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FOREWORD
BY

DAME MADGE KENDAL

ELLALINE,

I find since your eanliest girlhood you have
invariably met everybody in ‘their “ Sunday best.”
No one has ever in dull serge or corduroys been
seen by you.

Perfect Pink and Beautiful Blues are the only
colours worn by your Comrades and Friends.

Once have your eyés and Heart been saddened
by the Khaki worn by our brave soldiers.

Affection, Truth, Loyalty, have been the Sun,
Moon and Stars that have guided and protected

ou.

: Seygour Hicks has always liked his Bread well
buttered on one side and lavishly covered with
Honey on the other; and when {ﬂ- married you
—1I need .say no more.

To you—all men raise their Hats—and would
gladly place them at your feet—those who wear
fwo or more, feel the same enthusiasm |

I can only place my early Victorian Bonnet and
rejoice that you are a Victorian—in every sense—

both off and on the Stage—One of the Best.

- it frn,, Senadl;
foctacfe Kevctsl
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ELLALINE TERRISS

CHAPTER I
WHEN NOTHING MATTERED

IRST let me say at once that this is not alto-

gether a story of my own little life. This

being so I maﬂ Eerhapn ask you to read it without
fearing you will be bored.

It is just a clothes-line on which I have pegged out
anecdotes and memories of many of the wonderful
people it has been my lot to fal(iu with on a jolly
tramp of forty years through stage-land ; to me
:; Ilarld of Hope—and perhaps a little undeserved

ory.

I have been continunally asked to write my life,
but for many godd reasons have always refused
to do so. ; i

Firstly, I don’t think anyone should do’so brave
a thing unless they are either brilliantly witty,
or that what they have to say.is something of
national *importance, I have noticed, too, that
not only are the bookstalls’ battlefields serewn
with * Lives,” but that the booksellers have a
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ELLALINE TE RilI_SS

strange habit of marking them down from a guinea
to a shjlling in less time than it has taken their
ausors to perpetrate them. This seems to me
proyhetic. L

These are only three of my reasons, but they are
reasons enough tor my not having bedn persuaded
to join the shilling sales, Lately, however, having,
thank goodness, quite a lot of leisure time on my
hands I fell to thinking of the really amusing and
delightful people I have been privileged to know
during my life, and I said to myself, I hope not
unwistly : ““If I have been so interested in the
dwarf and ginnts of my time, all of whom possessed
either vastly amusing or extraordinarily striking
personalities, why dnould written memories of pre-
war celebrities not interest those who remember
them, and, at the same time, those also who
are unlucky enough never to have known these
people? |

So I determined to wile away a few hours each
day in the ‘pleasant occupation of thipking back-
wards, and committing my thoughts to paper.

I have mentioned the word * clothes-line.”
Well, that line is myself, but I hope not too much
of myself. To use another metaphor: it is
cimply the silken thread whith holds a wad of
dellar bills together, for, as a romantic story
would mean nothing if there were no hero or
heroine to keep up its love interest, so would my
memories become nothing but a collection of
magazine paragraphs unless I gently reminded the
readéy that such a pefson as Ellaline Terriss existed
and exists—if as nothing else, as, at any rate, the
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WHEN NOTHING MATTERED

spare tyre of the Ford ‘on which I am inviﬁug him
to take a short journey with me. And that’s yet
another metaphor! Isn'f it? 2

The first thing one does with any®sort of a pew
car is to put a number-plate on it, and I have
therefore hopked mine on at the Wack, its numbers
being London oo§7. This*is because I live in
London and am, indeed, fifty-seven. Looking at
myself in the glass I cin hardly believe it. But I
don’t mind a bit, and so to me the fast is a happy
one and, hcing so, it must stand. 4

Some years ago I christened myself “ The ¥gteran
Ingénue.” Did I do this, I wonder, because I
was afraid somtone else would do it for me? No!
I don’t think so.» It was because I was nearly
fifty and still playing young parts.

I am credibly informed by all and sundry that in
a room whaose lights are tempered with mercy I
don’t lodk a day over tHirty. I have never made it
my business to contradict this becadse, between
ourselves, I don’t look at all bad.

When, hoiweyer, in th years to come, the crows
homing at eventide think fit to rest awhile and
leave ?ne imprint of their feet about my eyes, I
think perhaps I may endeavour to keep in my
friends’ good books by interviewing the modern
lip-stick and its near relations, the powder-box and.
hare’s-foot, but I am not quite sure.’

I am somewhat of a Victorian, and my intention
at the moment is to resetve this insult to my com-
plexion for another fifty years. If, however, at
that time I feel it would be a wise thing to progure
an alibi from the top drawer of my dressing-table,
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ELLALINE TERRISS

it may be that I shall do se, though I should hate
to feel that my heirs, executors and assigns were
coqilemned each morning out of politeness to kiss
a faﬁe which would be like nothing so much as the
window of the celebrated Mr. Clarkson’s shop.

Of my birth I remember little. ‘This is hardly
to be wondered at, but it took place, my mother
told me, in the Falkland Islands, where my father,
then little more than a boy, had gone to farm sheep.

A sailor, 1. remember, told me of these Islands
that one eats so much mutton there that one grows
waool. , ‘I am not sure I believed him.

This lonely little spor,is celebrated for three
things: a great naval battle, a large quantity of
penguins, and as being the birthplace of Ellaline
Lewin, which is my real name,

Mind you, while I am all for the praise and glory
of Admiral Sturdee’s splendid victory, the fact that
the inhabitants have l;aced over the tiny wooden
door of the little Ship Hotel which heard my first
cry, a tablet which reads: “In this house the
great actress Ellaline Terriss was born,” makes me
extremely doubtful that the Falklands have anything
but two things and not three things to be proud of.
Someone, I think, in these far distant -parts must

.be much more charming thah strictly accurate.
It is true I was born there—everyone has to be
born somewhere, but I was never a great actress,
and I have never pretended to be one. Great
actresses play Lady Macheth and Camille, and,
I believe, cause audiences to swoon away. ‘Whatever
else | may have done I am pertectly certain that the
word *““swoon” was never in my vocabulary. I
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WHEN NbTHING MATTERED

cannot say, however, that I have not heard hun-
dreds of people shout for,encores from me, because
I cannot deny I have had the goo#l fortune to apyfar
in many pieces written round’ me, which have,run
for so long as two years, but these little things
are no reasoh why my kind friendf over the oceans
should bracket my name withy a British Admiral,
for everyone knows, I hope, that I am a respectable
actor’s wife (this can be read both ways); or even of
placing me on so high a level as the beautiful
web-footed little fish-eaters, which Dan Leno de-
scribed as “looking like waiters in bad e dress
suits,” ' s -

However, we will leave my birthplace (not, as I
did, in a sailing ship), and get & quickly as literary
decency and split infinitives will permit, to the
time when I became a wosking woman, and began
to meet many people so much more intgrgsting
than myself, My father had originally been in the
Merchant Service, and, in fact, during his life-time
had done all sorts of things before he® ultimately
settled down-to become the great ‘actor which
in his_,own line he undoubtedly was.

He had mined forsilver in Colorado, and had had a
station in Australia, but I think his Falkland Island
speculation with sMeep was his last adventure ine
open territories under blue skies. o

I have heard much of the mutiny that Broke out
on the sailing ship on which my mother, who was
a darling among darlings, sailed with her tiny nlite
for Plymbuth, and pf how my father, with only
part of the crew, brought ds safely to pors He
was, as I think everyone who knew him thought,
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ELLALINE TERRISS

one of the most Eerfectly and delightfully irre-
sponsiblg beings who ever lived, and certainly one
of Wre handsomest*men I have ever seen.

Iido not mean disrespectfully to call him irre-
sponsible. I pay him the word as a banker’s draft
for an enormous amount, for it whs this very
characteristic, comhined with his charm, that made
him one of the best loved and most popular men
the stage has ever known. He adored me and I
adored him.*

However, this is purely a personal matter, and
no one,' I expect, will want to know about it any
more ‘than they want to hear that my great-aunt
Groate, the wife of the historian, was an henoured
and intimate friend of Queen Victoria, or that my
family tree, if shaken, would drop an apple or two
with a Peer’s name wristen on their cores. These
things .have never interested me at any time, so
why should they interest others ?

Sisters I had none; brothers two. Of the
majority of*my father’s relations I saw, little,. My
father, I think, rather horrified the soldiers and
distinguished civil servants, who were his near
kith and kin, by having become an actor.

I may say the fact that they were annoyed only
amused him, and he was nevét more happy then
twhen he did deliberately outrageous things in their
presence’ or chaffed them unmercifully on their
attitude rowards his art,

Personally, even as a child, I can remember being
much upset by their attitude, but I suppose they
are 1o be forgiven, for 1870 was not 1928 in stage-
land, and I have since discovered that humour is
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WHEN NOTHING MATTERED

only permitted to the very few, and is certainly
seldom vouchsafed eitheg to distingunished warriors
or extinguished Government uﬂibl'gﬁ,

I had little education; efiat is to say, 1 was
not finished off in Paris as so magy girls are now.
I am speakfng of educatiog in the society sense
of the word, for I learned$all I needed at a
private school and spent a great' deal of my girlhood
on a dear old farm at Newbury.

There my principal studies consisted of being
taught to make bread, and butter; and learn to
skim thick yellow cream from great basing' of milk
in brown bowls which stood in the ecol dafry. 1
learnt where the hens were most likely to have
“laid away  when they got tited of their proper
nests, and, most wonderful of all, I found my first
sweetheart.

I think I was aboyt eleven. He was about a
year older. He gave me as a pledge of undying
affection (affection is undying at twelye years old)
a little silver ring with,* Mizpah ” eu!graved upon
it. Even then I felt that “ Mizpah ™ was a most
comprehensive word and wondered how six letters
could have so much meaning compressed into them.
I cannot remember how he disappeared out of my
life, or if I disappelired out of his, but lovers have
a habit of vanishing at all ages in, all ages, so I'm
told. . ;

When I was about twelve I went to live with
m}_ﬁ parents at Bedforl Park, then a beautiful
village outskirt of she metropolis, where artists,
painters, and authors had mhde their home# our
neighbours being, amongst others, the then Mr.

7



ELLALINE TERRISS
Arthur Pinero and the late Mr. Claude Carton.

Mr, Pinero was an actor at the Lyceum in those
day®"and had ,only’ some short time before com-
men¢ed his marvellois career as a writer which
was to place him, on a pinnacle for all time. This
was in 1885, and my father was the people’s idol
at the Adelphi Thedre.

1 remember when' King Gporge was married the
streets were filled with stands which early in the
day were crowded with people watching the
procession.

In the evening my fathr:: took me out to sce the
illuminations,sand the workmen were busy taking
down the seats. Suddenly one of them caught sight
of us, stared, grinned and recognizing my father,
shouted {o his fellow workmen, * Hats off, bD]?’E'
Put the stands up again+—here comes Bill Terriss.”

The + Harbour Lsghts was then running into
the end of it# second year, and as David Kingsley,
the FD].II]% «Naval Lieutenant in that play, his
photographs’ were in every shop window from
Bond Street to Bow. He had only ong other
photographic rival at this time, the very beauatiful
Miss Mary Anderson. I suppose that never has a
more exquisite pair of lovers been seen than when
they appeared together as Roméo and Juliet at the
old Lyceum Theatre.

My life at the age of thirteen was quite unevent-
ful, My.mother and I were simple in our tastes
and scldom left our pretty” house in Bedford Park
with its charming surroundings, except to go to
Londbn to see the plays then being performed ;
this was our chief amusement. How proud we

3



WHEN NOTHING MATTERED

used to be when we trundled off to town in a one-
horse, hired landau, driven by a coachman whose
top hat was more often than nog rubbed the
way, and who always had a ryg round his legs even
in the summer-time so that®no one should sufpect
that he had,a pair of corduroy trausers underneath
his livery overcoat. A landaw in those days was
very grand ! J

f all the theatres we used to visit I think perhaps,
with, of course, the exception of the Adp
loved going to the old Gaiety Theatre most nf a]]

Little did I dream as I sat and watched the
inimitable Fred Leslie and * Our Nellie,” jas the
gallery had christened their genius, Nellie f;trrr:n,
that I was later to become lgading lady at the
house these two great people had made their own.

What a man Fred Leslie was! There was
nothing he couldn’t do. e was not brought u
as a damcer, but he was the most delightful dancer
imaginable. He had not been trained as a singer,
yet he was a delight to listen to. Hisdark, hand-
some face-and his gmace and charm made him
stand head and shoulders above his fellows, and the
moimént he stepped on the stage he radiated
sunshine, ,His versatility was remarkable. For
instance, when Mps. Shaw, the American Society
whistler, came to sondon and took it by Etﬂrm,
Leslie, who had never whistled before, wgs in dne
month whistling just as well as she did.

I cried bitterly when I heard of his death, which
tock plage at the Ea:rly age of thirty-six; mdeed
it is no exaggeratioh to say,that the news of this
tragedy cast a gloom over the metropolis for’ many

9



ELLALINE TERRISS
days, and people talked of little else. You see,

there were no gramophones or wireless sets in the

'eightiest

I am so glad to think that I saw the marvellous
Nellle Farren She Was nearing the end of her
career at this time, but I had the great good fortune
to sit in admiration ateher fect watching her many
times in Ruy Blas, or The Blasé Roué, Monte Cristo
and The Area Belle. In these days she was by no
means young, but nevertheless, on the stage she
was the spirit of youth perwmﬁed In the twink-
ling of an eye she could turn from comedy to pathos
and he amusing again the next moment. Indi-
vidually, thes& two great artistes were'each brilliant,
and together how wonderful | |

Poor Fred Leslie killed himself by working just
as hard eff the stage as he did on it. He was the
life and soul of every'party he went to, being
amusing and witty to a ~degree. One «famous
remark of hit was made to that grand old actor
Mr. Henry*Howe. * And are you really eighty,
Mr., Howe ? ™ said Leslie. f’ am,” said Mr.
Howe. * And how many years have you -been on
the stage ? ” inquired the ({alet}' favourite. * Over
sixty,” said the old gentleman. * Good heavens,”
Said Leslie, “ everything you haye said to you must
sound like a “ cue.” ¥

‘Once while on tour staying in very bad lodgings
(and when theatrical lodgings are bad there is nothing
on«earth‘to equal them), he decided after a most
uncomfortable night’s rest to go elsewhere at once.
He paid his bill, told the landFidy what he thought
of her rooms and was about to leave when the

10



WHEN NOTHING MATTERED

good woman flung a parting shot at him : “ Good
heavens! you are particular,” she said. “I've
never had any complaints before, Why, tleere jsn’t
a single flea in the house.” © Noy you're quite
right,” replied Leslie. *¢ 'ﬂlc}r are all mafried
with large families.”

But I must not say that mylife at this time was

uite uneventful, for it was ™ these days that I

rst had the infinite «delight of being petted by
Ellen Terry, who called me her adopged daughter,
and who to me was, and always will be, “*Auntie
Nell,” and of also being constantly i the company
of Henry Irving.

Ellen Terry! what a personality—a*fairy treading
on air. Always in the highesy of spirits, always
ready to sympathize, to give, to be helpful to every-
one she met from the highest to the lowest. She
was Gaiety, Youth and* Optimism in excelsis.
She was the mother ofsPeter Pan, for she was Peter
Pan herself at the age of ten, and still was Peter Pan
at the age of eighty.

And her- mighty partner, Henry Jrving, what
a gracious geftleman he was, with the face of a
prefare, the smile of a beautiful woman, and a pair
of piercing, short-sighted eyes which with the aid
of a pair of pince-nez cuulzylﬂu]c into the very soul
of you. How I wish, when as a little girl at the old
Grange house at Hammersmith J played at Ris
knee, T had been oldl enough to realize how great
this prince of my profession really was. <I am aot
sure thopgh that I was ever quite comfortable
even as a baby whem Henry Irving was the centre
of our play-time, my companions being Miss Terry’s

11



ELLALINE TERRISS

children, Teddy (the now celebrated Gordon Craig)
and his sister Edie. He was so different from any
hugan being I haye ever teen or, indeed, shall ever
see. I think even as a child I must have subcon-
sciotisly been aware tlat behind his smile the great
tragedian had g “ something” which made no
obstacle too big fgr him to trample underfoot ;
but I was only a liftle girl and accepted the sweet
ways he had with children s a matter of course,
never dreaming that his leisure hours at the Grange
were those in which his mind was far away, thinking
of all the things he ultimately achieved.

I r¢gmember well he would take my hand as if
he feared he* might break it, and sitting quietly,
would gaze intent]y upon we ljttle people about
him. Sometimes I used to wonder what he
was thinking about—the silence used to last so
long.

Egvbr}'thing Henry Irving:did was done +quietly,
and deliberattly, and with certainty. He was the
last man in,the world to be bustled by anything.

Sometimes he would take me into-his garden
where there was a swing and ask me if I liked swing-
ing. I did like it very much. I loved to see’the
ground flying away beneath my fect and feel the
air rush past me. I liked to shout: “ Higher!
Higher! Faster! Faster!”™ 1 told my host so,
atd very carefully he lifted me on to the swing,
and I gripped the ropes and prepared to enjoy that
deléicious sensation which was half excitement and
half fear. : !

With immense congentration he began to push
the swing, which was propelled forward very

12
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slowly about a yard. I waited hoping that suddenly
he would Fusﬁ me higher and faster, and would
really make my play-time® exciting. But he didp’t.
I was gently rocked backwargds and forwards, so
gently that I almost fell asle!p. Then he stupﬂ_::d
the swing, gnd lifted me down, smiled and said :
“You enjoyed that, eh? ™ § Yes,” I said un-
truthfully. With a sigh of reli¢f, for I am sure he
had been as bored as I had, he took my hand
and I trotted back to the house with him in
silence.

I once appeared before him at a kind ofgspecial
performance. That is what I like to say now, but
as a matter of fact I was considered "too small to
act, and was only allowed to hold the prompt book.
It wag a play written and acted by the then litde
Violet Vanbrugh and Miss Terry’s childrena

It was performed at the G'range, before 5ir Henry
Irving and Auntie Nelk. I don’t remember’ much
about it except that Gordon Craig played a girl’s
part, and I don’t even remember thag.l had to
prompt anyone, but I teck a ** call  with the rest
of the cast at the fall of the curtain.

I cah hear Ellen Terry still . . . full of praise,
laughing and applauding, assuring us what clever
children we all were, and prophesying great futures
for all of us. It was delightful ; one felt inches
taller and almost burst with satisfaction. ML
Irving said nothing,” he only watched us under
those heavy eyebrows, slightly sardonic *and yet
quite friegdly. Ellen Terry turned to him, and
in response to her obtious hoge that he would join
in her pean of praise he spoke at last. “ You are

13
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stressing the pronouns too-much,” he said slowly.
“ It's a bad fault ; don't do it.”

L doubt if we had any very clear idea which words
were pronouns, and I am quite certain the actors
did* not know they hd stressed them, Still, that
was his criticism as he patted his fox terrier called
Fussy, for whom hig afection was wonderful. The
little dog was a prefent from Fred Archer, the great
jockey, and was his constant companion, and I
remember how great a sorrow it was that on his
first visit to America he was unable to take his pet
with him.

Fugsy herself must have been broken-hearted,
for the stradgest of things happened. When the
day of departure arrived the little dog, accompany-
ing her master to Southampton, by some accident
jumpede unnoticed out of the railway carriage
a station before the *Docks were reached. On
arrival at the ship’s side her loss became known
and everything imaginable was done to trace her,
but withoyt avail. With a sad heart her master
was obliged ito sail for America, not only without his
little friend but, what was worse, Worrying as to
what had become of her. Southampton and the
surrounding country was searched high and low, but
no Fussy. Three days afteryards, however, she
was discovered in London on the doorstep of
r'4a, Grafton Steeet, the house where Henry Irving
had lived for so many years: How she ever got
there no one was ever able to fathom. It was
supposed that she found her way back tp town by
follqwing the railway line, But whether this was
the case (extraordinary if so), was of small conse-
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quence compared with the fact that she was found,
and welcomed her master joyously some months
later on his return from the States,

Mr. Irving gave me one of Fussy’s offspring.
I called the pup “ Dook,” and he had all his
mother’s lovgble traits and instimcts. He never
left my side, and insisted on fo lowing my hansom
all through the London traffic, and very often
when I thought he was safely shut up at home
I used to find him at the theatre waiting for me.

As a child T had never had any great longing to
go on the stage. I had few companions,.and I
was quite content to be always with the dearest,
most unselfish woman who ever lived, the angel of
our household. I don’t remembar having any very
definite ideas of becoming anything—certainly
not an actress.

I think I was able to recite * The Wreck of the
Hesperu#” passably ; I had been taught singing,
and I could step-dance really quite well; indéed,
by the age of twelve I had peﬂnrmed & hornpipe
in a pantomime at the Prince of Wales Theatre,
Liverpool, for one night, Mrs. Saker, the pro-
prietress of the theatre, with whom I was on a
visit, letting me do it more for fun than anything
else, I got three encores, and this applause may
perhaps have been the first germ of the theatre
to enter my blood. And who do ydu think was the
* principal boy ™ on that occasion, who held my
hand and helped me all. the evening i—to othtr
than the never-to-be surpassed Vesta Tilley. Then,
as they say in the story books, the years rolled on
and I reached the mature age of fifteen.

15



CHAPTER II
% BEGINNERS, PLEASE"

T was now for the first time that the Stage,
with a very large capital “8,” absorbed me,

and began tb loom large on my smiall horizon. 1
think my father enust have noticed this, as I was
always asking him questions about what went on at
the theutre, and as he never tired of explaining the
things I wanted to Know, I determined to give
him’ 4 surprise by performing a little one-act play
called Cupid’s Messenger, the author of which,
Alfred Caltnour, was a great friend of ours. There
were four characters in 1t and it was played in our
back drawing-room. It was written -in blank
verse, and its period was of the doublet, hbse and
dagger days. The part 1 was venturing on in
this romantic little piece had griginally been played
by Miss Kate Rorke in London. I am sure my
father knew what was going on, though he pre-
tended not to,and it must have amused him greatly,
for Mr. Calmour, who, though a minor poet, was
a bad actor, played my lover, and mpther took
the, other female character #nd sang a song to the
guitar. At any rate my interest in the proceedings

16



“BEGINNERS, PLEASE "

must have impressed father, for he told Mr, Beer-
bohm Tree that he was sure I wanted to gowon t
stage, and, as later events proved, Mr. Tree remem-
bered what my father had said.”

The play was duly produced ig the drawing-

room and I rust say I enjogedyit. The praise of
my father and his friends deliglted me, and then,
because I was only fifteen, 1 forgot all about it
and the stage receded into the packground
afFaln.
g"[‘]1*: next move on the part of thé Fateg who
intended me to become an actress, was suﬁden
and really wonderful. It reads like a*fairy story.
It was one wet February afterngon, to be quite
accurate, the fourteénth of that month—Valentine’s
Day—that, sitting at the piano singing psobably
“g.lust a song at twilight, when the lights are low,”
which was what “ A Roam with a View ” is to-day,
a fairy knocked at the front door disguised as a
telegraph boy. A wire! and for me)! ‘This
in itse})f was,enough to,make me feel, extremely
important, for wires were not a habit as they are
to-day.. I opened it and found it was from Mr.
Tree, and I read it, not quite believing that it could
be real, It ran: * Come up at once, Cissie Freake
taken ill, no under#tudy play part to-night in
Cupid’s Messenger.—Tree.” l\?ut “Will yop play
the part to-night ! » but just the one word * play.”
“And why not,” I said to myself, “ to-night as
well as any other night ¥ You see I was only
fifteen. .

I got ready at once, set off with my mother’s
maid and arrived at the Haymarket Theatre,
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excited perhaps but not in the slightest degree
HErvoud,

Mr. Tree looked at me a little dubiously and said :
“ Are you really goitig to play it 7 and without
the slightest hegitation I said : * Of course I am.”
You sce I was onlyfifteen.

I was given the “dress, which consisted of a cloak,
tights and fairly high bogts. I knew very little
about the trials of tights in those days, and I had
no theories as to how to keep them from creasing,
and what dd you think I did? I slipped off my
dresd and pu]}:zd them on over my underclothes,
and you must remember’ that littla girls of fifteen
did not wear flimgy crépe de Chine in 1887. These
necessary, and in those dT unmentionable, gar-
ments gvere generally made of cambric, slightly
starched, and surrounded with a good deal of lace.
I thought nothing of how [ looked. The one idea
in my mind was to go on and try and repeat my
success of our back drawing-room.

The curtain rose; I ,waited for .my cue. It
came and I walked on the stage, and to my surprise
I heard a sudden shout of langhter from the audience.
It didn’t in the least unnerve me. You see I was
fifteen. Suddenly in the prompt corner I canght
sight of Mr. Tree, and he wds also highly amused.
{ came off at the end of the scene and heard ap-

lause., It was glorious—the first applause from a
ndon audience.

I suppose it was then that the desire to act first
awakened in me. Before this it had dnly stirred
in its sleep. '

Mr. Tree was very kind, patted me on the cheek
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and said that he would like me to play the part for
a week. “But,” he added slyly, “you meedn’t
wear quite so many clothes. ’%J; theatre isn’t*at
all cold.” I looked down amll realized why the
audience had laughed so heartily, but I don’t think
I blushed. Ybu see I was onl]y fifteen.

At the end of the week I was 3iven (5, and with
this, the first money I had ever earned, I bought a
small ruby ring with two little diamponds as a
souvenir., I called it Herbert, after him.

One night not long after this my’ father, came
home from the Adelphi full of his usual high shirits
and said : “ Ellie darling, I think it svould be a
splendid thing for you to go on the stage.”

Mother and I thought he was joking, but he went
on to explain that he was doing nothing, of the
kind, and that he had, in faat, that very afternoon
spoken to Charles Wyndham about me, and that
he had made an appointment for thes great actor
to see me on the following morning.

I am not sure what father must have gaid to Mr.
Wyndham, but; knowing him to be a superlative
optimist, I am certain that he told the lessee of the
Criterion Theatre that not only was I the most
beautiful girl in the world, but that Bernhardt
could not hold a candle to me and that as a come-
dienne Mrs. John Wood was non-existent. His
news frightened me a-little I think, but whether I
was elated or not at the prospect of becoming an
actress I can hardly remember.

My mother I don’t,think was over-enthusiastic,
but my father, with his deborfair manner and “ex-
uberance, swept her and myself, as he did everyone
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else, off our feet, and with a big kiss told me to
go to bed early, get up and make myself look my
best and be read¥ to start with him punctually in
the morning.

Never has any man been given a better nickname
than the one Willjam Terriss had ; %ie was known
affectionately to aft London as © Breezy Bill.”

I often look back to that morning journey on
the District Railway to Charing Cross with my
father. I knew so little of the struggle it was for
most girls to get on the stage, let alone to be taken
to ohe of England’s greatest managers, that I didn’t
realize how lucky I was to have someone who,
having an open sesame to everyone, could do this
for me. It all scemed to come' in the day’s march.
Afterwards, when I had made my own little name
and I was being asked continually by countless
girls to help them to get anopening in Theatre-land,
I appreciated to the full how easy my path had
been made. I had been taken first-hand to the
successor of Charles Mathews, and had been walked
straight into his presence with a laugh and a
smile from my “ Ermz}r Bill,” and was given a
contract on the spot. It all seemed so easy. But
no one knows better than I do of the difficulty it
would be to obtain such am introduction te-day,
for a girl without influence.

And thinking of this [ am.reminded of the many
snxious mothers who have asked me the eternal
question, ‘‘ Is the Theatre a dangerous place for
a young girl in which to seek her livihg i ¥ My
reply has always betn : * What sort of a girl have
you goti” {‘?’h}r ask such ridiculous questions

20



4 BE!‘.I}I'HNERS_ PLEASE "

about my profession? Do you inquire what sort
of man the gentleman is whom your other girl
does typing for? Why worry abeut the stage ? It
is an extremely hard-working, und in'many casps a
heart-breaking profession. There is more clamour
than glamour about it, The whble question is:
* What about your girl ? 1* 14 she is inclined to
be an idiot she will succeed in being one in what-
ever sphere of life she finds herself. Why single
out the stage as a forcing-house of evil ! Ttis nothing
of the kind, Men are men and women are women
and fools are fools. Why imagine the theisre to
be the one plage young women are to fe frightened
of I It is perfectly true that a girl is likely to meet
much more clever+and attractivd@ men in a stage
career than she has ever known before, and also that
if she is pretty is likely to he made love td. Why
not ¢ It is the duty of all men to pay attention to
women, but it is by no means necgssary that a
girl should do wrong because she is on the stage
any more than she would if she were 3'governess,
or the secretary of a City magnate. ‘Girls, espe-
cially ,to-day, are extremely clever, mphjstlcat:d
individuals, and it is seldom that any particular
cnvironment influences them. It is themselves,
their wide-open-eyeq selves, who are to blame for,
whatever step they choose to take.

Love is made in country lane§, on bdll-room
staircases and in crowded thnmughfares, and so it
has ever been since hedgerows were grown, stair-
cases built or roadways made, and love will go on
being made even in aeroplaneg until that hour when
this funny old world of ours crashes through space
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unnoticed by the other millions of worlds who
through the ages have begn its neighbours,

¥ I had a girl %ho was not very reliable I don’t
thipk I should choost«he stage for her as an antidote
for her lack of common sense, for, as I say, she would
be meeting brdfins perhaps better tMan her own,
and the theatre it certainly a show window for
vanity if people are stupid enough to indulge in
such an absurdity. But, at the same time, any
parents can be quite sure that their girl is no more
likely to come to harm in the theatre than she would
be ifsshe spent her time idling in society. Indeed,
she would probably run less risk there as she would
be working hard if she was serious about her art,
and not spending her days afd nights trying to
find some new excitement with which to fill
them.

Personally I wish someope would write a book
called “ The, Stage: How to go on it—and why to
keep off it,” ; then would be demonstrated very
thoroughly’ reasons in mgst cases for, keeping off
it. It wouldn’t be the question of the danger of
the stage—it would mean the very serious.con-
sideration as to the absolute incapacity of most of
the young women who go on it for doing anything
(other than wandering about a pretty dolls, As a
hare-lip doesn’t make an elocutionist or a club-foot
a dancer, why should anyone with a prerty face
apd nothing else imagine for a moment that she
can succeed in one of the most difficult of all pro-
fessions? No, you inquiring parents, fou would
be tvise if you saidato yourselves, not, *Is it a
moral danger for my girl to become an actress ?
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but, * Is she really equfpped in any way whatever
to become an artist of any kind ? * and then you
would be asking a question whith in ninety-rine
cases out of a hundred (if you are really intelliggnt)
you could answer yourself in the negative.

But I have digressed from my journey on the
District Railway. My apologh must be that I
hope this little book will catch the eye of the
dozens of people who are always asking me the
same questions about their offspring.

Some of the reasons put forward to me as a
recommendation why Emma or Aggie should Become
an actress are go comic that they are almos# un-
believable. I have had letters in many of which
parents feel sure their girl would succeed if she got
a chance on the stage because that either her
father is a distinguished soldjer or that the girl has
taken prizes at school for elocution (one lady spelt
it electrocution, which seems a thing devoutly to
be hoped for, for any reciter), or again that the
young person took a prize in a beauty cdmpetition
at Boretown-on-the-Mud last summer.

Naw, what have any of these things got to do with
Art ? Should a man who makes picture frames
imagine he éan paint, or a maker of boxing gloves
think he is certain to become the world’s champion ?
No, no, The first question any girl thinking qof
joining the theatrical. profession should ask® herself
is: “ What right have I to go on the stage  ” and
if this can be answered -truthfully, and she feels
that she is*really well equipped to embark upon an
unknown sea, then let her b wvery sure that the
theatre, though it may not make her a better woman

23



ELLALINE TERRISS

than any other profession could do, it will certainly
not, as.a calling, make hey a worse one,

Mhope I shall n&t be considered hard in my small
curgain lecture to Inquiring mothers, 1 am sure
I don’t mean to be cruel, to be unkind ; all I mean
to convey is th&t if agy young lady # thinking of
becoming an actress I hope she will think very
carefully before she does so, and say to herself
seriously : ““ Am I doing this because I have an
overpewering *call* and feel that I can and will
succeed, even if the first years of my work mean
drudgety ? ” or “ Am I simply taking the pleasant
line of least ;resistance to-avoid having to earn my
living in a less humdram way { ¥

If, young lady,*you can answer the first part of
this question to your own satisfaction, then by all
means have no fear, bug if you have the least doubt
that you are only making the stage an easy means
of escape, shun it as you would the Plague, for it is
a will-o’-the-wisp which leads the unfitted into a
morass of disappointment.

But to return to that eventful morning .at the
Criterion Theatre, and that marvellous actor Mr.
Wyndham. He was very kind, laughed and teased
ame because I was so young, #old me if T worked
hard some day perhaps I might become a Mrs.
~ Siddons, and, patting my cheek and smiling, told
mg that I could start my career under his manage-
ment, and that he wﬂuHngve me an engagement for
three years. ;

Fer the first year\I was to receive a guinea a
week, for the second year (8 a week, and for the
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third year [1z a weekl Shall I ever forget my
feelings as 1 stepped out of his private office into
Piccadilly Circus ? : £

“ Now you're an actress,” umy father said (as
ever, the optimist), and I rushed home to tell ‘my
mother the great news. I was a wage-earner. A
guinea a week was not prindelyl, but look what the
future held—/ 400 a year, and then f600, and even
then I should only be Eighteen. What might not
the future hold ? _

A few days afterwards [ was called to the theatre.
My first year had started, and I be%an workeip real
earnest with the most trying of all things, upder-
study rehearsals. The company and ecverybody
connected with tha Criterion were very kind to me,
and every night that I arrived at the stage door
I loved the work more and more.

One thing which struck fne as funny about the
theatre qvas that while the stage door-keeper’s name
was JFise, Miss Mary Moore’s maid was called Gay,
and the stage manager’s name was Brighs Perhaps
that’s why I'was always bright and gay; and I hope
never univise.

Every evening during the performance I used to
sit in the -prompt corner watching Miss Mary
Moore and, looking at her pretty face, wonder ﬂ;
I should ever make such a name as she had, and m
eyes were always riveted on Charles Wyndham in
every scene he played. What a master |

While he was by no means a good-looking mfn
from the. picture-postcard point of view, what
charm and fascinatiorf were his. His amazing yital-
ity was compelling in the eftreme, his knowledge
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of stagecraft abnormal, and being a perfect
actor himself, he was capable at production time of
making even a dummy act. Ah! and what a
smile he had,’a crooked, whimsical one it was which
dealt death and destruction to my sex in cverﬁ part
of the auditorium, and his voice, thowgh perhaps a
little rasping and ‘strident, had such music in it
that it made the most ordinary love scene sound
like a poem spoken in a mobnlit wood.

Ong of my most treasured possessions is a photo-
graph he gave.me of himself, and on which he wrote :
“ Wisht love to Ella, my dramatic godchild.” And,
indead, he was my theatre-godfather to whom I shall
be for ever grateful and for whose memory I shall
always have the dtepest affection.

I had not been at the Criterion long when I was
given the understudy of Miss Mary Moore’s part
of Ada Ingot in David Garrick.

Imagine this at the age of fifteen and a half, and
then, more wonderful still, I was suddenly called
upon to phy it, my first attempt being at a matinée
at Brighton'for which I received at.the end of the
week one shilling and threepence, this beipg the
amount due to me over and above my guinea
salary for eight performances. But I didn’t measure
my remuneration in shillings ,and pence. 1 knew
I, was receiving untold gold in being taught my
business by such a magician gs Charles Wyndham.

1 played the part again at a matinée at the
Ctystal Palace, and neves shall I forget the thrill
after the performance, of walking with: the great
actor through the crowds who waited to see him
leave the stage door. Even now I can hear him
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saying : ** Take my arm, child, and smile, smile
at them—smile.”

What a personality hes had agd what perpetual
youth. They say that Charley Mathews * walked
through the stage door an %ld man of seveAty-
six and boupded before his audjence a boy of
eighteen.” ell, I saw <harles Wyndham at
rehearsal jump over the footlights into the stalls
when he was well over sixty.

Long after I had flown (not because of ir) Sir
Charles Wyndham stepped into his later period
and produced such pieces as The Liars, Mrs. [?anca’:
Defence, etc., many of which with very little altera-
tion would, I think, be as fresh to-day*as thv::].?II were
on their first prodyction.

His authors always owed a great debt to Charles
Wyndham. He was such a master of construction
that he could twist a faulty $ituation with unerring
skill and galvanize indHferent dialogue into some-
thing which seemed to possess a world "of meaning.

One thing he made a practice of doing, which I
have never ‘heard of amyone else insisting upon,
was to call a rehearsal once a month, however well
the pliy was going, to rehearse the laughs, nothing
but the laughs. He knew how slackness might let
them slip away, and the laughs were rehearsed
religiously with the Mlines that led up to them, so
that there was no chance of there becaming ‘a
titter where once had been a roar. It is a pity
this isn’t done to-day. It would help to keep the
tired actog-golfer up to the mark.

It was during thes three years of mine at the
Criterion that my father/persuaded Augustin

=7



ELLALINE TERRISS

Daly to bring the entire Daly Company over to
London. I think, indeed, that he was in a small
way interested in.the vehture, and his judgment
was right, for"Ada an, John Drew, Mrs. Gilbert,
Mr! Lewis, Mr. Otis Skinner, May Irwin and all of
them took the tgwn by storm.

Their comedies, jnost of them adapted from the
French by Mr. Daly, were inimitable. Though
fine as The Taming of tht Shrew was, and Ada
Rehan was*a superb Catherine, their American
pronunciation of Shakespeare’s verse fell at times
somewkat strangely on English ears. So much so,
indeed, that one of the biggest laughs I ever heard
in a theatr® was when, some years afterwards,
they were againe Pl“Fi-“i in [London, Seymour
(that’s my husband, you know, though up to now
in this book you haven’t met him), appearing on
the stage at the Court Theatre in a revue called
Under the Clock, dressed as Richard Coeur de Lion,
on being askéd who he was by one of the characters,
replied inia New York twang, *“1 am Richard,
King of England, and dof’t you forget it.” The
audience yelled. '

The fact, however, that they spoke Shakespéare’s
langunage in a new way didn't make them any the
Jess splendid actors, and their productions were
perfect.

