’s neck.

;~—

She reappeared as a Fluffy Parisienne.

known processes of condensation and improvement.

They rehearsed it by the old-fashioned boarding-
house clock in the rarely used parlour until its warn-
ing click at five minutes to the hour would occur
every time exactly half a second before thz click
of the unloaded revolver that Helen Grimes used
in rehearsing the thrilling climax to the sketch.

YES, that was a thriller and a fine piece of work.
In the act a real 32-calibre revolver was
used loaded with a real cartridge.  Helen Grimes,
who is a Western girl of decidedly Buffalo Billish
skill and daring, is tempestuously in love with Frank
Desmond, the private secretary and confidential
prospective son-in-law of her father, “Arapahoe”
Grimes, quarter-million-dollar cattle king, owning a
ranch that, judging by the scenery, is in either the
Bad Lands or Amagansett, L. I. Desmond (in private
life Mr. Bob Hart) wears puttees and Meadow Brook
Hunt riding trousers, and gives his address as New
York, leaving you to wonder why he comes to the
Bad Lands or Amagansett (as the case may be) and
at the same time to mildly conjecture why a cattle-
man should want puttees about his ranch with a
secretary in ’em.

Well, anyhow, you know as well as I do that we
all like that kind of play whether we admit it or
not—something along in between ‘“Bluebeard, Jr.,”
and “Cymbeline” played in the Russian.

There were only two parts and a half in “Mice
Will Play.” Hart and ‘Cherry were the two, of
course; and the half was a minor part always played
by a stage hand, who merely came in once in a
Tuxedo coat and a pamic to announce that the house
was surrounded by Indians, and to turn down the
gas fire in the grate by the manager’s orders.

There was another girl in the sketch—a Fifth
Avenue society swelless—who was visiting the.ranch
and who had sirened Jack Valentine when he was
a wealthy clubman on lower Third Avenue before
he lost his money. This girl appeared on the stage
only in the photographic state—Jack had her Sarony
stuck up on the mantel of the Amagan—of the Bad
Lands droring-room. Helen was jealous, of course.

And now for the thriller. Old “Arapahoe” Grimes
dies of angina pectoris one night—so Helen informs
us in a stage-ferry+sboat whisper over the footlights—
while only his secretary was present. And that
same day he was known to have had $647,000 in
cash in' his (ranch) library just received for the
sale of a drove of beeves in the Bast (that accounts
for the prices we pay for steak!). The cash disap-
pears at the same time. Jack Valentine was the
only person with the ranchman when he made his
(alleged) croak.

“Gawd knows I love him; but if he has done this
deed—” you sabe, don’t you? And then there are
some mean things said about the Fifth Avenue Girl—
who doesn’t come on the stage—and can we blame
her, with the vaudeville trust holding down prices

(Continued on page 21.)



