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( Mr.Homrd.tbaMiIlion- 1
sire Who Bought the Play.

tion there is rarely such s oonflict be-

tween the gentiments of ambition, grati-

tude and love as 1s forced upon the beautiful

young woman who suddenly achleves distin-

guished sucocess upon the stage. It Is a favorite

theme of novelista; the real lite »f the world's

t theatrical centres 18 constantly developing

t. Just now New York City furnishes & striking
filustration, which may be osutilned thus:

The beautiful youang actress who has leaped
into fame because a successfal young dramatist
bellsved In her is urged by a multi-millionsire
to bring her career into the safe harbor of his
pame and millions. -

“But my author bas made me”, she objeots.
*] am the character his. 'm,udtormo.

oAb

! LL the world knows that in fact or in fle-

How can 1 torsake it and Where would be

m{mituhf"-_ ‘ s Al
! You have filled. your author's pocket,
your debt of gratitude is tully paid.”

“l would bave to leave the play which was
ml:ten tor,n&..wmdz fits me {'th s_.}u which
wrpught the satisfaction of my smbition.”
“Can oné play go .on . forexerl’ demands the
multl-millionalre. “Area’t there other authors
with other plays? Behind the bulwark of my

fortune you are safe.”

“No,” says the beantiful young actress, "I
can't step out of the play that has made me,
with which the public still {dentifies a rising star
who, a year ago, was unheard of—imposaible.” °

“Yery well,"” says the multi-millionaire, “I'll
buy the play with you in It

And that 1s just what this multi-millionaire
does—takes over the whole production, scenery,
costumes, star and company; himself the real
purchaser behind the figurehead of another
theatrical potentate,

Thuas are rudely broken off the Intimate pro-
fesalonal relations between the young sctreas
and the author who "discovered and made her®
The sentiment of gratitude s jarred, romance re-
celves a shock and a multitude of theatre-goers
are set to wondering whether there la really a
love story, and, if so, which hero has the better

COB,

While they are asking this question they are
learning how mysterious are some women, Is
Dorls Keane, who rose to fame and became the
fashion in “Romanes,” ¢ld-fashloned and roman-
tieT Or |s she modern and calculating? Will
her head or her heart riile in the present most
important crisis of her life? .

Beautiful, gifted, of infinite charm, & woman
frresistible as the prima donna Cawallina, the
charncter ahe portrays in the drama “Romance,”
was Irresistible, Miss Keane Is refuting the
charge that there Is no romance In 1913, Never
was woman at so serfous a parting of the ways
as the star of that play. Never was woman con-
fronted by such a dilemma of the emotions.
Never has she had to consider so many phases
of a situation, nor have advantages been so
evenly balanced

A year ago Doris Keane was looking for werk
as any working woman seeks it, by way of agents
and managers’ offices, through friends who knew
maagers who had plans. But she was unsuc-
ceasful in the search and behind her lay two years
of Mleness, of talents corroding through lack
of exercise. Bhe took Inventory of her sell. 8he
was young, less than thirty. Bhe was beautiful,
Heér worst snemy could not deny that. She had
talent. B8he knew that, although soms of the
managers did not recognlze it, Bhe had played a
lovelorn English malden in “The Hypocrites,”
and been an indifferent success. In “The Deo-
orating of Clementine”™ sha had played a different
part, that of a ecoquettish French bride. It
seemed that she had succeeded but stralghtway
the purblind, short-memoried managers had for-
gotten. Bhe was poor and burning with ambj
tion.