Mr, Daly himself was a strange man. He often
came to our house, and always wore a half top hat
mide of Yelt, and never smiled. This is my youth-
ful memory of him,

Thinking of the Criterion, 1t may be news to a
great many people toVearn that Messrs. Spiers’and
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Pond built the theatre for no other purpose than
that they felt a Place of entertainment in their
new Piccadilly building would he somethirg that
might be the means of attragting the public to
come to their hotel and restautant.

So little dig they consider the theatre as a com-
mercial proposition in itself*that they were ready
to let it at the nominal rental of 100 a year,
simply in the hope that s audience would patronize
their catering in all departments when:the curtain
fel. Dear old Mr. Charles Somerset has tdld me
how, as a young man, he was repeatedly pffered
the house on the longest of leases for this ridiculous
sum, but being young and unsure of himsclf, he
let the opportunity slip by. Ifs,you want to take
the Criterion Theatre to-day, I think the rent is

300 a week without the bars,

I don’t know if Mr. Spierstand Mr. Pond are still
alive; ibthey are not, they must be turning in their
graves every evening at eight o'cléck. It was
ultimately let, I think I am right in saying, to Mr.
William Duck for [50'a week, these being the
terms on which'it is held, I am told, by the present
propriétors.

harles Wyndham appeared at the Criterion in
the first instance under the management of Mr.
Duck, and many anfusing stories are told of this
?mte uneducated early Victorian entrepreneuf.
t was H, J. Byron who, when he was away with him
at Plymouth, said to him, “ Hulloa, Duck, where
have you Eecn all the morning " Duck replied,
“I have been taking a turn round the ’Qe,”
to which the great humgtist wittily replied,
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“Have yon? Then dor’t you think it's time
you took a turn round the *H' ¢ ”

From what one hears of Mr. Duck, he must have
contributed l'.trgef}r to the gaiety of nations, for on
one occasion, inquirifig of his stage manager what
that gentleman thought of a young, lady he had
just engaged, and being told by him that she was
a perfect ingénue, he thought for a moment, and then
said : * Well, all you must do is to call her to
rehearsal and tell her about it.” It will be scen
that éven in mid-Victorian days there were some
managgrs who had not been to a public school.

In’mentioning the rentals and expenses of bygone
timel and comparing them with thé colossal handi-
cap the theatre js under to-dgy, I was shown a
letter recently from Buckstone, the famous comedian
and for o long lessee of the old Haymarket Theatre,
written to his friend*Chippendale, and in it he
said: “I am afraid, my dear Chip., that I shall
be unable to run the Haymarket much longer.
The expeypes are enormous. It costs me nearly
450 a perfarmance to také my curtaim up.” Fifty

ounds for everything—rent, salaries,* advertis-
ing included. I wonder what Queen Vittoria's
favourite comedian would think if he were alive
to-day. ;

The Charles Wyndham Company was a par-
ticularly fine one in 1887, including, as it did, such
stalwarts as George Giddens, William Blakeley,
Herbert: Standing, Emily Miller, Lottie Venne,
Rose Saker, Mrs, Edmund Phelps and Mary
Moore (now Lady Wyndham), all of them being
pre-eminent in their\own lines of business. And
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at the head of this list'of famous players was the
greatest of all Sir Peter Teazles, Mr. William
Farren. He was, in addition tos Eu:mg one of ghe
finest actors who ever adorngd our stage, a great
and courtly gentleman, kindly and considerate’ to
the beginner,and with a head and face which Flint
would have bidden dﬂll}" to his cgnvas.

Of all the eccentrics who ever lived, I should
think that old Mr. Blakeley was the most amusing
figure of fun that ever stepped. He wis a genuine
low comedian of the old-fashioned type, who got
roars of laughter the moment he opened his mputh.
Fat and bald-headed off .the stage, he Wwas just as
unconsciously funn}r as he was on it. " Sometimes,
may I say it, he was ai‘; to dine extremely well, and
when this happened Wyndham used to tease
him unmercifully.

The old gentleman, never knowing he was having
his leg pulled, generally began to puff and blow,
and always ended up by getting into a rage, which
was exactly what his manager wanted, %t on these
occasions Blakeley, who had a trick of putting out
his tongue and slapping the back of his hands, was
a delight to watch, He said many funny thiugs
apparently uncnn&cinusl}r. One of his most famous
remarks was made qn his first visit to America,,
There had been great difficulty in persuading him
to leave England with the Criterion Company, an
he grumbled his way without stopping from Liver-
pool to Sandy Hook.

On arrival at New York he left the docks and got
on a Sixth Avenue 'horse tramcar. They were
rickety old things, and as We stepped on behind

31



ELLALINE TERRISS

without waiting for it to sfop, he slipped and found
himself sitting with his bag in the mud. All he
did wds to throw np his hinds to heaven and splutter
out : *‘ Thefe, Mra Charles Wyndham, I told you
I should hate the infernal country |

His son, the late Mr. William Rlakeley, Jun.,
was also a very fynny®actor and originally started
as the low comedian of Mr. Clifford Essex’ Pierrot
Troupe. The most curiodls accident happened to
him one afterncon. He was singing a song in the
open air at Sapdown, Isle of Wight, and in the middle
of the éecond verse a wasp flew into his mouth and
stung him on the back of the throat. That
wasp) was by"no means a good critic.’

Another real character at the Criterion Theatre
was Claude, known as “ Rufus” because of his
Titian hair, the assistant stage manager, a most
invaluable servant to Mr. Wyndham. Rufus under-
stood his master as no one else did, and puttup with
his moods, ‘and they were many, without ever
moving ashuscle. If anything went wrong in the
theatre Rufus always “got it” from the great
light comedian (who at the same time wag really
fond of him and appreciated his many sterling
qualities) and was discharged on an average twice
vaweek, It was amusing to watch this little comedy
—Charles Wyndham saying : “ Rufus, you leave
to-night,” to which Rufus used to reply: * Yes,
Mr. g\Vyndlmm,” but the next evening he was
always there as if nothing had happened. This
went on, [ believe, for five and twenty yaars.

(nce I said to Rufus: *1I thought you were
leaving ! ™ ** Leavink ? ” said Rufus, ““if I did the
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Guv'nor wouldn’t know where hewas. The theatre
would have to be closed!” And really, I do
believe that if Rufus had gone #uddenly, no ome
would have been more surprisetl than the volagjle
and very often impulsively inconsequent great
man himself.

Herbert Standing was a memba2r of the Criterion
Company who also had some very marked peculiar-
ities, He was a very fine farce actor, but took
little trouble to control his hasty temper. He was
in reality a big baby, and always in dispute about
nothing with somebody. Some years aftér» my
Criterion days he went to Australia as Nrs. Berpard
Beere’s leading man and quarrelled with her nearly
the whole time. When they retutned to England,
the witty Charles Brookfield, hearing of all the
unpleasantness that had taken place, designed a
new crest for Mrs. Beere in case she ever wished to
return t0 the Antipodes. It was a boxing kangaroo
and underneath was written one wopd, * Noz-
withstanding ™



CHAPTER 111
FATE KENOCKS AT THE DOOR

THE three years at.the Criterion slipped by
all too quickly and the experience gained
there by me was priceless.

The time had now arrived, however, when I had
to mak® up my mind either to sign a new contract
with Mr. Wyndham or go into another class of
work, My father felt it would be a véry good
thing for me to get into a school of Drama and
there Marn to broaden my methods, and Mr.

dﬂam, who was always kindness itself, thought
50 tcm I therefore accepted an offer to go to the
Princess’s Theatre in Oxford Street, to play the
heroine of Boucicault’s Irish play Arrab-na-Pogue,
and also to take the leading parts in After Dark
and the Lights 0" London.

In those days the Princess’s Theatre was one of
the most popular houses in London, and it was a
great experience to appear before the vast andiences
who patronized the house, and hear great roars of
laughter and rounds of applause for the first time
in my career. Those were the days of hissing the
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villain and cheering the hero, and though at first
I felt like a fish out of water, the Criterion-being
a bandbox compared to this house, [ soon sertitd
down in my new surroundings, and had the goad
fortune to make a success there, especially in the
part of Arrah-ha-Pogue.

There is nothing like a season of Drama for any
young actress, It gives breadth of gesture and
teaches the uses of the arms above the waist, to
speak out and understand that the boy at the
back of the gallery who has paid for his seat has
as much right to hear what is being said as his
better dressed brother im the stalls. The three
melodramas which I appeared in certainly made me
begin to feel my feet. When the season closed and
the theatre was taken over, if I remember rightly,
by Mr. Wilson Barrett, who,commenced his long
series of successes there at this time, I went to the
Strand Theatre to play in The Balloon. »

In mentioning the name of Wilson, Barrett,
although I think he was.never looked upon as a
really grst-nlass tragedian, that is to say, of the same
superlative excellence as the many giants who
flourished about this time, for be it remembered
that Mr. Irving was in his zenith, and Salvini,
Edwin Booth, Mounez-Sully, Coquelin and many
other great artists were appearing at intervals im
London, nevertheless he was a very picturesque
and effective figure. A most kindly man and muck
beloved by his company. ‘He was also a very brave
one, for at®one period ,of his career he returned to
London with forty thousand pounds’ worth* of
debts on his head, being money lost in productions
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he had made, and he bold..'ly not only started off to
Py this large sum but, ip fact, did so.

it has always étruck me as very strange why he
wgs generally lookéd upon by the critics and the
highbrow as of not very great importance in his
art, and howtit was that comediins used him
continually for buclesque purposes. This may have
been because, possessor as_he was of a face cast in
the Romap mould, he elected to take particular
care of his personal appearance, and never appeared
in 313' sort of part unless his hair was beautifully
curled and his throat and chest, even in a dinner
jacket, very generously- exposed., His voice was
clear and powerful, but he spoke in a somewhat
stilted and very %taccato manner which robbed his
rendering of the text of naturalness. Still, he was
a great favourite with the masses, and his Claudian
and his Hamlet made a very great impression on
my childish mind.

GcargE.Giddena came to the Strand from the
Criterion “for The Balloon. Such a dear he was,
always happy and smiling, and a farce actor in the
first flight, while his Squire Chivey and.Tony
Lumpkin being superlatively good, when he ap-
peared on the stage in the costume of this period
he might well have stepped out of one of De Wilde’s
dframes. It was not strange, I think, that he
excelled in bumpkin parts, as he adored sport and
the country, HE shot well, and as a dry-fly fisher-
man-had few equals.

I remember him making me laugh<very much
ont day at rehearsal, in telling me a story about an
acquaintance of his who had asked a Cockney friend
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to come down and spend a few days with him in
the country. One morping the host’s solicitors
arrived and he, having importart buginess matters
to transact, was obliged to nsglect his friend from
London. However, not wishing him to be dull,
he said : “ I know you'll exguse mu till lunch time,
won't you? You'll find plenty to do about the
place without me. Here is a gun and a couple of
dogs. Go out and have a bit of sport.” This
the Cockney friend did, but he returned in half
an hour and said: “ Have you got any more
dogs ¢ ™

lg:'sollr::wing The Balloon, which was qujite a sujcess,
I played in Esop’s Fables with W. 8, Penley at the
same house, and he used to make me laugh whenever
I looked at him either on or off the stage. On one
occasion I remember he (I blysh to own it) made me
laugh so much in a sceng that I was very glad when
it finished. After the curtain had fallen on the
act he came up to me, secretly delighted that he
had made me lose conjrol of myself,”and said:
“ Tell me, was I 5o very funny ?” Isaid: * Yes,”
and he,in his quaint private secretary drawl replied :
“Oh! do you knuwli am so glad,” and I'm sure he
was. The éssence of his inimitable humour was
his tremendouns earnsestness, for when he used to
say : “ Do you know, I don’t like London,” the
audience really felt that he didn’t like it, and this is
why they yelled at him and made the line,a catch-
word for nearly three years,

I was now receiving [15 per week, and felt a
millionairess. During this season Mr. Archur
Chudleigh of the Court Théatre, who from that
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day to this has been one of my dearest friends,
offered me an engagemeqt to go down to Sloane
Square and play i various comedies he was pro-
duging, he having disolved partnership with Mrs.
John Wood. This sounds rather as if I went to
play her parts, but oddly enough ths was not so,
as I was only twenty years of age. Here I also
procured the longest engagement of my life under
the management of a gentleman by the name of
Mr. Seymour Hicks, but of the terms of this domestic
contract it is a little too early to speak. [ can only
say thit the engagement itself was the happiest
any young agtress could hepe for, and its conditions
have never at any time been onerous.

During my first season under Mr. Chudleigh’s
management, I played in The Guardsman, by Ceeil
Raleigh*(Arthur Cecil was in the cast) and ‘also in
The Amazons, by 5ir Argthur Pinero. Weedon
Grossmith and inimitable Fred Kerr played the
principal male parts in Sir Arthur’s piece, and
wonderful'they were in it. )

Lily Hanbury, who was as sweet as she was lovely,
and to whom I was devoted, Pattie Browpe and
myself played three young ladies in knickerbockers,
a daring innovation in those days, and for quite a
long time we were very self-canscious.

_After these two pieces came The Pantomime
Rebeartal, and it was while I was playing in this
extraordjnarily funny burlesque on  Society
amateurs that Mr. Oscar Barrett asked Mr. Chud-
leigh if he would release me for the following
Christmas to play the part of Cinderella at the
Lyceum Theatre. It seemed a great chance for
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me, and my dear Chuddles, as he is always called,
very kindly agreed to givesme the required permis-
sion. The Pantomime Rebearsal was written by
Cecil Clay, made famous in Aerica by his talented
wife, Rosina Vokes, Brandon Thomas and Weedon
Grossmith, arld again madesfamou# in England by
the drolleries of Weedon Grossmith, Brandon
Thomas, Willie Elliott agnd Wilfred Draycott, the
principal female characters being in the hands of
Miss Gertrude Kingston, Miss Decima Moort and
myself. The play from first to last, I thigk, ran
over four hundred nights. 7

The days of the Court 'were joyous ones indeed.
We were like one big family, with Arthur Chud-
!I;:igh as a happy mdther disguised as a jolly school-

oy .

{ wonder if ever there were such a really charm-
ingly delightful set of people gathered together in
one theatre as in those old Court days.

Dear little Weedon Grossmith, the intest of
low comedians, was a droll of drolls, anq,i{;::he more
serious he: got, on or off the stage, the funnier he
became. He married my pretty friend, Miss May
Palfrey, who was also a member of the Court
company.

When I heard of the engagement, I remember
thinking to myself: “May is a very lucky girh,
but I wonder how she managed to keep a straight
face when Weedon proposed ¢ 1 dun’t-t.hin% o[
could have done so had he honoured me with his
affection. But this doesn’t mean that anyone
ﬁ knew him could have done anything but fove
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I remember once when we were watching a
rather wooden actor rehearsing, Weedon said:
“A great study Ef‘ still life, isn’t he # ” and that
night he brought me* down a small oil painting (he
originally intended to become an artist) of a coco-
nut, and upon & was aspiece of paper®on which was
written : * Anoth¥r study of still life.”

Then there wat Branden Thomas, who was a
perfect dear. He was tremendously earnest in
everything he undertook, and was splendid in every
part he played. He was an emotional man with
very'‘fine feelings, a great patriot and an enthusiastic
volunteer officer. It will be news to many that the
first version of Gharley’s Aunt he wrote was as full
of sentiment as it was of comedy. After its initial
production the broad fun of the story swamped
much that was the author’s original intention, for
those who knew the play én its original form will
remember that there was a quite beautiful scene
which My.Thomas had written between the young
men and the old officerswho had returned from
India and who was giving advice to the two under-
graduates in the shadow of a College Close- to the
accompaniment of a distant organ. |

It was during this happy time at the little house
in Sloane Square that the ladies who I understand
are the spinners of human destinies must have
thought it was about time they turned their atten-
tion to e again, and, without my being conscious
of the fact, the name of Hicks was becoming familiar
to me.

It didn’t mean anything very much in particular,
but somehow I suppose %e l:);tes had determined

t
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to get me accustomed deircm to this not par-
ticularly poetic sound. ‘The first time I remember
it being mentioned to mt directly was by father.
I had been to a matinée, and was dining with hi
at Simpson’s in the Strand,*a favourite place® of
his—the origigal Simpson’s, where the rats came out
every night into the big roorh upgaits looking nearly
as old as the waiters of that historic English eating-
house. During the meal he turned to me and said :
“ Why don’t you go and see a play to-night, and
pick me up afterwards, and we can po "home
together 27" I felt tired and said “ No.” I thought
I would get back early. “Oh! I should stay up
if I were you,” he continued, * and ntke a day of
it. Why not go and see Walker, dondon at Toole’s
Theatre. It is a jolly play and there’s an excellent
young actor in it ca]leg S}-:;}rmuur Hicks. Fm sure
you’'ll enjoy yourself.”

But Ishad been in town from early morning, and
I said: “ No, not to-night. I really don’t feel
like seeing another piece or Seymour Hicls.or anyone
else.” “He%s very good,” father pessisted. “1
dare say he is, darling,” I said, * but I'd rather go
home,"™ and so home I went,

This was the Fates’ first tap at the window of my
heart. Later they tried the door, for while sitting,
at breakfast about a Wweek afterwards, father said :
*“ Oh, by the way, Ella dear, young Hicks, the lal
I spoke to you about the other day, is coming down
this afternoon at half-past two to read me*a play*’
“ Howold,is he 7 " I asked. “ Oh! about twenty-
one, or something of that sort, I think,” father said.
“ Rather young to write plays, isn’t he?® I
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remember saying. “ He’s' written two or three,”
came the answer. Two or three plays at twenty-
ong ? Fairly indpstrious} I thought, and I became
a little curiods.

At half-past two to'the minute the front door bell
rang, and peeping over the top of the gtairs I caught
sight of the badk giew"of a slim-looking boy being
shown into the drawing-room. I didn’t want very
much to meet him, but I thought I"d have a look
at him throtigh the keyhole.

Why I wanted to I don’t know. However, I
had a, peep—he was leaning over a manuscript,
reading very earnestly to father. Not good looking,
I thought, #nd I can’t say I was much impressed,
anyhow not impressed enough to make a stage
entrance with the usual line, * Father dear! Oh!
I didn’t know you were engaged.” 5o I put on
my hat and went out for a walk. When I returned
the youthful anthor had gone.

“ His play"is not half bad,” father said, “ A bit
crude, bus?not half bad—all about fighting on the
Indian Frontier and that' sort of thing. Lots of
good stuff in it, but not quite right. Anyhow, as
I told the boy, never touch India on the stage. It
is always a failure, except in the one case of the
Relief of Lucknow play Fessie Brown, but he'll do
something some day.”

And he did. . He married me.

Little did father know how prophetic his words
were. % Why didn’t you come in and meet him ? ”
father inquired. I don’t know to this day why I
didn’t. It would probably ltave altered my whole
lifeif T had. For if ;young Hicks, as father called
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him, had fallen in love with me then, I’'m perfectly
certain father would have promptly knocked the
whole thing on the head. The Fates knew this,
that’s why I suppose they arranged thdt I should not
meet the young man from "Toole’s Theatre ehat
afternoon. Rut they had something else in their
work-basket.

I was composing little tunes about this time, and
I had just finished twer songs for which I had no
words. The Fates whispered: “ Ask the young
man you saw through the keyhole to write some for
you.” And I did. The lgatf:s must have been
jogging his elbow too, as for some unaccountable
reason he treasured my first letter to*him, and he
wouldn’t part with it to-day foranything. 1 took
both the songs to Mr. William Boosey and they
were published by Chappell’s. This was the first
time the name of Hicks amtl Terriss appeared in
print together, Oddly enough we didn’t meet
and nothing happened that had any bearing on
what the future held in store for me unti after my
father’s departure for Atherica with Henry Irving,
when the name of Seymour Hicks cropped up
again,

A one-act: play by him called The New Sub, which
proved a great success, was produced at the Court:
as part of the famdus triple bill, of which The
Pantomime Rebearsal was the backbone. .Hicks!
I heard it quite often in the theatre, Hicks! and
I was getting accustomed to it.

It then,so happened that the next piece to be

roduced at the Court was a play called The Other
ellow, in which I was cast foy the ingénue part. It
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was an adaptation from the French. As rehearsals
proceeded everyone realized that it was not quite
l:m enough for 4 whole*evening’s entertainment,

that a fitst piece would be needed. My part
in ‘ﬂ'ra’ Other Fellow was not a long one, and Arthur
Chudleigh suggested that I should play in a curtain
raiser. He told'me he'had got a very good little
musical duoclogue called His Last Chance. Now
father had always told me*on no account to play
in any more one-act plays, as they would do me
no good, and I was just about to refuse tactfully
when Juy cherubic manager continued: “And
young Seymour Hicks would be Ar in the other
part. Would you like to play it with him ?”
What made me sey * Yes,” ]; don't know, but I
did.

80 Arthur Chudleigh took me upstairs to his
office and introduced ‘me to my life-long partner
in a way which only that'old darling would do.
¢ Ella dear,”he said, *“ this is Scymﬂur I’ve known
him smce-he was e1ght:en He can’t act, but he’s
not a bad chap.”

What followed during the next foftnight 1
didn't remember at the time, and so certainly
can’t remember now. I think Seymour began
.making love to me before he knew anything about
his part.

* At first I wasn’t quite sure whether he really was
doing so, as I had never been made love to before,
btit I wasn’t very long in doubt on the subject,
and to my astonishment 1 was very pleaged. Talk
about a citadel being laid siege to. No troops in
a Napoleonic Campaign were ever flung against their
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objective by “the littler Corporal” with more
determination than were the battalions of little
boys with bows and arrows which.my young map
led to the attack. A :

After the first two or three days we were never
apart, as when rehearsals at the tl?l’eatre were over
he used to come home, and I speng hours trying to
din the musical numbers of the little play into his
head, two of which were'very difficult, as he had
to sing seconds to me. At times, Heaven knows
what he sang (here may I state that he has since
confessed that he tried to appear more stupid than
he was so as to be with me as much as possible), and
Edward Jones, the conductor, and ccmposer of
many charming melodies, and I come to the con-
clusion that although my new friend might be a
good actor, as a singer he would never get medals
of any kind.

Mother took a tremendous fancy to father’s
“ young Hicks,” and encouraged him so much that
one day, before I knew where I was, I had been
kissed seriously for the first time in my life. I
heard, also for the first time, that I was the loveliest
girl in the world, and in fact was listening to what
hundreds of other girls were listening to at the same
moment all over the world.

Here was a complication—father in America, a
ﬁoung man who would take no refusal, and I'm’

ound to say I didn’t want to give him one, and my
mother, being a romantic angel, helping him in
every possible way the moment she knew, almost
before I did myself, that I had fallen in love. Well,
there is no need to enlarge on the oldest of old
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stories except to say that I was proposed to, that [
accepted, and that the three of us held a council of

ar and decided I hid better cable father!!!

his I did in the following manner: * Dearest
Father, may I become engaged to Seymour Hicks ?
Devoted lowve, Ellie.” The reply, which came in
less time thad we thbught pessible, was a message
without hope. It ran: * Stop this nonsense. Wait
till my return. Love, Father” Here was a bomb-
shell. !

That evening at the theatre I began for the first
times to realize that I was taking a very important
step, and for the moment, losing courage, I went
to Arthur*Chudleigh and asked him if he thought

Seymour was really a nice young man. * Nice,”
said he. “ Of course he is. A jolly good chap.
A capital fellow.”

He little knew that his jocular reply was the great
deciding factor in my life.” I went home very happy
and quite’ contented with my jolly good chap.
The next day another council of war was held, and
the conclusion Seymour and I camé to, aided and
abetted by mother, was that rather than wait for
ten months for father’s return, with probably little
prospect of his consenting when he did arrive,
the thing to do was to take the plunge at once
unless we gave up all idea of getting married.

It was very.naughty, I know, to go against father,
but there you are; as someone said : “ Love laughs
‘at Lotkharts,” and Seymour and myself having
an engagement for three years with, Mr. Chud-
lejgh, our combined salaries being [f22 a week
with an increase pach year, everything seemed
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splendid. I think I had about two hundred pounds
in the bank, but Seymour had nothing. A special
licence was obtained, and Within three weeks from
the day “young Hicks” had been infroduced to
me I became his wife.



CHAPTER IV
1" LOVE—HE HONOURS AND OBEYS

WE were married at the Brentford Registry
Office, at eleven o’clock op the morning of
October 3fd, 1893. At ten o'clock I walked to
Bedford Park Seation dressed dn a little blue serge
dress with a blue straw hat trimmed with two
white wings. The train my bridegroom was to
arrive by came in—Mny heart beat quickly, but lo
—behold no bridegroom! Had he changed his
mind? I wondered. Was I a deserted heroine,
and shodid I go back home? These were the
thoughts that immediately filled my mind. No,
something must have happened that wasn’t his
fault. I felt sure of that. So I sat down on the
platform to wait. :

In a quarter of an hour the next train came in,
and out jumped my young than. He had overslept
himself. He .was gcspcragely sorry. I was all
forgiveness, and taking the first hansom off the
Yank, we got into it, and held hands all the way to
Brentford. If that cab had been an omen of what
ouy lives were to be we shbuld have turned back,
for it rocked from side to side the whole way, and
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I'm sure must have been the one in which Noah
left the Ark. !

On arrival at the Registrar’s office; which We
found after making inquiries at & tobacconist’s shop,
we were ushered into the presence of the man who
was to make us 8ne for better or for warse. © Where
are your witnesses ? ” we were asked. We hadn’t
any, so two men who wers loafing near the doorway
were each given five shillings, and they stood next
us, the only attendants at our great event, onk of
them, named Harris, being slightly intoxicated,

One of the questions put to me as the document
was being filled in was: “Is your fathgr alive ? ”
to whic% Seymour answered ' Very.” The
Registrar looked up and said he was glad to hear it.
Seymour and 1 lau}ied at each other a little timidly.
The ring was put on and we laft by the same doors
as we hag come in, to fiad that a crowd of small
children and customers from the neighbouring
shops were waiting to see us come ont. The
tobacconist had guessed our secret, and had called
his neighbours ‘to see the poor young couple
who, ne doubt as he thoug]:f, were asking for
trouble. ;

We got into our old hansom and left Brentford
to the accompaniment of langhter from the grown-
ups and jeers from the children. Our wedding*
breakfast was a strange one. It was Irish stew at
the Café Monico, Later as we walked dewn to
Charing Cross, Seymour leld me at arm’s-length
and kept shying: “Isn’t she pretty? Look at
her!" and people who passed us turned roufd,
and I was very glad to get in’the train for home.
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I little thought he'd be behaving like this thirty-

four years afterwards, but he often does.

*How happy we were! The only cloud that
hping over us was the thought of what father would
say when he received the cable I had sent him :
“Dear Fathey, I bave married Seymounr Hicks.
Lowe, Ella”’ Htaven knows, [ wouldn’t have hurt
him for all the world, but a long time afterwards
Ellen Terry told me she was with him when m
message arrived, and that he cried like a child.
I’'m glad I didn’t see him do that. Anyhow, I'm
thankful to say that when he knew how really
hapﬁ}r I wags, he too was as pleased us if he had given
me his consent.

For four years he saw Seymour almost every day,
and was very, very fond of him. From the time
we met him on Victqria Station, on his return from
the States, when he greeted us both with great
affection and delight, he never said one word about
what I had done, or blamed either of us in any way
whatever. . .

We both appeared at the Court Theatre on our
wedding night. In The Other Fellow, the:young
man who played the hero of the piece had to make
violent love to me. I played the part of a runaway
bride, and every time fnpmed my mouth he used
0 kiss me ecstatically. Seymour stood in the
wings and watched, and from his face I still don't
believe, that he admired either my acting or that
of my stage lover’s.

This same young man dig me the hdnour to fall
inslove with me, and proposed some days after I
had married Seymdur. We had kept our secret
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very carefully and no one guessed anything, for I
lived at home for the first week after my marriage.
At the Brentford office I had, of colirse, exchanged
the “ property ” brass wedding ¢lng which I worg
in the play for my own one, and one evening the
hero suddenly glared at the new bright one and
whispered to me hoarsely : * That’s hot the wedding
ring you wore last night., T'll swear that you've
married Seymour Hicks.” .

I don’t know what I said, probably : “ Don’t:be
silly,” or something of the kind. Anyhow, our
secret leaked out, as every secret does, and all'the
people in the theatre were greatly excited and very
kind. '

We only received three wedding presents. One
was a pair of decanters from dear Arthur Pinero;
another from an actor friend of Seymour’s, Mr.
Ackerman May, who sent s a silver fruit dish, and
the third” from Ellen Terry, who sent me an
ivory brooch from America. ;

We lived in furnished rooms when we wére first
married. What a couple of children we were indeed.
I was eyen younger in many ways than my years.
I had always lived at home, and my father had in-
variably come to fetch me at the theatre every
evening. I had met a great many people, but had
had very little experience in the mild love affairs
in which the average young girl indulges, and it was
a long time before I got over being terribly shy of
my own husband, .

When I had to meet his mother and grandmother
for the first time I nearly died of fright. His
mother thought that I loocked much too young to
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be married at all, and insisted that I should wear a
little bonnet, rather like the ones which Mrs. Kendal
daways wore. I remember well it had blue flowers
round the edge. "k don’t know that it really made
me look much older, and I'm certain it did not make
me look the lgast bit like Mrs. Kendal.

After a few Weeks the furnished rooms began to
pall, so we moved into Sloane Street and felt terribly
smart.

An old friend of Mr. Chudleigh's, Mr. Marler
by name, with whom Seymour was afterwards con-
nected in the building of three theatres, found us a
maisonette, decorated it for us, weally beautifully,
furnished it to match and made all this possible by
allowing us to pay him for it Ly instalments.

Our relations, I think, thought we were quite
mad, and, to say the least of it, 1 think we were a
little over-venturesome, :but it all panned out all
right. We were terrible swells with a professed
cook at L1 a week, which was very high wages in
those days, a maid and a Slage—bt:}'., All the page-
boy did was to quarrel with the cook,.and mast of
the cook’s time was taken up by proving herself to
be an expert in alcohol. Although we saw her very
seldom, we always knew at night when we came
back from the theatre whether she was sober or not,
for if she had been unwise in her libations she
decorated the entire supper table with mustard
and cress. She not only put it in the soup but also
in the jellies, the custards and round the decanters.

These were trying times for a young-housekeeper.

+To our new home many celebrated people began
to find their way. s Sir Herbert Tree, to give him
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his later title, lived a few doors off and sometimes
looked in upon us after the theatre. That splendid
old actor Henry Kemble became 4 great friendsof
ours. Henry Hamilton, the atthor, and Charles
Brookfield, the wit, Archie Wortley, the painter,
and many other friends of Seymour’s from the
Beefsteak Club too numerous to mention, all became
constant and welcome visitors. -

Henry Hamilton and Charles Brookfield were very
witty men, but their humour was seldom, if ever,
of the kindly sort. It was Henry Hamilton who
said to Charles Wyndham, on seeing him sitting in
David Garrick’s cEir at a famous club (the great
light comedian was playing David Garrick that
season), ““ Ah! Charizs, more like Garrick every
day and less like him every night.” Those who
heard the remark laughed heartily. It was an
expensive sally, for I think it cost Hamilton Sir
Charles Wyndham’s friendship. .

I remember my saying to Henry Hamilton one
day : “ How wonderful it, would be to bé a great
success,” and he replied : “ Don’t you 'believe it,
Ella dear; success is like the sunshine—it brings
out all the adders.” * Are you referring to news-
paper men f " someone said who overheard his
remark. “ No,” said Hamilton quickly, “if I had
been I should have called them puff-adders,” which,
was extremely good, though not a thing that would
have endeared him to a journalist if one had been
present. .

At the end of the run of The Other Fellosw a new
triple bill was put up at the Court, the main item
of the evening being a revue called Under the Clock,
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by Charles Brookfield and Seymour. The other
two pieces were an operetta called The Fenetian
Sitger, in which'Mr. Jack Robertson sang charm-
ingly, and a little’ play by Seymour called Good-
bye.

Under the Clock was the first real sevue produced
in London. It was brilliantly witty, but much of
it was extremely cruel. 1 am not exonerating
Seymour for his share in "the writing of it, but it
was ‘Brookfield * let loose,” aided and abetted by
a young man who was his very II:: Eup]f Brookfield
ina cage was dangerous enoug t, given a roving
cammlssmn nearly everybody c:f note in London,
especially 1n the theatrical profession, was made
the most wicked fun of, and*the Court Theatre
was packed for a long time with people who delighted
to see their friends or enemies lampooned.

One of the luckiest things which ever happened
to us was tke fact that my husband (I was beginning
at this tu:nt: to feel quite married, and on rare
occasions ‘was brave enough to say M}r husband ™)
had made a great success in this piece.

Mr. George Edwardes heard about him, came down
to the Court and offered him a three years’ engage-
ment at the Gaiety Theatre. He had made me a
similar offer several times, but I had always been
«advised it would be an unwise thing for me to accept
it. However, when he renewed it at the time he
+was asking Seymour to come to him, a different
complexion was put upon things: to be both working
together for af ng period at one hoxse made us
decide to accept the Gaiety engagement if Mr.
Chudleigh wculd release us,
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Like the angel that he is, he agreed most
gencrously to do so. * Certainly,” he said. “I
think it may be a great chance for you both, Tike
it. I wouldn’t think of standing in your way”
The only commission he wanted was a big kiss,
which I gave htm, and without delay gverything was
settled with Mr. Edwardes that we should both
open at his theatre in the following August, it
then being November.

Life was splendid! Our marriage had broaght
us both good luck not only in our home but in our
business. Father wrote us every mail giving us all
sorts of advice, very little of which was of much
use, as events were moving rapidly and we had to
make decisions for ‘ourselves, but we kept him
informed of all that was going on, He himself had
always been a very careful man, and he kept on
impressing on us the necessity of saving money, and
so gloomy a picture did he often draw of an old age
in the gutter if we didn’t, that I’m sure he had an
idea that we were just at the end of our lives instead
of the beginning. His letters to Seymour were
naturally at first only friendly, and he signed himself,
*“Yours very sincerely, Will Terriss,” but after a
few months one arrived signed “ Father,” and
then we knew that we, were both really forgiven,
and our happiness was complete.

I think poor mother in the early days of father’s
return came in for a few little reproaches for not,
having looked after me more strictly, as father put
it, but she was a staunch ally of ours, and her judg-
ment proved to be right, and I know father thought
so afterwards. She was wonderful all through our
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initial difficultics, and I know she was devoted to
Seymour because he waseso good to me.

Ut was about t]m time that I began seriously to
think of becoming a Roman Catholic. I had
always wanted to be one, and after having many a
talk with that,splendid man of the® world, Father
Bernard Vaughan, on the subject, I was Teceived
into the Church by him,.a Church which gave me
great conselation when I faced, as I had to later,
sc'.rc'ral sad and very heavy blows.

J']u:LEEI or more understanding man than Bernard
Vaughan it would have been impossible to meet.
He was always full of fun and jokes; and was not only
a favourite of the late King Edward, but was loved
by the humblest of His Majeésty’s subgecta One
of his great gifts was his splendid fearlessness and
his faﬂh;y for being what is called a splendid mixer,
He could leave a luncheon table in Park Lane for a
slum in Whitechapel and be equally happy in both.

I oncgcheard him at a big dinner party where
nearly everyone was someone in the Red Book,
finish an argument on religion by saying with a
laugh: “ Well, disagree with me a8 much: as you
like. The fact remains that as you're not Catholics
you'll never get to Heaven,” and he ended with,
“And I’m not sure I aha.]l ever be able to get
there cither.” All I can say is that if Father
Vaughan wasn’t able to, then it must indeed be
a kingdpm which is absolutely empty.

It was during my very early married life that I
met and became the devoted friend of*Mr. Alfred
Fripp, now not Sir Alfred but dear Alfred. Never
has he failed either Beymour or myself in stress or
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trouble, indeed never has he failed anyone. He
has a heart like a hotel, and every room in it is
occupied by friends. Theebt owr profession owes
him is one that can never be paid. It is greater
than England’s War Debt to Ammerica, but of a v
different kind, He has cut Seymour and m}r:rz
up more successfully than has any ciitic, but, great
surgeon though he is, his kindly eyes have cut far
deeper into our hearts than ever his knife would dare.
Across them they have carved the words™* Undying
affection.” He has been anything to us but a
froth-blower in days and nights of crisis.

The time had now arrived when I had to go to
the Lyceum to rehearse for the pantomime.

Its first performapce took placeson Boxing Day
afternoon, and if not #he most beautiful production
of its kind I have ever seen, was, at any rate, very
little short. It filled the old Lyceum from floor
to ceiling twice daily during the whole of its lon
run of twelve weeks, Mr. Oscar Barrett, who hag
been producing successful entertainments of this
kind at the Ctystal Palace, was a master in this line
of work, and he knew how to tell the simple tale of
Cinderélla as children know it.

He never allowed the comedians to dominate the
story or havescenes to themselves simply to be funny
in, which had nothing«o do with the play, as is so
often the case to-day, They were only permitted
to be funny i the story, and the production itself
well deserved the wonderful notice which Clement
Scott, who, was then the great critic of the Daily
Telegraph, gave it. Heswrote his tremendous praise
under the title of “Athwart Fairyland.” ‘That
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great pantomimist, Charles Lauri, was the cat. He
was not a4 man in a skin, he was a real cat, and as
he worked with ene throughout the performance
I had an opportunity of watching ‘l.ii."n‘.|:I|J admiration
what a master of his art could do.

