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Everybody In l.ondon knows Sad-
ler’'s Wells Theater, situated on Roge-
bery avenue, Clerkenwell. In the good
old days, when Dolly Varden of Dick-
ens' Barnaby Rudge fame, used to re-

glde In the near viclnity and turn
1the heads of all the Zay
apprentlces of the Bistrict

with her bright smile and sauey dim-
ples there were green flelds in the
vicinlty of the famous Angel inn of
Islington. Prosperous city merchants

had their homes in the immediate dis-
respectability |

trict, affluence and
reigned predominant. The most famous
actors of London subseguently used to
entrance fashionable audlences In the

then suburban theater "of Sadler's
“Wells. )
Alas. how have the mighty fallen!

The theater still stands, so do a great|

many of the noble resldences of the de-
'parted eclty magnates, but no longer do
a Garrick and a Siddons tread the
boards; no longer do the link boys of
these hard drinking old eastern mer-
chants extlngulsh thelr torches In the
old lron snuffers beside the portal of
their master’'s residences; the famous
theater i8 now a second cousin to what
1= euphonlstically termed In the modern
Babylon, "a penny gaff." ‘The man-
alons and terrpces that still stand are
now nothing more or less In the ma-
Jority of casesthan noisy, overcrowded
human warrens with three or four
famllles and attendant grmmning child-
Ten, whose name ls leglon, to ¢ach floor
of a single dwelling house.

Sadler’s Wells Theater carf hardly be
pald to be situated on an aristocratic
thoroughfare. While seeking the en-
trances, you may, {f you are short-
sighted, fall over a fruit stall or two,
together with a collectlon of second
hand, rusty iron bedsteads that are ex-
posed for sale in the streets by the
gtorekeepers who conduct at the best, a
precarfous livelihood In the immediate
viecinity. ‘The theater itself presents to
the eye a dilapitated exterfor. It is
bullt efter the simple but unobtrusive
atyle of architecture commonly known
a8 the “dry-goods packing case pat-
tern”—four straight brick walls punc-
tured here and there by a stray window

the beams of a flickering yellow gas,

lamp revealing a dismal attempt at a
plaster chipped portico before the car-
riage entrance. d

Nine o'clock, the time for commenc-
{ing the second ‘‘house.”, had already
atruck when Tom and I pulled up out-
side Povertyopolls temple of Thespls;
QBulcet strains were issulng from the in-

terlor in which a bass drum and a
Jbager trombone took a prominent
part. A portly individual stood at the

box entrance; he wore In the precise
center, to be parodoxical, of an acre
more or less of immaculate shirt bosom
one of the most perfect specimens of
the glass-cutters art as I have ever
bgen privileged to encounter.
“Desgserat News'"is apparently recognize
In London—another internatlonal cour-
‘tesy that demonstrates Johnny Bull's
kindly attltude—for In a few minutes
after producing our pasteboard we
were ushered Into a stage boox by a
damsel, with a most fearful and won-
derful cranial integument in the form
‘ot o huge greasy boh as big as a foot-
ball on the back of her head.

We put on ajrs until we learned that
the regular price of the stage box was
one shllling each or to be vulgar “two-
bits a time.”

The plaw was in full swing and al-
ready there was trouble brewlng, so
much so that the first words that greet-
ed OUT, ears were: “Stand back cur-r-rse
Yer!" | We stood back, and throwing
aur arms around each other wept bit-
terly. 014 assoclations connected with
an- adobe theater in a certaln city some
7.000 miles away passed before us, in-
voluntarily we slmultaneously echoed
“It Is It IS our long lost Lincoin J, Car-

The}

ter,”
famillar about that “cur-r-rse yer™
that conjured up visions of a Tarrible
Leap for Life *the greatest mechani-
cal stage effect of the age.'" Once more
we saw Paul Hamer stolcally trans-
ferring his gaze from the desolate par-
quette to the top-heavy gallery in the
center of the front row on which, with
elbows squared, sat the two deaf
mutes of the northeast bench, whilst
President Simpson, of the Newsboys'
unipn was to be observed nearby
supported by his noble henchmen
“Peanuts" and “English” In evening
dress, 1. e, shirtsleeves.

The play apparently was of the
“"Rottzn-shot Ike and the vigllantes"
order. " There was a loving roll about
that “cur-r-rse yer!" which lingers In
my memory even yet. The observa-
tlon was on the part of the leader of the
aforesaid vigillantes, who apparentiy
had Ike Cornbred, together with his
sweetheart, the herolne, and of coursde
her mother who was there to play pro-
priety. Just as we were fairly seated
and things had begun to assume a min-
fature assault-on-Santiago-aspect, a
peculiar individual, ferfully and won-
dertfully attired to represent a miner of
Desolate Gulch, at least so the play-bill
led us to belleve, strolled nonchalantly
on the plav-blll led us to believe,
strolled nonchalantlyon the stage and in
the purest cockney accent I ever heard
outside of Whitechapel, informed the
audience in generaland the first violln
in the orchestra In particular that he
had arrlved to see fair play *"and doant
ver fergit h’'it” What I llked most
about this Indlvidual then, and ever
afterwards, was his supreme coolness in
everything he undertook, and whlch
never deserted him, not even In that
fateful moment when he asked the
herolne to become his bride, much as
though he were asking her for.the loan
of her wash tub.

