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to Have the Freat Seata.

itan Opera House in New York. The
famous Caruso, most golden-throated
ofgtenors, was to sing. His gifted country-
woman, Claudia Muzio, was the prima
donna. The opera was “Manon Lescaut.”

From their luxurious limousines the
wealthiest men in the world and the love-
liest and best-gowned women were alight-
ing and making their way to their ap-
' pointed places in the resplendent horse-
shoe. Not & man among them who could
not sign his check for millions—not a
woman 'whose /jewels were not worth a
king’'s ransom,

But not all those who thronged into the
Metropolitan on this Baturday night were
millionaire odptains of industry or Xkings
of finance. With the leaders of the smart
set there came also men and women of the
humbler classes of society—people who

could afford only seats far removed from
the resplendent Horseshoe. They came,
these workingmen and people of modest
means, not because it was fashionable to
atiend the opera, not because they had
fine clothes or jewels to display, but to
gratify their love for musie.

One of these music lovers was a young
Italian who had come to this gountry some
time ago to learm Americah banking
methods, Edgardo Mecchi was the young
man's name. He had chosen this night for
his visit to the opera for two reasons—Dbe-
cause Caruso was to sing and because the
opéra was by Puccinl, who had been a
friend of Mecchi’s father.

He had come early in order to be sure
of obtaining a good seat. He was de-
lighted when his inquiries in the lobby re-
sulted in his obtaining one of the coveted
bits of pasteboard. .

Perhaps it was only good for standing
room or & gallery seat—he was not at all
familiar with American tickets—but even
that was well worth having.

Imagine His delight when the usher I8d
him to o seat jn a parterre box! This eve-
ning would be one to boast ot to his friends
and to describe in glowing terms in his
next letter to Italy., Could thera be any
better evidence of the democracy of this
wonderful America than the fact that he
was to lhear Caruso sing from & seat in
the famous horseshoe of wealth and fash-
fon of which he had read so much?

Young Mr. Mecchi made a pleasing ple-
ture as he settled himself in one of the
front chairs of parterre box No. 8. The red
curtains of théopera house supplied sn
attractive background for his dark, band-
some face, radiant with eager anticipation
of the musical feast.

Perhaps he would have felt less at ease
had he known that the box in which he sat
was occupled on alternate Saturday nights
by the rich and fashionable Mrs, Willard
Straight. Perhaps he would have felt some
embarrassment had he dreamed that to-
night this box was the property of Mrs.
Harriman—Mrs. ©. . Harriman, the widow
of the great raillroad magnate, founder of
the Harriman National Bank, and mistress
of a million dollar estate on the banks of
tho Hudson.

t? knowing none of these things, young
Mecchl only settled himself more com-
tortahly in his chalr and gave himself up
to quiet enjoyment of the brilliant scene
that was unfolding all around him.

He glanced at the box on his right.
Could that girlish, fair haired young
woman who was just entering be Mrs. Vin-
cent Astor? He thought so, for the box
was Number 7, and he remembered having
read that this was the one occcupied by
Vincent Astor, the richest young man in
the world.

Just then he felt some one tap him on
the shoulder,

“Pleass let me ses your seat check"”
said an usher.

From the inside of his coat, where Mr.
Mecchi had carefully placed it when Be
gat down, he drew forth the precious bit' ot

I'r was Saturday night at the Metropol-

pink pasteboard. The usher scrutinized it

carefully and withdrew.

. By now the great auditorium was begin-
ning to be pretty well filled. It was al-
most time for the curtain to rise.

~Mr. Meecchi Settled Himself Comfortably

in the Box, Glanced About the Famous
Horseshoe and Congratulated Himself ap What
a Fine Seat He Had, When an Attandant
Touched Him on _the Shoulder and Asked If
He Would Kindly Move to the Back of the Box
and Allow the Ladies of a Party Just Arriving

_outrage mean?" de-

an Excellent Box Seat, Settled
Himself Joyously to Hear Caruso—

and Was Promptly Thrown Out
¢ 3 of the Metropolitan Opera House

———

~Hardly Had Mr. Mecchi Courtecusly Given

Way to the Ladies and Moved tp a Chair

in the Rear of the Box When the Attendant
Returned and Asked Him to Step Outsids.

Suddenly above the buzz of conversation
and the medley of musical noises made by
the orchestra as they tuned their instru-
ments he heard the sound of a door open-
ing behind him. Turning his head slightly
he saw two magnificently gowned women
entering the box in which he sat. The
taller of them was very slender. Her
gown was of glistening black satin. She
wore & tlara of diamonds and about her
neck was & wonderful dog collar of the
same glitiering gems.

This imposing creature took a step to-
ward Mr. Mecchi as though to greet him;
then, with a dubious look &t the young
man, she turned questioningly toward the
waitipg usher, Again the usher touched
Mr. Mecch! on the shoulder:

“Would you mind ylelding the front
geats 10 the ladies of the'party?” he asked.