It was a wonderful company, agd the dresses
designed by Wilhelm from the woodland Autumn
Leaf Ballet to the Ball-room scene and afterwards,
were things which for grate and beauty had never
been surpasied in Pantomime before. 41113 dressing
of Cinderella herself was a poem, and no picture of
the Court of Louis Quinze could have been more
exquisite either in conception or execution.

I sat up almost the whole night before we opened
making my rag dress: the oneawhich Wilhelm had
designed was voted by every one far too elaborate,
so my mother and I set to work and made one
out of bits and pieces, and I wore it all through
the run. I was painted in it and also a satuette
was in the Academy the following season.

I may-fay, without being unduly vain, that I
made a really great success in the name, part, and
I always think the reason of this was that I played
the little drudge as I should have played her had
I been called upon to do so in a straight play, and,
indeed, everyone in the cast worked on these lines.

It was owing to Miss Tefry seeing this perfor-
mance of mine that Mr. Irving asked me to come to
him for his next production to create the part of
Rlaine in Kimg Arthur, I had, however, as I
mentioned before, signed a three years’ cpntract for
the, Gaiety Theatre and so this was impossible,

t was flattering in the extreme to be singled
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out by Mr. Irving for such a character, and at the
time I wondered if I had done wrong in tying
myself up to Mr, Edwasdes’ mgnagement. But
I am sure now that what I had, settlect was for the
best (indeed, throughout my*life I have always
tried to think that everything has been for the
best), for it started my partnership.in the theatre
with my husband, a partnership which has been a
gloriously happy, andp Idon’t think unsuccessful,
one for more than thirty years.



CHAPTER V
I IMITATE COLUMBUS

HEN Cinderella came to an end at the
Lyceum, the pantomime was taken over,
lock, stocke and barrel, to New York, the only
change made besng that Seymaur was cast for the
ugly sister, and extraordinarily good he was. The
American Press said that he was the finest dancer
who had ever come *over from England, but he
knew that this was only because they could not see
his feect. However, he was so nimble and managed
his skirts- 80 well that it was small wonder he took
them all in. ! !

Although later at the Gaiety he made a great
reputation as an eccentric dancer—I know hé' won’t
mind my saying so—he, as a step dancer pure and
aimﬁle and not an eccentric, was only really an expert
with his right foot. So mach so was this a fact
that I remember well at a dress rehearsal dear old
Willie Warde calling out to' him as he was making
in exit*with me at the end of a musical number,
“ Wave your handkerchief above your, head, old
man. It will take the gallery’s attention off your
left leg.”
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Throughout my career- Willie Warde arranged
nearly a]% my dances, and it was due to his genius
and his power of inventing business and thinking
out artistic novelties that I owed at ledst half my
successes in musical comedy.

I have met many great artists in my time, but
none greater than this brilliant and-lovable man,
who always did what so few dance producers are
able to do: he designed th® steps from the character
of the dance and never started work With what
the feet could do, but what they should do. Few
people living know how much George Edwardes
owed to this comjc genius, or how much he relied
on him, Had he not been content to take a back
seat there was always a golden oneswaiting vacant
in the front row for him to occupy.

The trip to New York was dreadful. We started
in a gale and finished in one* Our boat was the
old German liner the Elbe, of about 6,000 tons;
and anything like the weather I have never ex-
perienced before or since. K Crockery was’smashed,
water was 3 foot deep in our cabin, and what with
the rushing of sailors on deck shouting at each other
in German, the grinding of chains, and the groan-
ing of the ship herself, which all went on to the
accompaniment of a brass band in the saloon, never
playing to more than ivdozen passengers, we were
in despair, One night, so terrible avas the moise
that I became extremely frightened, and I was
certain my young man was frightened too; for I
heard him singing in the berth above me ; this I
knew to be a sure sign of*nerves on his part, although
I had only been married a few months, * I think,
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Seymour,” I murmured; “ 1 will ring for someone
to come.” 1 did so, and amidst the din and the
yproar the door openetl and a very fat stewardess
was hurled at us. We didn’t realize at the time
that she didn’t udderstand English, and when in
answer to my inquiry, *“Is there any danger ?”
she replied, «* Yes, nFlcntys,” and left hurriedly,
my thoughts can well be imagined for the next
few hours. Owur cabin *was on the deck, so that
all that was coming to the ship came straight at
us.
New York in 1904 was, of course, nothing like
$0 noisy as it is to-day, but after London it was
quite noigy enough. Then Fourteenth Street was
up town, andeT'wenty-third Street the centre of
the fashionable shops, and here, I think, too,
Delmonice’s Restaurant (which was what our
* Berkeley ™ is to-day) was also situated. Daly’s
Theatre, as the heart of "theatre-land and the last
word in smartness, was also near by. To-day it
is sad tessee it has become a picture house,

Cinderella tripped on at Abbey’s Theatre and
was a great success, though the run was not a long
one. The house was called after Mr. Abbey, the
famous impresario, whose firm of Abbey, Schoeffel
and Grau were at this period responsible for the
introduction of Grand Opera to New York. Some
wit christened the three partners Shabby, Shuffle
and Growl. I don’t know why. They were all
three extremely nice men, I thought.

I found the American children curiously sophis-
ticated after the London wnes, but they softened
their hearts and sent poor Cinderella packets of
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acid drops, dollar bills, and one even sent me a
beautiful curl from its own head. I have it still.

In London the children, thoved te tears at seeing
me left alone in the kitchen while my sisters went
to the ball, used to send me pennies. One littl2
boy fell in lovg with me from the front of the
house and persuaded his mother to bring him round
to see me. ““There, darling,” she said, *shake
hands with Mrs, Hicks.” “The little boy burst out
crying and said, * Oh, mother ! not HICKS 1 1,/ ™

It was on arrival in New York that we had the
never-to-be-forgotten pleasure of meeting for* the
first time Richard Harding Davis, the famous
American author, who remained one of our closest
and most affectionats friends until ®the day of his
lamented death during the War. I loved him very
much. If ever there was a great gentleman it
was Dick Davis. His chivalty towards women
was perfectly wonderful. He was kindness and
generosity itself, and was as 2 man a great example
to all men. His industry was as immenbe as his
vitality, and tlie work he left behind him is a joy
to read in its powerful descriptiveness, its ease, its
freshness, and 1ts charm.

He was an American first, last and all the time,
but he could always see the other nation’s point of
view, and [ have heardvmany an American regret
that he is not alive to-day, for he.was the-man
to have spoken out candidly and wisely on many a
little misunderstanding that has arisen at® times
between his country and mine.

Dear Dick, who no nfan ever heard use even the
mildest of swear words, I often think of you and
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would give much to see your kindly honest face and
great big burly figure coming down the highway
to greet me once again. It was Dick, though, who
in' trying to help/us to be topical in New York
nzarly got us into trouble on the night of our first
performance. Seymour had to say as the ugly
sister in the last scene of the pantomime, * Oh, well,
as the slipper won’t fit me and I've lost the PIJ.EEE.‘,
I shall have to marry a millionaire,” and he asked
Dick to tell him the name of a popular American
Crassus. Dick said, “ Why, Gould, of course.
Howard Gould—that will be sure to get you a
laugh. Say ‘How would Gould do?’” Well,
quite inngecently the line was spoken, and to our
astonishment ome section of the audience resented it.

The papers next morning also said it was a pity
that foreign artists should indulge in personalities
about people who did not belong to their own
country, and on reflection we saw how right they
were. Holwever, we were only twenty-three then,
and DicksDavis 'l:nemg full of youthful high spirits,
without thinking, got 'us into thig little bit of
trouble.

We went everywhere with our new friefid, and
were taken to the night haunts of the Bowery and
the coloured quarter Harlem Way. We went to
the Dime Museums and saw everything. One
‘Bunday night,, I remember, he took us to a concert
the principal feature of which was a grand selection
vuf old negro songs and all kinds of Southern music.
Seated next us at the énd of our row was a long-
haired man, who, after listening to the orchestra
infently, suddenly buried his face in his hands and
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moaned loudly. The manager of the hall, who was
standing near by, thinking #to be kindly, leant over
to him and saic)lr sympathetically, % Ah1 sir, I ste
ou are a Southerner.” The man locked up af
{;im+:_-iith wild eyes and said, * Gosh, no, I'm a
musician.”

It was during one of our outings at the theatre
with Dick that we saw seated in 4 box opposite us
that enormously popular actor, Nat »Goodwin.
During the evening a performer who was giting
imitations of well-known celebrities suddenly gpied
Mr. Goodwin, and turning to the audience said :
“ Ladies and gentlemen, we have among us to-night
one of America’s greatest actors, Mr, Nat' Goodwin.
1 will endeavour to give you an imitation of him.”
The house cheered, and the imitation being over,
the mimic looked up at Mr.,Goodwin’s box and
said, “ Well, Nat, how's that?® Without a
moment’s hesitation, Mr. Goodwin answered, *“ Well,
old man, one of us is rotten ! ”

It was while we were in® New York that Hansel
and Gretel was given for the first time by Augustin
Daly, who had secured the opera from Sir Augustus
Harris, or produced it in conjunction with him,
I don't remember which.

We were present at the first performance to sup-
port Sir Augustus, who had arrived from England
to cast a benevolent- eye on the undertaking,
Whether Augustin Daly was a little annoyed at hia
coming, or whether Druryolanus had been looming
rather too 'largely in ,the Press, I don’t know,
but at the end of the evening Mr. Daly, in te-
sponse to calls for him, came in front of the curtain

05



ELLALINE TERRISS

looking very untidy, his hair being ruffled and the
collar of an old tweed goat turned up, which made
itsappear a; if he had been working like a horse all
night.

Thui was an excellent little bit of production,
and, as the cheering looked like @ontinuing inde-
finitely, he went to the side and led on Sir Augustus
by the hand. The cogtrast between them was
marked tq a degree, for the Englishman being
arrayed in a magnificent dress suit with a wide
expanse of shirt front, an Inverness cape, to which
werd added a top hat and gold-headed cane and a
large gardenia, he stood looking like a typically
splendid Picture of the idle rich.

If Mr. Daly meant to cohvey this impression,
which the knowing ones in the house were sure he
did, and indeed some of the papers next morning
said in a jocular way was his intention, then he
must have,indeed been delighted, for his presenta-
tion of the immaculate English manager was received
with hardly concealed laughter by the whole house.

I felt very uncomfortable, as it isn’t at all pleasant
to sce a fellow-countryman being made to-appear
ridiculous. There were cries for a speech, and
Sir Augustus, looking a little, shall we say, Britishly
at the house, said: “ Ladies and gentlemen,
Humperdinck was a musicifn—" and paused; it
was only for ‘a moment, but I have never heard
such a yell of derisive laughter in my life, Poor
man, he was about to say that “ Humperdinck
was a musician so well kngwn all over ‘the world,”
etG., etc., but the fatal use gave a not too sym-
patheticall}r inclined, audience the opportunity of
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thinking he was trying to instruct his grandmother,
and they would have no moge of him, He went on
speaking, but all he said was drowntd in, noise and
laughter, and he had to leave,‘the stage having
only announced to an American audience, who
were most kncwledgable lovers of music, that
“ Humperdinck was a musician.”

While we were in New York there was a sale of
the brilliant Miss Rosina Vokes’ household effects,
she having but recently died, and I went to the
auction room, bidding successfull}r for a complm:c
dinner service of very pretty design. Havmg no-
where to put it I had it set outin thesitting-room of
our hotel. '

Every day it grew' smaller and beautifully less.
Someone evidently admired it as much as I had.
It would have been almost amusing if it hadn’t bcctu
annoying to see plate after plate disappear.
last the sbup tureen went, :m:f towards tEe end nf
our visit there was little left but some sauceboats
and a few odd pieces. These I gave to my Coloured
maid, who proudly informed me that shé had put
them in a cabinet in her dining-room. I often
wonder if I ought to have said : * What, with the
rest of the set’? ™

We made many real friends in ﬂmﬂrl:a, and 1
left it full of regrets. “On our arrival in London,
there was little time for anythi f but hard tork,
as rehearsals at the Galety started at once.
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CHAPTER VI
THE FIRST OF “THE ciRLs”

THE new play by an American author, H. J. W.
Dam, called The Shop Girl, not being ready,
and as it was then the month of August, a very bad
theatrical seasdén, Mr. Edwardes decided to revive
the old Gaiety burlesque of Liitle Tack Sheppard.
It failed dismally. Personally, I only had a silly
little part in it, s0 was not to be blamed. The
reasons for the disaster were obvious ahd many.
First of all, the book was of the old rhyming couplet-
un-joke-variety, which had even then been dead
or several years. And when easly in-the evening
lines such as

¢ You are a villain ; I know you well, of course;
A Rowland Trenchard pathers no remorse,”

‘were spoken, the gallery kecame irritated, and we
all knew what we were in, for, as the whole piece
_teemed with this out-of-date, old-fashioned humour.
Then, again, what made the entire night like a sub-
scription dance in a cemetery, was the fact that
Fred Leslie and David James, both being dead,
and that very lamp of burlesque, Nellie Farren, a
&8
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hopeless cripple, all their friends who remembered
their inimitable performances in the original pro-
duction some ten years previously, came round
between the acts to offer congratulations with
streaming eyes and sobbed out: “ Ah! dear old,
Fred!” “ And I remember, too, what James did
so clearly.” “And Nellie, who will ever forget
her #” “Oh, how wonderful they all were,”
and so on, and so on, and to on.

It is not difficult, therefore, to imagine how little
chance there was for the revival under these con-
ditions, The piece ran for six weeks to poor
houses, and then rehearsals for The Shop Girl
commenced, which was the beginning of a new
regime at the Gaiety. a :

I mean new regime from the point of view that
Mr. Edwardes had infused new blood into the
famous old house, new authors, new composers,
new artisgs, and practically a new form of enter-
tainment. -

If my memory serves me rightly, Willie Warde,
Edmund Payne, and dear little Katie Seymour of
the twinkling feet, were the only members of the
old company who remained.

The autumn. of 1904 at the Gaiety was memorable
in that Ivan Carylti whose real name was Tilkins,
made his first appearance in its orchestral chair.
His opera burlesque of Little Christopher Columbus.
had just been enormously successful 'at the Lyric,
and had placed him in a very different ppsition.
from the one he had occupied as an obscure piano-
forte teacher not so vesy long before. His music
had become the rage of London, and my old aad

o 69



ELLALINE TERRISS

dear friend, Mr. William Boosey, fathered him at
Chappell’s.
AF ough he was a Belgian Tilkins, he need only
hive had ‘to put “itch® at the end of Ivan and
he would well have passed for a Russian nobleman,
Felix, as he was known to all his intimates, had a
wonderful manner. He used to frive up to the
stage door in a pair-horse Victoria with two men on
the box. Beneath his sable coat his clothes were
the last word in cut and quality. His jewellery,
although in the best of taste, was, however, auite
notigeable, and many a jangling golden trinket
had he attached to the various chains of the same
precious metal which hung about him. It must
not be inferred from this that he was just a dandy,
He was, as a matter of fact, a very powerful little
man, and vital to thelast degree, and in the orchestra,
for musical comedy, or light opera, a giant. He
always had his chair placed close up to the footlights
and followked a singer or a dancer Yike alynx, This
method. gf sitting forward was particularly effective,
for when conducting a "big concerted movement or
a finale, he used to swing his body Tight round
and apparently physically sweep his strings-and his
brass into the big passages. E
He was a great showman and knew the value of
everything, from insisting on the fiddlers tapping
«their, violins when he maffe his first appearance to
conduct the overture, to -the brushing feverishly
vof his parted Russian beard after he had flung down
his baton presumably exhausted at the end of a
successful number. . !
‘He and I were very great friends, and he used to
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call me * Little Ellar,” and always spoke of his
songs as * may muscik.”” He spoke perfect English
with only a few minor pleAsant defects. Anyone
more lavish in his generosity os princtly in hfs
mode of living I have never thet. He had not
the slightest 13:& of the value of money. I think
if his income had been two thousand pounds a week
he would have spent three, and most of it would
have been devoted to gividg pleasure to others.

To him Mr. Edwardes gave two-thirds of the
scores to write, and to that master of light mum:,
Lionel Muncktun, the residue, i.e., about ejght
numbers, and the jealousy and mancuvring :ﬁat
used to go on between these two to secure the
lyrical plums was wopderful to wasch, Monckton
trying to write all the best sellers, such as my
songs and the numbers Seymour and [ sang together,
and of course Edmund Payne’s, and Caryll always
doing hisebest to try and foist concerted numbers
upon him which he knew would be no gobd outside
the theatre.

But Lionel Mopnckton was very shrewd and had
the advantage of not only being a wonderfully
expert and melodious writer who understood the
public taste backwards, but wrote nearly all his
own lyrics (at any rate in the rough) and supplied
most of the ideas for his spngs.

Caryll was marvellous at big waltzes, large finales,
and the backbone and’ more noisy parts of the
entertainment, They were an ideal combination,
but no amhassadorial conference ever knew such
intrigue as took placesduring production time
at the old Gaiety,
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The truth was they both were masters in their
own particular line, and Mr. Edwardes saw that
whatever he promised *them they never got unless
it was the'one thing in which he knew them to be
at their best,

Of course, when interpolated songs by outsiders
were introduced into the plays from America or
elsewhere, then, and then only, did Felix and
Lionel join forces to att#ck Mr. Edwardes. But the
latter always got his way, and the result was triumph
after triumph for all three,

Garyll wrote his music on the moment. He was
all temperament. Monckton corrected and cor-
rected hig compositions, and more often than not
I have knownshim set a lyrig for me half a dozen
times before he was satisfied. But when he was
satisfied (although he never pretended to be) you
might be sure youswere going to sing something
the public would be humming for months. 1
sang nearly all his first big successes, “ A little
bit of string,” “ When,_ the little pigs begin to fly,”
“ The boy guessed rigEl: the very firsy time,” and
a dozen others.

He was taciturn by nature and never went out
of his way to make himself popular with people.
Indeed, his manner was more often the reverse,
but to me he was always genial and kindly, and I
*had gvery reagon to be veée grateful to him, which
indeed I was. :

It was he who gave me the nickname of * The
Rock of Gibraltar,” this being because on a first
night I was apparently quite calm and collected.
My exterior may have given this impression, but
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what went on inside no one will ever know. I used
to be terrified.

It was at this time that a bnll:lant young under®
graduate came to London from Oxford. His,
name was Paul Rubens, and I sang his first two
numbers at thesGaiety in the second nd.ttmn of
The i&ﬁp Girl. One was called “ The Little
Chinchilla * and the other * The China Egg.”
With the most charming manners, a more delightful
man never stepped. He remained quite unspoiled
even when success was showered on him. He
always very delicate, and his death, which occurred
at an early age, left a blank in the musical comedy
world which has never been filled. »

That Encyclopzdia’ Britannica, Mr. Ropes, who,
under the name of Adrian Ross wrote all the lyrics
for Mr. Edwardes’ productions, and splendid they
were, wag always handing me encore verses of a
topical nature. 1 cared as little for poliries in those
days as I do now, and understanding nothing about
them I used to sing quite Mnocently lines on the
most controversial subjects and generally, I believe,
looked the most surprised individual in the world
when I heard boos or cheers as the case might be
when I had quite smilingly informed the audience
that Mr. So and So was cither an asset to the
country or the reverse. .

Looking back at those early days at the Gaiety,
what a team Mr. Edwardes had to drive. All the
comedians in the theatre were generally at logger-
heads, and there were sq many well-known people
in the company that the struggle for the best
scenes that fell from the authors’ table was fierce
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in the extreme, but Mr. Edwardes managed them
like the diplomatic gemius he was. They all went
thto his office to get something more, and generally
«ame out with something less, but they never knew
it. George Edwardes was the only man I have
ever met who could convince youswithout a doubt
that black was white.

It was Lionel Monckton, who knew his every
move, that christened him “ Blue-eyed George.”
A *wonderful description, because if anyone ever
really cornered him he used to open his eyes with
the bland innocence of a new-born baby, and was
apparently so surprised about everything he was
told thaf it aJmost seemed a shame to believe he
ought ever to have been blaméd for anything.

It is an amazing fact that George Edwardes had
no ear for music,whatever, and couldn’t have
hummed a tune correctly if he had been given a
thousand *pounds. He had a great flair, however,
oddly enough, for what the public wanted in music,
but being clever enchgh to know his weakness,
relied on dear Walter Pallant for any final decision
on a melody, a finer judge of a song than whom
never lived. He was a stockbroker by profession,
and was not only a director of the Gaiety but was
the moving spirit in construction at production

» time of all the Gaiety piefes.

When The Greek Slave was produced at Daly’s,
which was an ambitions and charming work by
Sidney Jones, Walter Pallant had his doubts, which
were ultimately justified, about its fin4ncial success,
and after the first night, when Sidney Jones asked
him how he liked the music, said : *It’s splendid,

74



THE FIRST OF ** THE CIRLS™

Sidney, but you have forgotten the tunes.” The
march at the end of Act I, * Hail, Antonia, Hail |
however, had a great melody, and was as goofl
as anything in this class of work ever written,
either before or since, at least that is what I always
thought.

In mentioning the squabbles that took place for
supremacy among the company at the old Gaiety
I may say that personally I never fousd myself
in disagreement with anyone. I used to pla
my own sort of parts and went on my own l.\tht e
way quietly. As a matter of fact I have never
a cross word with a soul in any theatre in my life.
I am not sure that this can be said of ‘my other
half, I won’t say worser, for Seymour in those
days was well to the forefront in many a battle,
and it was through my keeping him in order and
smoothing things over that the name of ** The
Little Oil-can ** was given to me.

That my time at the Gaiety was never anything
else but very happy I must’ not forget to say was
in a large degree’due to the fact that I was very
much spoiled by everyone there and never had
anything but the greatest kindness shown me from
Mr. Edwardes to the stage hands.

I am not altogether sure, however, that some
of the older actors in the dompany looked upon some
of the young male new-comers with ‘a kindly eye.
Arthur Williams, for instance, who was in reality
a very good-natured man, was so essentially of the
old school that he especjally resented the presence
of any actor or actress who had reached Londen
before the age of forty, and who had not been well
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through the mill, and he christened all the young
people in the theatre ©“ "The Mellin’s Food Brigade.”
'Fhis was the copdemnation he felt was our due
for being successful too early in life. He, however,
soon got accustomed to the new order of things,
though I don’t think he ever becamenquite reconciled.
Of course [ didn’t bother him, but Seymour,
dear Lionel Mackinder, Robert Nainby, and the
then George Grossmith, Junior, were to him like
red rags to a bull. On the second night of The
Shep Girl he turned to Seymour and said, apropos
of nothing, as if it were part of the text, “ You
think yourself a very clever young fellow, don’t
you ! ¥ té which Seymour Iﬂpﬁﬂd, “ Yes, Polonius,
I do,” which got a big laugh, and he never said
anything of the kind again.
Edmund Payne, who was the drollest of low
comedians, never hit it off with Arthur Williams,
and, if ever they met in a scene, at the best there
was never anything but armed neutrality,
Teddy Payne used to get roars of laughter with
his face, and Arthur Williams christened him * The
Magic Lantern Slide Comedian.” But I suppose
all these little sparring matches have gone on
among comedians since the days of Garrick and
Cibber, so my comrades were un{; keeping up stage
‘traditions, which is whatfrthey may have thought
was quite the proper thing.to do.
. My, dressing-room at the Gaiety was historic.

Before I used it, it was Mr. Edwardes’ office, and
was given to me when he went acrosg to a set of
new premises on the other side of Wellington
Street next to the Lyceum Theatre. But in the
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days before the old Gaiety Theatre was built as I
knew it, this very room was one in which Charles
Dickens wrote. i

When the theatre was pulled down to become
part of the palatial Morning Post building, the
contractors ser¢ me a brick from the top of its
mantelpicce. [ had it set in silver, for I felt sure
the great editor of Howugehold Words must have
often leaned upon it. Another charming thought
was that of the old carpenter at the Gaiety who,
when the theatre was being demolished, had the
boards of the stage immediately in front of the
conductor’s desk' made into a cabinet and sent
it to me as a present. [ often look at i¢, and what
memories and thoughts of marvellous days and
nights the marks and scratches on it conjure
up.
PTh::y. are the very pieces' of wood on which,
amongst others, Madame Vestris and the great
Charles Mathews stood. They had, felt the
tapping of Kate Vaughan% dainty feet, "and they
could tell ‘of Teddy Royce’s antics. They had
listened to Fred Leslie and E. ]. Lonnen, and had
creaked with applause at Nellie Farren. They had
heard vast audiences shout their approbation
hundreds of times. Gertie Millar had danced upon
them, and Katie Seymegpr and Letty Lind. They
had supported Edward Iil‘ﬁrr}r and Fdmund Payne.
Dear G{J‘;;{] ohnny Toole and Paul Bedford had trod
them. Henry Irving had delivered his address
from thenr on the lagt night of the old Gaiety
surrounded by all the stars in London. I myself
have sung many a success upon them, and my old
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man has done so too. They must have known
his song, “ Her golden hair was hanging down
het back,” .by heart. These sentinels of a great

t weave dreams of never-to-be-forgotten times,
or have they not listened to Regane’s Sans Géne
and Coquelin’s Cyrano ?

And to look at all the dents upon them brings
tears to my eyes and laughter to my lips, for a thou-
sand ghoste of departed giants pass on in endless
procession, many of whom were personal friends,
men and women who have made history in the
theatre. Sometimes they make my heart cry out,
“ Oh, for Yesterday ! éiue me back Yesterday—
and all the wonderful comrades who were of it—if
only for a few hours.” But'these sad thoughts
are not to be encouraged, and so I just pat the little
cabinet affectionately and happily think of other
boards on which dance the equally clevep people
of To-day. -

I have pever been a bit of a prude, I hope, and
am as broad-minded as it is possible te be, but some-
how there was an idea in the theatre that because
I was of a quiet and rather retiring disposition
anything like even a mild swear word let slip would
greatly offend me. I am bound to say there is
nothing I like less than bad language of any kind,
but I have never been so ¢upid as to look shocked
if I heard it, for I know that the theatre is a nervy
place when people are working hard. However,
many people thought that “ I's " should be dotted
if Ella Tlerriss was about, and I discovered that even
when I wasn’t anywhere near if someone was inclined
to embroider the King’s English the standing joke
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was for one of the men present to turn round and
say, ‘“ Ah! good evening, Miss Terriss,” as if I
had ju ]lnat put in an appearance.

s little bit of fun continued among many of
those who knew me well long after I had left the
Gaiety, and ifsanyone went too far someone was
sure to look up suddenly and say, *“ Good evening,
Miss Terriss,” which always got alaugh and generally
stu ped the gentleman who had lost his temper

y from giving too accurate an imitation of a
barge .
I would not like it to be thought for a moment
that bad language iz a habit of the theatre more
than in any other walk of life, fgr acors are an
extremely careful class of men in front of their
women comrades. And as I look back on the very
large number of people I have met in my life of all
sorts and kinds, the people of whom I have been
most fond are the men with whom I have earned
my living, for they are, as a whole, Ju.u%-hearted
helpful and generous to a'degree.

During the éarly rehemals of The Shop Girl
came -my first disappointment. We had hardly
started them when I was taken rather seriously
ill, and I was ordered a complete rest. I had to
give up my part, which was played by Miss Ada
Reeve, and I was unablejto go into the bill until the
piece, which was a tremendous success, had' been
running for some time.

During my illness I had a very new invention,
“The Elettrophone,” fitted up in my bedroom,
and Ivan Caryll used to lean over his receives in
the orchestra and during the noisiest musical
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numbers ask me how I was and tell me little bits of
news. It cheered me up a lot.

When I seturned to the Gaiety and opened in
The Shop Girl 1 sang Mr. Leslie Stuart’s first

eat London su::cess, “ Lousiana Lou,” also an
il;:nnncan song called “I want yrr, ma honey,”
both of which found their way into the villages
of England. It was in .this la}' that Seymour
sang “ Her golden hair was hanging down her
back,” which ranked as a success of the century
with _* Two lovely black eyes” and ** Ta-ra-ra-
hmm-de—ny,” and between us we had the good
luck to have six of the big succéssful numbers in
the play.

It seems funny to look back at the salaries in my
young days at the Gaiety and compare them
with those of a similar class of entertainment
to-day.

This theatre, which was the premier musical
comedy house in the land, never cost more than
£1,300 a week to run. ‘No fees were paid to the
authors on the gross receipts; they each received
a fixed sum of {20 a week, while the remuneration
of the musical composers was on only a slightly
larger scale.

As leading lady at the Gaiety I never received
more than [35 a week, agd Seymour never more
than [f25 as i&admg light comedian. The highest
palary was Edmund Payne's ,{4:: Arthur Williams
got [30, Harry M 25, Katie Seymour
£25, and so on dnwnwards.,. o wondér the plays
in ¢hose days were able to run eighteen mﬂan
or two years.
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It was with the advent of the new form of
entertainment devised by Mr. Edwardes of The
Shop Girl type, that is %o say, musical plays jin
modern dress instead of burlesque costumes, which
up to this time had been the yogue, that a new brand
of show gir] arrived.

The handsonfe ladies of the old Gaiety burlesques,
who were the idols of the crutch-and-toothpick
brigade, as the stage jeuhesse doréd were called in
those times, and who, from all accounts, seemeg to
have spent their entire leisure waiting with bouquets
for the objects of their affection, were tall, beawtiful
creatures, generally in tights, with an odd diamond
butterfly or two pinned on their shafsel}r legs and
sometimes in other most ridiculous'places. These
ladies were not called upon to do anything except
to look lovely, which they undoubtedly did, they
neither sang nor danced much, and from what [
remember of them their time on the stage was
usually taken up either looking at the stalls with a
charmingly detached air, pr watching the artists
on it with either disdain or total indifference. In
fact one almost felt that if a comedian could only
earn their forgiveness for his endeavours he had
indeed achievegla triumph.

But The Shop Girl Beauty Brigade, although just
as handsome in appearance, were no longer allowed
to be part of the sceneryl They sang and danced,
and, in fact, worked quite hard throughout the
evening, and were often given small parts, which’
was an extremely good thing, not only for them-
selves, but for the good*of the performance itself.
It helped them to become individuals, and many of
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them, having parts to understudy, not only got a
chance to succeed, but took it.

Jdt may surprise many to know that Miss Constance
Collier was one df the original beauty ladies in
The Shop Girl, and very lovely she was, and is.
I remember in a fortune-telling scene, which Sey-
mour had with all the most attrfictive ladies in
London, that it was Miss Collier, who, on giving
him her hand for him to tead, showed such a lovely
arme with it that he used it as a razor strop, and
gaid : ““ Shave or haircut # ™ a remark at which
the house roared.

I’'m not sure this would get a laugh to-day, but
one musty’t forget the stage caters for its con-
temporaries, afd that in twenty years’ time the
jokes of 1928 will sound as old-fashioned as the puns
of Burnand and Byron did to audiences of the early
nineties. So please' don’t look with too critical
an eye on the written gag of the past, or yow yourself
may be punished by your grandchildren, who will
throw up'their hands when they hear that one of the
songs of your time was “ Let’s all’ go down the
Strand—have a banana.” Brilliant, maybe—but
brainy—well !

I remember one evening during the performance,
one of the show ladies, who was, I think, more
ambitious to be thoughy good-locking than to
becorne a Sarah Bernhardt, had the misfortune to
break a beautiful string of pearls which adorned
her neck. The precious baubles pattered over the
stage and everyone looked aghast, but, all she said
was, “ Good heavens! I'v® dropped my beads.”

There are no such beings as show ladies to-day in
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the sense we used to know them, all marvellous-
looking, tall women with well-developed figures.
Their place has been takers by an gxactly opposite
type, petite, pretty young people who it is a delight
to watch, and who in their own way can well stand
comparison with their predecessors.

It is really rewnarkable to watch a modern beauty
chorus. Nearly all of them are expert dancers, and
the ready way during an-+evening’s entertainment
most of them are able to play a character and eyen
sing a little song makes one marvel. So good are
they and so pretty to look upon that sometimes.one
is not conscious of the absence from the stage of
the stars, which is saying something for these hard-
working and lively young people.

I was devoted to all the small-part ladies I
worked with, and I think I may say they were very
fond of me. Many of them mayried extremely well,
as they ¢eserved to, and the only grudge I have
against them is that their charming 'daughters
do not put the clock back for me. No,,I don’t
think I ought-to have said that—Age makes no
difference if you’re happy, and I am as happy to-day
as I have ever been in my life.

Among the favourites at the Gaiety at this time
was Miss Rosie Boote. BShe was a divine dancer
and was so graceful that she was christened by
her friends “ The Reedy She left the stage to
become the Marchioness of Headfort, and what
was a loss to the theatre was a gain to society.

Miss Fanny Warde played a tiny part at the
Gaiety before making a,success in 4 Night Out
at the Vaudeville, and a prettier little lady ode
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couldn’t conceive possible. When to-day she informs
us she is sixty-one, all I can say is that I think she
is laughing up her sleeve?

T was present inea box a few years ago at the new
@aiety when The Shop Girl was revived. It was a
very strange feeling to see the old piece in new
clothes. The only member of the wriginal cast was
Bobby Nainby, who was as good as ever, Sir Alfred
Butt's reproduction, for which Seymour was respon-
sible, was 'on a much more lavish scale than the
one I played in, and I enjoyed it enormously.
Marny of the old song successes were missing, but
the ones which took their place were very good.
Poor Alfred Lester was divine on totally different
lines to Edmund Payne, and Evelyn Laye was
delightful, At the end of the play the audience
recognized me and insisted on my f;aving my box
and going on to the stage. They seemed v
gieﬂcd when I kissed my successor, and I’m sure I

id so with great admiration and pleasure, for
Miss Laye deserves all the success that has come to
her. Not only is she beautiful, but she has great
talent and vivacity, and, better than all, she plays
at the top of her form at every performance.



CHAPTER VII:
GENIAL GILBERT AND GENTLE SULLIVAN

\ N JHEN The Shop Girl had been running for

well over 'a year, Mr. Edwardes asked me
to leave the cast auc{ come to the Lyrie Theatre
to create a part in 4 new comic opera by W. 8§,
Gilbert, with music by Osmond Carr. As his word
was a command, I readily agreed, and in fear and
trembling was taken to be introduced to the King
of Humaorists.

I had always understood that he wag a very
frightening person, and expected to be eaten up.
But to my surprise I met one of the most kindly
of men: The first thing I found out was that I
was a cousin of his by marriage, a little distant
perhaps, but a cousin, and we hadn’t been rechears-
ing many days before he christened me * The
Tuneful Nine.” The jogke was a little involved,
but I can explain it in this way. My name being
Hicks he made it IX. IX is nine, and as I was a
singer of sorts I became * The Tuneful Nine.”

I am glad the great man thought I was melodious,
otherwise he might have said of me what he saidsof
Rutland Barrington on a first night when someone
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in his box turned to him and remarked, “ Isn’t
Barrington excellent. + He’s singing in tune.”
“®Don’t worry gbout that,” said Mr. Gilbert,
* it's only first-night nervousness.”

I should have been extremely sorry for anyone
who fell foul of W. S. Gilbert, byt at rehearsal, if
he saw that people were trying their best, he was
patience and consideration itself.

He was.a great stage manager, and could show
you what he meant by acting a scene for you.
Sometimes having to impersonate a girl’s part,
being six feet four in height and big in roportion,
he seemed funny, but he wasn’t r:aE}r, for he
conveyed “every to the ladies the exact way his
dialogue should be spoken.

He was never popular with men. I don’t think
he troubled himself whether he was or not. In his
own house, when dinner was over, he never lingered
long over «the wine and cigars, his habit being to
join the ladies as quickly as possible. It may be
from this peculiarity df his that Sir James Barrie
found the title for his famous one-act play, probably
it wasn’t. .

I soon found out that there was no dissemblin
about Mr. Gilbert ; what he thought he said, an
it was a very stupid person who tried to cross swords
with him. There is a stgry of a well-known actor
who 'had beeni taken back 'and back again by him at

trehearsal. At last he lost his temper and said,

“ Look here, Mr. Gilbert, I'm not the best tem-

pered of men.” * No,"” sajd Mr. Gilbért, * neither

am. L.” “1 stand six feet three in my stockinged

feet,” said the actor. “ I stand six feet four,” said
86



GENIAL GILBERT AND GENTLE SULLIVAN

Gilbert, * And ” said the actor, “I am a very
strong man.’ “S8o am I,” said the author of the
¢ Bab Ballads,” * but,” he c:mtmuetl “ if you want
to know the difference between ug T'm an extremely
clever man.”

1 wonder what he’d say if he knew that the
Garrick Theatre, which he built and let to Sir John
Hare at a rental of five thousand a.year, was to-day
being farmed out at a pmﬁt of five and twenty
thousand pounds per annum. [ should imagine
his remarks would illuminate its entire front
entrance.

It was during the excavations for the building of
this house that the architect discovered runnin
water. In consternation he wrote and inform
Mr. Gilbert of the fact. When telling me the story
Mr. Gilbert said, * It certainly seemed most
disastrous, and for some time ? was in grave doubt
whether Yo continue building or let the fishing.”

Seymour and I had the pleasure and good fortune
on many occasions of beimg the guests bf Lady
Gilbert and Sir ‘William at their country place,
Grimsdyke, near Pinner, and it was a delight to
listen to him, and I am sure a greater delight for
him to be listened to. At table he was not so much
a conversationalist who caught the ball and passed
it on, as a teller of witty stories connected with
himself. He was no resbecter of persons if they
had incurred his displeasure, and before he received
his knighthood he was particularly bitter in his
remarks aboaut the gwers of these things.

I remember well him sdying : *“ This indiscrimingte
flinging about of knighthoods is making me very
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nervous, It's liuite possible they may give one to
my butler. He’s a very good fellow and I am afraid
ity will upset him.”

After this sally* he turned to Seymour and said,
*¢ Hicks, do you believe in actors receiving knight-
hoods ¢  to which my partner answered,  Cer-
tainly, as long as they don’t get them for acting | ”
“ Quite so,” replied our host. * That would put
far too great a strain on’ the limited intelligence of
the people in Government departments who are
paid to pretend they know something about
anything.”

