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jjfï Mln.gi'-n Booth is e very beauti 
[ Ü »oui»n. ev en in Salvation drees attire.

iTtiuhe w.uil.i Iw in an evening drem 
I,, ,|ue»ti"ii her friends never tire of
J -^«Fuiivlnii.'. hut with little hope of ever 
I riorum.' the much desired picture.

-----------r----------- -s going for e little tour, and I'll introduce vented the
total- you to Lally Broughton in the morning, piece, 

f A million, and every Is that good enough T
‘ Quavers, you’re a brick !” cried the 

young man excitedly. “ If—--
“Ob, I know—if the devotion of a life

time, etc. IU take a whisky and soda 
instead, and then I’ll spin you a little 
yarn.”

e e e * e * *

syndicate that was running our

Mies Dulcet has thrown up her part 
and has left the theatre, Quavers,” cried 
the i

It is just three years ago (began the

“ We are just bust,” said Sparklebory. 
I rushed out I ran across the stage.
“ Wackles," I said hurriedly to the low 

comedian, “ we are done ! Dulcet has 
chucked us, and there is no understudy.” 

Please, sir,” cried little Lally Brough-

Eh kv
r* hvr 

l iliver. 
iJiMier*.

nun dkbut.

*. n- having their coffee after a

composer) that I made Lally Broughton’s ton, clutching my arm. “ Oh, please, 
(aqiMinttiyM mut» vary peculiar circum- Mr. Quavers, do give me a chance sir. 
-■ •' ' I’m letter perfect in the music and words,

and I know all the business, and I feel— 
I know I can pull you through.”

Lally Broughton did the trick, sir. We

My first comic opera had been ]
Ubor»te dinner—Quavers | *te*P**l ; the final rehearsal was on.

MT* began at 8. JO a. m., not done-not 
the composer, was the fashion, really done—till 10 o’clock that night, 

ghlü^t. lohn Oliver, known to hie and we went right through everything, rehearsed the last act She went through 

Mn.ii mil »v.|iiamuncee as Coaly, only cod a precious anxious time it was, 1 can the other three with the principals the 
iw mil twenty, was the eon and heir of tell you.

| at great 0*1 mine proprietor, Matthew
'liver.

■•W. 11, i Hiver, what do you want to get br.dy, and the ballet master had lost his 
U.^me' out with it. Come to the bead. The chorus master was 
I Ha: at unci'. V<*ur dinner was a good *»ri»g lunatic.

next morning, and in the evening we 
And everybody was down upon me, and sprang our new prima donna upon the 

the stage manager eras down on every- world of fashion.
That girl baa made my fortune, Oliver, 

like a|Fm to be married to her this day fort
night, added Mr. Quavers, with s smile. 

And the prims donna’s understudy hsd I think I should like you to be my best 
I just sent in a medical certificate—not man, because, you see, we are both in love 
that I cared very much about that, for with her.
Mies Dulcet, our sheet enchor, was in “ Quavers," replied Oliver after s panic,

“ I—I shall be delighted. You’re a lucky 
Just then a very curious incident hap- fellow."— C. J. Will» m St. Jamu Oaxette.

| inner.
""h. hung it, i.iuavers, you know 

■ B.ii t bent «limit the bush, my boy.
| Ityi.mincy ii » mi * chap like

«mt something, of course. 1 hope
M haven't been writing a sentimental „ . . „ , .

mil are wanting me to sot it Î” P—* A ^ ^
m -h. ,1 is not bld as I hat,’’ replied t”1 •oddenfr ,eU down m a heap at my . . MT V..UII. with B bluih .. I2Î2 feet. Waeklee sud I picked her up and World that she met an American in Pans

' ’ , y*; popped her into a property chair. The a few days ago who expressed great anxi-
5 " * -n.imenul matter. It to about ^ gjjg et, for the future of New York. If we

*° “ What’s the matter, my dear f’ mid don’t do something to make New York

Jeanet’e Gilder writes to the New York

| une -me 1 lake an interest in.
I io you about Lalage Broughton.”