“Certainly not.* The young man rose,
bowed low with dall the grace for which
nis nation is tn.moul, and reireated to the
rear of the

The overt re began. Young Mr, Mecch!
closed his eyes and gave himseit up to
enjoyment of the concourse of pweet
sounds.

Again he felt the now famliliar tap of a
hand on his shoulder.

you please step outside a mo

ment?" the wusher requesied. Edgardo

Mecchi wonderingly obeyed. Outside ths

box ne faced the usher who had been so

attentive to him all the évening, and, also,
another man in evening e¢lothes,

“Let us see your seat check.”™

“Good heavens, gentlemen, why am 1\
annoyed all the time in this way?

For answer, according to Mr. Mecchi,
one of the two men seized the iapels ot
nis coat. The other openca the dom- ot
the box, took down _
his hat and over-
coat and flung
them at him.

By this time the
YOUNg Opera goer
was choking with
rage and amaze-
ment. But betore
be could make any
protest or offer any
successfiul resis-
tance nis tormen-
tors were. so he
says, dragging him
to the nearest exit.
There they wers
met by an Italian
interpreter.

“What does this

manded the young
Italian.

“Rubdto!™ growk
ed the interpreter,

“Stolen! 1 steal?
How dare you in-
sinuate such a
thing!"™ young Mr.
Mecchl stormed.

3—-‘!'!:. Attendants Asked to See
His Seat Check and Told

Him He Had a Stolen Ticket.
Mecchi Insisted That Thare
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“No," the in- Mrs. E. H. Harriman.

terpreter explain-
ed, “but the tickest
you have was stolem by someone. You
may not have a seat in that box. It has
already been sold to someons else.™
“Then give me ancther seat,” urged Mr,
Mocchi. y
“That cannot be done
“Why not?™
“Because the house 15 sold out. Tbon
is not another seat to be had, but we have
no objections to your standing.”

“But there is a good reason why I can-

not do that,” Mr. Mecchi replied. "As you
#ea, 1 am not tall. 1 cannot see over the
shoulders of the crowd.

But thia argument failed to convince.
And then, so Mr. Mecchi declares, he 'was
again seizad by the lapels of his coat,

With what he says was quite unnecessary
violence he was hall pulled, half dragged
down the long corridor anda through the
foyer. One of his assailants followed

Mr. Mecchi to the last of the

series of three doors through which the
surprised opera goer was catapuited.

There, with what the young man says felt
distinctly like a vigorous kick, he was

thrust out of the opera house with a fores
that sent him spinning dizzily about on
the pavement, He was able to save him-
self from pitching hedadlong into the gutler
only by grasping & convenient lam

He stood there trying to collect ‘scat-
tered senses. When he realized all that
had bappened so quickly and apparenily
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Mme. Claudia Muzio, Who Sang the Prima
Donng Part in the Opera

“Manon Lescaut.”

so without reason, the emotiond young
manbonntowm
Atall.dm-eyedmwithmﬂhlhnr
offered Meechi a steadying hand. From
across the street a policeman came run-
ning to see what the trouble was.
*“What is the matter?™ asked ths tall,
dark-eyed man geptly. g
“] have bun assaulted” And them,
turning to the cm“ﬂotnmm
rast the ‘men did it.”
But the was apparenily un-
able to believe that an connected
with the great Metropolitan House
could have been guilty of asssult on nne
of its patrons.

“Aw, g'wan” repliad the nﬂcm
~Seat it quick or I'll lock you up.”
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@rest Britsin Rights Besarved,

Continued and Mr. Mecchi

Argument
Prote Tones,
clares He ‘&’.‘aln“l‘lol:::ly m“

Hustled Downstsirs and Pitched

Mecchl, still weeping. straightened his
bat, which had been badly crushed
- encounter, and put on his ¢cat. Again
tall, dark-eyed man -poka.

“This is my card,” he ssaid.

written on the back of it my lawyer's
dress. Tell him that | sent you, apd
him that I "witnessed this outrm and will
testity to what ] saw.”

Young Mr. Mecchi{ was late next morn
at the Bank of Naples, where he Is
mplond He was conferring
ionfo Caridi in his law offices at No. 261

"r-.:'mnut.'*mtounrm

C-nnohllb“i

in the Opera

“Mnc_n Lescaut.”

A man in bdusiness
clothes gtood on ene,
side, = policeman on
the other. The man
in business clothes
sald, “You wish to buy
& ticket? 1 will sell
you this one.’ ‘Let
me see i1, J sald. It
read, ‘Parterre, Box 9,
$.13, March 27, 19%0."
Also  the price was
printed out—$3.85, ‘X
will take 1t I said. I
handed the man four
ne dollar bills and
2‘ gave ms fifteaen
cents change."”

On the strength of,
the story which young
Mecchi told Lawyer
Caridl drew and filed

papers cha: _ the
Metropolitan Opera
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