After His Excellency had been produced he gave
me a beantiful Newfoundland dog. He told me
its name was Guelph. “ What a strange name,”
Isaid. * Why doyou call him Guelph 7 » ** Well,”
he replied, ** whenever he barks he goes * gowlph—
gowlph It sounded like a royal bark so I called
him Guelph.”

It was during one of our frequent week-end visits
to Grinfsdyke that Mr. Gilbert, as he then was,
read out at breakfast time the. account of the
Dreyfus Trial in Paris, When he had finished he
turned to Seymour and said, *“ There’s a plot for
you. Why don’t you lay the story in England and
write a drama for your father-in-law ¢ ”

_ Seymour took the hint and did write the play for
my father. It was calleh Omne of the Best, and
ran for nearly two years at the Adelphi Theatre.

Mr. Bernard Shaw, who was a dramatic critic
at the time, and naturnﬂ%ja most apusing one,
didn’t like the play and prellicted a short run for it.
In * Who's Vﬁm in the Theatre” it is classified
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amongst the plays which have run longest, so you
se¢ even a great genius may sometimes be mistaken.
The title of this piece was found in a very strange
way. No one could hit on anytling which seemed
to fit it, but just before production, when it had®
to be called something, and no really good sugges-
tion was forthcoming, a bookmaker friend of %:ilr.
Edwardes wired him saying, * As Bill Terriss is
the hero of the Adelphi play why not call it One
of the Besi?” And that’s how it was christened.
Father made one of the melodramatic successes
of his life in this piece, and the scene of his degrida-
tion in the Barrack Square drew all London. He
was a dear, light-hearted angel, and knew nossuch
word as delay about anything. *For instance,
during the run of this play, Seymour and I
were dining with him after a matinée and he sud-
denly said to Seymour, * Old man, I see we are
likely td go to war with France over, Fashoda.
Write me a speech about it—you know ; what we
shall do to the French if tlrey don’t behate them-
selves, British Lion stuff with a round of applaunse
at the end.” “When for?” said Seymour.
“ Now,” said father. “I’ll speak it to-night.”
He called to a waiter to get some paper, threw a
pencil to Seymour and said “ Go on.” [ said,
“Father, you'll never learn it in time.” * Oh,
yes,” he said, “I will¥ As you're not playing
to-night come in and hear me.” To the accom-
paniment of orders for fish agnd soup, and the clatter
of plates, Seymour, with a fork in one hand and
the pencil in the other,’ wrote a splendid piece of
claptrap beginning: * One hundred years ago the
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guns of Europe,” etc., etc., etc., and ending up
with something to this effect : * Britain feared no
Fyenchman then—she fears no Frenchman now !
Father said “ That’s it—the very thing,” and
Yegan to memorize it with the aid of a plate of
strawberries. I felt sure he’d never learn it, and
told him so. It was a very lnn;f speech, but he
only laughed and said, * It will be quite all right.”
We went to the Adelphi and sat in a box in fear
and trembling. When he made his first entrance
in Act II. the actor in the scene with him gave
himt the lead up to the interpolation, and he started
with all the assurance in tll::.m world. The house
listened giveted. At the fourth line he forgot
every word Stymour had written, but he never
hesitated for one moment. What he talked about
no one knew, I'm sure, and they didn’t care, for
there stood their B#ll Terriss, looking marvellously
handsome,in a kilt, and as his passion rdse to its
height, the balderdash he was speaking being
embroidéred with * Queen Victoria,” *“ England—
our England ! * and finishing with the lines, “ We
fear no Frenchman now,” the audience cheered
themselves hoarse. He turned up the stage and
winked gaily at me. He was a marvellous per-
sonality, and}’ it was truly said of him that he could
Jhave got a round of applause if he had recited the
alphabet. 1

Mr. Edwardes’ name was announced as part-
author of the piece, but he knew nothing about it
until it was read to him. He very spostingly, how-
eyer, put his name to it, so"that when Seymour took
it to the Messrs. Gatti, it would carry more weight,
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and I'm sure his being one of its supposed godfathers
helped Seymour with father’s old friends. He
refused to take any of the author’s fees, though,
as some managers would have done. -But theh,
Mr. Edwardes was a big man and delighted in,
doing generous things

His Excellencyywas a success, but not a great one,
and ended just about the same time as The Shop Girl.
An offer coming from America to have it trans-
planted to New York, and a similar offer having
come about The Shop Gl also, negotiations were
entered into and both pieces were sent across,the
Atlantic, Seymour and I sailing on the same boat
to open simultaneously at different theatres.

Both plays failed. The Shop Girl principally
becaunse most of the funny lines had originally come
from America, and also several of its most successful
numbers, and His Excellency being a very fantastic
Gilbertign story, and not having Sullivan’s music
wedded to it, fell flat; so flat indeed that the
American manager, Al Hayman, was in degpair and
determined to try and bolstér it up at whatever cost
by mterpﬂlatm g anything in or out of the picture to
try and make it go.

I was given a song of dear Letty Lind’s to sing
called * Umpty Umpty Ay,” for which I got seven
encores, andp between the acts John Le Hay, who
was playing a costume comedy part in the operaj
used to change into dr Z'anthes and do his famous
ventriloguial entertainment with a dummy whoses
stock joke was “ rotten cotton gloves,” returning in
the second dct to continge his part.

Mr. Gilbert never heard of this. If he hade I
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think he would have chartered a steamer to come
over and kill somebody.

However, all these attempts to turn the tide of
fdrtune did not succeed, and so both companies
packed up and returned to their native shores.

Of The Shop Girl, Allan Dale, a vitriolic New
York critic, wrote: “America may be going to war
with England over Venezuela, but why send us
The Shop Girl 77

Before leaving England, Mr. Beerbohm T'ree
asked Mr, Edwardes to release me to go to His
Majesty’s and play the leading part with him in a
new piece by Henry Arthur Jones called Carnac
Sabib. To this Mr. Edwardes couldn’t see his
way to agree., I should very much like to have
played with Mr. Tree, but as the production he
made only ran for about ten nights everything
turned out for the bgst.

I't was during this visit to New York that Seymour
and myself had our first quarrel. It all came about
through my trying to persuade him not to be quite
so extravagant. He wasn’t at all-tractable, and
when the argument was at its height I began to cry,
This seemed too much for him, so he bounded out
of the room and left me miserable. When he
returned a quarter of an hour later he kissed me and
52]1?: me a ring for which he had paid four hundred

ars.

As this was our total capital at the time, and our
‘squabble had been on a question of finance, I saw
that I had completely failed.

Perhaps it is for this reaspn that we hive made a
speciality of never disagreeing about anything
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through all the long years. No, I won’t say that ;
I know how to manage him, that is the real reason.
He is an excitable creature with a big generous
heart, but he doesn’t know what I know, and that is
that if he is inclined to be a little difficult I have,
only got to look the slightest degree worried and he’s
rcady to climb tq the top of St. Paul’s at once if he
thin{s it would pléuse me. I mustn’t let him know
this, though, or he will want t6 stop climbing
anywhere.

I’m afraid that to-day he isn’t any more thrifty
than he was in 1904 ; still, I wouldn’t have my,old
man anything other than he is, has been, and always
will be to me. .

Our return voyage was an eventful pne.' At mid-
night, when we had only left New York about twelve
hours, we came into collision with a big steamer
bound for Baltimore. All our lifeboats on the port
side were, carried away, as lucEil}r she hit us at an
angle and not broadside on. She managed to
struggle to Baltimore and sank in the harbour. We,
being struck abeve the water line, were in no danger,
though for some hours the water rising in the hold
and the main saloon being flooded, made the experi-
ence a terrifying one.  As is usual on these occasions,
many unconsciously funny things occurred. One
Eassenger who knew nothing of the danger we had

een in rang his bell and indignantly told the steward:
that water was coming intb his cabin. ' T'wo maiden
ladies, when informed that we might have to take to
the boats, took out a spirit-lamp and began to curl
their fringes. Some wag said they were trying to
put on a bold front; while an English Guards
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officer during a lull in the panic calmly rolled a
cigarette, and, speaking more to himself than to the

assembled company shivering in their night attire,
sfid with «a drawl, “ Of course this is really very
serious ! ” I burst out laughing, and, without
meaning to, restored the confidence of the ladies
near me. At seven in the mogning some forty
passengers, 1 may say the only ones up, became
very hungry, and one of them discovered a large
cake in the main dining saloon. This he cut up and
shared out as economically as he could among the
women. At eight o’clock a steward who had slept
through the whole disaster came among us and said,
" Sc:mebudy has taken Mrs. Chichester’s cake. I
left it on® the,side.” *I took it,” said our good
Samaritan; “what about it?” “What about
it?” said the steward.  “° She left it with me and
I shall be blamed.” * Don’t you worry about
that,” san:l our friend. “ It’s lucky it isnt sop by
this time.”

I’ve tpavelled all over the world, but I hate the
sea as much as I admire the brave men who live on
it and are ready at all times to risk their lives for the
people in their care.

The piece that followed The Shop Girl was called
My Girl. It did not succeed. It was not of the
real Gaiety type. It lacked comedy and the music
“Was poor. S&fmuur th:ew his part ug I am bound
to say it wasn’t a guod odey but by doing so it cost
‘him seven months salarj', which was by no means
even high finance.

It was in this play thatsan Americad song called
“dThe New Bully » was given to Miss Connie Ediss,
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The lyric was altered, and it was called “ When my
husband is Sir Tom.” His late Majesty, then Prince
of Wales, came to the theatre one night and wss
seriously annoyed at one of its encdre verses. Natur-
ally, it was immediately cut out. The couplet’
which His Royal Highness thought in bad taste
was :
¢ I shall have horses with nice long tails
When my papa is the Prince of Wales.”

I remember well how the Prince on hearing the
verse turned deliberately in his box and held® an
animated conversation with his guests. Eve

was much upset to think T_'imt we shquld IL
incurred even the momentary displeasure of our
Great Patron.

And talking of patrons of the theatre, was there
ever a greater one than dear Mr. Alfred de Roth-
schild ? *Every night when in London he went some-
where. He often arrived very late, but the Iajf—
house as a recreation was hlEE?ﬁt thought, «an. the
innumerable: kindnesses he did to members of my
profession would fill a very large volume.

It was at his house on a Sunday evening that I
first met Madame Patti, and the Queen of Song that
night graciously sang for her Prince of Hosts. It
was the only time I ever heard her. The song she
chose was * Home, sweetghome,” and. it was seme-’
thing to remember. She looked marvellously young,
and her figure was quite girlish and slight, although
she had long retired and must have been well on in
years. She talked to me'a great deal about father,
of whom she was a great admirer, and who had on
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more than one occasion been her guest at her castle,
Craig-y-nos

That mght Adelina Patti insisted on my singing
I want yer, ma honey.” The occasion was a great
“one and several Royal Personages were among the
guests, This fact alone would have made me
nervous, but to think that I ha#to sing not only
before the great. diva but after her, made me feel
like a sparrow chirping in the early morning after
the n:gﬁungale haapmtu*cd to rest.

Mr. Alfred, the name by which we all affection-
ately knew }urn, had many charming ways of
’nﬂtnwmg benefits on everyone he possibly could.
For instance, every evening when he left home his
butler presented him with ten new sovereigns on a
salver. These were for his tips. The first person
to get one was the policeman on duty at S8eamore
Place. The policemian at the private entrance of
the theatre he was visiting was tﬁe next retipient of
his bounty. The girl who handed him his programme
was also‘always given a‘like amount, and throughout
the night everyone who performed ‘the smallest
service for him was well rewarded.

I remember him once at Seamore Place amusing
me very much after dinner, He 521d, “Do you
know, I have the most honest servants in the world.
Cume here, my dear, and look!"” He led me into
“the little room on the lefy, of the hall and said, “ Do

. you sée those eight coppers on the mantelple::ei
They have been there for years and no one has ever
touched them. What do you think of that 7

JOf course I agreed it was marvellous, but it was

so childlike I couldn’t help smiling. I don’t mean
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that all his servants were not the most faithful in
the universe, but fancy supposing that anyone would
move this trifling amount from the: house of Roth-
schild knﬂwingwﬁat pleasure it gave him to see them
dusted daily,

Sometime after this we lunched with him in the
City, and duringghe rﬁﬁa&t he said, * Now, Miss
Ellaline, as you are in the City you must support
the Stock ]g'uxchnngf: and Have a little flutter. I
think I can advise you to buy some shares™
(mentioning the name of a stock which I don’t
remember).

At the end of themeal his secretary entered. Mr.
Alfred at once inquired whether my stock showed a
profit or a loss. Very solemnly the%ecretary said,
*“ Miss Terriss has made fifty pounds, sir,” and I
was handed a cheque for the amount. This was a
gesture of which surely a King of France would
have been proud. Expostulations were useless.

Mr. Alfred also took great pleasure in taking care
of the savings of people inmy calling. Amongst
others, he used to look after Fred Leslie’s affairs,
Leslie, on one occasion, brought down £250 to the
City to be invested, He gave a cheque for [220
and paid the rest of the amount, thirty sovereigns,
to Mr. Edward Silverthorne, Mr, Alfred’s confiden-
tial clerk. Mr, Rothschild, who was present, seeing
this, said, “ Put that loos; money in.your poeket,
Leslie. We don’t take coppers from actors.”

These two little anecdotes may perhaps give some
idea of what a generous and kindly gentleman Mr.
Alfred was.

After the non-success of My Girl—it wasn't
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exactly an absolute failure—the next piece the
Gaiety management produced was The Circus Girl,
ap adaptation from the German by Walter Pallant
and J. T. Tannet, with music of course by Caryll
“and Monckton. This proved another Shop Girl
and ran for more than eighteen months. In this
play I sang “ A little bit of strj#g.”” I had heard
the song in a tiny music hall in New York. Lionel
Monckton altered the fyric and wrote his famous
melody. It took the town by storm.

It was while The Circus Girl was nightly jumping
through her hoop so gaily that I received an urgent
message one evening from Mrs. Langtry to say that
she wanted Seymour and myself to come to supper
that night at"her house. Her note said that the
Eart}r would be a small one, and that H.R.H. the

rince of Wales had signified his intention of being
present. This threw me into a great state of
excitement and I counld think of nothing else all
through the performance.

We atrived at Cadopan Place with all haste, and
His Royal Highness was, as usual, kindness itself to
me. I had had the honour of being presented to
him on several previous occasions an% I;e was good
enough to remember me. At the end of supper the
Prince turned to Seymour and offered him a cigar.
Sei'muur took it in a rather embarrassed way, but
did not lightdt, “ Don’y you smoke, Mr, Hicks 7
asked our future King. * Yes, sir,” said Seymour,
“ but might I be permitted to keep it? " The
Prince looked at him severely and said * Certainly
npt,” and then with a twinkle in his eye said * Have
another.”
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This was over thirty years ago, and the royal cigar
is still as pood as ever, resting as it does in a glass-
covered silver box in our drawing-room. I wouldn
part with it for all the jewels that the Bourbons
didn’t lose.

Later in the evening we went up to the drawing-
room and H.R.H"rery graciously honoured me by
asking me to sing “ A little bit of $tring  to him.
I, of course, went straight to the piano, but to my
surprise and fright the first gentleman in the land,
or any other land for the matter of that, drew his
chair up close to the keyboard.

I began quite merrily, but in the middle of the
second verse completely broke down apd fer thé life
of me couldn’t remember a word. Old Mr. Reuben
Sassoon, who was present, and who had seen The
Circus Girl many times, came to the rescue, gave
me the line I wanted, and my’ confidence coming
back I went on like a house on fire and sang all the
encore verses as well. As the last notes of the piano
died away the Prince was very much amused at my
nervousness, and said he didn't understand how it
was possible for me to forget something I had been
singing only a couple of hours before to a crowded
house.

If a fairy’s wand could have made H.R.H. change
places with me for two minutes he would without
any difficulty have realiztd my feelings. To sit
down with one’s future sovereign at one’s elbow is
an experience which, though a very happy one, is,
believe me, frightening in the extreme, especially
when one remembers what a colossal personality
his late Gracious Majesty possessed.
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Qur hostess that night, afterwards Lady de Bathe,
had known Seymour al his life, as they were both
fatives of Jersey, She had always been as kind a

friend to both of us as she was beautiful, which is
appreciation enough, I hope.

Many are the happy times we had in days gone by
in the beautiful litrfa Island ofhich she was the
loveliest Lily. - :

She was the most good-natured woman in the
world, and even forgave Seymour for floundering
into a most ridiculons fawx pas at her table, We
were dining at her house at Newmarket and some-
one, noticing that she was talking a great deal to
him’ about pepple they had both met, said * Oh!
Mr. Hicks, you seem to havé known our hostess a
long time.” * Ishould think I have,” said Seymour
gaily. “I’'m proud to say she nursed me on her
knee.” There was a sudden silence, and Mors,
Lan said ** Really, Seymour, really | * and in his
cndcg.anv'}n:ur to cover ? Eg?ilatk of chf;alr}r he made
matters worse by adding ““ Ah ! but how often have
I returned the compliment.” Laughter and the
fish followed. Seymour’s first remark was perfectly
true, as his mother and beautiful aunt, Mrs. Warre,
were Lily le Breton’s friends and contemporaries
when she was a girl.

«  We had not been at the Gaiety very long when
Mr. Edwardes, who lived at Winkfield, near Ascot,
¢ persuaded us that the only place to live in was the
country. He could have persnaded one to do any-
thing, and so we forsook Sloane Street and tock a
house called ** Chilston * not far from Mr. Edwardes’
own place, a house with fourteen acres of land,
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stabling for eight horses, altogether too large for us
and cne far beyond our means.

We kept four horses, and Seymour has since saigd
that he had four cardboard heads of thoroughbreds
made to lock out of the other empty boxes and
employed a boy to neigh at intervals. This is quite
untrae, but it mabeg a funny story.

The gardens of the house were delightful and the
nesting-place of every sort and kind of bird. We
took great care, of course, that they were never dis-
turbed during the breeding season, and my conster-
nation can well be imagined one beautiful spring
morning when my brother-in-law Stanley, then a
schoolboy of fourtedén, came gaily into the house
with a bowler hat filled to the briln with every
variety of birds’ egpgs. Words utterly failed me.
All T could say was *“ You naughty boy! Go and
put them all back again.”” The little chap left the
house very ashamed of himself and came back after-
wards to say he had done his best. That season
thrushes hatched out wrens, blackbirds—swallows,
and water-wagtails—sparrows. How ridiculous m
remark had been only dawned upon me later,
fear there must have been many divorce cases in the
bird kingdom that season.

We could only afford to furnish half the house,
but nevertheless we had many happy times there,
and during four successivg Ascot meetings enter-
tained all and sundry.

Never shall I forget one dinner party composed
of such well-known bon viveurs as Archie Wortley,
Algy Bastard, Charles Brifokfield and several other
of the most knowledgeable men about town. During
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the meal the champagne ran short. Being very
young, we didn’t know what to do, but the situation
was saved by Seymour leaving the table and sending
the coachman déwn to the local public house to
procure the best brand possible. The spoiler of
horses returned in a twinkling with six bottles of
champa%ne(i‘} Each bottle hag.c black label on it
on which was engraved a bunch of grapes.

Heaven only knew what it was, and the maid,
being as doubtful as we were, with great presence of
mind wragped a napkin round each and all of them
and served it bravely. We expected disaster, but
to our surprise not one of the men who drank it
noticed anything. They had /done themselves so
extremely wéll early in the entertainment on
Bollinger and Clicquot that they were palateless
and enjoyed this 1928 Cruet Stand Brand as if it
was a vintage of viztages. Hosts possessed of only
a limited ¢ %]ar, please note.

It was at one of the Ascot meetings that [ had a
real slice of bad luck.+ It was in the Gold Cup in
which Victor Wild started a hot' favourite in a
field of only five. This celebrated horse looked a
certainty and almost any odds were offered against
the other runners. However, just before the race
started, Walter Dickson, known to all London as
Dicky the Driver, said to me, “ Now, Ella, we'll have
a bet. There's a horse in the race called Love
Wisely. I think you and Seymour have done that.
It’s an omen, so I'll have a tenner on it. You're on
half my winnings to nothing if it comes off. It’s
tenty-five to one.”

*Qur coach was on the side of the course away from
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the stands and the ring, so Seymour was sent away
post-haste with ten pounds to back the outsider,
and told to hurry as quickly as possible as there was
only just time to get the money on. ~

I was naturally all excitement as I had been racing
very seldom. I heard the shout of * They're off ”
and was very dovingast as the horses flew past us to
se¢ Victor Wild, his*jockey, in a black and white
striped jacket, lcading, and my animal last. The
Geold Cup is a long race, as everybody knows, and I
had given up any hope of winning a fortune, when
all of a sudden a mighty shout went up; Vittor
Wild, who looked like winning anyhow, suddenly
stopped and the other horses rushed on and lefs him
far behind. The beautiful animal had broken down,
and indeed never raced again.

The people all round us yelled, and when Love
Wisely took the lead and won I think Walter
Dickson and 1 nearly fell off the coach.

But the sequel was a tragedy.

Seymour, who had fought his way threugh the
crowd between our coach and the rails, had been
turned back by a policeman as he tried to cross the
course to get to the ring, and being unable to
return to us, was jammed among the people, who
were yards deep, and didn’t even see the race,
Hot and dusty, heat last arrived and handed Walter
Dickson his ten pounds Ea:k, explaining what had
happened. When he wds told that Love Wisely
had won, which he didn’t know, and that its price
was twenty-five to one, his face was a study.

However, it wasn’t his*fault, and Walter Dickson,
who was the most genial soul in the world, was only
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upset that he hadn’t been able to hand me m
hundred and twenty-five sovereigns. It wasn’t ti
[Etcr dinner that night” that the gloom lifted and

the” Drivef took the blame for having sent
*Seymour off at the last moment.

It was very aggravating, though, and we were
chaffed unmercifully during the rest of the meeting,
I think my yoyng man wad more worried than
anyone, and to this day’if anyone asks him to put
maney on for them at a race meeting, he always
replies, *“ No, thank you. I tried to be obliging
once before. You get someone else to do it.”

The term of our tenancy at Ascot expired after
threa years, and as we were abbut to leave, to our
dismay we difcovered that we had taken on the
unexpired three years of a twenty-one years’
repairing lease, which called for the restoration of
the house, the rebuilding of outhouses, the replant-
ing of trees and no end of other things invelving an
outlay of many hundreds of pounds. As we had
little or mo capital, we«found ourselves up against a
blank wall.

We wrote to the firm of solicitors who had in-
formed us of our obligations, and a little later we
were called upon by Lord Esher’s agent, Lord
Esher, the then Master of the Rolls, being the
owner of the property. At that time I had not
‘met. this grand old gegtleman, who afterwards
became our friend. :

After a long talk with the agent, in which no
doubt he became aware in the first five minutes
that my husband and I knéw as much about business
as'a child with a rattle, he left us saying that he
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would send a list of the things we were liable to
make good. A week elapseg, which was one of the
longest weeks I ever remember, when one morniag
we received a letter from Lord Esher himself, which
ran as follows :

“Dear Mz, awp Mrs, Hicks,

“] am informeédethgt yon have taken over the fag-
end of a twenty-one years’ repairing lease of my property,
Chilston, I can only conceive that the solicitor who
allowed you to do such a thing is either a rogue or an arrant
fool. In either case I feel that it would not be honesp of
me to take advantage of the inexperience of a young couple
who work so hard for their money, and who give Lad
Esher and myself so much pleasure in their acting.
therefore wish you to take this letter as n full indemnity
against all and any conditions my lease may hold, and to
understand that I will take over the estate myself from you
and make the necessary arrangements for restorarion.”

The létter continued on other topics, and we
learned from it for the first time that the old lady
and gentleman who always sat in the front réw of the
stalls at the ‘matinées were the big-hearted owners
of the house in which we lived.

There is no need for me to enlarge on the wonder-
ful generosity of this act; the letter speaks for
itself. We, of course, journeyed off at once to
tender our grateful thanks, and our meeting over a
business matter was the mpans of our being allawed
to add our humble names to the long list of personal
friends of those two distjnguished people, The
Master of the Rolls and Lad}r%shtr.

Grateful beyond word! to our late landlord, we
moved into a house in Gloucester Terrace, Hyde
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Park, with light hearts. Little did I think what a
house of tragedy this was to become. They say
that certain houses are unlucky. This one certainly
was to us. For although professionally the skies
were cloudless, privately everything conceivable
went wrong, not, however, for the first few months,
for we enjoyed ourselves thereettemendously and
had the happiest-time ipagidable. These were the
days when the really smart thing to do was to ride a
silver-plated push bicycle in the Park. It seems
perfectly ridiculous to look back upon, but bicycling
then was what motoring is now and perhaps what
flying will be very soon. Money in London flowed
like Watern The African boom was at its height,
and it is no exaggeration to say that often we had
invitations to go to five different supper parties on
the same night. I, however, seldom went out
myself, and indeed have made a practice of never
doing so. This, no doubt, sounds véry early
Victorian, but listening to meaningless chatter and a
restaurait band has always seemed to me far harder
work than working. '

It was during the run of The Cirens Girl that 1
first had the privilege of meeting Arthur Sullivan,
the kindest anﬁ greatest darling of a man imaginable,
as a character in Fumno and the Paycock describes
another, Simple and gentle, he radiated sunshine
whetever he went.

To look at, he was quite different from the ordin-
ary accepted type of musician, as much indeed as is
his famous brother in Art, that great and unassuming
gontleman, Sir Edward Elgar. But as real genius
and simplicity are twins it is hardly to be wondered
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at that both these mighty pillars of British music
should be totally unlike the many gaudy little butter-
flies who lean Beethoven-like upon their jazz pr
Schubert-wise on their fox-trots, * ¢

One night Sir Arthur came to our Gaiety play,
and after the performance visited me in my dressing-
room. He had been delighted, he said, with every-
thing, the fun, the cima and especially the music.
There was no captions crititism E?cm this master of
melody. He was genuinely pleased, and, wonderful
to relate, did me the honour to praise my humble
efforts, adding that he hoped I should creatt a
part in one of his next works. That night I felt
as proud as a dog with two tails, or as an American
once said to me, ““as bright as a bahana in a coal
scuttle.”

To have met this great man was enough, but to
have deserved (I hope) his approbation was some-
thing toshave worked for, Alas! he had not man
years to live. He was in delicate health about this
time and was more often than not in great pain,
though whether suffering or not he was always
sweetness itself to all those with whom he came
in contact, Arthur Sullivan was withount an enemy
in the world, and so modest was he that once when
asked by an admirer where he got all his wonderful
melodies from, he put up his eyeglass and, pointing
to the classicworks on the bookshelves of his library,
said very simply,  From khose.”

It was Sir Arthur Sullivan who at one of his big
evenings in his Victoria Stréet flat presented me for
the first time to H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, a never-
to-be-forgotten night for me, of course, not only 'on
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account of this epoch-making event in my life, but
because, during a little sketch I played that evening
with Seymour my partrer, in crossing from one side
of the floor to the other (there being no stage),
1 had the misfortune to kick our future King by no
means lightly on the shins. His Royal Highness
most graciously made merry of the mishap after-
wards, but at the time worAsoth wished ourselves
a thousand miles away. *

Aseveryone, I suppose, knows, Sir Arthur Sullivan’s
manuscripts look like the most beautiful copperplate,
and I am proud to be the possessor of the original
copy of * Cook’s Son,” his setting of Mr. Rudyard
Kipling’s splendid verses, written by him at the time
of the Boer War. What a daring thing it is for a
minnow like I am to even whisper an appreciation
of genius, but Mr. Kipling is my favourite author,
anc% I am convinced,that if every young man livin
were to commit his “ If¥ to memory the worl
would be peopled with real gentlemen and we should
hear no more of the post-war bad manners so
prevalent to-day. e

The manuscript I refer to was given to me after
the great composer’s death by my life-long friend,
his nephew, Mr. Herbert Sullivan, who, in collabora-
tion with Mr, Newman Flower, has written recently
an absorbing life of his immortal uncle,



CHAWRER VIII.
POUSSECAFE OF FRIENDS

N mentioning the War in Africa I look back
with pardonable pride to a matinée I orga-
nized at the Albert Hall with the late Mr. €. P.
Little, in aid of the wives of disabled "officers. The
afternoon was a tremendous success. Ten thousand
people paid for admission and I was able to give
to the Military Funds the sum of five thousand
pounds.

Apart from the object of the matinée, the enter-
tainment itself was one of outstanding merit, for not
only did every artist of note in London at that time
take part in it, but, in addition, the massed Bands of
the British Army, six hundred strong, played
magnificently in aid of their comrades.

Two hundred of the prettiest actresses in the
kingdom, dressed as hospital nurses, sold the pro-
grammes that afternoon and reaped a rich harwest,
while, to crown everything), our late gracious Majesty.
and our present beloved King occupied the Royal
Box, in which the Duke of Fife and the Princess
Royal were members of 2 most distingunished pargy.

I had the honour of being sent for by His Royal
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Highness during one of the intervals, and both the
Prince of Wales and the Duke of York each gave me
4 sovereign for a programme. The Prince, probabl
remembering Seymour and his Royal cigar, said wit
a smile, as he handed me his golden coin, * Mind,
you mustn’t keep that one, Miss Terriss.” How-
ever, it was the only time I have been disloyal. 1did
keep the two identical piz2s of money (of course
substituting two others), and they are to-day set in
dizmonds to be treasured by me and mine for all
time.

The performance finished with the audience of
ten thousand singing “ God Save the Quecen,” to
the .accompaniment of the massed bands, and as
each memberf of this mighty gathering had been
given a Union Jack when they entered the building,
the effect of these thousands of our dear flags waving
to the rhythm of England’s National Hymn was
magical. It was the truly moving moment of a
great day.

It was on this aftermoon that I had the honour of
being presented for the first time to-the Princess
Royal, who, if I may with all respect be permitted
to say so, has always been the greatest patron of the
Drama. The affection my profession bears this
great and gracious lady is unbounded, for they all
know that it is not only the successes in the theatre
‘which are par_mnizedy by Her Royal Highness.
More often than not hel visits are paid to many a
not very brilliant entertainment which, struggling
to keep its head above water, needs the help and
encouragement which thistRoyal lady in the kindness
of her heart is always so ready to give,
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About this period there were two other benefits,
the like of which will never, be forgotten by those
who witnessed them. They were the farewells tg
the stage of Nellie Farren, and 'of Ellen Terry,
though the latter proved luckily omnly to be an
au revoir. 1 appeared at both,

For the Nellie Frrren performance the pit and
gallery began to assenilfis at eight o’clock on the
cvening of the day before, sitting patiently on camp
stools throughout the entire night. The doors
opened at midday and the curtain rose at ome
o'clock. I had to begin the entertainment with
Seymour in our little duologue Papa’s Wife, and,
oddly enough, the first line of the piece angd the'one
I had to speak on my entrance was: “ Goodness,
you have kept me waiting a long time.” The words
were hardly out of my mouth when the house
yelled, laughed and applauded, and for the moment
I was coripletely taken aback until I realized how
completely it expressed the feelings of the hundreds
who had patiently kept an all*night vigil, -

What a programme it was, Every star from
Henry Irving wards took part in it, and so
many were the volunteers that the only way it was
possible for everyone on the London stage to make
an appearance was by devising a harlequinade.
This met the case splendidly, the crowd being
composed of nothing bn§ leading actors and- ac-
tresses, the biggest stars contenting themselves
with a line apiece. For instance, Charles Hawtrey
played the swell who was tripped up by the Panta-
loon outside the butcher’sshop, and Arthur Robegts
appeared as the policeman who arrested him., Letty
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Lind was the Columbine, Edmund Payne the Clown,
and Willie Warde ap inimitable Harlequin. I
appeared as the F m_gy aumn, and as I came up the
trap, wand in hand, Herbert Campbell sprang a
surprise on me. He had only to say: * Who are

ou ! my reply being : “ I am the Fairy Queen ™ ;
ﬁut he wrote his part up, sayipg :

2 &
“ Fairy Qucen, n&w‘than, Miss Terriss,
None of your little tricks ;
We all know who you are ;
Youwre Mrs, Seymour Hicks.”

This impromptu of his caused much amusement, as
I couldn’t help laughing.

Arthur Roberts, then in his zenith, I may say
was extremely naughty at all the benefit enter-
tainments to which he gave his invaluable services,
and was the terror of all the * legits,” as serious
actors are called, for they never knew whit surprise
he had in store for them. On this occasion he was
cast for'the foreman &f the jury in Trial by Fury,
it being, I suppose, thought safe to have him chained
up in the box with nothing to say., But he was not
to be defeated, for when the twelve good men and
true were seated he very quietly opened the door
at the end of the jury box, and putting a pair of

,boots outside it, went to sleep. The laughter this

brought forth continued for almost minutes, and
W. 8. Gilbert, who as the Associate of the Court
was seated quite close to him, was so furious that
I am sure he turned purple under his make-up ;
the operetta being a classlt and its business written
in stone.
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At Ellen Terry’s benefit the first act of Money
was plven, eve art bei layed by the greatest
cclcbgrit_ics. Tf:}r Krthur lﬁgu‘fer{rs wagr a]lq;uttgz:d the
part of a servant, all he had to do being to intro-
duce the various characters as they entered for the
reading of the will. Surely, everyone thought,
there was nothing outrageous he could embark
on on this occasion:~flgt wasn't there? For,
instead of announcing the actors by their names
in the piece as rehearsed, he substituted their own,
with the result that there was a shout of laughter
as each star cameon. It was not Mr. Alfred Evelyn,
it was Mr. Beerbohm Tree—Mr. John Hare, Mr.
Charles Wyndham, and so on t_h_mug'h the entire
cast,

What a man was Arthur Roberts, with a mind of

uicksilver and a face for which the greatest of
rench pantomimists would have given a King's
T2Nsom.

At Nellie Farren’s benefit Henry Irving recited
“ The Dream of Eugéne Aram,” just prior to the
Harlequinade; in front of a drop scene, and the
noise behind it, as all the stars in London met and
hobnobbed, telling each other of their various
successes (none, of course, have failures) was so
appalling that the great tragedian was obliged to
commence the poem three times before he could
be heard, and ultimately only obtained silence
behind by going up and Banging the cloth vigor-
ously, much to the amusement of the audience,
who, however, were spellbound when he did begin,
and wouldn’t let him leave the stage when he had
finished.
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The end of the afternuun was very sad, for
Nellie Farren, the people’s idol, being crippled with
gheumatism, was wheeled on before the audience
who adored her, ‘to bid them a last farewell. There
were few either in front of the curtain or on the
stage who had dry eyes, for they had all known her
as the sprightliest of danl:ers_b;he gayest of singers,
and the most vital spagketiiat burlesque had ever
known.

*Miss Terry’s benefit was on the same gigantic
scale, and :;ie afternoon was in every way as
memorable, except that its last note was not one of
real sadness, for I don’t think anyone present really
believed that this elf-like creature was never to be
seen again, dnd happily they were right. At the
close of the entertainment she read a very beautiful
speech, bidding her comrades and her public
good-bye. It was written on sheets of foolscap,
and when the curtain fell for the last time she
gave it to me as a keepsake. I at once had it bound
in vellum and Auntie Nell’s name written across
the cover in letters of gold.

I decided to make a most wunderfu] autograph
book that day, and using a splash net across the
stage door caught every big fish in the theatre.
What a priceless collection it is! The last cele-
_ brity I remember to oblige me was Mr. William

Clarkson, the greatest w1¥g -maker and surely the most

unigque Fcrsuna.ht}r in his own particular profession
the world has or will ever see.

The stories about him I'm sure would fill a
yolume. Rumour has #t, and I am certain for
once that inaccurate Dame is right, that he makes

1 114



PO UHE-E-CJFf-.‘ OF FRIENDS

most of them up himself. Heisa brilliant adver-
tiser and knows better than anyone living that a
laugh against oneself is the most certain of
travellers. ;

Who can forget his remark after a first night when
he was asked if the play he had been to was a success {
“ Buccess ! ™ said the brilliantine one. * I should
think it was. You cualdg,t see a join.” For the
benefit of the uninitiated a join is where the scalp
of a wig meets the forehead. .

And who could have invented the story of Willie
at Windsor and the late Queen Victoria, but himself.
This is how he tellsit: “ Oh! yes, everything went
off at the Castle #rés chic—most divine, Made all
the Royalties up myself. Amateur thow it was,
and most of them better than real actors. They
were all so gracious, just like ordinary people—
put you at your ease at once, You know, real
ladics and gentlemen—called me Willie and all
that. One thing happened though, a scream—
made me feel hot and cold al¥ over. I was coming
out of one of the Princesses’ bedrooms after having
done her hair, and who should I walk into but
Queen Victoria—right into her arms. She drew
herself up and said : * Mr. Clarkson, what are you
doing in that room i’ Well, for the moment I
was quite flustered, but I collected myself and
said : ¢ Honi soit qui mal y pense,) Your Majesty.
This put everything quitd right, for she seemed
delighted with my French ; I suppose because Her
Majesty understood the language as well as I do.
At least I've been told shejs very well educated.” |

The only rival Mr. Clarkson had in his business
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years ago was Mr. Fox, and the story goes that when
that gentleman died, Mr. Clarkson, to show his

rrow, decked his entire shop window with crape
hair and had all*the wigs in it put at half mast on
their stands.

But I mustn’t ramble on too much about my old
friend, though I must add that apart from being a
great artist in his businegs1s the kindest of men,
and has never once in his whole career ever sued
an actor or an actress who owed him money, and
at one time or another there have been hundreds.

‘It was during the run of The Ctrcus Girl that once
being at Brighton for the week-end I went to get
my chair washed. Not a very original thing to do
perhaps, and“I shouldn’t mention the fact except
that the gentleman who had covered my head with
soap and had it gushed well into a basin was ex-
tremely voluble about the theatre, and seemed to
be very knowledgeable on the subject. Thinking
that he had recognized me I discussed various
pieces with him in gencral, and happened to remark :
“I see the touring com any of The Circus Girl
was here last week.” * Yes,” said the man,  Ethel
Haydon was with it, and you can take it from me,
Miss, she’s much better than Ellaline Terriss. 1
saw them both.” There was not that amount
of curl in my hair as there should have been when I

left.his establishment.