One must not infer that there were
moments when this perambulating
arsenal could not Tise supreme to the
occasfon, such as for instance when he
seated himself, and with grandiloguent
Iimpressiveness demanded of Gobby
George the Gladiator of the Gulch bar,
“two coffin screws and a pile driver”—
subsequently I hunted through the bar.
tender's companlon, and 1gnominiously
faifled to locate the particular beverage,
All went merry as a ' marrlage
bell—I have encountered that simlle
elsewhere but let |t _go—untll one of the
vigilantes attempted to jah a couple of
cold steel Into the cool one's cervlcal
verterbrae. Retrlbution swift and sure
followed. The cool one 1t a two-fer
and salle@ In. Down went the vigi-
lantes, down went the audience to
liquor up’ for the next act or rather to
he accurate part of them remalned to
vell themselves hoarse over the telllng
finale.

Now we could examine the audlence
at our lelsure and they llkewlse crlti-
clse the two “toffs" In the box—as far
as critlclsm went the honors were dls-
tinetly with the audlence. What an
audience!' We shall never forget that
penny (two cents) gallery, to our dying
day, Tom wanted to be where there
were “klds,” they were here In shoals,
prematurely old little urchins with
matted hair, dirty faces and rags, that
In a windstormm would flay them to
death, one and all jambed In so tightly
that when 4the center one coughed he
shook the entire row. The house, falr-
ly clean and tldy in Itself, was packed
In every part, mostly by lads and young
girls—costers, bootblacks, fur pullers,
trolley boys, flower girls, match sellers,
odoriferous fish porters, factory hands,
one and all mixed up Indiseriminately
and enjoying thelr penn'oth{ of blood
and gunpowder. Pandemonlum reigned
suptrgme—once more I plead guilty to
the charge of plagiarism. Apparently
the band was playing but although the

. ]
There was sgymething touchlngly
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first cornet was visibly going black in
the face with hls exertions before our
very eyes, we were hardly aware that
the orchestra was didcoursing blatant
music. Little street arabs, who ought
to have been still in kilta, or In bed—
where they managed to get their ad-
mission money from goodness only
knows—were dolng thelr juvenlle best
to split one's tynpanum with eay-spllte

ting whistles and cat calls. Coy
maldens, wearing Impossible hats
that — must have been conceived
by dellrious milliners, were yelling,

with astonishing vigor, facetlous greet-
ings to palpable aequaintances acrozs
the bulldlng, “Wat, O Liza! wot price
yer pearlis?”’ !

In the pit @ number of coster girls of
the large hat, greasy bang, and multl-
colored oetrich feather wariety, were
exchanglng, In stentorlan bones, sweet
nothings, more to the point ¢han with
elegance. 'Thus did festive Poverty-
opolis lay, tribuie to the Thespian
miuse!

The popular pastime of the juvenlla
gods szemed to be bo provide them-
selves, from +the universal purveyor
who hawked his wares between acts,
with a ha"poth of cherries In a sask
which they devastated in an {ncredibly
short space of ¢ime. Then to vary the
monotony, they would begulle the fleet=
ing moment a#d surrepiltiously Insert
3 well sucked cherry stome between a
dirty thumb snd flnger and take a
steady alm fior the eve of the leng suf-
fering artist in the orchesf{ra, who pre-
gided over the big drum department, a
gemtle squeeZé, 4 savage whoop of trl-

u o« aother bullet had found
ftz hillat. Ever and anon they would
tiren thoelr octtertinan Fg tho Yy in the
front row of +the pit shalls who was
providing a diminutive infantile, du-
plcate of her mnoble maternal self
with light liquld refreshments., To
quote the Immortal bard “a worm will
turn If trod upon. even a sausage will
turn if kept too long.” The matroniy
lady arose from her sea!, infant son
and all, and with long-suffering, moth-
erly dlgnity, observed to the occupants
of the gallery in general thal “H'If yer
doan’t chuck h'tt, T'Ml ecome h'up and
punch yer bloody ‘eads.” L

Flnally the band prewvalled, the cur-
taln went up, the committee on supply
from the Irrigation’ department cdme
up lkewise, and with a lot of appar-
ently unnecessary waste of pure bil-
lingsgate, unintelligible " sarcasm angd
‘eanguinary conversation,resumed thetr
respective benches and procesded to
drink in the mex* Instaliment of blood
and thunder. The youth, who during
the last five minutes had been breeding
a well-developed riot, Incldental to his
successful angling with a bent pin apd
thread for a very sporty leghorn hat in
the pit below, was lgnominiousiy fired
dowastairs, out inmto the cpld; ‘cold
world, by ¢he low browed" attendant,
Order was once more restored after the
second act had "been under 'way for
fully seven minutes. N

We saw the villaln with wgar[some
relteration catch the herolne on the fly,
85 to speak, and after dusting his paé-
ent lewther shoes—contemplate the faat
—a mining camp desperado in patent
leathers—ilght the regulation clgaratte,
lejsurely plck up hils unconsecicus bure
den, blow a thick cloud, and walk off
on ‘the opposite slde, with a big patch
of the heroine's ready made pallor on
the left shoulder of his velveteen eoat,
The herolne: was not so backward,
elther, for when she broke in upon a
nice llttle lynching bee, In which the
hero was {o be the star attractlon, end
wth the ald of two revolvers and o
bulldog cleared the canyon, really we
thought the heavens would fall. The
asgsociations conjured up by the play
were beginning to be 400 much for us.
We were act getting " homesick,
So rlslng from our seats we staggered