Conglder the youth. He was twenty-three when
she met him and had been but a year out of
Harvard. Yet at twenty-two he had written
“Salvation Nell” and “The Nigger,” and just
then he was writing "The Boss.” He was very
handsome, very earnest, and he had admired
her. A week after his first meeting with her It
whe pleasantly whispered about that Edward
Bheldon, whom Mrs, Filske had chamcterized as
“That wonderful pink-faced boy,” had fallag in
love with Dorls Keane,

Couslder the man. Howard Gould was a
multi-miillonaire, &8 man of the world, an ad-
mirer of beautiful women and s patron of dra-
matic art. Like his brothers he admired
wotrezses, Like George and Frank Gould, he had
married an actress, That Katherine Clemmons
had divoreed him was & mere {ncldent as the
Hves of men go. Beautiful Kathryn Hutchinson

ad been often seen (n his company. 1t was

mored that she might becoms Mrs, Gould, and
then—center Dorls Keane

Edward Bheldon, with youth, as he has sald
In “Romance,” !ylpg “Hke & wreath wupon
als hatir,” inatantly admired Miss Keane, He in
stantly recogpized her talemt. HReocognition ls
pacslng sweet to one who has beon but coolly
and faintdy recognized, He talked of a play for
her, a play which should fit her personality. She
thrilled at his wordas, “Was it possible that
fame iay not without her grasp?™ Would this

pink-faced boy push open the door that had been
locked to her, the door of opportunity?

“Your persenality fs vivid, llke = troplea!
fower. The character ycu play must bs intense,
changeful, of troplcal Intensity and beauty, and
with the lightning flashes of a tropio sky,” he
had sadd and she had looked at him with hope
In her eyes,

He wrote “Romance,” the stery in action of
an Itallan Opera singer, a story Inspired (n large
part by the dramatie life of Lina Cavalllerl. He
carried It to the managers. He talked with them
about {t. All saw in It possibilities of success.
E::‘:hon he added something they shook their

“I have chosen my Cavallina. No ons may
play the part but Doris Keane.” “Choose & bet-
ter known nctress,” sald they. "“One with a
Brondway reputation.”

“But she will galn & Broadway reputation in &
night In this part”

manager to he went. Always
he was dlamissed with the ominous head-
shake until he reached the office of Shubart
Brothers, Thsy uceopuq'agartl Keane with
lh{l?!- . The young authe¥s prediction was
fulfilled. Cavalina became tha tople of New
York. Keane became the toast of
Broadway, of Fifth avenus, of the clubay
and a fgure In the best
drawing rooms. The modest
young author, boyishly dif-
fident, was yet radiantly tri-
umphant the night of his
play's premisre {n Neaw
York. More than half of hia
Joy was at the suoccess of
Doris Keane,

He stood In the wings and
looked, with “his heart fn
his eyes,” at the actress, as,
sitting at the plano, very
quaint and very lovely in
her costume of sixty years
ago, she listensad to the lead-
ing man's love-making,

“I never knaw what love
Is until now,” sald Willlam
Courtenay, his eyes on her
lovely face. Bhe plays a
little, 1dly, as phe watches
him, according to the play.

e turns and leans on the
plano that he might see that
face more closely In the fire-
Hght.

“An vhat is loove to
she asks. Foars

He leans toward her and
speaks eagerly:

“It's finding the woman
You want to lve with all
your life—the woman who'll
show you the right way
nsd follow §t with you,
It's knowing she'll be with

.

BY . AlME PuPonT

Lill This Stage Beauty Returr in Grates
= ful Love to the Young Dramatist Who

Coprright. 1918 by the Btar Company.

M Edward Shel.

Made’”’ Her; or Does the Multi-Million- it
aire Win Her Who “Bought the Play with Her in It?”

The Real
Romance of
“Romance”

you at your journey's end-—when you're old and
she's old—and when you ean smile and look
Into each other's eyes and say: ‘We've done our
worlk together, dear—and I think we've done it
wall™

This speech always brought handeclapping from
the audience. It brought handkerchiefs to wipa
away furtlve tears. Well was it understood be-
hind the scenes that by this speech, though
spoken by another, Edward Sheldon was waolng
the stuge idol whom he had ereated, the Cloder-
€lla he had taken from her eshes with a princely
gullantry., He was making love by proxy.

But to those belind the sceones thers was
something foreboding, a shadow upon the young
dramstist’s love, In the prima donaos's reply,
which he had written for her,
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COPY FIVE CENTS.