In mentioning Brighton, Mr. Harry Preston told
me a story which amused me very much, of a
Cockney visiting that geaside lung of London for
the first time. The maa got out at the station,
and lopking at the sea was dumbfounded, as he
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had never seen it before, The tide was up, and
thinking that the boatmen who were shouting to
the visitors had a proprietary right in it, he weng
up to one of them and asked him’if they sold the
seawater by the bucket. “Oh! yes,” said the
sailor, “ as much as you like at threepence a quart.”
** Right,” said the visitor, * I'll have four quarts.
I'm going for a drive, Bu¥ll come back in a couple
of hours and fetch it.”” And he did so. By thi
time the tide had gone out and he was so bewildered
to see the dry sand that all he said was: “ My
word, you do do a trade here | ”



CHAPEFEK IX
“ouT OF THE BLUE"

HE Cireus Girl had been running many
months when 1 was obliged to retire from
thercast pf the Gaiety for the happiest of reasons.
The dearest wish of every woman was to be
granted me. I left the theatre with a light
heart, for [ heard good wishes for my happiness
on all sides and saw in the faces of my fellow
workers gentle looks which seemed to siy : “ We
shall be thinking of you. Everything will be
well.” *But alas! it*was not to be. My little
boy only lived two days. None but these who
have suffered such a staggering blow can under-
stand what it means—all the months of happy
planning, the choosing of a name, hopes of possess-
ing, the joy of the future, all gone. To both
my husband and myself the world seemed to have
come to an end. Thirty years have passed, and
though we both remeihiber, our abiding sorrow
has never been alluded to.

For ages I wondered why Providence had thought
fir to take our all, but fvhen the morning of the
Fourth of August, 1914, dawned, the terror of what
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losing a grown man would have meant made me
understand that perhaps Fate had been merciful.

This year was one of tragedy indeed. Lying
dangerously ill myself, within a Week of 'ins.mg my
boy my dear father met his death, and a very
little i.lle afterwards my dear mother followed him.
I do not intend to dwell on sacred sorrows, and I
only mention this teriibletime as it would be im-
possible for me in writing® this little book about
myself not to do so.

Of the details of my father’s end I know little or
nothing. I am grateful to say that those nearest
and dearest to me have always guarded me from the
knowledge of things which would have completely
broken my heart, and I have been dontent to say
“Thy will be done,” in the certain knowledge
that some day I know my dear ones and myself will
meet again.

Heartbroken at the loss of my baby and the death
of my parents, I was nearly distracted, and longed,
as many another woman las, for somethin
take the place of my little one, and by doing
so, if not forgetting, I have at least learned not
continually to remember.

I was told by eminent specialists that I could
never hope to have a child—(how wonderful are
specialists)—and so I decided to adopt ome. My
then young man agreed. Anything, as he said, to’
make me happy; and I found a sweet little Irish
girl whom I made my own. I called her Mabel,
and what she meant 1o mé at that time it would
be impossible to say. Skp filled the great big gap
in my life, and to rovidénce and ber 1 shal] always
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be grateful. To-day she is a grown woman, still
a happiness, still very Irish, and still mine, and
always will remain so.

When my health returned, work being the thing
I longed for most, I made up my mind to return to
The Circus Girl and the Gaiety as quickly as possible,

Never shall I forget the night I came back. The
house was crcrwdelg fromfoor to ceiling, and when
I was discovered alone’on the stage seated on a tin
trenk as a little schoolgirl lost in Paris, I thought
the shouts of sympathetic welcome would never
end. Indeed, it only stopped when, unable to
bear the strain any longer, I burst into tears. I
wase't very strong and I just couldn’t help it.
The noisé in the house died down into a long, low
hush, which was a strange thing to hear in this place
of dance and laughter, but it enabled me to recover
myself, and I tried {o do my best for the great big-
hearted British public who that evening*had held
out their hands to a poor little friend.

It was altogether a very difficult night for every-
one concerned. The comedy scenes which as a rule
went with roars of laughter were received in a
subdued way by comparison with other nights,
and grateful as I was for the love which had been
shown me I was glad to get home quietly with my
old man, to, as it were, start life all over again.

After a phenomenal run The Circus Girl came to
an end and The Runaway Girl, written hﬁ' Seymour
and Harry Nicholls (Herbert Campbell’s panto-
mime partner), was produced with tremendous
success, running as it did #pr nearly two years.

“The ;music was again by Ivan Caryll and Lionel
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Monckton, and most of Lionel’s numbers falling
to me my part was as good gs any I had yet played.

Seymour, leaving the Gaiety for this productiop,
went into straight comedy under Mr. Edwardes’
management to star with the inimitable Miss Ellis
Jeffries at the Duke of York's Theatre, and so new
stage lovers were found for me in the persons of
Louis Bradfield and poorsLionel Mackinder, who
later gave his life for his country in the Great War.
He was a sweet, lovable man, a beautiful dancer,
and simple and modest to a degree.

It was during the run of The Runaway Girl that
I appeared at many benefit matinées. One, I
remember, took place at His Majesty’s, when I
E}a}rﬂd opposite Sir Herbert Tree in Ybe First

tght, and a wery awkward thing happened. I
was alone with him on the stage in a garden when the
house piece on the right-hand sicﬁ: toppled over
and fell ‘with a crash behind me. Sir Herbert,
who was of a very nervous disposition, turned
round bewildered and seemedat a loss to know what
to do. There was a very trying pause, but as luck
would have it, I, feeling something ought to be
done, said to him, as he was playing the part of an
old actor: “Don’t worry, you're only bringin
down the house as usual,” which, I may say, sav
the situation. There was great applause. The
scene-shifters did their work quickly and the inci-
dent was forgotten.

Never was there a more lovable man or more
charming companion with his inimitable sense of
humour than Sir Herbert fl'ree. .

When war broke out he, it may be remembered,
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was at Marienbad, only escaping from Germany
at the very last momept. He arrived in London
with nothing but the clothes he stood up in, his
motor-car and all 'his luggage having been abandoned
at the Frontier. Seymour meeting him at the
Garrick Club, he told him what had happened, and
in the midst of bewailing hig misfortune he said
suddenly : “ I know what I'll do, I’ll send a tele-
gram to the Kaiser. Tl say: ‘You gave me a
thitd-rate order for actin 've left you a second-
clags car for acting just as Egly.’ ? His imagination
was tremendous, his generosity as great, and his
heart was a child’s.

He wag a very great figure and to-day is sadly
needed as a réal head for my-profession,

In the old days when the London theatrical
season ended witEBGuadwomd in July, and began
again about the middle of September, it was the
custom for the principals to take their holidays
during these months and let their understudies
and perhaps the public enjoy themselves. This
I always did, and invariably spent them shooting
and fishing in Scotland.

I am not a great fisher, but I may say that I happen
to be a very good shot with a 20 bore. To show
how extremely careful people who are before the
public have to be in what they say or do, one season,
shoating on the Twelfth, the year being an extra-
ordinarily bad one in firgyllshire, and the bags
being more than thin all over Scotland, an enthu-
siastic press agent, who must have known more
akout ﬁampst&ad Heath §han a moor, learning that
I was on a sporting holiday, managed to get inserted
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in the London papers: * Ellaline Terriss kills 40
brace of grouse to her own gun.” The news was

iven headlines and it wa on the contents bills.

"his was bad enough, and made me look very silly
in the eyes of those who were acquainted with the
conditions of the shooting season, but there was
worse to come, for when I returned to London I
found a sheaf of letters awaiting me from perfect
strangers saying I ought té* be ashamed of myself
for being so cruel, that they had always thoughy I
was a gentle young woman, and that they would
never come to see me act again, As a matter® of
fact, on this particular “ Twelfth” I was one of six
guns who got eight brace, my addition to the gay’s
activities being only a brace and a half. There are
certainly some strange people in this wonderful
world of ours.

Charles Brookfield happened to meet me on my
return to London and pretended to be very much
shocked. Poor fellow, he was in consumption
and was just off to the South. On somgone in-
quiring where he was going he replied jauntily :
“To Italy, my boy, to take my performing bacilli
for a change of air.”

He made many enemies, for he had a tongue like
a rapier, but at heart he was really a very good-
natured man, his fault being that his judgment
never bridled his wit.

At the rehearsals of a vgry indifferent play I was
with him in at the Court ']Ef;ﬂatre:, the author, who
was extremely pompous, blamed the actors for
what appeared, and aftejwards turned out to be,
a very decided muddle, fand called out from the
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stalls to the company : “'This last act is very bad.”
As quick as a flash Brookfield, who was on the stage,
replied : * I know it is; but we didn’t write it,”

* And it {vas he who, when meeting the late George
Grossmith on Mr. Grossmith’s return from a trium-
phant tour in America, was most politely cruel and
unkind. The eminent entertainer was saying that
he had made thirty thousand pounds with only a
piano and a dress suit,«¥hile London actors had to
find a production, take a theatre and engage a large
company to su;:Eurt them. *“It’s ridiculous,”
satd Mr. Grossmith. * I know it is,” said Charles
Brookfield, * but then, you see, we don’t all look
so eytremely funny as you do in a dress suit,”



CHAI’]:ERX.

TERRISS, HICKS, FROHMAN & co,

WHEN The Runasway Girl was on the wane my

engagement at the Gaiety was also drawing
to a close, and I had to make up my mind whather
to sign a new contract, with the Gaiety Cdmpany or
seek fresh fields and pastures new. Seymour had
gone into comedy, and after very careful deliberation
and taking the advice of our friends we decided it
would be wise for us to try and establish a trade-
mark together, for the combination of a man and
a woman in my profession we knew, if seccessful,
had always been more enduring than the position
of a single star, however brilliant.

I think it was Miss Terry who gave the casting
vote which decided me to leave the premier musical
comedy theatre. She said: “ Ella, my child, for
a girl this form of entertainment, when you have
achieved all you can in it, as you have, only means
standing on the top of a ladder with a hundred young,
ladies pulling at your pretty petticoats.” How
sound this was it did not take me long to realize,
for musical comedy is of :fl branches of the theagre
the one in which youth #nd good looks in a woman
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count above all other things, and she who doesn’t
leave it in good time may be sure it will leave her.
Ninety-nine out of a hundred of successful musical
comedy ingénues can be little more than pretty
squirrels in a cage turning a gilded wheel until the
1:1*.usl:]i:::-;,I tiring of w;tching theui, nhmvef. on.

0 our and m took the plunge.

Char?z:nFruhman, ﬁgﬂ:at Amgricagehfhnager,
had always told us that if ever we thought of
becoming *“ a team,” as he put it, we could come to
him, and so we accepted the five years’ contract
he offered us, our joint salary being [75 a week,
and a third of the profits with no risk. Not finan-
cially a wonderful bargain to-day perhaps, but in
those days vely good indeed.,

When the hour came for leaving the Gaiety I
naturally felt like the Captain in Pinafore—** sad
and sorry,” for the five years had been happy,
professionally, beyond words. .

When the news became known in the theatre
that I was going away, there was something of a
minor earthquake. Mr., Edwardes did everything
to persuade me to stay, as did Lionel Monckton and
Fﬂ%x Caryll, all of them, including the directors,
holding cut every kind of inducement to get me to
alter my mind ; but I was adamant, and I have never
regretted the step.

I,was really unhappy, however, about one thing
connected with the change. Mr. Edwardes, of
whom I was very fond, was deeply offended and,
indeed, was never the same again to me. I don’t
mean that he was unkin{l, but drifting out of his
life thegtrically I gradually saw less and less of him
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socially, until I ceased to meet him at all except by
accident. 3

It must not be forgotten that George Edwardes

was an emperor in the world of the theatre in these

s—you were either under his banner or you
didn’t exist., I am sure in his heart I always had a
large corner, but his feelings toward Seymour
altered entirely. He looked, upon him as the villain
of the piece, and after a regrettable quarrel about
the situation, these two devoted friends parted com-
pany never to speak to each other again, although
I knew Seymour was still very fond of him, and
to-day thinks, as I do, that there has never been a
musical comedy manager that could hold a caadle
to him. . ;

On saying good-bye to the Gaiety we started
operations under the banner of Charles Frohman.

Here was a Prince of Managers.

A great? human being and the most understanding
of men. Hidden away beneath a funny little
exterior, for he was short and stout, he had'a heart
of gold. His race had every reason to be proud of
him, for he was the most generous of Jews, who, I
am sure, was quite incapable of thinking wrong, or
of doing even a rival who had treated him poorly a
bad turn. He was quixotic to a degree, sometimes
almost foolishly so. He seldom had contracts in,
writing, for his word, the world of the theatre knew,
was more than his bond. *

Seymour and I were conpected in business with
him for many years withqut so much as a scrap of
paper. If any query arcfe his method was alw
to inquire, * What gave you that impressionsi ¥ He
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would listen to the explanation, and if he realized
why one had construed a conversation to mean so
and so, he would say, “Yes, I see why you thought
so. You're quite right. Have it your way.” If,
on the other hand, he had a fair argument to advance
in a friendly disput—:':, he'd say I think 1 am right,
don’t you ? ”” and we always gave in to him, for we
knew how scrupulously ast and generous he was.

Outside business as well as in it, we were both
devoted to him. He was a great big man about
whom nothing but good has ever been spoken. By
his lamented death, when the Lusfania was tor-

edoed, we lmt not only, I know, an affectionate
iead, but a wise counsellor.

He had a tolossal sense of humour and even in
times of disaster could laugh. He was also full of
common-sense advice on all occasions and often said
simple things which,had a world of meaning in them.
One of his maxims in discussing a rival management

s “ Never mind what the other fellow’s dguing—
let us gét on with our own job,” and another, “ If
you must lose your temper, never do so in public.
Goup to your bedroom, bite the wardrobe and come
out smiling.”

As an illustration of his sense of the ridiculous, [
remember the way he discharged his valet. The
jman was an excellent servant, but for years had often
tried his master very highly by not being sober when

« he was most wanted. At last the kindly and long-
suffering Mr. Frohman could stand this behaviour
no longer and decided to,finish with him. And he
got rid of him in this ankising manner. The man
was in his bedroom hopelessly intoxicated and asleep
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on his back. All our manager did was to gum a
label on his forehead on which were written three
words : “* You are discharged.”

We opened at the Criterion with % wondeérful casf,
which included Fanny Brough, Alfred Bishop and
Henry Kemble, in an adaptation from the French
called My Daughter-in-Law. It proved to be only
a moderate success, and this was followed by another
French adaptation, The MAsked Ball. Tt failed
dismally, the chief cause being that I had to play a
drunken sceme in it. 1 was quite bad in this

articular effort, and even in my mild attempt ‘at
inebriation shocked the public and the critics, the
latter saying that I should never have been given
such a part to play and that they were glad the piece
had failed to please the audience, so that few of my
admirers wuu.Fd have a chance of seeing me whaolly
out of my element. In fact, the situation was
summed wp in the words of the T'wo Black Crows :
“Even if 1 had been good they wouldn't have liked
it

But after these April showers came the inevitable
sunshine, and Mr. Frohman one morning sent for me
to say he had been lug?' enough to come to an
arrangement with the Messrs. A. and 5. Gatti and
that we were to go to the Vaudeville Theatre for five
years under their joint management with him. To
say I was delight:e::{ at the prospect would not convey”
my feelings. The whole Gatti family had been my
father’s life-long friends and I had known them
intimately since I was a little girl, having not only
spent many holidays witb.li'hem in Switzerland, but
being constantly in the cdmpany of Madame Gatti,
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a more adorable woman than whom never stepped.
The success of the original Brothers Gattl was
phenomenal in all théy undertook, but the good
judgment of this lady, who was truly great in every
best sense of the word, contributed largely to the
foundation of the fortune of these two lovable,
honest and upright men.

Agostino was the elder, a man of quick decision
and iron resolve. Stfphano was the younger, less
cembative perhaps, but also a man of great deter-
mination.

" Alas! these owners of the-Adelphi and Vaudeville
Theatres have both passed away, I{:ut they have left
bekind them to carry on their great traditions the
sons of the dider, Rocco and, John—little boys when
I first romped with them, but now men of great
affairs; John indeed,who has not only been Mayor of
Westminster and afterwards Chairman of the Lon-
don County Council, but has received for his services
to his country a more than well deserved knighthood.

Having left Ascot, we were now living in Bedford
Square, our home being bounded on the north by
the house of Forbes-Robertson, on the north-east by
that of the Gattis, and but a few doors away by the
domicile of Weedon Grossmith, who addeér to the
gaiety of the community by painting the front door
of his Adam residence a brilliant pink. Our engage-
ment at the Vaudeville was one line of unbroken
, successes. 'The first piece we put up, a farce from

the French called S.rgfl:md Lady, had only a moderate
rum, it is true, but with this exception all the other
g;cn-ductium were phenomienal hits. They included

weet and Twenty by Bast. Hood, which ran for 235
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performances, Bluebell in Fairyland by Seymour and
Walter Slaughter registered 294 performances, The
Catch of the Season by Seymour and Cosmo Hamilton,
621 performances, Quality Street” by Sir ames
Barrie, 450 nights, Alice in Wonderland, Lewis
Carrol’s inimitable story, and The Cherry Girl,
between them, 350 performances.

What delightful and joyous memories each and
every one of these pieces er 1gs back to me as I write
their names again after many years, memories of the
dear people who were in them with me and wh:::
were part of one of the happiest slices of my life’s
cake.

Looking back, I see in my mind’s eye a procession
of wonderful peuPIE, some of them natutally of more
uutstandmg merit than others, but all of them

“something” in their own particular line, Beauti-
ful women, brilliant men and clever children com-
pose this host, who smilingly nod to me from the
long ago as they pass by. Alas! there are many
whose laughter 15 but an echd from that bourne of
no returning, but to me they will always live as long
as I do, for in my heart they can never die.

Sweet and Twenty was a charming comedy, and
although as light as thistledown, being the simple
love story of a young sailor and an old country
clergyman’s daughter, instantly caught the fancy
of the public. The cast was a really splendid one,
including as it did that grand old actor, J. D.
Beveridge, Fred Emney, Mary Rorke, and that
splendid American star, Hplbrook Blinn. Captain
Basil Hood, who wrote lt, aad a pretty turn of wit,
both lyrrcally and in disfogue. He was a. quiet,
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somewhat taciturn man, and his tragic end some
years later shocked all who knew him,

The play at the beginning of its run was preceded
by a one-act piece calgl;d You and I by Seymour, and
was acted by Gracie Leigh, Florrie Lln}?d Stanley
Brett and |. C. Buckstone. After many months
dear Jack Buckstone, who, with his sweet wife Addie
Buckstone, were merphers of our company for
nearly twenty years, prepared a one-act version of
“ T'he Christmas Carol * and called it Scrooge. This
took the place of You and I before Sweet and Twenty
and proved a tremendous success, Seymour appear-
ing in the name part, which he has now playeg some
2,000 times,

It was durfng the run of Sweet and Twenty that to
my delight and surprise we received a command
from H.R.H. the Prince of Wales to come to
Sandringham and appear there on the occasion of
the Princess I‘-'Iau(f. birthday. Our old friend
Mr. George Ashton arranged thé programme,
which consisted of Scrooge, to be followed by the
duologue Papa’s Wife, in which I- played with
Seymour, and the other item of the performance
was one given by that comic genius Dan Leno.
The whole affair was kept a secret from the young
Princess, His Royal Highness wishing to give her a
real surprise.

The evening was not a state function by any
. means, the Prince of Wales having invited only the

lmbiht]r and gentry of the neighbourhood and his
tenants. I think all the members of the Royal
Family were at Sandringham at the time. I well
remember that, as the Duke and Duchess of York,
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their present Gracious Majesties were of the
assembly, and the atmosphere of the whole evening
was, if one may be permitted to say so, more that of
a charming country house partys than of a royal
residence.

During the fitting up of the stage in the ball-room
and the necessary rehearsal, the Prince of Wales
came personally to inquire if we were comfortable
and if everything was %aing!ﬁone for ws, This, we
assured His Royal Highness, was the case, and with
his usual kindness and forethought he gave instrue-
tions that Seymour and myself should be taken+to
see the decorations in the dining-room for the
birthday party. The late Marquis de Soveral
showed us where the Prince’s guests were to be
entertained, and one thing that I have never
forgotten were the little silver pepper and salt
cellars which were always used by the Princess of
Wales and were taken wherever'Her Royal Highness
might be. They were two little silver hens of
exquisite design. It is strange how amidst mar-
vellous surroundings such simple things impress
one,

We were then taken to the kitchens, and I had
never seen anything like them before. In front of
the great open fire was a huge spit, on which turned
ducks, woodcock and snipe, all being basted by two
chefs, It reminded me of pictures I had seen of lay
brothers in a medi®val abbey or the preparatioh for
the Feast of the Heron il the days of Henry VIIL*

The whole performance sve gave that night was a
success, and never shall I¥orget the Prince’s delight
as he laughed unrestraingdly at Dan Lenu.‘ I think

J 123



ELLALINE TERRISS

the song he made the greatest hit with was “ The
Huntsman.” The audience rocked when in his
woebegone manner he dtscribed his hunting experi-
efices and' sadly celated how after his mount had
thrown him he took “a liqueur of ditch.” It was
altogether a great night.

At the m:uf of the entertainment Seymour and I
were sent for and were the recipients at the hands of
our Royal Patron of tw3 beautiful presents. I was
given a lovely brooch set in diamonds, emeralds and
rubies, and Seymour became the Pmud ossessor of
a ‘fair of diamond sleeve links with “E.” on one
side and a crown on the other.

Dan Leno was presented by His Majesty with a
beautiful tie gin. This he wore for ever afterwards.
I think from all accounts that'he not only slept with
it on his night attire but that he pinned it on his
bathing suit when he went swimming,

Poor Dan Leno!* What a genius. He was the
Grimaldi of his day. A small frail person with, to
my mind, a tragic face,Dickensesque to a degree and
human beyond description. His eyes were like two
wistful black lamps, and his upturned nose with its
big nostrils was well married to a large mouth turned
down at the corners. He had a thin husky voice
which reached every corner of the auditorium, and
within him he had a fire which would have burned
to a cinder a ten times more solid frame than he
possessed.  On our returp Jjourney from Sandring-

"ham to London he talked without effort for a couple
of hours and kept us spellbound telling us of the
vicissitudes of his early Liff, painting comic pictures
of places and people with a Balzac touch, and
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though they were all funny stories his sad little face
brought tears to my eyes as he told us of how as a
boy he had starved and beeh obliged to sleep for two
nights in succession against the bronzed lidns outside
the Great Hall at Liverpool.

The Cherry Girl,which followed Sweet and Twenty,
was a really lovely production designed by that
master of his art, Wilhelm. The company was a
splendid one and includecd dear Courtice Pounds
and that sweet singer, Carmen Hill. g

One evening during the run of The Cherry Girl
that bravest of brave men, who did such noble wark
for our blinded soldiers, Sir Arthur Pearson, came
to my room and asked me if I would give my name
ta be used in his continual appeals for ¢he Children’s
Fresh Air Fund. Naturally I was only too delighted
to do so, and I have been connected in a very minor
way with that magnificent movement ever since.
I wish I was of more use to it, for there is no more
human charity in the world. For the Coliseum,
Seymour wrote a one-act play called The Slum
Angel, having the Fresh Air Fund as its theme, in
which I appeared. It brought me lots of money
for the Fund, and it is curious how continually
cheques addressed to me arrive from the farther-
most ends of the Empire, sent by soldiers and
sailors, farmers and miners who have read some
little story in Pearson’s Magazine of a children’s
outing. The ever-generqus racing community have
been especially kind in their donations, and aparf
from the sums received®from them and others
there is great happineds in knowing what good
hearts there are everywhere, and how many géhtle
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thoughts are possessed in secret by many who
pretend to be hard business men.

It was in my character of the little Princess in
Phe Cherry Girl that my old friend Albert Toft did
a bust of me for the Academy. It was voted a
wonderful likeness and was quite one of the portrait
successes of the year, Seymour had a replica made
of it in marble, and I am proud to think the Com-
mittee of the Garrick"Club accepted it to place
among their many treasures,

That charming artist Lee Hankey painted his
first picture in oils of me as Bluebell, and 2 most
splendid portait it is.

Following The Cherry Girl came Quality Street.

Never shallkI forget my delight at being chosen by
Sir James Barrie to play Phebe Throssel in his
beautiful piece.

How inspiring to act opposite Marion Terry, to
be waited on by thit bundle of merriment Rosina
Fillipi, and to discuss recruiting for the Napoleonic
Wars with such a sergeant as George Shelton, after-
wards the lovable pirate of Peter Pan. That unique
personality Herbert Vane Tempest was an ensign of
the Waterloo period, and among the ladies were that
fine actress Henrietta Watson, pretty Constance
Higham and Irene Rooke. Of the little boys who
were my pupils in the play, it was strange to meet in
Canada lately, the lad on whose tummy I used to
Jwrite a big “ 8§ " and say ** Chest, Georgie, chest,”
to the delight of a Barrie audience. To-day he is
a married man with hia'{:iwn little Georgies about
him,

Quality Street was by faw the sweetest play I ever
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acted in, filled as it was from beginning to end with
the quaint and beautiful thoughts of its great
author, . 5

Seymour played the part of my lover, Valentine
Brown, and in the two last acts, Ke being supposed
to have lost one arm in France, had to act with an
empty sleeve pinned to his breast. Sir James
Barrie, on being asked by a {riend why he had made
his hero a one-armed man, replied : “ It was the unl’}'
way I could think of to keep %E}fmﬂur Hicks quidt.”

61.11' friend Sir Edwin Lutyens, then Mr. Lutyens,
designed the whole of the mise en scéne for Quality
Street and looked after the accuracy of everything
for his friend Sir James Barrie, even gown to*such
small items as the velvet glove which hung next the
fireplace for the handling of the Georgian tongs.
How different must all these trivial things of the
past (if he remembers them) be compared to
that mighty creation of his brain, * The Simple
Cenatapi.“ A

With the Press and public the whole company
made a great success, with the exception of Seymour.
The Press gave him very poor notices for what I
know the public thought was a splendid perform-
ance, Bemoaning this fact one day to Charles
Wyndham, that great actor comforted him by
saying, “ Don’t worry, my boy; I got awful noticeg
for my first performances of David Garrick.
I was compared to Sothern most unfavourably. Is
play it no better to-day, but now the papers are
eulogistic. Don’t worrys There is only one thing
to be frightened of, and that is when you get good
notices. Then be carefdl i .
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I had a memorable afterncon during the time I
lived as * Pheebe of the ringlets,” for Sir James
Barrie did me thehonour of reading Peter Pan to me.
I was to have been his first Wendy and Seymour his
Captain Hook. This, to my infinite regret, never
came to pass, for I had to play Wendy in real
life, with my own precious Betty to be a little
mother to. b



CH&PTEB XI
AN “ OYSTER-BED OF success

LUEBELL in Bluebell in Fairyland 1 think

comes easily second favourite of mine of the

many parts I have played, as it brought me in tauch

with children in every scene in which I appeared,

a thing which has always given me indescribable
pleasure.

Among many of the little mizes who danced and
sang with me on the stage in this piece, danced
quite oblivious of the audience and laughed as if the
whole thing was one big romp, many have grown
up to be famous in their work or in the greater
world outside it. Phyllis Dare was my tot of a
sister. Bhe was a beautiful child and quite the
most self-reliant and imperturbable little thing
imaginable. I remember once her mother telling
me that Phyllis came home after a very long rehearsal
and on being asked if she was tired, replied, * Oh !
yes, very. ['ve had an awful day with Hicks.” GShe
was then at the mature age of eleven.

It was Phyllis, too, who, sitting in the wings
watching me discussing the arrangement for a seng
which became famous, “ The Honeysuckle and the
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Bee,” turned to the stage manager and said, “1
could play Bluebell mugh better than Miss Terriss.
She’s old—she 1qoks quite eighteen.”

Gwennie Brogden was brought to me by Mis.
Arthur Wilson and played with us. She had a voice
of extraordinary range for a child of fifteen, and
made a great hit.

Clever Iris Hoey began her stage career with us at
the Vaudeville, but was not there long. She was
full of high spirits and caught Seymour in a rather
early morningish mood during her revels.

Eva Kelly, too, who afterwards married Mr.
Gould, was one of our prettiest little girls. And
the* l:ne.autif;*l Eva Carrington, who later became
Lady de Clifford, started as a<hild at the Vaudeville
and was with us for several years.

Gladys Cooper, who was ie loveliest of the lovely
even as a littde girl, played Bluebell on tour,
though she was not in the London production, and
oh! there were so many whose names to-day are
well known that it would be impossible for me to
mention them all, :

Most of the tiny boys, I think, when they grew up
left the stage, but a very interesting thing about a
lad who did not give up my profession %ﬂppened
only a short time ago. I was sitting in a box at the
Prince of Wales’s Theatre and applauded vigorously
oner of the most perfect male dancers I have ever
seen, being quite unconscious that he was an old
friend of mine. But I found out he was, for later
in the evening I received « note which said: *“ Dear
Mics Terriss, I am so delighted you liked my dance.
I don’t think you recognizt me, but I was one of the
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two cats in Blusbell in the revival at the Aldwych,
and a very troublesome little cat I think you will
remember I used to be. Yours gincerely, Antop
Dolin.”

I was never more surprised in my life, My little
cat this perfect artist |

The only other boy I can call to mind who made a
name for himself away from the theatre and did
magnificently in the War, was Master Sawyer, who
joined up as a private in 1914 and was a full colortel
in 1918. I could hardly believe it possible, as I
talked to the bronzed soldier in Highland uniform
whose breast was covered with decorations, that he
was the sweet-voiced thrush of the Cock Rabin
Ballet who had brought down the house so often in
a peaceful woodland glade.

The law insisted that the children employed in
any play must attend school in fhe theatre. They
were a!rdear little things, but at times somewhat a
handful. One youth was an expert with a bonnet
pin, and mylu}fed it gmd—humuur&dly to his next-
door neighbour’s calves in any chorus in which he
felt he was hidden from view, while another I
remember used to do good work with an ink squirt,
which did not improve the colour of flesh-coloured
tights.

Many were the funny things which happened
during these plays in which children appeareds I
remember one in particuir which amused us all.
It was during a dress rehearsal of Bluebell. Five
little boys dressed as apples danced down in the
ballet, and Seymour called out to know why thare
were not six, as had beer® arranged. “ Oht if you
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please, Mr. *Icks,” one of the five boys answered,
“ the other apple is up, in the dressing-room being
"nk.,?‘

The principal characters in Blucbell in Fairyland
were all taken by delightful and clever people.
Handsome Florence Lloyd, who was with us for
many years, played one of the chief parts, and
Margaret Fraser was not only a great beauty but
was our solo dancer. No one I have ever seen could
lift a pointed toe slowly above her head without
apy apparent effort as she did.

r. Murray King played the chief low comedy
part, and excellent %u: was, being in many produc-
tiors with us, while my very dear brother-in-law,
the late Stanley Brett, was aleéo in the play.

I remember going up one day not long ago and
congratulating Mr. Hugh Wakefield on his extra-
ordinarily amusing performance in Blusbeard's
Eighth Wife. 1 said, “1 don’t know you, Mr.
Wakefield, but I must tell you how much you made
me laugh.” “ My dear Miss Terriss,” he replied,
“ I was one of the boys in Bluebell all thmug}l; the
run.” As dear old Mr. Toole used to say, * Time
does fidget.”

It was just before one of the Christmas matinées
that I, having been delayed, arrived very late at the
theatre. The public had all gone in, and as I ran
towards the.stage door I passed a man and woman
with three children wha had been crowded out of
the gallery. The children were crying with disap-
pointment, but their father soothed them by saying,
“ Never mind, come on, I'll take you to the British
Museum instead.”
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I could not speak of the Vaudeville without
mentioning my old friend Mr, Clarke, its manager.
He was as much part of it as the brigks and.mortar,,
and was a great friend of mine, as was the Hon,
Bernard Rollo, who, I think, saw Bluebell in Fairyland
over two hundred times. He was a sort of fairy
godmother to all the children, and the number of
teas he gave the little miteg and the pounds of
chocolate he made them eat was, I think, responsible
on several occasions for catastrophes such as that
which happened to the apple in the ballet. .

It was during the run of Bluebell that I first
had the great honour of not only knowing Mis.
Kendal, but, I am proud to say, of begoming her
friend. It would be as ridiculous as it would be
impertinent if I were to comment, however slightly,
on the genius of this mighty actress, but as one of
her humble comrades I may perhaps be permitted
to pay tribute to this great theatrical figure. I
use the word “ theatrical * not, as it is used so often
wrongly, in the flamboyant sense of the word, but
because Mrs. Kendal is, and always has been, the
one woman above all others who has stood fear-
lessly for the theatre art and its traditions, not
swayed by manager, or critic, or patron. And she
has never been wrong. What she learned at the
feet of Samuel Phelps as a girl of sixteen when she ,

layed Lady Macbeth with that great actor, whe
notws, and she has never hésitated to instil into the
minds of all who have been privileged to support
her or seek her aid, that ¥reat acting as an art is
as unchangeable as the darkness of the night or tke
coming of the dawn. Fashions may come and go in
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the theatre, noise may be acclaimed as power, in-
audibility as reserved ,force, ineffective naturalness
#s the enly trye means of expression, and restless
vitality as genius, but never has she ever failed to
teach her brothers and sisters that the art of actin
is “ 0 act,” for the great classics, which made an
are the only thing that can make great actors, demand
acting first, last and all the time. The modern
school of play needs, of course, the Bond Street
gown in pl};m of the flowing drapery, but the arms
that learned gesture above the waist in the latter
are the whole basic structure on which the modern
artist should mould all the effects that a less violent
emotion cglls for. Watch her at eighty to-day
deliver a speech, and here is a lesson in poise, gesture
and the timing of point which must be of more
priceless value than the vapourings “ of ten thou-
sand teachers armqured in alibis and led by shallow
highbrows.” And of her jealousy of all that her
great profession means to her, who can witness
it without the deepest admiration? Enemies she
has made, perhaps, of those who have trailed the
robes of Thespis in the mud, for she has never hesi-
tated to speaf: her mind about them, Unfair or
incompetent criticism and the impudent personal
paragraphist she has swept into the dustbin where
they belong, and has never failed to condemn all
forms of vulgarity, unfortunately so often indulged
in by the individual far personal aggrandisement,
or the belittling in the eyes of the public of her
theatre, which is ker lifev

«l make no apology for this ill-expressed little
piece of reverence. 3
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She saw Bluebell in Fairyland many times. I
think she loved to watch the children as much as
I did.

Dear Charlie Hawtrey, who, too, fvas very fond of
children, also used to come and see our fairy play
very often. Charles Hawtrey, known to everyone
as “ Genial Charles,” was the greatest speaker of
good lines and the most magnificent camouflager
of bad ones our contemporary®stage has ever known.
Why is it that so wonderful a contributor to the
joyousness of this often drab world was not per-
mitted to live on for ever? I often think that
Shakespeare must have been subconsciously aware
of this birth to be, when he put into Hamlet’s
mouth his praise of Yorick, rles the imper-
turbable—the child man, with bland-like eyes which
always looked surprised when he was told of things
which he had heard before. You lovable, charming
gambler with fate—we shall nevkr see your proto-
type again. You were as much London as London
itself. And London is not fitself without you.
Always in financial difficulties, you lived a millionaire
—a millionaire of fun, for who can forget your answer
to that unfortunately necessary gentleman, the
Official Receiver, when he put to you the question
in examination, * When, sir, is the beginning of
your financial year ;"' and you replied blithely :
“QOh! every day.” Who but a genius could have
thought of such a reply a§ that? One immortal
story told of Charles amongst a thousand others
is the one of the man with, 4 writ whom he found
sitting in the hall of his flat when he came home
one .evening to dress foy dinner, Charles most
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courteously accepted the uil}r blue document with
a smile, asking the no doubt excellent father of a
family if he would like 2 cigar and a whisky and soda.
fven the law it not always teetotal, and he of the
seedy suit acceEtEd the kindly invitation. As he
sat chatting to the great light comedian, he ventured
to Ei[v how much he admired his work and how he
loved playgoing. “ Do you * said Charles. “Per-
haps you would like %0 come and see me act next
week? “ Indeed I should,” said the man. The
genial one immediately went over to his writing
desk and wrote. * Good-night,” he said, handing
him an envelope. “Present this at the box office
a week from now.” The recipient of Charles’
bounty did*so. The manager opened the envelope,
and all that was in it was the writ the process
server had delivered seven days before. Annoyed
beyond measure at the imposition, the man said,
“ Give it me batk. I’ll go round and serve him
with it again.” “ You can’t,” said the manager,
“ Mr. Hawtrey went to Homburg three days ago
for his holiday.” :

Bluebell was originally designed for a Christmas
entertainment, but it ran on long after that often
by no means festive season, and as we played in it
twice daily for some months and afterwards gave
nine performances of it a week, my work, which
called for my being on the stage from the rise of
the curtain till its fall, was terribly trying.

The acting version of Alice in Wonderland was
designed (a dream play also) on exactly the same
lines and demanded no ordinary powers of en-
durange. Many times jhave 1 been asked how I
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managed to keep so fresh at every performance.
May I impart a little secret to all budding Blue-
bells and Alices, It was "by sleeping. I have
always made a habit, no matter where I was or what'
I was doing, of going to bed for two hours every
afterncon, and by this means I always awakened
as fresh as could be, ready and eager for the night’s
work. And may I, without appearing conceited,
say that it is owing to thiselife-long habit, and
nothing else, that I have managed to keep the few
good looks Nature was kind enough to bestow
upon me. .