'"h. ht.le Ully Broughton. What bee WaeWw* »hen *• came mo.<e attractive,” said he, we shall have
" * - ' *----- ” 'no millionaires there to spend theirènl'iiie ' Been making an am of your- 

*lt «id want your letters back, eh f*
I to herself.

“ Oh, Mr. Waeklee !” mid the giri-for money. They are over here in shoals.
_ ________ «JvL .. a . ■ A t _______J L*

"It isn’t 
'Hirer.

Quaver*," cried the young man ex- 
aedly, “ I want you to iotroduee me to 
kr. I I hang it, man, I worship the 
sty ;r-.und «he walks on, and I*ve sent 

I ksifueu and H ind banjos, and 1 have 
I to the tame test all through tile long 
I om of that new comic opera of yours, and 
! "HJ night I've tossed a floral tribute of 
!lomt' *»rt at her feet. And every night, 

ituver», »he ha» bowed and smiled at me 
~entil last week, and then I 
«'"nth ti, put a ring and note among the 
*°,eri. *nd the next day I got ’em beck 
01 » registered letter, and now ahe just 
Nw* tny flower» aside with her foot."

dear boy, you've evidently got it 
,,rT badly, and I’ll oblige you, though it 

the tort of thing I'd do for 
but hecauee you’re not a* bed sort 

thip, and you mean honestly. You 
a<,">e»u honestly, en f”

The young fellow took Mr. Quavers’ 
"Wretched hand.

I a torry for you," mid the composer 
“ You'll have to wait a fort- 

J1- »nd then the run of ‘The Little 
ren’ »ai be over, and the next day I’m

exactly that,” replied young ,h* “ • fi»*1-** I didn’t mean to, I ____________ __________________
I really didn’t Please don’t my anything ships behind him and made England his
•bout it" home, there is W. K. Vanderbilt, who

“ It ain't a time for fainting, Mia» baa a country-houae in England, and has 
Broughton,” «aid Waeklee, beating on hi» jnst taken a three-years’ lease of a hotel 
cheat in his low comedy manner. “ Look in Paris. And George Gould is now 
at me. I don’t feint. When a profee- hand-in-glove with the Prirce of Wales ; 
eional lady wants to faint, she should faint you know what that means I He is will

ing, even anxious, to pay a high price for

Willie Ast ir, who has burned his

out of business hours."
" Please don't, Mr. Wackles,” mid the the friendship of a prince. He, too, „ 

girl, with a little sob. “ And, oh, Mr. going to have a house in England, end 
Wackles," she added—and there was an with his royal highness sa his sponsor, he 
awful look about her eyes—“ is that a will get all he wants in the way of social 
real loaf, sir f” she mid, gating hungrily distinction. And the Gould girls are in 
at one of those long French loaves of Paris now, and all the impecunious titles 
bread which Mr. Waeklee was carrying in France are at their feet. They crushed 
——- k“ «hmiMer. as though it had been one pretty effectually, a duke at that, and

’•-----V„«.over his shoulder, as though 
a battieaxe.

-—#---
a man with no and of pedigree, but an» 
exhausted exchequer. He was ‘given the

“ Of course it's real,” said Wackles. __________“ Oh, please," mid the girl, “would!sack’ as soon as his intentions became
u vive me a slice of it, sir ? I haven’t j known, and that was pretty, soon after he

you give------------got » penny in my pocket, and I haven’t got an introduction, x __
tested anything since 8 this morning, many Americans in Paris before in my 
These nine Weeks’ rehearsal, sir, don’t life. New York must do something to
bring any salary, and mother and I are hold her millionaires, or they will all be 
----- ------ ” living in England or France before long.

introduction. I never saw so

very poor.At that moment I was sent for from the I 
manager’s room. Sparklebury was there. ' 
So was Mr. Mephiboeheth, who repre-

Never forget an engagement or criticise 

a meal.