Mr. Sheldon Wooing
Miss Keane by Proxy
in “Romance.”

we've done It well"™

*0, my frien’ dat loove—it ls for some bui
pot for me. Forr me love 18 just a lestle light
in all dis darkness—a lestel light in all 4is col’
~& lestle flurno dat burn—mnot long aud den go
out. A star dat pome—an’ 18 so bee-aautiful it
broeng tears, an’ vhen ve dry de eyes an’ look
agaln-—de star is souo. “l tink 1t is to be &

leadle ‘appler togedder den ven ve are apart,

von lestle moment to forget, my frien'--and dat
is all*

The play was chief of the season’s sucossses.
It ran for nearly & year In New York. Came the
Bummer's 1est and the swift, subtle chinges
wrought in the stifiing weather in the managers'
offices, where hops s stifled In many a breast
where beat high hopes.

"Romance” was sold. The Shubert Brothers
had derived the profits of lts loug metropolitan
mn. The dim vague land, “The Road” s al-
ways & bogle looming uncertainly on the man-
ager's horizon. Often the Rosd ls a heretle,
filnging back harghly a metropolitun success,
curling the Hp of scoro et the New York taste.
The Shuberts sold “Romance” to Charles Dilllng-
hsm of the rival theatrical camp. There enters
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“We've done our work
together, dear,and | think

e S —

sud TAD. "It {8 understood,” an organ of tha
theatrical profession saye, “that Howard Gould
Is behind *“his purchase.” The Gould “interests™
are represented ir the smart little Globe Theatre
of which Mr, Dillingham is manager,

Enter the multi-millionaire. Is that the cud
for the playwright to exit? All Broadway wone

Whille Miss Keane was in England last Bums
mer, Howard Gould pald her so many sttentions
that stage and soclety were both guessing the
putcoms,

*Will he marry an actress?™

“He married one and wasn't he sngaged la
another, Kathryn Hutchinson, of course?

*Will Doris Keane give up the stage? Bhe is
the most ambitiouns of actresses? Would she push
thor'honor of success from har lipa after ond
slp

All thess conjectures and then someone, thisg
one of the stage, remembered the “pink-faced
wonderful boy" of Mra, Flike's characterization,
It was on the lawn under the fine old appls tree
where the Favershames perve tes at thelr place,
the Old Manor, st Chiddingfold, Burrey. The
boy had often drunk tea with them there and
the appla blossoms recalled his youth, his fresh-
ness and the springiike romance of him,

“What about Sheldon?" sasked one who res
mambered,

“More tea? Who knows?"

“He'll get his royalties just the same. No ona
ean take them from him,” sald another one wha
had lived long and grown unromantie,

“But Sheldon made her.”

“He did give her her chance in New York
but Gould will give her her chance on the Road.
The world is only half conguered if you're ub-
known on the Road.”

“But & play cannot Jast always—none Lut ‘Rip
Van Winkle' and the 'Old Flomestead.’ BSheldon
might write her avother play.*™

“But one success does not mean another. The
hardest thing for an author to do s to live up
to bis own reputation, The next might bo &
cropper.”

“And, as Maxine Elliott is fond of saying,
‘thers |s no condition in life which money does
not amellorate” Well, we ghall see.”

And so wo shall, at Miss Keane's wil. Or
when she knows her will. With lovely Sphinx-
Hke face ghe stands aa Laura Joan Libbey would
say, “Botween T'wo Loves™ Boy playwright or
middie-aged multlmillionsire. Gratitude to the
youth who made success possibls for her or am-
bition still further to ha fuifilled my the man
who s willing to play the “ange!" for a theatri
cal company that |8 settiug out at this tme to
conguer the frozen north, whence Harry Thaw
has besn ejected in tears. While the company
travels from eolty to city In that waste of aternal
snrws, the star has tims to reflect For whom
will she shioe for life? On boy dramatist or
men of milliops? That is the riddle of the
Rialto.