The real old actors, and they all lived for their
work, dined aboﬁt th;':e dandeadela point &ﬁ
sleeping before the ed. J¥ing made
a Pl:at%ice of this S:IIPEJ'S}r life, ailni}rnothii% short
of a2 King’s command would have induced him to
give up his hours of rest before going to the theatre.

The Catch of the Seasom, which was written for
me by Seymour and Cosmo Hamilton, with music
by various composers—the bulk of it, however, being
by Herbert Haines—proved an enormous success,
and packed the Vaudeville for nearly two years.
It followed Quality Street.

Zena Dare played the part originally written
for me, and perfectly charming she was as the
little Mayfair Cinderella, She looked beautiful,
and sang and danced her way into the hearts of
the public, with whom she remained a great favourite
until, as everyome knows, ‘she became the Hon.
Mrs. Maurice Brett, with a little Angela of her own.

Of my joy at having made the most successful
of domestic productions—yyell, I can find no words
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to express it. Of course, there never had been such
a little girl as mine, and, of course, no baby aged
one day had ever beén so like its mother as her
father said she was, or more like her father than
her mother said she was. This, oddly enough,
I have since learned, was not a very original thing
for either of us to have discovered.

On the night of Betty’s arrival, Seymour was,
as is usual with devoted husbands, nearly dis-
tracted, and insisted on Sir Alfred Fripp sitting
with him in the drawing-room while I was being
cared for upstairs by skilled hands. It was just
like our generous friend Alfred to give up his
valuable time, and he did so willingly. When the
news arrivied that all was well, it appears that our
daughter’s father was so efated that he left home
and found his way to the Imperial Restaurant, of
which his friend, Mr. Oddenino, was the proprietor.
There, from whaw I gather, they toasted the health
of the Hicks family in no niggardly spirit, and at
one in the mornings hearing there was a ball at the
Hotel Cecil, asked themselves to it and informed
each guest separately and confidentially of what
had happened during the evening at Nz:.'lrﬂb&r 53,
Bedford Square.

Of the six hundred letters and telegrams of
congratulation which I received on Betty’s birth,
I often wonder how many came from the guests
at the Hotel Cecil, who must have been much
amused at the advent‘of two uninvited strangers
at their gathering,

My darling Betty’s christening was attended
by a.host of friends, all of whom at the church

© 148



T HARO 480 —ALLTg
RN TR R

i n T L O 7 Wi i 4




AN. " OYSTER-BED OF SUCCESS "™

begged that she should be called after them.
This, of course, was out of the question, but, as a

matter of fact, the poor mite was given sixteen
names, which included those of Mr. I%iuhrmn and
Mr. Stephen Gatti, all of which were translated
into the best Latin on the spur of the moment
by dear Bernard Vaughan,

During the ceremony itself, which took place
at St. Patrick’s, Soho Square, Father Vaughan,
being a Father of the Church and not an anxiqus

arent, drenched Betty at the font, and Seymour,
?ccling a draught in every non-existent crevice,

ced about, ready at any moment to ask our
padre what he meant by splashing water about so
carclessly, and a lot of my time was takezsup noddin
to him to keep quiet and behave himself. Suddenly
the main door of the church was opened by an
inoffensive looking little man who had come in to
pray on his own account, and zn icy blast blew in
from without. In a flash my anxious other half
dashed forward and flung the:would-be worshipper
into the daylight, and closing the doors, stood with
his back against them till we were all ready to
depart. What the poor man must have thought
was going on, and whether he ever returned to
St. Patrick’s, I don’t know, but, late as it is in the
day, if this catches his eye I hope he will accept
my family’s most profound ?:clcrgies.

Very soon after this, as I had to 'open at'the
Vaudeville, Betty was sent to the lgoyal York
Hotel, Brighton, and placed with her nurse (my
ever-treasured Flora BelBen, who remained with
us as one of the family for cighteen years) in the
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care of England’s most popular personality, Mr.
Harry Preston, who lﬂﬂkﬂg after her as only Harry
Preston could. With the true instinct of a born
athlete He insisted on weighing her himself each
morning on the office scales to see, as he put it,
“If she was going along all right.” This she
certainly did, and his daily messages to me about
her placed me under another of the many obliga-
tions which Seymour and myself have gladly been
under to him for over thirty years.

What Harry Preston has done for charity and his
millions of friends has earned him a dukedom.
If some Minister with vision would only give him
one, he would gain for his Party the votes of every
real sportsman in the country. However, perhaps
Mr. Ifresmn is quite content to be a little king in a

thousand hearts, which he certainly is !

Here let the story of my adoration for Betty,
and the devotion /for her by Seymour, and her
dear love for us, have a curtain drawn about i,
all there being left to say is that ever since she first
learned to speak the three of us have laughed our
way through storm, shipwreck and success, without
pa{ing heed to any of them.

returned to the Vaudeville the happiest woman

in the world, to play one of the jolliest parts I have
ever appeared in.  'What a company I met, and how
'the plece used to go from start to finish. Sam
_ Sothern, Ethel Mathews, Olive Morell, Ruby Ray,
Rosina Fillipi, Barbara' Deane, Mollie ell,
Frank Wilson, Stanley [Brett, J. C. Buckstone,
Compton Coutts, Laurence Caird, Cecil Kinnaird,
Pillic Jacobsen, and many others. And what
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beautiful women all the Gibson girls were. Among
them were Camille Clifford, whose figure was so
wonderful that it hardly seemed possible; she
afterwards became the Hon. Mre. Bruce. Beautiful
Marie Brenda, now Mrs. Harry Barclay; Alexandra
Carlisle, a perfect Gibson type, who, beginning
as Seymour's secretary, afterwards made a great
name for herself; Eva Carrington, grown into a
superb creature; Sylvia Stdrey, who looked the
image of Nelson’s Lady Hamilvton, and who subse-
quently became the Countess Paulet, and a dozen
others, all equally attractive in their own way.
I doubt if so many lovely girls with such grace
and style were ever before seen together in,one
company.

The little boy who played the Page was one
of the outstanding successes of the piece. His
name was Valchera. Seymour discovered him
selling newspapers in Shaftesbury Avenue, and,
attracted by his funny face and his odd clothes,
which consisted of a short *jacket, shorter long
trousers, to which were added a pair of red woollen
socks, he asked him if he would like to go on the
stage. “Go on the boards?” the lad replied.
‘1 should rush at it, guv'nor.” This remarksettled
it, and a more unconscious and genuine comedian
never stepped than this little street arab who took
the house by storm every time he made an apppar-'
ance. In after years, during the War, we all
mourned him as having then killed, but only lately
I have discovered that, although badly gassed, he
i5, I am thankful to say, alive in Australia, and the
father of a family, all dojng well.
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In mentioning the name of Barbara Deane among

the cast I must by no means pass her by without
aying tribute to her really very beautiful voice.

ihd she elected to remain on the stage for many
years she would have been a joy to all theatre-
goers, but unfortunately she married, and by doing
so threw up a career which would, I know, have
turned out a wonderful one,

It was during our*time at the Vaudeville that
we had the great good fortune to find in the present
Lord and Lady Esher the staunchest of friends,
who were, if anything, kinder than the dear old
Master of the Rolls and his Lady, who had both, at
this period, alas! passed away at a great and
honoured old age. ,

Lord Esher never ceased to help Seymour and
myself, and it was entirely owing to his friendship
and interest that the late King commanded us to
present Quality S#reet at Windsor Castle on the
occasion of the State visit of the late King and
Queen of Portugal té our country.

What a never-to-be-forgotten night it was.
QOur whole company arrived at Windsor Castle
early in the day to get the stage ready, and rehearse
in the more limited space at our disposal. The
performance took place in the Waterloo Chamber,
a unique setting for Sir James Barrie’s play of
Napoleon’s time, for on its walls are hung the
pictures of many of the great Generals who were
the Lieutenants of the Ifon Duke,

It was during the afterncon, while rehearsing
with the children who appeared in the second
act, that I had the honqur of being presented to
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Queen Alexandra again, by our old friend George
Holford.

The Queen had heard we were working, and had
come to watch the little boys and girls. She was, I
know, genuinely interested in all they were doing,
for she sat down and made me tell her all about
them—who they were, where they went to school,
and how they were looked after. Bhe at once put
them at their ease, and after having spent an hour
with them, bid them a gracious good-bye, turning
as she did so to tell me she was sending me one pf
her birthday cakes which she wished me to have
distributed among them when [ returned to the
Vaudeville Theatre the next day. Thig I did,sand
the occasion was made one of general rejoicing at
a huge tea party the following afternoon.

The performance at the Castle commenced at
ten o'clock in the evening, and the dazzling beauty
of the ladies’ Court dresses, ad the magnificence
of the uniforms in the auditgrium took my breath
away. We were all of us at first extremely nervous,
and well we might be, for we were in the presence
of not only our own great King and Queen, who
were the Royal hosts of the sovereigns of Britain’s
most ancient allies, but to right and left and in
every corner were Princes and Princesses of the
Royal house, Peers and Peeresses of the realm,
anc{ every great officer of State. '

It was an historic ncc?sinn, for it was the first.
Royal Command of the reign, and the Waterloo
Chamber itself had notVbeen used as a Theatre
since Henry Irving had appeared in it before
Queen Victoria in Lordél'ennyson’s Becket:
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The play was received more than favourably,
the applause throughoug, being led by King Edward
himself. ;

At the end of the performance, Miss Marion
Terry, Seymour and myself, were sent for to be
presented to their Majesties in the State apartments,
where a State Ball was about to commence. Their
Majesties were. kind beyond words. They told
us to convey their pledsure to everyone concerned,
and while the King most gral:ioug}’ told me that
he didn’t think I ought to cover my pretty hair,
as he said, with a cap (I was wearing one of the
period in the play), he turned to Seymour and
laughingly said : * And your whiskers—don’t ever
wear them in private. I don’t think ladies admire
whiskers,”

The King, on leaving us, told us to remain and
watch the opening of the Ball : he said it would
be a very ptetty sitht. We did remain. It was
not only pretty—it .was a gorgeous spectacle.
Never shall I forget it, the King leading the
cotillion with Queen Amelia, and Queen Alexandra
having as a partner the King of Portugal, who
was a very fine and commanding figure.

That night we spent at Lord and Lady Esher’s,
and the sun had long risen in the heavens before
we had finished discussing every detail of all the
‘wonders we had seen, anc% had expressed our pro-

«found gratitude to our hogts.

Two weeks afterwards Seymour received a large
silver cup on which was fnscribed : “ From King
Edward the Seventh to Seymour Hicks, Actor.
Quality Street. Windsor Gastle,” and with it came
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a letter from Sir Dighton Probyn saying that their
Majesties had been delighted with Mr. Barrie’s
charming play, and asking me to accept as 2 remem-
brance of the occasion an ornament from their
Majesties which, I need hardly say, is my most
treasured possession,

The Catch of the Season ran on merrily month
after month, and looked like never developing
into a walk. One night Mr. W. 8. Gilbert sent
me round a typical Gilbertian note. It read:
“ Mrs. Ellaline is perfectly delightful, We wouldn’t
have ® mister * at any price.” This was followed by
a week-end invitation which concluded with the
sentence : “ Mind you both come dgwn to us.
The country is looking lovely, and I myself am very
pretty ! ”’

We went down to Grimsdyke, and the country
was lovely.

About this time I first met Mt Arthur Wimperis,
who even in his youth was certainly in the first
flight of pungent humorists, though slightly, if
possible, more acid than Charles Brookfield. I
think his receipt for dealing with personalities has
always been :

“ As praising them’s not hliss,
It's folly to be kind,”

but he is readily forgiven for his brilljance. What
could be more devastating than his remark when,
he heard that a certain whll-known actor had joined
the Royal Naval Reserwe during the War? He
said : * Really ; one of the Epsom Salts, I suppoge.”
Or again, when someone said that a high-salaried
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low comedian was as funny as a bag of nails, and he
at once added, “ Yes, without the points.,”” This
surely waes as quick as his reply to a great music-
hall impresario who, asking him how he had enjoyed
the performance, received this witty answer : “ How
did I enjoy it ! Oh,immensely ! I wouldn’t have
left a turn unstoned.”

It is very difficult to remember all the celebrated
Emplﬂ with whom I came in contact during my

dppy time at the Vaudeville, They were legion.
Among them, however, I recollect there was a boy
from Jersey who called at the stage door several
times with a play, but who says he never could
gairadmirsgnce. His name was Frederick Lonsdale.
If one could only have foreseen the future. Per-
haps he didn’t really call; anyhow, I’'m sure he
dign’t do so more than once, for Freddie, as I now
know him, must have always been the same  Sans
peur—but with plety of reproach.”

Oh, dear ! if there, were only half a dozen Lons-
dales the theatre would not be in the plight it is
to-day. Alas!| thereis enly one. -

P. G. Wodehouse was also a struggler at this
time, writing on the now defunct Globe newspaper.
We knew him well, and to-day, although in his busy
and superlatively successful life we seldom meet,

,when we do he has the same unspoiled boyish nature

as he had when he stayed with us, and was christened

- The Hermit " because he would insist on doing

his writing hidden away in a plantation near our
holiday house. *

The King of Siam, who was at Oxford, used to

come up to see us cﬂpsmn::l}r. I was reading a
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letter from his late Majesty only the other day,
in which, amongst other things, he said: “ And
if you ever come to Siam I will, give you some
splendid quail shooting. Please do come.” He
was a charming and gracious young man and an
enthusiastic playgoer. It is sad to think I shall
never be able to accept that kingly invitation, for
I know it would have been wonderful.

And what a lot we saw of that man of infinite
jest, Comyns Carr. Dear Joe, will there ever be
anyone quite like you i For years never a holiday
time came round but that this heaven-sent ray of
sunshine didn’t spend part of it with us. He was
amusing from early morning till late at pight, @nd
saw fun in everything.. His witticisms were flashed
all over London, and unlike most wits, he was never
unkind. I remember on one of our trips his picking
up a Saturday morning paper and discovering that
the play Peril, which had Eaen revived at the Garrick,
was coming to an abrupt copeclusion. He said:
“ Ella, dear, would you mind asking them at church
to-morrow td alter the hymn and sing instead
‘ For those in Peril at the G. ”

He was a man who couldn’t stand humbug of
any kind, and hated snobs, taking a delight in always
saying, if he thought he scented one: * My father
was a Belfast woollen draper.” 1 never knew him
to be at a loss for a reply, being as he was, one of the
best after-dinner speakers in the country. A true
story is told of him that, when as a guest of the late
Lord Burnham at Hall barn, where that kindest
of men was entertaining the late King, then
Prince of Wales, His- Majesty during "supper
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suddenly turned to Joe, who was an advanced
Radical, and said: *“Mr. Carr, I'm surprised to
hear yoy are a Radical.” There was a silence, but
Joe, without turning a hair, said simply: * Yes,
sir, I am, but I never mention it in polite society.”

Once I went with him to the !1Prat night of an
extremely boring play, and try as he would I could
see it was an. effort for him to keep awake. I
nudged him gently, ‘but all he said was: “ Oh!
heavens, if this be Woking, let me dream again,”
which is almost a companion story to the one told
of Oscar Wilde who, when asked what he thought
of a premiére he had just come from, replied : * It's
tha best play I ever slept through.”

But there, a volume could. be filled with the many
things Joe Carr said, and I must cry halt, for to t
and set down everything I heard from people auéﬁ
as Sir Arthur Pinero, Charles Gill, Marshall Hall,
John Hare and that grandest of Irish gentlemen
T. P. O'Connor, and the dozens of other friends 1
met at this time, well, * space would not permit it,”
as the editors say, so I must cut my-pen according
to my paper. Though I must, I think, be excused
for retailing an extremely amusing story of the
Sicilian tragedian, Signor Grasso. When he ap-
peared in England, his strenuous acting was so un]ic
anything London had seen before, that the public
flocked to witness his passion and his leading ladies
being torn to tatters at fhl: same time. As a com-
pliment during his seasvn the actors of England
gave him a big dinner, 4t the end of which Signor
Gyrasso made the most impassioned speeches of
thanks every time anyonasaid anything about him.
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Near him sat a timid-locking little man, who acted
as interpreter. All this umemotional visitor did
after Grasso had perspired and , shouted with
enthusiasm at great length, was to rise from his
seat and very meekly whisper: ‘“Gentlemen, he
say he tank you very-ar much-ar” or * He say he
very-ar much oblige-ar.” The evening over,
Grasso in bidding his hosts good-night, kissed nearly
everyone, incluﬁing Fred Terry and Charles
Somerset, These two real men and wonderful
actors conducted him to the entrance of their very
representative theatrical club and a cab was called.
It was three in the morning. Grasso, who was
living in Soho, over a little Italian restanzant, #nd
apparently not wishing his address to be known,
said to the cabman as he drove away: “Go the
Lyric Theatre.” Fred Terry, hearing this, turned
in surprise to his old friend Somerset, and said :
“ Charles, why the Lyric Theatfe at three in the
morning { * “Oh!* replied ,Mr. Somerset, “ 1
don’t know. I expect he's forgotten to kiss the
fireman.” ;

The Catch of the Seasom had now run for many
months over a year, and it was thought wise by Mr.
Frohman that Seymour and myself should make our
first tour of the English provinces. This we did,
taking the entire London production with us.
With the exception of the Covent Garden Opera
Company, never since Sir ;—Ienry Irving’s first tour
with his Lyceam successesy had such a large com-
pany as ours set out from'London. We travelled
one hundred and eight people. We had a special
train of our own, Ph}'e;'m_ the capacity of every
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theatre we visited, receipts which for many a year
held the record of the houses we appeared in, but
notwithstanding all this we made very little profit,
our weekly expenses being somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of [850. But the tour, as a tour, was a
triumphal procession. Huge crowds sometimes
numbering as many as two and three thousand
people met us on our arrival at the railway stations
every Sunday. Lunches, suppers and entertain-
ments during the day-time were provided for us
pverywhere, and we made friends of delightful and
hospitable folk in the country who have remained
valued ones to this day.

"Theseyere the happy hours for theatrical people,
when there were no cinemas and no facilities as
there are now for people in the country to run u
and down to London at will, and the Music Halls
had not then loomed large on the horizon with
spectacles, caterinff only as they then did for those
who enjoyed the single performer and therefore
not drawing on the regular theatre public. Day-
light saving, that menace to the play, was unknown.
Greyhounds were put to their proper use, coursing,
and not used as glorified petit chevaux, and a dozen
other counter attractions, which include motor
racing and flying, had not even been thought of.
These were the merry and easy days never to return.

The Catch of the Seasom captured the provinces
as it had the metrup::-gis, and the kindness and
enthusiasm we were rectived with everywhere was
extraordinary. These were the times when young
lardies and gentlemen did not hold hands in the
playhotse and eat chocolates at the same time, as
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they so often do now, making it impossible for
them either to laugh or appland.

To write of our success in one town wonld only
be to write the same thing about it in another, and
as I am sure this would be wearisome, I leave our
charming excursion and its delightful memories
without further comment.



CHAPTER XII
“THE GREATEST ROMAN OF THEM ALL™

ONE thing only marred the happiness of  this

tour. While we were playing at Edinburgh,
I read the tragic news of Sir Henry Irving’s sudden
degth. I, with the rest of my countrymen and
women, was stunned. The public had lost a great
servant, as he always chose to call himself in ad-
dressing them, but 1 had not only been robbed of a
friend of my childhood but I knew what his death
meant to my peofession. Henry Irving dead!
The man who had raised the actor’s calling to an
honoured position in the social life of the country,
which it had never occupied till he by his genius,
dignity and mighty personality seized it with both
hands and insisted on it being placed on terms of
equality with the sister arts and the liberal pro-
fessions. Gone! Many there were who might
follow in his footsteps, but the leader who had hewn
his way intp the open for his comrades, who could
hope to follow him? Who has followed him ?
No one! A great bdiwcon light on the rocky
theatrical coast had cedsdd to illuminate the horizon.
How many a wreck might there not be? Henry
Irving: thought of his profession imperially—his

" 162



" THE GREATESY ROMAN OF THEM ALL*™

fellows parochially. His individual interests always
came last ; the welfare of his art far before it. e
understood nothing of jobbery or finance. Sums of
money to him were only counters inl a game, to be
used for the buying of everything possible with
which to adorn his beautiful mistress, the Drama.
And he was dead! The blow was a crushing one not
only for the actor but for every humble worker in
theatre-land, as his help had alwhys been unquestion-
ing, and indeed almost foolishly his private resources
had never been refused to the poor and needy.

It is true he was often imposed upon, but he only
smiled when acquainted with the fact. He him-
self had graduated in the university of adversisy,
and he readily forgave those who, having ‘fallen by
the way, had seen fit to do what he himself could
never have dreamed of doing.

What 2 man! It may be of interest to know
that he had a rule in his theatre that no actor
applying for a seat was ever to be refused, even if
it were possible to sell it. The' number of people
he employed at good salaries simply because he had
known them in his early days, or because he heard
they were in want, was beyond belief. Had he
not been so generous the words he spoke shortly
before his death need never have been uttered.
They were: “ I have lived keeping an army, 1 shall
die a pauper.” But that they were spoken with np
tinge of regret I am sure. I possess, I am happy to
say, many very intimate thipgs connected with his
life. Among them is the frst play-bill on which
his name ever appeared ; the town was Sunderland,
the theatre prophetically the Lyceum, the ‘piece
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The Lady of Lyons ; 1 have also his last programme,
Henry Irving as Becket at the Theatre Royal,
Bradford. [ own the chair on which he breathed his
last at the Midland Hotel, Bradford, and I bought
some hundreds of pounds’ worth of his theatrical
treasures at the sale of his effects at Christie’s,. He
always said that Phelps was the greatest actor he had
ever seen, and that he had modelled himself on him,
and that Phelps had had the greatest admiration for
Le Blonde, the French pantomimist. An engraving
of Le Blonde was in Henry Irving's bedroom among
*his private collection of Drury Lane and Covent
Garden programmes. I prize them as much as I do
Edmund Kean’s sword, the one he wore as Brutus,
which @i the property of Henry Irving.

One of his treasures, too, that I naturally value
very highly is David Garrick’s signet ring, the one he
alwa}m wore, and which was given to Henry Irving

the great American tragedian, Edwin Booth, when
t]:;'ey were Pla}rmg in Othello together at the Lyce.um
alternating arts of Iago and the Moor.

The lmre of i) L. Toole for this great man was
that almost of a devoted father, although there were
but ten years between them, and Henry Irving,
who gave his affection to few people, returned the
great little low comedian’s to tﬁa full,

J. L. Toole was his first real friend. It was Toole
who bought him his first dress suit when the tragedian
was struggling in the country. It was Johnny Toole
who also gave him a set pf warm underclothes when,
at Christmas time, Henrp Irving was playing the dame
in a pantomime at Manchester, and 1t was T'oole who
recogrized his greatness befure London did.
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These things Henry Irving never forgot, and never
for a moment did he waver in his deep affection
for the dear genial little ‘'man. This marvellous
and unselfish friendship of ]J. L.’ Toole for him
must have been a very great thing in Henry Irving’s
life, for he was a man who, although not troubling
to distrust anyone, despised many and loved few.
He was not really a happy man, and in his later
years, alas! became a htr_{:: bitter, for times were
changing, and with failing health, he was unable
to quite understand a public who were forswearing
their allegiance to him and drifting towards lighter
forms of entertainment. His knowledge of his art
was so immense that his critical faculty forbade him
being over-generous to his contemporaii®, which
perhaps may be only natural, for that he was a
Sargent among pavement artists is a thing, I think,
that will be readily agreed by all those who saw
him in his zenith. S

In saying that I know Mr. Toole first recognized
the genius of Henry Irving, I ‘also know who it was
realized it to the full when, under the Bateman
management, he first appeared at the old Lyceum,
the portico of which aﬁme remains of that famous
theatre as a silent sentinel of its haleyon days. It
was Mr. J. M. Levy, father of the late Lord Burn-
ham and founder of the Daily Telegraph, whose
journal and whose family have always been the.
truest friends the drama has ever had. Henr
Irving had come to town, His mannerisms, which ’
were many and pronoudced, had given the un-
thinking Tif: right, as they imagined, to ridicule
the genius which lay behind those minor, defécts
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which are so often allied to greatness. Many
laughed, some wondered, few were certain, Bat
Mr, Levy, happening one evening to find himself

chance at the Lyceum watching The Bells, left
1:gLr theatre so deeply impressed with what he had
seen, that he made straightway for the Daily
Telegraph office and delivered himself of the follow-
ing to Sir John Le Sage, a King of Editors, * Le
Sage,” he said, “I lrave seen a great actor at the
Lyceum to- mght Please go and write about him.
The public must be made to understand that he is
4 really great actor!” ‘The Telegraph cham-
pioned him and the tide turned.

Both his sons 1 knew, The elder, Harry, had
much ofMis father’s charm and was a distinguished
actor, Lawrence, the younger, more of his genius,
and, had he Iived, undoubtedly would have been an
outstanding figure in the life of the theatre to-day,

The fact that Henry Irving had been estranged
from both of them, through no fault of his, till only
a few years before His death, must have been one
of his greatest sorrows, but happily those few years
of intimate association with them brought the
greatest comfort and joy into the loneliness of his
life. He was very fond of my father, both inside
and outside the theatre, who I think amused him
very much because of his cheery unruffled outlook
on life. Father was by nature a happy devil-may-

_care man, who always spoke as he thought, and

therefore, if perhaps notyycommanding the admira-

tion of genius by his' #t, did so because of his

frankness and attractive honesty. Therefore, Henry

Irving never tock offence at anything Bill Terriss
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did or said. Innumerable are the stories told of
my father at the Lyceum, gnd one which amused
everyone at the time was an incident which qccurred
at the dress rehearsal of the Cofsican Brothers.
Henry Irving always delighted in a dimly lit stage
with only limes from many points of vantage,
generally focused on himself. His company was
so accustomed to being well heard. but only half
seen that none of them ever résented it, but not so
William Terriss, for finding himself nearly in the
dark and noticing that his chief had two brilliant
moonlight spots full on him, Father stopped in the
middle of a very tense scene and shouted to the
limelight man on his right: * Here, Jim, not,all
on the Guv'nor, you know.” Henry [tving, I
think, loved the audacity of the remark, and
laughingly ordered somé moonlight to be put on
his leading man, saying : * You're quite right, Bill.
"The planets aren’t partial, are they 1 7
Henry Irving had also a custom of very wisely
cutting all dialogue that seemed in the slightest
degree superfluous, the minor characters, however,
generally being the sufferers. Rumour has it that
one morning, coming a little late to rehearsal, he
saw Sir Arthur Pinero, who was an actor in those
days, sitting on a piece of profile scenery, and said :
“ [ shouldn’t sit there if I were you, my boy; you'll
cut yourself.” * Oh!” said the great aythor-to-be,
“jt's quite all right, We’re accustomed to having
our TEnrts cut in this theat;!e."
e Irving production ‘of Hemry the Eighth
was by far the most Eflr[ect thing I have ever sgen
in the theatre, for while he himself was colossal as
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Wolsey, Miss Terry was superb as Catherine, father
as the King, magnificent, and Forbes-Robertson as
Buckingham gave an exhibition of saintly repose
and glorious diction which will never be equalled,
as in a velvet cassock-like garment he journeyed to
his death. I could ramble on for ever about the
Lyceum and its chief, for I saw all his plays many,
many times, but my ink will run drier than my eyes
in writing of him, "and paper is not so cheap a
commodity as it was before the War, There is no
homage great enough for English actors to pay to
Henry Irving, for as they knew yesterday, so they
must never forget in the days to come, it was he
who, fighting for them single-handed, broke down
the social barrier, making them gentlemen and not
the rogues and vagabonds of Charles I1.’s reign.
The best life of Henry Irving is that by the late
Austin Brereton, but though it abounds in very
accurate data, ite hardly conveys his personality.
Bram Stoker, his trusty manager, also wrote a
history of his chief soon after the great man had
passed away, and though very readable was not voted
all it might have been. Charles Brookfield summed
up this work in one sentence, for when asked by a
friend what book he was carrying under his arm,
the cynic replied: “Oh! only Irving’s life of
Stoker.” This, of course, was quite unfair, but
it js true that in the “ Life” there were not the little
sardonic touches which would have shown the
smaller side of the tragedian’s nature and which
might well have been nfade part of it, the subject
bging quite big enough to shoulder them. For
instance, in criticism Henry Irving was seldom
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generous, and whatever he thought privately, and
he must have secretly admired many of that
brilliant man’s performances, he never in cpmpany
found anything to praise in Mr. Beerbohm Tree.
Indeed, on one -occasion when Mr. Tree, hot and
perspiring, asked him what he thought of his
work that night, he replied smilingly: * Your
skin acts well.” This I have always thought was
manufactured purely to get a’laugh in repetition,
as was his comment on a horse which was brought
to him for inspection. The dealer, after assuring,
the Lyceum manager that the animal was perfectly
quiet and had plenty of experience in facing the
footlights, concluded his testimonial by sayipg:
* Bir, you can take my word for it, the horse is
perfectly trained, and has been with Mr. Tree in
four productions.” At this point the horse opened
his mouth, appearing to yawn, “Ah! hashei”
said Henry Irving. “A bit of a eritic too, I see.”

It was strange how small thiggs got on his nerves
at times, and he became particularly irritated if he
thought anyone else was getting too much publicity
even if they were in a completely different walk of
life. This happened when Nansen, who had just
returned from the Arctic regions was the lion of the
London season. Mr. Irving kept reading of nothing
but Nansen, and it so annoyed him that when one
evening Miss Terry ran into his dressing-ropm
and excitedly told him that Nansen was in a box, all
he said was: * Nansen!)Nansen! Who is he?
Oh! ah! yes, I remember. He’s the man who
stands the cold so well.”

-
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CHAPTER XIII
PROPHETS AND RETURNS

A T the end of our Catch of the Season tour, Mr.
. Frohman’s agreement with the Messrs. Gatti
came to anend. And it was then, I think, that we
made the greatest error of our lives. We elected to
launch out in a bigger theatre with Mr. Frohman
alone. We ought to have stayed at the Vaudeville.
We had established a policy there, we had a great
following, and given that we had pursued that

uhcg could have gone on successfully, I think,
indefinitely, For policy is the only gﬂtuedged
theatrical security. But no, we, as so many had
done before us and many will do again, were out to
fly higher. People came to us and said we ought
to have a larger house (What a mistake. All the
big theatrical money over a period has always been
made in small playhouses.)—a theatre of our own, we
were told, where we could put on bigger productions,
What folly ! Hnwever,% is always easy to be wise
after the event, and, as Byron said, * It’s no good
crying over spilt milk, it only makes it more watery.”
We took the fatal step, and not only did we embark
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on the building of one theatre but became interested
in the building of three—the Aldwych, the Queen’s
and the Hicks Theatre, now renamed thg Globe.
Of the finance of these three places, which turned
out ultimately anything but places of entertainment
for me, I knew little, and I am bound frankly to
admit I cared less. The War broke out, all our
plans fell to the ground like a pad{ of cards, owing
to banks foreclosing on shurr mortgages, whatever
that means, two of Seymour’s partners dying within
a furtnight of each ut{ler, and the end of the wholg
thing was that in 1914 he and I, having lost some-
thing like forty-seven thousand pounds and being
liable for fourteen thousand more, packed up,our
troubles and set out on a rock-strewn road with
little more than a ten-pound note to bless ourselves
with. Our house in Berkeley Square, with its
furniture and effects, had been sold under the
hammer, our life insurance compounded for cash,
and thousands of pounds’ worth of my jewellery,
every bit of it in fact, seized as security. However,
that was in 1914. It is now 1928 and all is well,
for by dint of colossal work for six years my old
man, by writing piece after piece, among which
were The Happy Day for Daly’s Theatre, Sleeping
Partners, The Man in Dress Clothes, Cash on Delivery,
Old Bill, M.P. and many others and playing during
that period twice nightly in the provinces the plays”
he had performed only once nightly in London,
taking no holidays whatev yr, succeeded in retrieving
our fallen fortunes. I, too, fell into theline of battle,
and instead of remaining in London, as I could h.pw:
done, played sketches shrough the provinces on
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the music halls, where I was able to earn a much
larger salary.

I have said ] understood little about finance
(the people who do I have noticed as a rule seldom
laugh as heartily as I can, thank ‘Heaven), but I
knew enough to give Seymour one piece of advice,
and that was: “ Don’t go bankrupt whatever you
do!” And my counsel was correct, It might
have been the easy way out, but it would have been
the unwise way if it could possibly be avoided. He
heartily agreed, and t]mugﬁ it wasn’t very pleasant
not to play what we wanted to, where we wanted to,
but anything, anywhere, so that we might build
up the hguse which had tumbled down, we did so
cheerily, with the result that.in 1928 we are sailing
again happily far from the open sea. This struggle
knocked many years out of Seymour’s career as an
actor, but he is a great optimist and says that the
delay has only helged him to equip himself better
for the real parts he,wants to g}a}". I shall have a
double pleasure if he succeeds, for I know what the
sacrifice and struggle meant to him.

At the end of The Catch of the Season tour we
returned to town to open the Aldwych. This was
the first of the theatres to be ready of those in which
we were interested.

Having no new play, we decided, it being
Christmas time, to do an elaborate revival of
Bluebell in Fairyland. It succeeded excellently,
but our expenses were vqry heavy, and the cost of
production eating up the profits, we only marked
time from a money point of view, and therefore
hurried ‘along the rehearsels of our new venture,
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which was a big musical comedy production called
The Beauty of Bath, .

On the opening night of the Aldwych Theatre
I may mention that a black cat walked along the
footlights just “before the curtain rose. Every
newspaper in Loncdon commented on the fact as
a happy omen for the future. I did not know till
afterwards that Seymour had trained the cat to
do this by having it fed previously every evening
for a fortnight at eight o'clock in front of the con-
ductor’s chair. He said he had taken the trouble
to do it as he thought it would help to start us
off well with the audience. It certainly did, for
they laughed and applauded for a long time. -The
Press were very nearly innocent in those days.

It was just as we were commencing at the
Aldwych that that little genius Ivy St. Helier came
from Jersey to see if she could get an opening on the
stage. Seymour, being a fellow islander of hers,
saw her, heard her sing and sngaged her at once
for three years.

A delicious mimic, a wonderful pianist, a droll
both on the stage and off it, not only had she an
exceptional voice, but as a musician made many
hits with her compositions, but better, perhaps,
than all these she is a friend with a heart of gold.

The Aldwych was a charming house and beau-
tifully equipped in every way. Mr. Erohman had
offices in t]‘}:e building, and from the foyer to the
dressing-rooms there was nothing better to be wished
for. Above the stage at the top of the theatre we
had a large and most delightful supper-room,, its
walls being covered by mementoes of nearly all the
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great people who had made history in our profession.
These were as varied as they were sentimentally

riceless, for they not only included many personal
Eelungings of Garrick, Colley Cibb.r, Kean, the
Kembles, Mrs, Siddons, Grimaldi, Charles Kean,
Henry Irving, Macready, Ellen [Terry, Mrs. Kendal,
Toole, Charles Wyndham, Jenn Hare, Coquelin,
Lucien Guitry, Beerbohm Tree and Sarah Bern-
hardt, but also the &nuff box of Leno, a collar of
Fred Leslie’s and a memory of Little Tich. The
foom was panelled in oak and upholstered in green.
In it we always had a party of eight or ten people
about twice a week after the performance. And
if its walls could speak what tales could they not
tell? ISwish I could remember all the interesting
things said by the noted people of the day whoe
honoured thaose wmnderfulpeeveningﬂ. I used 1o
sit spell-bound listening to story after story on every
conceivable subject from politics to murder trials,
but the nights I loyed most were the ones when
great actors talked of their early struggles and the
men who were their masters in art. Their chains
of memory were long and spanned the years to the
time when Phelps was a young man, and farther
back even than that, for Mr. J. B. Howe, of the
Irving Company, who died more than thirty years
ago at the age of eighty odd years, had actually

‘appeared on, the stage with Edmund Kean. Tales
-I heard of the elder Chatterton and the losing of

the original manuscript of The School for Scandal.
Few people know, I think, that it ever was lost,
and that that classic comedy was only set down in
writing again from memory, by the original London
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cast who came to Dublin for its revival, all of them
journeying from far and wide to do so.

Many a funny theatrical story, of course,, I heard.
One I recoliegt being that told by Herbert Tree
about an old act»r who was asked to appear in three
different parts in ﬂg: same play. This, it appears,
the aged Thespiatd refused to do. Persuasion,
threats of dismissal, a rise of salary,.everything was
tried, but nothing would mové him from his resolve.
At last the manager, who was a friend of his, asked
him if he had any real reason other than a personal
one for not accepting the engagement. * Of course
I have, guv'nor,” replied the old gentleman. “ How
can I possibly appear in the three characters, you
offer me? Two of them fight a duel and the third
one has to come in and separate them,” His
objection was, of course, unanswerable.

One night 1 heard Coquelin, after discussing
Rostand and Cyrano at some jength, deplore, as
he thought, the lack of imagigation so often to be
seen on the English stage, and as an illustration he
instanced the scene between Hamlet and the
Ghost on the battlements. * Think,” said the in-
comparable French actor, *“ so grave an error as to
show the Ghost. Surely only a shaft of light should
be used to convey the supernatural! And why
do English Hamlets,” he continued, “ rush about
in this scene, or, if not doing so, invariably play it*
with an excess of vitality ¥ That is all wrong. It,
is a ghost. His father’s ghost, the young Prince sees.
Hamlet should stand petrified, confronted with
something from the grave, and his only gestures,
if any, should be made‘wiﬂl:l one hand. The whole
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scene should be acted with eyes starting out of the
head, and an almost pawerless hand, for does not
terror make a man impossible of movement?”
As he talked heillustrated what he meant by fear,
and with his right hand not a spar. in front of him
and his elbow bent into his waiit, the great actor,
with his face and fingers only,rconveyed the living
transfixed by the dead. Whether or no M. Coquelin
was right in his contention, it is for the Shakespearean
student and not for me to say, but, right or wrong,
his conception of * an agony of fear ” was masterly
beyond words. I have often stood in front of his
statue at Boulogne and, remembering his lesson of
that, night, bowed my head, not indeed to stone,
but to the great shaft of light which he himself has
left behind.
And, thinking back, how simple all the really
ircat actors I have ever met have always been, and
ow devoted to and how absorbed in their calling.
No greater illustration can be given of the real
actor’s ruling passion than the story of the two old
players who, Erol:en down and weary, walking to
another town to fulfil an engagement, were passed
by a magnificent carriage with * Dives ” inside and
a footman next the coachman on the box. * Look,”
said one, ** a carriage and pair, two men on the box
and the occupants with everything they want in
*the world. Isn’t it wonderful } Wouldn't you
like to change places with themi” “No, I
wouldn’t,” replied the other; ‘“they can’t
actd ™
I remember joining in on one occasion and telling
our guests a funny story about my father, It was
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this : A grocer at Bedford Park once wrote him the
following letter :

“ Dear Mn TeRRI1SS,

“I show]d like to come and see you act. Will
you kindly send a box or four stalls ¢ Thanking you
in anticipation,

1 am, yours truly,
“ WiLLiam Amsrose.”

Father replied :

“Dear Mz, AmBRrosE,
“I shall be delighted to give you a box if you
will send me three tinned tongues, a dozen pots of jam, a
side of bacon and some bags of flour.
“ Thanking you, but without the slightest anticipgtion,
“1 am, yours truly,
* WiLtiam TErmiss,”

Which everyone agreed was an amusing and very
proper reply.

ne of Joe Carr’s supper anepdotes I remember
was of a little boy of tender yeass who, sleeping in his
mother’s bedroom, woke up at five in the morning
and said : * Mummie, will you tell me a story ¢ 7
All the mother said was : * I?I';&h darling, not now.
Your father’ll be back very soon and he’ll tell us
both one.”

I saw a great deal of dear old Sir Squire Bancroft
about this time, and what a figure he was with his
white hair, his tall hat and his eye-glass, which I
am sure he never needed—he was so wise. He
was the most lovable man in the world, and, at the
age of eigh af" one of the most up-to-date critics
of theatrical doings alive. The British Empire
would have gained a great diplomat if he had elected
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to place himself as such at its disposal, for he was
never known to commit himself definitely about
anything, though the lines he wrote were always
capable of being read between. Serely nothing
more non-committal or devastatiz was ever said
about anything than his guprded criticism of
Arthur Bourchier’s Macbeth, for when he was asked
what he thought of it he looked up to heaven,
thought a long tim#, and then delivered himself
of the following : * Parts of it were good, parts of
it not so pood. What I am wondering is, are the
parts that are good, good enough #”

But he was a kindly and courteous gentleman
with a great heart, and I loved him dearly. He
was supposed to have made a habit of attending
more memorial services than any man of his time,
and it was owing to this fact that dear Joe Carr,
when he was lying dying at Bournemouth, wrote
to Seymour and said: “I fear I must be really
very ill, for Bancroft called on me to-day and
brought me a bunch of black grapes. Black!
That isn’t a good sign, s it ™

Once only, I think, Sir George Alexander came to
one of our supper parties. I had met him first
when I was quite a little girl, during the days of
Faust at the Lyceum, but although I saw him in
later years I never knew him very well. He was
always delightful and kind, though, when we did

: meet, as, indeed, he was to everybody.

Successful as he was, he was never acclaimed a
great actor, and it was only after his lamented death,
when revivals were made of the pieces he had pro-
duced, that those who knew anything about acting
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realized how much better he was than they had
ever imagined, for the parts to which he gave such
charm were sometimes very different ones in the
hands of hi®wguccessors and appeartd to be quite
second-rate.

If he had only li%d he would have been a wonder-
ful head of our profdssion to-day ; at a time when,
perhaps, of all other times we most, need one, for
he was not only dignified but siirewd and far-seeing,
and his great business abilities would have organized
our calling on a sound commercial basis and made
us one of the richest communities in existence,
which, unfortunately, is anything but the case in
1928.

It;‘%fll:u‘: supper party given by us, not at the Aldwych
but in our own house, was a memorahle one. It
was to the Sketch Club, a dozen of their most dis-
tinguished members being our guests. [ cannot
quite remember who they were, but among them
was Lance Thackeray, Dudley! Har:iﬁ, George
Hassall, Tom Browne and others equally famous.
They did a most charming thing. They brought
an empty sketch-book with them and when supper
was over they proceeded to illustrate it as if it were
a volume for publication. Not only did each of
these famous men draw amusing pictures, but even
troubled to make thumb-nail sketches as the head-
ings of supposed chapters. It is a priceless little
tome, which has become sad to me when I turn its
pages, for, alas! so many of the men who drew in
it are no more ! :

I only had the honour of speaking to Sarah Bern-
hardt once. I was in a box watching her pliy
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L’ Aiglon, and she very graciously sent for me to
come to see her. I was naturally delighted to do
so, but I must confess was very nervous at
meeting this, the greatest of trageqiiima. When
I entered her dressing-room I fou r surrounded
with at least a dozen people ard she, although an
old lady, was the most vivicious of the party.
Dressed in her white uniform she seemed to me
more like a man ja her manner than a woman,
and I felt I was talking to Henry Irving or
Lucien Guitry in his later Ea}rs, All the Bernhardt
“charm was there, but the face once so thin and
delicate of line and now so massive, awed me greatly.
I had, unfortunately, to speak through an inter-

reter;”and on taking my leave of her she most

indly asked me what memento I would like of her,
as she knew I had said how proud I should be to
possess one. 1 chose what I felt would be the
smallest thing imaginable. I asked for a button
off the tunic she ‘was wearing. But no, she looked
over her dressing-table and wanted to give me a
silver box or anything I cared to choose, but I
insisted on having the button as I naturally did not
wish to presume on her good nature. She imme-
diately told her maid to cut one of the buttons off.
The servant looked daggers at me, but did so.
As I took it I slipped a five-pound note into the
. maid’s hand and in a flash the frown became a smile.
" And this reminded me of a saying of my father’s
which was : * There is only one card that will get
you anything in this world or pass you anywhere.
It is made of a little round piece of gold and it has
Queen. Victoria’s face on it.”
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Nothing more ridiculous I suppose ever happened
to anyone than the situatjon which arose one
evening through my not catching the name of a
stranger who*wjgited the Aldwych Theatre. After
the Perfarmnm%v!\g‘.‘ Greenbaum, a great friend of
Mr. Frohman's, ca%e to see us, as he often did,
and on this occasiot, brought with him a most
charming Frenchman. There was a band rehearsal
after the curtain fell and maay of the company
remained to rehearse a new song. As our presence
was necessary on the stage I asked Mr. Greenbaum
if he and his friend would care to sit in the stalls
instead of waiting in my room. They said * Cer-
tainly,” and Seymour and myself took them down
with us. As we crossed the stage to get fo the
pass-door, I, thinking to interest the delightful
stranger, explained everything I could to him. 1
showed him how the lime-lights were used, how the
curtain was pulled up and down, and, in fact, was
a sort of Cook’s guide to a man whdseemed delighted
to have the most minute details made clear to him.
Seymour took him into the stalls and during the
rehearsal told him how dances were ﬂﬂﬂﬂgﬂg and
actors rehearsed and, in fact, did everything to give
a playgoer an insight into work behind the scenes.
Nothing could have been more charming than the
way on taking his leave Mr. Greenbaum’s friend
thanked us for having given him such an interesting
half hour. When he had gone I said to Seymour :
“Do you know the name of Mr. Greenbaum’s
friend 2™ *“1 haven't the ' faintest idea,” said
Seymour. “I didn’t catch it.” A few da
afterwards he met Mr, Greenbaum and- said':
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*“ Oh! by the way, who was the extraordinarily nice
man who seemed so, pleased the other night 1w
learn gll about the mechanical contrivances at the
theatre } ” ““Oh!” said Mr. Frplinan’s friend,
“didn’t you know ! That wagLucien Guitry.”
What we both felt like when pie realized the truth
was not easy to describe. j had explained to the
greatest actor. in France things he had been a master
of when we were®children. For many years he
mever ceased to laugh about it, for we got to know
him very intimately, but always insisted that he
had learned a lot, though the knowing twinkle
in the Guitry eye made me realize how amused he
myst have been that night. Ever since this dreadful
faux pas 1 have made a habit of listening carefully
to names and being very sure who it is I am talking

to.
The Beauty of Bath duly made her bow to the

ublic and became their hostess for over a year.
The production fwas a very beautiful one and, as
an entertainment, of the very best. The music
was by Herbert Haines and the book by Seymour.

All London flocked to the Aldwych, which was
very gratifying when one remembers that at this
time the whole street was a wilderness, and that
the Waldorf Hotel, the Strand Theatre and ours in
one block were the only buildings in existence,
and all arpund us nothing but open spaces or half-
demolished houses.

During the run of this play the King and Queen
of Spain honoured ué one night with a visit, and
nothing would convince His Maje Br that S dney
Farebrother, who gave 2 wonderf buﬂcsquc in
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it of Camille Clifford, was not Miss Clifford herself.
Standing in the ante-room ,of the Royal Box I
vainly endeavoured to explain to the King that it
was not really” Miss Clifford, but he wbuldn’t believe
it, saying : *“* No\ I saw her in The Catch of the
Season. It is M:h\ Clifford.” Seeing that His
Majesty was not to be persuaded to the contrary,
1 smiled and, bowing silently, gave as good an
imitation of a courtier as I couitl; a courtier being
a person I understand who lives his life agreeing
that the sun is shining when it is pouring with rain.

The Beauty of Bath was followed by even a greater
success, which ran for eighteen months, called
The Gay Gordons. The book was again by Seymour,
and the music by Guy Jones, brother of Sydney
Jones of Daly's fame.

To deal with bygone plays and players in detail
would be as boring as to describe the fashion in
dress of 1928 ten years hence, and so I ask those
who did not see them to take i from me that
their productions were exquisite, and the playing
of them perfect,

About this time many charming rivals had sprung
up about me. Edna May had taken the town by
storm in The Belle of New York, Lily Elsie had made
London kneel at the feet of The Merry Widow,
and the star of Gertie Millar shone high in the
heavens at my old home, the Gaiety.

Nature, the first Dame of the World’s Empire,
was in a generous mood in 1910, and showered her
gifts ungrudgingly into the laps of many new
public favourites, this being, of course, the very
best thing that could possibly happen for thé
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art of the theatre and its financial success. I took
a delight in watching,these brilliant people capture
the town, for I may say, and I say it in no spirit
of vanity, that never at any tip€ have I been
jealous of anyone. I am more #han thankful that

have been blessed with this faCulty of appreciation
for real merit, and as I realizpthat there is no virtue
in this on my part, it being a gift, I take no credit
for it. I have alWays been very sorry for people
avho are unable to praise their contemporaries, for
I can conceive no greater unhappiness than to
look at life through parti-coloured spectacles and
spend many an hour trying to fix bolts upon doors,
which a younger generation have a perfect right to
knocK at. To be grateful for what bhas been, and
accept age gracefully, is surely the happiest of
endeavours.

Brilliant Marie Tempest, who for years had
been the crowned queen of light opera, had left
Daly’s and had cbmmenced her light comedy career.
Her success was instantaneous in this totally different
work, and she swept all before her, Sweet Letty
Lind, beloved by everyone for her gentle and
generous nature off the stage and her gaiety and
simple charm on it, had gone into retirement. She
was a real dear. I remember her once at a luncheon

arty casually remarking how much she would

ve to possess a really nice Persian cat. James
Davis, the author of The Gaiety Girl and many
other successes, immediately volunteered to procure
the best one possible for her. Letty was overjoyed.
She only made one stipulation and this was that
the cat should be a tom, as she explained that

184



PROPHETS AND RETURNS

she had so many dogs and other pets she didn’t
want additions to her already large animal estab-
lishment. The generous Mr. Davis took note of
her wish, and q few days later arrived at Daly’s
with one of the lgveliest Persian tom-cats in the
land. We heard afterwards he had paid a hundred
Eounds for it. Letty JLind was overjoyed and took

er pet home in triumph. But there was a sequel
to the story. To her dismay sfx months later her
tom-cat had kittens. The donor was wired to
and informed of the catastrophe. He, of course,
was furious and dashed off in a cab to the fancier
who had deceived him. After a few preliminary
remarks James finished up by asking the man what
he was going to do about it, * What have you
got to say ! inquired Letty’s friend. * You're
a thief. You charged me a hundred pounds for
a tom-cat and it has had kittens. What have you
to say ““ What have [ to say ? ” said the quite
unruffled dealer. “ What have I td say? Only this:
bring it back and I'll give you two hundred pounds
for it. A tom-cat that can have kittens! Why,
it’s the living wonder of the world |
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CHAPTER XIV
CHANGING DAYS BRING CHANGING WAYS

A GREAT change was coming over the kingdom
of entertainment about this time. The era
of bujlding more modern theatres had commenced
and new musical comedy managements besides our
own were springing into being.

Up till now Mr. George Edwardes at Daly’s
and the Gaiety, and occasionally at the Prince of
Wales Theatre, had been in almost undisputed
possession of llgh eusical work, and had under his
contract all the most successful people who played
in it. The American invasion was for the first
time just beginning to make itself felt, for Mr.
Charles Frohman, having extended his activities
right and left, his countrymen watching his progress,
began to realize the possibilities of London. The
Music Halls also were commencing to cast off the
old love for the new. No longer were they the
home only of the single star turn, but elaborate
small productions were becoming the fashion in
the palatial buﬂdmg& which were rising on the
sites so long occupied by the small houses; and
s0, looking back at the first half dozen years of the
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present century, one is conscious that these were
the years in which took plage a real and first great
move in London’s Theatre-land. Happily that
welcome guest,* Charm ™ had comle to stay on a
permanent visit, garishness had received her comgé,
and vulgarity was'velegated for ever to the place
it should never have lgft.

A war of competition had commengced in earnest.
Monopoly was gghting for its’existence, and so a
difficult situation for the established amusement
caterers had arisen which was all for the good of the
theatre, the artists, and the public.

When Ths Gay Gordons had been running to full
houses for fifteen months the Hicks Theatre was
ready for us to go into, and so we opened™1¥ by
taking the Aldwych Theatre company and the whole
production up to Shaftesbury Avenue. Knowing,
of course, that we should soon be nearing the end of
a very successful run, we set about getting ready a
musical version of The Court Scahdal, a play made
famous by Madame Dajazet in Paris in the
‘seventies (who, by the way, was so youthful locking
that at the age of seventy she played her own
daughter’s daughter in a piece), which we called
The Little Duke. The book, which was perfectly
delightful, being a story of the Lnuis-(guaturzt
period, was set to music by Frank Tours. His
music was graceful, of the time, and in every way
was bright and charming. The production was
Ferhaps, with the exception of Sans Géne, the most
ovely London had seen in this class of work up till
that time, and I doubt for taste if it has ever been
surpassed.
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However, notwithstanding the care and mon
lavished upon it, it did not succeed as it dcsewc?,
I played the little Duc de Richelieu and had the
part of my life. The notices werg splendid, and
yet, as I say, commercially th} undertaking was
disappointing.

During the building of the Hicks Theatre, or
rather, when the old houses on which it now stands
as the Globe were* being demolished, two most
curious relics of bygone days were found in an
_oak-panelled room. They were the mummified
skeletons of a cat and a mouse. Each was qguite
perfect in shape and was found wedged in the
wainscoting of the apartment. The mouse was
some Tour inches in front of the cat, and what must
have obviously happened was that the cat had made
a dash after the little animal, which had rushed for
safety into an unknown corner and they both got
jammed, and so died. Probably a hundred and fifty
years had passed slnge their race to death, and they
were solid stone. I often wonder if this cat brought
us bad luck. Cats have never been lucky to me.

I think I am right in saying that Mr. Edwardes
lost twenty thousand pounds with Sans Géne, and I
know the loss on The Little Duke was about thirteen
thousand pounds, It is inexplicable how such
exquisite productions could have met with such
disaster. Qf course, it must not be forgotten that
in each case the cost of presenting them to the
public was enormous. That of The Little Duke
was well over ten thousand pounds, which to-day
would be roughly equivalent to nearly double
the amount for buying purposes in the theatre.
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One of our dearest friends, 8ir Guy Laking,
superintended the historizal detail and loaned
us genuine, furniture and ornaments of the period,
which were insured for fifteen thousand pounds,
so some idea may be gathered of how really beauti-
fully everything was done.

his failure was g great blow, as the financial
storm to which I have referred earlier in these pages
was beginning to gather Gverhead. Unkpown to
us at this time, dear Mr. Frohman was also getting
out of his depth and, indeed, as we learned after-
wards, must have been worried beyond measure for
money, although he never disclosed the fact to a
living soul, and no one, I think, had the faintest
idea of his troubles, for he was the bravest man
imaginable.

Not only were his English ventures unprofitable,
but things had become very difficult for him in
America, interested as he was not only in his own
productions but also in the poicy of a chain of
theatres numbering upwards of one hundred and
thirty.

I%fun’t think anyone has ever accused Seymour
of being a good business man, but, strange to relate,
I am sure Mr. Frohman was very little better.
He certainly never considered the details of finance
in this country whatever he did in his own. This
neglect on his part must have cost him thousands.
It wasn't that he couldn’t have grappled with
detail—it was just that what he considered the
smaller side of great undertakings bothered him,
and he left them to subordinates. :

He had a Napoleonic mind and looked over

g



ELLALINE TERZISS

territories with their big cities as his objective, and
never troubled about the ways and means so long
as they capitulated to him.

From first to last, I understood, his London
enterprises cost him, even with his many successes,
very nearly thirty thousand pounds a year over a
very long period.

One of the .saddest meetings I had with Mr.
Frohman was when I visited him in New York
for the last time, not because I dreamed for a
moment it was to be the last time I should ever see
this great-hearted little man, but I called on him at
his offices in the Empire Theatre to find him greatly
changed. The same old smile perhaps was there,
but the joy had gone out of his laughter. It was
no longer the Charles Frohman I had known, vital,
alert and eager to face anything. It was a monarch
on the eve of abdication, deserted by the majority
of his courtiers and with only echoes of the past
filling the empty réems in which he sat, alone.

When I had been accustomed to visit him in
these very offices years before, it was with the greatest
difficulty one could pick one’s way through the
crowd of authors, actors and managers, who were
either keeping an appointment or begging for one.
Clerks hurried to and fro, typists were to be heard
beating their machines with almost savage haste,
and orders. were given to aides-de-camp who
disappeared to see they were executed, orders
affecting men and things at places as far apart as are
Vancouver and London.

But now what a change I saw. The corridor
leading to the ante-room was empty, the ante-room
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itself was occupied onl a little page-boy who
had the deta::hped air nfrmb;enne withplig:i; tn}rd-:l.

And conecious of all this, for he was 2 man of the
most sensitive nature, C.F., as he was called by
everyone, welcomed me with a half-wistful look,
afraid, I think, to read my thoughts, I am glad
I saw a great deal of him during my brief holiday
visit to New York, for-Seymour antd myself dined
with him several times anE iaughcd over many little
bygone happenings which are precious things to old
friends. ’

He was warned anonymously not to sail on the
Lusitania, but to a nature like his, this was the last
thing which would have made him can~sl his
passage.

He told me he paid his first visit to London as a
programme boy with Haverley's Minstrels at the
old Her Majesty’s Theatre. He visited England
afterwards every year as the most beloved and
respected of American impres@rlos who ever came
to our shores, and it was towards London he was
journeying when one of the most dastardly acts
of the War cost him his life,

His nearest and dearest friend, Charles Dilling-
ham, now the celebrated American manager, in
good times and bad was ever at his side, and must
have brought an overload of sunshine into his life
when most he needed it. For he was+a man after
Charles Frohman’s own heart, shrewd, witty,
generous to a fault, and with an understanding
of men and women in our profession which few
have ever possessed. I remember once saying to him:
“ How diﬁ you first succeed with Mr, Frohman "
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and he replied: “I always brought him good
news ! 7’ nng instanced his remark by recalling the
great theatre fire at Chicago. Mr., Frchman not
only had an entire production burned in the
catastrophe, but being interested in the building
itself, it looked at one moment as though the next-
of-kin of all those who had lost their lives, and there
were many, might sue for confpensation. Had th
succeeder a bank would hardly have been able to
stind up against the colossal sum involved, let alone
an individual.

Mr. Frohman was naturally weighed down by
the threatened debacle, and no one, as Charles
Dillingham told me, seemed to do anything but
come to the little man with tales of woe. When
towards the end of a desperate day the last of the
Solomon Eagles had taken his departure, my friend
Charlie entered C.F.’s room, happy and smiling.
His manager looked at him blankly, and then pro-
ceeded to tell hinfwf what had and what might
happen, “ and, Ella,” Charlie Dillingham said to
me, “ instead of joining in with the chorus of woe,
I assured him that nothing was simpler than to get
another production duplicated in a week (which we
did), and that the idea of his being come down upon
for compensation from the relatives of those who
had perished in the fire was a joke. In an instant
Charles Frohman was himself again, and at once
. took train to his country house at White Plains,
where he knew he would get peace and rest for
twenty-four hours. And then, my dear,” Charles
continued, “ one of those strange things happened
which always happen in connection with great
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tragedies. We arrived at the gates of C.F.’s house
and were met by the gardener, looking the picture
of misery, ‘What on earth’s the matter,?’ asked
Mr. Frohman, ‘Oh! a dreadful thing has hap-
pened, sir,” said the man. ‘Its dreadful!’
* Good heavens, tell me, what is it ?* asked C.F.
anxiously, fearing that there was more bad news
from New York. *V sir,” answered the gardener,
‘I didn’t expect you till™mexe Sunday and the first
lot of new peas won’t be ready for pickisf for your
dinner to-night.” You should have seen the look
of relief on C.F.’s face. One man in despair over
a hecatomb, the other in the depths of the same
emotion over a dish of peas,”

But Mr. Frohman, I am sure, found ume to
sympathize with his servant. He understood human
nature and found time for anyone in trouble.

I was introduced by Mr, Frohman to his greatest
star, Miss Maud Adams. Her position with the
American public was unique.,slt had placed her
on as high a pedestal as an artist and a woman as
even her manager had. She was the most attractive
actress imaginable, of indescribable charm and
gentleness, and reminded me much of Ellen Terry
in her method and personality. I often regret
that she never a pearenI in London, and I remember
saying to Mr. .IB'mhman: “ Why don’t you bri
Miss Adams to England. She’s Wunjfrfui
he answered : “ Oh! yes, Ella, we all know she’s,
wonderful, but what has she to gain by coming
here. She is the greatest draw in America. Her
position there is unchallenged. Supposing she didn’t
make quite as great a success in this country as
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she has in her own, it would only worry her.
And if she made the greatest success, which 1 am
sure she would, it wouldn’t make her any greater,
for you see to be loved by a hundred and odd
million people is quite enough. Don’t you think
so ! Perhaps he was right, but her absence from
London has always been one of my professional
regrets, ‘ 2 :

The Little Duke fursdied its run at the Hicks
Theatre, aad I went ona tour with it to all the big
cities. We played to crowded houses and retrieved
some of the losses of its London season.

At the end of the tour came an offer from the
then Mr. Alfred Butt for Seymour and myself to
go to~the Palace Music Hall. At first we were
advised by everyone that this would be our death-
knell, but Paul Rubens, who was a very shrewd
judge of theatrical matters, didn’t think so at all,
and volunteered to write us a little musical play,
which he did, and; we accepted the mEeredP en-
gagement. The little play was called The Fly by
Night. 'The scene was laid on the top of a house
in London where a dance was in progress, and during
the festivities an airman landed with his machine
among the chimney pots and found the girl he fell
in love with among the beautiful ladies who came
up through a skylight to see him when he crashed.
T!i:l'ls was the first time an aeroplane was used on

‘the stage. 'The little piece served its purpose,
“but was not an epoch-making success. Then came
an offer from Mr. Stoll for us to go and play in
comedy duologues at the Coliseum, and not only
at this favourite place of entertainment, but also
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at all the great halls in the kingdom. This offer,
of course, which was made us through Mr. Eric
Wallherm, who has been our va.lued friecnd ever
since, and on whose judgment we always rely very
much indeed, called for grave consideration.
Everyone advised us not to dream of taking it
How glad [ am we didn’t listen to them. 5till, I
uite appreciated theig fears for our future, as up
till this time no one of atfy~hifportance {thls sounds
a most conceited way of putting it, bue’ It 15 not
meant to be so for a moment)—so shall I say, “ no,
so-termed West End stars * had played on a aﬁct}r
Bill. Nearly all our contemporary leading actors
and actresses threw up their hands in horror when
they heard we had decided to appear, as they put
it, with acrobats, red-nosed comedians, performing
munkeys and serio-comic ladies. But we added up
the situation, 1 think, very wisely. The monetary
inducement was great. Mr. Frohman and our-
selves were in difficulties bothsin the finding of
plays and through heavy financial losses, and there
was every reason to accept a certainty and avoid
the further risk of productions, for the time being.
Besides, the smartest audiences were to be seen at
the Coliseum, and the fact that we were to play
in company with a new set of artists with whom
hitherto we had never been associated seemed to
offer no very good reason for hesitating to
break new ground. How right we were in
doing so was proved by the fact that there
was hardly an actor or actress of any standing
who did not later follow our example, not all,
I am bound to say, successfully, for many of
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them took little trouble, looking upon the Music
Halls as something very, easy and assuming a what-
we-chogse-to-give-them-will-do sort of arttitude
towards them. Never, however, did they make a
greater mistake, Of all the places in the world the
Music Hall is the most difficult for the actor to
succeed in, In the first place, he has to follow
turn after turn, many ofthem of ‘superlative
excellence and very “fewGt them bad, and appear
before anundience accustomed to variety, impatient
vof delay and quick to realize in the first few minutes
if what they are watching is pleasing them. From
the first time I appeared on the Music Hall stage
till now I have never ceased to have the greatest
admiration for even the ordinary turns who appear
on it, for to hold a great audience single-handed
in front of a drop scene, either by singing a song,
doing a dance, or performing conjuring tricks, or
whatever it may be, calls for something exceptional
in the artist. Homgever, to become technical iz to
become as great a bore as to be chronologically
correct, as no sensible person cares a fig for dates,
and therefore I will only concern myself with those
personal experiences of my own which may seem
of interest.

I found the Colisenm audiences wonderful,
and I had great experience of them, as I not only
played in comedies, but I sang songs by myself and
~also appeared as Joan of Arc in a very elaborate
production, written by Henry Hamilton. The
mise en scéne was perféct, Guy Laking again being
responsible for the historical accuracy, and super-
intending everything from the tabards to the
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auldrons of my armour. Mary Glynne played
f’nan’s little sister; a sweet little mite she was
of eleven, and now she is a leading actress with a
child of her own aged ten. I ‘can hardly be-
lieve it.

Seymour’s production of the play was a very fine
one. The big crowds were handled beautifully,
and the scene at thesstake was one I shall never
forget, for as I disappedrcd drough the burning
fagpots angels rose bearing heavenwargs the soul
of the peasant saint who had given her life for
France. The effect was magical.

I was very happy in my many engagements under
8ir Oswald BStoll’s management. The Coliseum
is a beautifully run house and his lieutenants as able
as anywhere in the world. I cannot remember
anything out of the ordinary happening to me at
the Coliseum except when Mr. Lafayette the
illusionist’s lion broke loose from its cage, and also
when an awkward mistake occurged at a performance
organized to commemorate the Charles Dickens
Centenary, What happened on the former occa-
sion might have been attended with very serious
results, Luckily it was not.

Oh ! and I do remember one humorous happening
in the shape of a speech made by one of the stage
assistants on the night that poor Margaret Cooper
and myself were within a few inches of being killed.
She and I were standing chatting with our backs
to the curtain, her turn being just over and my
songs about to begin, when suddenly hearing a
crash overhead, we were only just in time to jump
backwards and escape the front row of lights, which
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came thundering down on to the stage on the
spot where a moment hefore we had been standing.
,Eu elegtric batten is a thing of very great weight,
hung by chains to the flies. One of these chains
had given way, and, unable to bear the strain, one
of the others had snapped also. Realizing that only
by the greatest good luck we had escaped a terrible
accident, if not worse, we bo#h looked at each other
unable go speak. IMtfeed;’l felt like doing anything
rather thien trip on before an audience to sing
comedy songs, but there is always an unconscious
humorist at hand at these times to restore one’s
equilibrium, and, thank goodness, one was provided
that night in the shape of the afore-mentioned
assistant, who went before the curtain and addressed
the house in these words : * Ladies and gentlemen,
Miss Terriss will not appear for five minutes as
there has been a sligf.lt accident. With your
ermission, the band will play during the interval.”
hen we heard +the words “slight accident,”
which represented a ton and a half of iron swinging
backwards and forwards, and the fact that we were
not being carried to Charing Cross hospital by only
a matter of a few inches, the words * slight accident
were Heaven-sent, and enabled me five minuteslater
to dance on to the stage, I won’t say happily but
at any rate not nervously.
In mentioning the night Mr. Lafayette the
_illusionist’s lion got out of its cage, for a time the
theatre, both in front and behind the curtain, was,
to say the least of it, in a state of nervous tension.
The first I knew of what had happened was from
Seymour, who knocked loudly at my door and
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shouted : “ Don’t come out of your dressing-room
till T tell you to. There’s a lion loose in the theatre
and they can’t find it.”” This was a littlg nerve-
wracking, as, with wifely pride perhaps, I may be
forgiven for thinking that my partner might {ﬁavc
made an attractive meal. However, I did what I
was told, and an hour later came down to hear that
all was well. It appears that the,animal, which
was kept in a cage coveérsd by a tarpaulin, had
loosened the bars and finding itself freeshad begun
to roam about among the scenery at the back,
Andrieff’s band at the time was playing * The
Volga Boat Song,” and the animal, getting tired
of wandering about in the dark, came down to the
prompt corner and, stalking to the footlights,
surveyed the musicians. Monsieur Andrieff, who
always stood with his back to the audience, didn’t
see that, within a few yards of him, a King of the
Forest was eyeing him critically ; but the members
of his orchestra, who were all.facing the house,
became panic-stricken, and, dropping their instru-
ments, disappeared from view like greased lightning.
I believe this is the proper phrase. M. Andrieff
was not long in discovering the cause of the Russian
retreat, and very wisely followed his men, like
lightning that was even more greased, and when the
lion walked solemnly tnmrdgu the boxes opposite
him the occupants rushed out, and the front rows
of the stalls also began to think of moving. The
animal, however, turned its attention from the
audience, probably thinking the artists more attrac-
tive, when the stage manager, with wise prompt-
ness, rang down the iron curtain. The excitement
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behind then commenced. The lion disappeared,
everyone on the stage took cover, and several
amusing things happened before the gnimal was
brought to bay with iron bars and forced back to
his living apartment.

One of the theatre cleaners, who on her hands and
knees was scrubbing out a dressing-room, knowing
nothing of what had happened, locked up to see
the great brute in the doorway within two yards of
her. Thioking that it was an acrobat dressed up
for a comic performance, all she said was: “ Go
away, go away ! Can’t you see I'm busy.” And,
strange to relate, the lion moved off to where two
stage hands were standing. They had their backs
to it, and as one was saying in anxious tones,
“1 wonder where he is now, Bill!* the other
turned to see a shaggy mane within patting distance
and perilously near his friend’s trousers. With a
shout they fled, but the lion didn’t follow. The
fact being that, although advertised as an untamed
forest-bred animal, it was in reality the most
docile creature imaginable, having neither claws
nor teeth, Of course these facts only came out
afterwards. Some weeks later the theatre in Edin-
burgh in which Lafayette was performing with this
same animal caught fire. It is supposed that a
wire fused which was attached to a metal plate
inside the lipn’s cage, from which the poor Eﬁng
was given a slight shock when it was required to
roar. Whether this was so or not, I believe was
never really ascertained, but, in any case, during the

erformance the scenery caught light and caused

r. Lafayette’s death. He remained, I heard,
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to try and save a favourite horse and was trapped
by the flames, A most extraordinary thing
haEPenEd in connection with thiz tragedy. An
assistant who performed as Lafayette’s double, and
who was dressed exactly like him, also lost his life,
and his remains, being mistaken for Lafayette him-
self, would have been buried in his place had not,
during thé removal 8§ a pile of debris, the real
Lafayette been found shut in4 stage trap throug

which he had fallen. - >

His sad end shocked the public very much—Mr..
Lafayette was an excellent showman and a quiet,
courteous little man in public life. Performing,
as he did, as an illusionist, the finding of his double
instead of himself made the tragedy, if possible,
more gruesome,

At the Charles Dickens performance, which
realized some thousands of pounds, organized by
Seymour for the Daily Telegraph in conjunction
with Sir Oswald Stoll, I, throngh no fault of my
own, succeeded in slightly upsetting some of the
wonderful tableaux of Dickens' works, which were
most elaborately arranged and performed by all the
leading actors and actresses in London.

Standing in a subdued light dressed in flowing
white draperies with a golden wreath upon my
head, it was arranged that I should read excerpts
from all the most celebrated and best known scenes
in Dickens’ immortal stories, and as I did so the
characters were shown illustrating the text. All
went well till half-way through, when unknown to
me, my back being to the tableaux, I was, reading
of one thing and the pictures were showing-another.
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What had happened was that a page had been lost
from my volume, and consequently every group of
people sappearad in their wrong order. Quite
unconscious of what was happening I read on,
sublimely ignorant of the fact that when I said.
“And then Little Nell and her dear old grand-
father, who,” etc., etc., etc., the picture showing
behind me was not_Little<Nell at all, but that
of ferocions Bill Sikes striking Nancy. And as I
read the d®th of Tiny Tim the illumination at the
back depicted Fagin and the Artful Dodger, and
so on and so on.
Had the occasion not been almost, one may say,
a sacred one, laughter would have reigned supreme,
but the whole thing was so beautifully conceived
and so well carried out that the audience, thank
Heaven, less concerned with the text than with the
ictures set before their eyes, applauded vigorously.
d I known what was really happening 1 should
have had panic, and I was than]tful that it wasn’t
until the curtain fell that I learned the truth. At
first some of the actors thought that it was an
elaborate joke of Seymour’s. I need hardly say it
was nothing of the kind, as he had taken infinite
pains with many helpers for weeks to make the
whole evening the tremendous success it turned out
to be.
During my engagement on the Music Halls I
+visited all the principal cities in the kingdom, and
found the auﬁcnc&s enthusiastic to a degree. I
had been warned that my methods were too simple
for the Halls and that I should be well advised to
broaden them. This I did not attempt to do, for
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I well knew that it was no use trying to sell
artichokes, having made my name as a grower of
asparagus., I did my work exactly as I had always
done it, and found that the great audiences I played
for demanded nothing in any way different. In-
deed, I have always found that nearly+all audiences
everywhere are exactly the same. They either like a
thing or they don’t, and the fact of attempting to

shout something wl‘:il:hg\s'fmulﬁ' be whispered is the

worst possible policy, for in underrating sheir intelli-

gence you are doing what is worse, you are losing

faith in yourself.

The Music Halls are a great training for any
actor or actress; it gives them breadth of style, great
confidence, and infinite resource.

Of the many wonderful people I met on the
Halls, and there were many, E/Imz- Marie Lloyd
stood out head and shoulders among her feminine
contemporaries, What the late Lady Bancroft
could do with a comedy line Marie Lloyd did
with a song. Indeed, with a world of meaning in
a look, she had the genius to give a monosyllable
six different meanings. In fact, on paper she must
have been impossible to censor. Her heart was as
great as her talent, and money, except to give to
others, meant nothing to her.

Cinquevalli, of course, had no equal. Many
perhaps have performed his tricks, butqhis elegance
and ease and the certainty and apparent simplicity,
with which he juggled either a feather or a cannon-
ball made him a delight to“watch.

My greatest favourite, I think, was the inimitable
Grock, and I never failed to see his performance
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whenever I had the good fortune to be on a bill
with him.

I remember pne night talking to an English low
comedian who sang comic songs. He was explaining
to me what great difficulty he had in obtaining work
and put it down to the fact that he was British-born,
“ They never give you a chance in this country,
Miss Terriss,” -he said, * upless you're 4 foreigner.
Call yogrself Mr. and they won’t look at you. To
tell you thw truth, I'm seriously thinking of putting
« Mons. ’ or ‘ Sig.” before my name.”

It was while 1 was at the Chiswick Empire that I
heard of a very funny conversation which took place
between two comedians who were dressing together.
One came in and, being full of trouble, was endea-
vouring to enlist his friend’s sympathy. “ My
luck’s been awful,” he said. * I went racing yester-
day and lost all my money. Last Monday my wife
got influenza, my youngest boy has got jaundice,
I buried my mother-in-law on Tuesday, our house
caught fire in the spring and I wasn’t insured, and
now the doctor says he thinks I am developing
curvature of the spine. What about that for
luck ? ¥ *“Oh!* said his companion, *it’s not as
bad as what’s happened to me. I’'ve been barred
playing on the Stoll tour! ™

This, I may mention, is a much coveted engage-
ment.

It’s strange how we all live in a little world of our
own and imagine that it is impaossible for people in
another profession not to know those whose names
are household words to ourselves. This is best
illustrated, I think, by two artists up at Newcastle,
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who, having finished their “act,” were watching
from the wings Irene Vanbrugh playing in The
Twelve Pound Look. The comedy sketch im which
they had just appeared was amusing, but of the
rough-and-tumble kind devoted to custard pies and
falling off ladders. They stood in the prompt
corner enthralled at her acting and the little play.
When it wa over one turned to the other and said:
“Who did you say wrote it, Bill 1 ¥ * Barrie—a
man called J. M. Barrie, it says on the pregramme,?
his partner replied. “ Did he ? ” said the first one, .
“Did hei 'Then he writes our next.”

While I was playing with my brother-in-law,
Stanley Brett, and Seymour was playing with Gladys
Cooper at the Coliseum and in the big provincial
music halls, an offer came of eight hundred pounds
a week for us both to go to appear in Vaudeville in
Africa for four months, so we decided to join forces
again and take the trip. It was a wonderful
cxperience and I have always looked forward to
returning to that delightful country. Itsclimate is
the finest in the world, the hospitality of its people
beyond words, and who as playgoers are more than
generous. My only regret about this visit was that
I should have much preferred to have appeared in
our full plays at the theatre instead of in the little
half-hour sketches which “ Variety * demanded.

However, we have many plays to take there now,
and, all being well, we shall, I hope, visit this land
of happy memories in the near future,

On our return to England we produced at
Wyndham’s Theatre, in conjunction with the late
Frank Curzon, a musical version of The Dictator,
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Richard Harding Davis’ amusing farce. It wus
called Captain Kidd. The music was by Leslic
Stuart, but, although it was tuneful and of his best,
his style was not suited to rapid farce, and the piece
fell between two stools. The slow lilting melodies
stopped the fun, and the elaborate plot was one ta
which a big musical setting should never have been
wedded. . BT

It was about this time that the brilliant Mr.
H. V. Higgins, for whom I have the deepest affection,
became our counsellor and devoted friend. With
all his many interests, which included the running
of the Covent Garden Opera House, where he had
reigned for over twenty years, he found leisure to
advise us and steer our course in all our undertakings.

I wonder if any man living to-day has so many
amusing things to his credit, His epigrams would
fill a volume, while his judgments, ijch must be a
heritage from Solomon, are for ever given in words
that are shafts of wit shot from a bow of the greatest
understanding.

To attempt to recall a hundredth part of the
humorous things of his for which London has
been grateful would be impossible, but, thinking
at random, I recall one or two stories typical of him
for the benefit of those who do not know them and
- which should never be lost.

At a luncheon party given not so very long ago a
crashing bore very high up in the Air Force
Command was holding forth at great length on
technical detail which no one present understood,
or wanted to. He droned on, listening to himself
with the greatest pleasure, quite oblivious of the
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fact that drooping eyelids and nodding heads were
to be seen all round the table, At last his harangue
seemed to have come to an end. But.not a bt of it.
He began to enlarge on the personnel under his
command, This looked like Ee.ing a very long
affair, and was only cut short by Harry Higgins (as
he is known to the world in general aﬁg everyone in
particular), who settled him completely. The dull
general had restarted his mental traction sngine
by saying : * Now there are two sorts ofsofficers int
the Flying Corps.” “ We know there are,” said
H. H. * Respondents and co-respondents,” and
amidst the laughter that followed, the entire com-
pany were enabled to dive into the intricacies of
tennis and the divorce court.

My friend has saved more happy gatherings from
that devastating dullard, the teller of lengthy
anecdotes, than it is possible to conceive. Once [
was present when a gentleman who had recently
returned from Kenya Colony wids launching a gas
attack on all and sundry concerning his extremely
ordinary exploits while shooting big game. One
story followed another till the waiters almost
screamed, and his last effort might have run into
three serials had he not been nipped by my witty
friend in the preface, as it were. The disciple of
Selous began : * The sun was extremely hot and 1
found myself standing in a clearing all alone. Sud-
denly a roaring lion dashed into the open and my
predicament was-a most unpleasant one, for there
seemed little chance of escape. Imagine it,” he
continued, “ a roaring lion in front of me and no
means of retreat, for I had a yawning chasm behind
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me. Think of it! a yawning chasm!” * Yes”
said Harry Higgins, * it must have been a bit trying,
but ase you sure that the chasm was-yawning as
much before you arrived 7 *

Everyone knows the story of Sir James Barrie,
who, when 'asked to settle a dispute as to how a well-
known actor should be advertised, the gentleman
objecting to his name being in the same size print
as theother members of the company, said, * Well,
it’s rathen.difficult to know what to do. Have you
got any alternative to increasing the size of the
lettering »  “Yes,” said the manager, “I thought
of putting ‘ and * before his name,” * No,” said
Sir James quietly, “I think ‘but’ would be
better,”

And remembering this little anecdote reminds me
of Harry Higgins’ remark when he was urged to put
““and  before the name of a very ordinary artist.
His monumental reply was : “ Why put the ‘ and’
where the © art ’ can never be 7 ™

My old man has said a few amusing things in his
time, though of course it is not for me to mention the
fact, but he made me laugh the other evening when
we were watching the turmoil on the stage in Mr.
Alfred Mason’s exciting play, The House of the Arrow.
At the end of the third act when one of the charac-
- ters entered with a knife in his chest, I said, * How
do you like it 1" He replied, * Well, if this is the
House of Arrow, I shall send my boy to Eton.”

That night a famous contralto vas in an opposite
box and I happened to say how I loved hearing her
sing * Abide with me.” Seymour answered, “ Yes,
so do* I, but I like the song her husband sings
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better.” “ What is that § I asked. “ I’ve got
to,” said my light comedian.

I pass over the next season or two, my time being
mostly occupied by continual returns to the Coli-
scum or touring with Seymour in old successes.

In 1912, however, we produced Broadway Fones,
by G.M. Cohan, at the Brincc of Wales’s Theatre.
We had seenr it at a big popular house in New York,
and finding that the Prince of Wales’s was npt by
any means the best theatre to suit its broad fun, we
arranged after a short run there to take it to the
Lyceum Theatre. Thiswas one of the wisest moves
we ever made.

It was with some misgivings, I think, that the
Messrs. Melville altered their policy and allowed
farce to be played at their theatre for the first time,
and I think they were as surprised as we were at the
extraordinary welcome Broadway Fones met with
at their house. Not only did their own regular
audience yell with laughter at this most amusing
play, but the Bond Street patrons of the Drama
who had held aloof from the Prince of Wales's
flacked to the Lyceum and laughed as heartily as
the great good-natured crowd who frequent this
popular place of entertainment.

I remember the late Duke of Rutland saying to
me one night at the Lyceum : * Broadway Fones is
splendid. 1 saw it at the Prince of Wales’s and
didn’t care for it very much, but now that you've
altered it it is one of the funniest picces I have ever
seen.” He seemed very surprised when I told him
not a single line had been changed, and he couldn’t
realize that it was the andience which was different,
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not the play. Where a Mayfair minority had
giggled, the “ great public” roared. Where feathe;
fans had geptly tapped programmes, ungloved
hands applauded vigorously, the result being that
those who came from Park Lane to the middle West
forgot in their enjoyment not to be human beings,

The play ran for weeks to crowded houses. This
was in 1912, and the piece has been rinning in the
provinces without'interruption for fourteen years.

I appeared in Broadway ‘fones in all the great
cities on its first provincial tour, and then came
THE WAR !



CHAPTER XV

1914 !
VEN to think of this dreadful nightmare is pain-

ful—to write about it, except in connection
with my professiop, impossible, for its victories must
for ever EE seen through a shroud of sorrow and
the years can never make its terrors for me less dim,
On the Fourth of August, 1914, I was lying in a
nursing home too weak after an operation to under-
stand what that terrible day was to mean for our
country. Two months later I found myself in the
world again, a world that understood only too well,
One of my brothers-in-law, who had previously been
in the 13th Hussars, had of course rejoined the army
again, and my other one, the actor, Stanley, was
about to do so. Seymour, who was forty-five, was
laughed at by those responsible for recruiting, and
much to his distress was told he was an old man and
to “ get on with his own job.” Can I truthfully
say that his distress was mine ! No, I can’t, though
in common with my countrywomen I should not
have complained, and would have been the first to
have agreed with his going.
“ Getting on with your own job!” Yes, of
course, this was the thing, and I set about doing my
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little best, which was not any more (or any less, |
hope) than that undertaken by my many comrades,

There was hospital work, matinées tg be got up,
for the less scriously wounded and the convalescent,
There were bazaars to organize, working parties 1o
be arranged, recruiting songs to sing—all very small
affairs compared to the great struggle itself, but
though we all knew them to be little; still we felt
that they were pas: of the great machine, and being
#* pur own particular job,” we were proud of them.

At night time I was playing in The Earl and the
Girl at the Lyric Theatre. Hospital blue gradually
became the dominant colour in the house; in fact,
at the matinées there was little else. It was a heart-
breaking business, and one evening after the curtain
had fallen Seymour and I sat discussing our pro-
gramme for the next day, and who would be coming
to help us at a concert. I suddenly said, ©“ Why not
get up a party to go to France and try to amuse the
troops at Christmas time?” It, no doubt, was a
very obvious thing to think of, but no one had up to
that moment suggested it. How was it to be done
To put such a proposal before the authorities with-
out great influence seemed almost an impossibility.
Song and dance didn’t seem to fit in with the mighty
difficulties of men and puns, and casting about in our
minds for someone powerful enough to open the
" door of the War Office so that we could be certain
of a sympathetic hearing, we decided that Lord
Burnham was the personage to help us. How right
we were. Seymour went straight down to the
Daily Telegraph office in the morning and explained
our project to my father’s old friend. He listened
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attentively and in five minutes had made up his wise
mind. “It’s a fine idea,” he said. * Here is a
letter to Lord Kitchener. Go to the War Office,
see Sir Gebrge Arthurs and he will} I am Certain,
do all he can to help you.” Then suddenly he said :
“ Who is going to pay for all this ? ” , Enthusiasm
had eliminated finance, The money part of the
enterprise had not been considered and he was told
s0. “ Very well, then,” said thjs most splendid of
old gentlemen, *“ I'll pay half of whatever i’ costs.
Run along and let me know what hapfens.” His
letter was an Open Sesame. At first fdon’t think,
from the questions which we were called upon to
answer, any such thing as entertainment for the
soldiers in the War zone had entered the heads of
those who were directing operations. Indeed, Lord
Kitchener, after inquiring when we wanted to
start, and being told on Xmas Eve, asked if we
thought the British Army was going to stop fighting
on Xmas Day? Burt, that it wag soon rﬂ‘aﬁrcd how
necessary amusement was for the brave men who
were physically and mentally suffering from the
strain of battle, soon became evident, for Seymour
was told to wire direct to Lord French, saying that
Lord Kitchener had given his consent and did he
approve. The following telegram was Lord French’s

reply :

“I thank you for your kind offer in your telegram
thirteenth, but owing to the constant and unremitting
attention necessitated by operations regret I cannot avail
myself of it as regards tﬁc troops at the Front. It would,
however, be a great boon to those in hospirals and camps
on line of communication at places such as Hmrm,I "Rouen,

o 213 *



ELLALINE TERRISS

Abbeville, Boulogne, and the Army in France are deeply
indebted to the ladies and gentlemen who have so kindly
offered their services. If you communicate with General
Maxwely, 1G.C., JAbbeville, he will arrange desails and has
been informed. If a lull in the operations at the time
of your visit should give me the opportunity of attend-
i ormance at one of the places mentioned

ing a
I shall not fail to do so,
“Frencu, G.H.Q"

Lorg Burnham was as delighted as we were, and
we at oncg set to work to organize the expedition,
We had to provide not only our own transport, but,
in fact, everything, the military authorities very
reasonably explaining that while they would help
us in every way possible they could take no responsi-
bilitK or make any arrangements for us, With a
mighty struggle in progress we naturally expected
nothing but their permission to proceed to the Front,
and having obtained it we were grateful and happy.

The first step was to select the company. The
first person I askedl was Gladys Cooper. She was
playing with Seymour at the time and jumped at
the idea, ready to help in any way whatever. This
was a pgrand start—we had the most beautiful
woman in England coming with us. Then I wired
to dear Ben Davies. He replied: * When you like
—How you like—Anything you like.” This was
wonderful. Now we wanted a comedy lady at the
piano, and little Ivy St. Helier was so eager when I
spoke to her that I think she would have gone

d of us if she could have got there. I then
thought of someone whom the soldiers knew and
loved—Williec Frame. Would the great Scottish
comic .singer come? I hardly dared ask him.
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It is true he was strong and virile, but he was
close on seventy years of age. However, I did
ask him, and his merry old face &t up with the
fire of a young Galahad. He said it would be the
greatest thing in his life to be allowed to join us.
As a first-class musical turn the greatést success in
1915 was that of Eli, Olga and Elgar Hudson. In
an instant they said “ Yes” Alas! two of that
famous trio are no more, Eli Huidson dying in khaki
towards the end of the War. As a zeally funhy
comedy turn I asked Will Van Allen, whom I had met*
several times in the Music Halls, and who had always
convulsed his audiences with laughter, and he
willingly agreed.

This avas indeed a ssllendid bill. Everyone con-
nected with the expedition gladly cancelled their
existing engagements for a fortnight, as a humble
tribute to the men who were fighting for them.
Here is our programme, which was sent from
Boulogne to G.H.Q. in thousands,

Flags of the Allies.

THE NATIONAL THEATRE AT
; “ THE FRONT.”

A Tent A Roadside
A Hogpital Anywhere.

SOLDIERS, fellow countrymen of whom we are
so proud and to whom we owe so much,
By permission of

Fierp-Marsgar EARL KITCHENER OF
KHARTOUM, O.M., G.CS.1., etc,
Secretary of State for War,
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And with the approval of
Fienp-Marsuar SIR JOHN FRENCH, O.M.,
EK.C.M.G., etc., Commander-in-Chief of the
British Expeditionary Forces.

WE, your brothers and sisters, have come over
from England to try and entertain and amuse you
during New Year’s week, and to bring you
“ A MESSAGE FROM HOME.”

You have only to command us and we shall be
proud to give you the best Entertainment
Il Qur power

AT ANY TIME AND AT ANY PLACE.
The Party will consist of your old and

affectionate friends :—

ELLALINE TERRISS SEYMOUR HICKS
GLADYS COOPER BEN DAVIES
IVY ST. HELIER WILLIE FRAME

WILL VAN ALLEN

THE CINEMATOGRAPH
Here weare! Hereweare!! Here weareagain!!!
It’s a long, long way to Tipperary,
but not too far for us.
Bless you !

Ellaline Terriss will sing more sweetly and act
more charmingly than ever for you.
Seymour Hicks will perspire mpre freely.
Ben Davies will sing as he has never sung before.

Gladys Cooper will act and look more like
her post-cards than they do.
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Ivy St. Helier will delight you as she has
always done.

Willie Frame will make you laugh, as much in
France as he does in Bonnie Scotland. Och, Hi!
Will Van Allen will patter and play all day.
The Cinematograph will show you thousands of
feet of amusing films. _

COME IN, SOLDIERS.

As many of you and often as you like.

You will confer a favour on us by letting us work
for you, and the angels in disguise, the brave
ladies who nurse you, ask them to honour

us with their presence also.

GOD SAVE THE KING.

GOD PROTECT YOU AND YOUR BRAVE
ALLIES.
LONG LIVE ENGLAND ! VIVE LA FRANCE !

avp BRAVO, BRAVE BELGIUM !

The Price of
Admission is i OUR GRATITUDE TO YOU.

It was a simple little effort, but the man who
wrote it did so with tears rolling down his cheeks,

Mr. Boardman, the then manager of the Hippo-
drome, Brighton, undertock the transport arrange- ,
ments, which was no light work, for apart from
food and itinerary details, we took with us ten
motor cars, Lhe Daily Telegraph correspondent
accompanied us, as did also a representative of
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the Daily Mail. In all, I think, we numbered
twenty people.

On kearing ,that we were setting out for his
country, M. Cambon, the then Ambassador of
France to the Court of St. James’s, insisted on
signing my ‘passport himself, a very gracious and
charming ‘II]lI.P[Ig for him to have thought of. .

We arrived- at Boulogne in the datkness of a
late December aft®rnoon. To our surprise, on
reaching the pier, we heard a great shout go up.
It was thronged with soldiers who had heard we
were arriving. An hour from our time of landing
we were giving our first concert.in the Casino.
How different it looked from the old peace days
when we had been accustomed to wander in its
grounds and stroll idly to the tables to gamble for
modest sums, There were beds everywhere, each
one filled with a man of our own, suffering for us.
Never shall I forget that concert. It was r;'lﬂr
first contact with *the realities of War. We
sang our songs and did our work choking with
emotion it was our duty to hide.

The great gentlemen who made up our aundience,
boys of almost tender years, and fathers of families
who had answered the call, were pleased and
thanked us. This was bad enough—to be thanked
“for our rubbish, but when the nurses crowded
round us and said they were one and all grateful,
this, extraordinary humility on their part, broke
me up entirely, and alone where ng one could see
or hear I am proud to say I sobbed my heart out.

That night later I h:ad)I one of the most painful
experiences of my life, a thing which would have
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tried the nerves of a man of iron. I was told
that a young soldier who was dying, and who had
been unable to be carried in to thg Main HMall for
the entertainment, wished to speak to me. Quietly
I went to a d1m1].7 lit bed surrounded by a screen.

I felt a hand take mine—the hand of a soldier—
lztﬂe more than a boy. I bent over him and he
thanked me for coming. I asked: him if there
was anything I could do for hifa and he answered,
“1 should like to hear you sing *'Lhe Honey-
suckle and the Bee’ once again.” How I did I
don’t know, but I was glad I was given strength
to do so. I leaned down over him and crooned
the simple little melody into his ear—very afraid
with na music to help me. I sang it all through
and he smiled. It was very dark and quietly I
stole away. I have seldom sung that song since.

And all our party—how wonderful they were :
never tired, always cheerful, ever willing morning,
noon and mnight. It would 'be ungracious to
differentiate between them, but I may be forgiven
perhaps for paying a special tribute to Ben Davies
and Willie Frame, England’s greatest tenor, by
no means a young marn, singing, singing, singing, and
a Scotsman of three score years, working, working,
working, and giving all that was in his brave old
body even more times than he was asked to.

Gradually as the War went on everyone who
tried to amuse the soldiers became accustomed to
the dreadful suffering they witnessed, but these
first meetings with our wounded were such a shock
that perhaps I may be forgiven for mentioning
their effect on all of us.
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One of the most moving experiences of my stay
in France was on the occasion I went with Ben
Davies*to hear him sing “Land of my" Fathers ™
to a2 Welsh regiment entraining for the trenches,
It was pouring with rain, and the night pitch-
black. about us were hundreds of soldiers in
full marching order, standing at ease, waiting for
us. An order was shouted, and they stood at atten-
tion. =There was a pause, and the beautiful voice
of our grea: singer rang out clear and wonderfully
" as he sang his and their hymn to them in their

native tongue. Hardly had the first refrain died
from his lips when five hundred ‘voices joined in
the anthem they had learned at their mother’s knee.
Never, I am certain, shall I know anything like
the effect this had upon me even if I live to be a
hundred years old. The second verse followed.
The refrain was again repeated, and then came a
silence, and in it I knew that the hearts of the
singers were beating for the loved omes they had
left behind them in the peaceful valleys and the
mountain-sides of Wales. A brave nation’s pledge
to the Motherland had been given perhaps for the
last time. Suddenly a voice rang out. aﬁwas the
voice of Lord Ninon Crichton Stuart, their Colonel.
"¢ Men of Wales,” he shouted, * three cheers for
your countryman, Mr. Ben Davies.” They were
three mighty ones. The great singer bowed his
- head and turned away. I bid Lord Ninon Stuart
good-bye. Smilingly he shook me by the hand,
and bravely this grand type of all that was best
in Britain went to his death. Within a week the
host who had raised their voices with him in prayer
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lay withered and strewn ufon the hungry soil of
France. Terrible! Terrible!! Terrible!!!
Having ‘given my word to retwwn to Dondon
garlier than the rest of our party, as the manage-
-ment of the Lyric Theatre were greatly dependin
upon me, I did so, when the grave news reacheﬁ
me that Seymour was dying. He had left Eng-
land ill and had fallen a yictim to duulﬁe
pneumonia. He was brought over on the hos-
pital ship Asturias, but was in so desperate a
condition that they were unable to land him at
Southampton. He was unconscious, and was taken
backwards and forwards four times with wounded
from the front, many of whom in those days
were arriving in England in their field dressings.
By God’s mercy my husband recovered, and so I
pass on; but not before I express my profound
gratitude to those known and unknown to me who
helped me in my anxious hougs. Friends were
at hand on every side. A little Jewish boy who had
been at the Coliseum, and was then a hospital
sergeant, by the name of Grossman, got me through
Southampton quickly and helped me always beyond
words, I can never be too grateful to him. Dear
Alfred Fripp dashed down from London. Mr,
Alfred Rothschild at once came to my aid, and
Mr. Gordon Selfridge, whom I had only met once,
sent everything possible he could to assist us., For
what my prayers are worth, they are always re-
membered in tlrem. But, as after the night there
came a dawn for me, so, as I say, I will pass on.
Shortly after our return from France our whole
party were greatly honmourgd by the Playgoers’
221 :
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Club, who gave them a Welcome Home dinner. It
was a very memorable evening, the guests who
attended being representative of all walks in life.,
Dear Marshall made a brilliant speech, as did
many others, including the much beloved Carl
Hentschel. I am afraid our replies were not
oratorical blossoms. They were grateful “ Thank
yous,” though, which came from our hearts, I
am awwretched hand at making public utterances,
dnd, if anyching, Seymour is a little worse. Thope
he won’t read this page.

The War in all its fury had now been raging
for six months, and everyone realized that it was
only just beginning. There was much for my
profession to do and they did it well. It was only
their duty, I know, but with a few miserable ex-
ceptions (always to befound in any large community),
they none of them shirked anything, most of them
going about their duty in the most unostentatious
manner. As only one instance among hundreds,
I remember meeting Mr. Nelson Keys looking
very tired going to his theatre. He had done
five hospital turns that day, and that was.the reason
he smilingly said, “I feel a little cheap,” and there
were many others like him.

One of the most stirring entertainments I ap-

eared at was one I went to at the request of Lord

eatty, given for the sailors at Rﬂﬂ}’i just before

the Battle of Jutland. My Betty was very anxious

to possess a photograph of the great sailor, and he

most kindly sent her a photograph on which was

written: “ To Betty from Beatty.” My family

waves a good-morning, to it daily. Hanging beside
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it, nothing do we hold more precious than a present
from Lord Haig. When the Armistice was signed
this much. beloved and honoured man took the
trouble to send me the plan of his battle-front
as it appeared on the last day of the War. On
it he wrote : }

¢ To Mrs. Seymour Hicks with my best thanks.
Dougras Haze.
Field-Marshtal.”

Priceless memories are these of men who meant
so much to England.

I think during the War the thing that I, in
common with many of my comrades, found most
trying was having to make merry on the stage to
the accompaniment of bombs andy anti-aircraft guns
outside. It was by no means amusing to say, as
1 had to in one play, * How still everything is
to-night,” and the next second to hear a mighty
explosion, This happened the night the offices of
Fobn Bull were wrecked, though of course many
were the funny happenings which went hand-in-
hand with the arrival of the “ Bomb boys.”

An incident which I couldn’t help laughing about
was one which happened during the first night of
a revue at the Alhambra. One of the actors was
singing a song with a refrain of the “ no one shall
touch old England ” kind, when in the middle of
it a bomb fell no great distance from the theatre.
Among the audjence was a great friend of ours,
a very good-hearted little man, but one who was
ten‘iil':lytd at even the mention of a raid. On hearin
the explosion he jumped up from his seat, rush
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out of the house, dived into the Leicester Square
Tube and tock a train to Golders Green. Feeling
he was perfectly safe, he walked out of the station
and was about to breathe a sigh of relief when
one of the machines which had been attacking the
West End ‘dropped a bomb within a hundred
yards of him. Where he made for then history
does not relate.

On _the day of the daylight raid over London
sur cook made an illuminating remark which relieved
the tension considerably. I told her what was
happening and that if she wished to she had better
sit in the cellar, though I myself meant to watch
what was going on from the roof. “ Are the
Germans here, mum ? » she inquired. I told her
they were, and that about thirty aeroplanes were
over London attacking it. All she said was: *“ Oh!
the brutes, the brutes! Isn’t it awful? and Ive

t a nephew painting Blackfriars Bridge to-da
%Dthinlc E:II;Jl'm Dll;:,rr ‘suulgwaa certain the glgmser ]fad
heard what ]l: relation was doing and had deter-
mined to stop him.

We had now taken a lease of the Prince’s Theatre
from the Messrs. Melville, and during our tenancy
revived Bluebell, Broadway Fones, The Catch of
the OSeasom, and other plays most successfully,
. and it was during the time we were at this
popular house that we conceived the idea of open-
ing the theatre every Sunday evening and giving
a miscellaneous entertainment, free to all soldiers
in uniform. These performances met with tre-
mendous success and filled a long-felt want for
the men, especially t]:u'me from the Dominions, who
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were wandering aimlessly about on Sunday nights
with nothing whatever to do. At each of these
erfurmnnm, month in and month out, we’ never
ged to less than two thousand of those on leave,
the programmes we were able to offer them
were, throu 0%1 the genercsity of my brothers and
sisters, on many occasions such as no money could
have bought.

In:r::r]{m back at the list of l::lébrit:ﬁ who wolun-
teered to help us, the name of hardly angane of not
is absent. Of course Seymour and myself were
a sort of standing dish, and * filled in,” as it is
called, if ever someone was late or unavoidably
detained elsewhere.

I often thought the soldiers would get heartily
sick of our faces, but I suppose they knew we meant
well and so forgave us. Here is one programme
taken haphazard from many :

H. B. Irving and Co. in A Siory of W aterloo.
Marie Lloyd.

Seymour %ick&.

Ellaline Tlerriss.

Sir Johnston Forbes-Robertson.

Charles Hart, the coloured comedian.

The Cinema and
A Military Band.

Naturally some nights were infinitely better than
others, but they were all cheery affairs, for it became
a custom that any of the soldiers in the audience
who could sing, recite, or entertain should come
on to the stage and do so. I may say that the
most excellent turns often cape from the audience,
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many of the men being either professionals or
first-class amateurs.

The singing of chorus songs by two thousand men
each evening was always one of the most popular
items and was a thing worth journeying many miles
to hear.

The songs of the Army were sung with a queer
fervour by its men, and in * Tipperary,” * Pack
up yeur troubles in your old kit bag,” “ A little
grey home in the West” and “ Keep the home
fires burning, ™ I have always felt that they meant
more to the soldier as an outlet for his feelings than
we civilians ever knew., For the most scholarly
verses ever written can never compare with these
simple war lyrics made for ever classics by the
times of danger of which they were so much a part.

Later, nearly all the theatres followed our example
and opened on Sunday evenings, a thing which
turned out a great boon for the lads in khald on
those pitch-black and dreary nights.

Only once, I am happy to say, was I ever in
real danger in a raid. %’e were appearing in a
musical play by Seymour and Haydn Wood called
Cash on Delivery at the Palace Theatre. One
evening bombs began to fall about seven-thirty.
Things became quiet again about an hour after-
wards, and at nine the raid was considered at an
end. On coming out of the stage door at eleven-
thirty, however, we found that the old cabman who
used to drive us had not arrived, and, wondering why,
I asked if the * All clear ” had gone. To our sur-
prise the stage door keeper said, “ No, miss, it hasn’t,
but it must be all oyer—it’s four hours since the
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Huns was ’ere. Besides, we should have got a
message from Bow Street if things weren’t right.
They always let us know.” :
Thinking that the man was correct'in his surmise,
we decided to walk to Piccadilly Circus and try to
-get a bus, We were living in Regent’s: Park. The
streets were full, and we reached the end of Shaftes-
bury Avenue, my dear adopted girl Mabel, Ivy
St. Helier, Seymour and myself.. We were laugh-
ing and talking and were half-way across the Circus,
making for the Swan and Edgar buildisg, when all |
of a sudden we heard just above us a noise like an
express train. Involuntarily we bent down, and
only looked up when we heard a terrific bang.
An aerial torpedo had struck the famous drapery
establishment opposite us on the Piccadilly side.
A policeman next us had his helmet knocked off,
seven people I think were killed outright, and
many others were flung to the ground by the
concussion. Thankful at our escape, which was an
extremely narrow one, we began assisting those
we could, and shepherded some thirty or forty
frightened women into the Imperial Restaurant,
kept by our old friend Mr. Oddenino. He immedi-
ately gave us sanctuary and hurried everyone down-
stairs into the basement of his premises. I need
hardly say that the experience had been a terrifying
one, and while many of the men made light of
it, the women were all more or less in a state of
hysteria. Coffee and brandy was served out in
large quantities, and we had not been there more
than %ve minutes when an ominous rumble was
heard, followed by another, and yet another. ; “ My
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hat, ”* whispered Seymour to me, * this is the big-
gest raid of the lot.” In a few minutes another
rumbling was heard, and seeing that there might
be a panic, Sejmour began reassuring all and sungr_-,r
that it was nothing—that it was our planes who
were up fighting the invader and that there was.
no need to be frightened at all. This restored
confidence, but as the noise, sometimes louder and
sometimes more distant, continued, even my old
man, who had been doing his best to keep things
going, was L2ginning to lose his effect on the highly-
strung gathering and was not himself sure that
hali London was not being blown up. At last
he momentarily gave up attempting to soothe the
timid and, lighting a cigar in a corner, said to one
of the waiters, “ What a noise. They must be
doing an awful lot of damage.” * What noise  *
said the waiter. “ Why, %isten to it, my dear
fellow,” said Seymour. “ Listen to it. There
it goes again.” # Oh! that,” said the man from
Italy. * Yes, that,” said Seymour. “Oh! that
is all right,” replied the waiter. * Those noises are
the trains in the Tube.”

I had a favourite little Pelinese in my arms
when the bomb fell. It was a wonderful little
animal and could do everything but actually speak.
It never recovered from the din and smashing of
glass that night, and for years afterwards if a door
banged or a sudden noise was heard, it would stand
and tremble, and I’m certain used to live the
night of our escape all over again,

As the War dragged on, the work of the theatre
people grew heavier and heavier, for the number
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of crippled men grew greater and greater, and it
was sad reason for working which often made
the strain intolerable, not indeed ghe work itself,
which was proudly given for the heroes who had
saved our dear land.

At last the end came. But the joys'of Armistice
Day were marred for us, for on November 11th
Seymour’s ‘soldier brother died in.hospital. But
it would be wrong of me to comient on our §0rTow,
for there was not a corner of the Empire in which
black was not to be seen. 1 "

When peace reigned again, gradually, as with
other callings, our own fell back into its normal
state, and so, happier to write of 1919, let me
forget the theatre as it was in times when dry-eyed
women listened to the tramp of marching men
and none dared ask a neighbour of his son.

When 1 say that things became normal in the
theatre again, I am wrong. Normal they may have
been in that we all settled down to our ordinary
routine, but the audiences had changed and have
remained changed ever since. The new ones who
had seen nothing but revue and musical comedies,
which were the staple War fare—and rightly so,
for they not only pleased the eye and ear of a
weary nation, but did nothing in the way of taxing
its menta]i?—knm nothing of the Drama proper,
while theold ones, accustomed to the nerve-racking
excitement of four long years, when they were over
demanded the unusual. With bobbed hair, the
lip-stick, short skirts or trousers, and sex equality
outside the playhouse, Realism in Excelsis became
the vogue within it, and Erc-War unmenticnable
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subjects were chosen as basic motives for many
Fiﬁces, youth and maiden discussing them quite
rankly 'with each other. .

While a greater freedom among young people
may be all to the good in the long run, and in itself
a protection for the “Miss” who in pre-War days
had been taught by her mother that bread and
butter should be her only form of diet when eating
with a male companion, still I cannot help think-
irfg that “calling a spade a spade” in the theatre

" has done nothing to help our art. I know perhaps
I am one of the minority, but no one will convince
me that naked dancers, obscene language, and plays
which have sex degeneracy and disease as their
motives are things that because of their so-called
naturalness can elevate a beautiful art. Indeed
they deprave it sadly.

The great actors and actresses of the past were
for none of these things: they only became great
by portraying superlatively the grand passions of
Love and Hate, whose heights and depths surely
are sufficient even for unquestioned genius.

However, as Canute failed in his command to the
waves, so no amount of ink-spilling will stem the
tide of, shall I call it, “ unnecessary modernity
in the theatre, and as dame Drama is old enough

* and big enough to work out her own salvation, heed-

less of the stumbling-blocks which passing fashion

+ flings across her path, those of the present who

sorrow can cheerfully look forward to a clean and

classic future, for there is no pendulum swinging

forward that will not some day swing back again.
The . War made fortunes for many who ought
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never to have had anything to do with my pro-
fession. Commercial only they were—commercial
only theg are, and, to the undoing of the theatre,
commercial only will they be, so long as the

remain unwelcome visitors in a house they ahuulg
" mnever have entered. :

They have, with the exceﬂinn of a very few,
turned their backs on everything but plays “ out
of the mould,” and, what 15 €ven worse, through
turning theatre rentals into Stock Exchange shares
have driven the actor-manager from his home, and*
with him his policy, without which no playhouse
can possibly exist. Happily, Sir Barry Jackson, who
loves the drama for the drama’s sake, has trodden
paths which others were frightened to explore,
and has given real things to the public, which but
for him might never have seen the light of nights.
Sir Nigel Playfair, too, has never hesitated to
choose what he felt was a call and his duty to
produce, and, being the new parent of centuries-
old manuscripts, has done great service not only
to the stage but to the public.

Among the little band of brave ones is Mr. Basil
Dean, who, quite undaunted, dares the heights,
searching for eidelweiss or unknown flowers. So,
having these three, why should we be without hope ?

But of the Theatre—Theatre—there is as a
manager only one man among us, and that is Mr.
Charles B. Cochran. Were I a millionairess I
should say: “Go and do whatever you like, for even
your errors will be illuminating.”” Apart from his
showmanship, he has that unbuyable and priceless
gift, the understanding of “tl'lt‘: human element in
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the playhouse ; the appreciation of what the artist
is striving after, and the love of the beautiful in
every att formy oblivious of its commereial value.
He is a Crusader who would fight for what gave
pleasure to himself either in tragedy, comedy,
revue, or entertainment,

He has the Irving, Augustus Harris, Frohman,
Tree vision, for which no glass has yet been ground
to find the horizon.

‘I have neyer, I am glad to say, been of a com-
bative disposition. Towards success or failure I
have always been equally indifferent, for early I
realized how fleeting is the former and how negli-
gible the latter compared with that which really
matters in this little life of ours: good health, a
few staunch friends, enough money for necessities,
love in one’s home, however simple that home may
be, and what need anyone care about the weather !

I hope it will not be thought, however, that I
have no very definite opinions of my own about
the profession I have worked in for forty years,
because I have, Unilluminating they may be, but
at the same time, having lived in the company of
many wonderful persons, I am often filled with
amazement and amusement to see to-day really
clever people wasting their time beating the air. If
actors would only act and not become controversial,
and managers would only manage, how much better
for the players’ calling. Somehow to-day the angles
are much changed, and by no means for the better.

Henry Irving and his contemporaries busied
themselves with their work, and in doing so were
able to give the public of their best; and years ago
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managers managed their houses, a surely hazardous
enough enterprise without the distraction of finan-
cial schemes as far removed from ithe players’ art
as are the Poles. Still, as a great journalist once
said to me, ** News point and not yiews point™
- is what is wanted, so let Yesterday be forgotten
and To-day be taken by the hand.

The old playgoer may croak of: bygone times.
It is only natural he should do so. In twen#y years
no doubt those who live to-day will be as true %o
all they love now and will themselves be only mildly *
tolerant of things a rising generation will shout
enthusiastically « about. It i1s Life. The coach
for one, the motor car for another, the flying-
machine at hand, and who knows what else to
come. But to belittle any one of these at the
expense of the other, seeing that they each in their
turn have deserved well of their hour, is of no value,
for didn’t Mrs. Malaprop make a very apt remark
about comparisons. Yesterday and To-morrow
must take care of themselves., To-day is what
concerns us, and To-day in the theatre is a very
fine one indeed, Never was the standard of acting
higher. Outstanding personalities there may not
be, for we lack the great tragedian and tragedienne,
the Mathews and the Wyndham, the Robson, the
Marie Wilton, John Clayton, John Hare, the Leslie
and the Farren, not to mention a host of others,
but in 1928 as a whole the British stage compares.
with any the sworld over. Where greater actors
than the Irish Players ? Where finer acting to
be seen in any country than that given lately in
The Return of the Soldier 7 Show me the equal of
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Miss Tempest or Miss Jeffries in their el:{:ecial
line, or any finer actors than Fred Terry, Martin
Harvey, and another whose name it is not for me
to mention, and a younger school which includes
Charles Laughton, giving more than promise of
great things.

This is the day of Youth. Let Age praise it,
and let those who construct nothing cease to be
destruotive. As Sir Arthur Pinero once said:
* Praise, praige, praise, and you will get ever better
‘things.” The great classics made great actors
—may they be fostered that such are born again.
Then will the artist act on the stagt and not off it,
and the private lives of those who live in Bohemia,
which is the only kingdom they should be citizens
of, be left private, for it is the ringing up of the
curtain of mystery that should fall and envelope
the actor, which has permitted the idle Tom,
Dick and Harry to become familiar, and it is common
knowledge what that leads to. The old actors were
wise men. 'They knew that no member of the public
was clever enough to believe anyone could play
Hamlet if they had once seen them eating bacon
and epgs, “ Other times, other manners,” is ve
true, but I cannot help feeling that the actor’s
Euhli:ity agent was a clever invention of the enemy.
‘But dear, f:ar, I find myself trundling up the steep
hill of controversy to survey the distant * views
point,” a thing which, of course, I should not do,
or I shall find myself in a maelstrom from which
my frail bark will emerge unmanned, unrigged,
to face unwelcome storms. Therefore let me
return %o more removed ground, as Shakespeare
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has it, * And think on Hastings and begone to Breck-
nock while my fearful head is on.” This I do gladly.
Somehow, I don’t know why, but in- 1918 I
found myself taking things somewhat leisurely for
the first time in my life, and I can’t say I was sorry.
I felt very tired, and while the plays which my
husband was producing, Sleeping Partners and the
like, had ho parts as I thought suited to me, and
I, having grown out of the pdrts which in, earlier
days I had made my own, without knowing. it
I found myself a looker-on, and no lohger a worker.:
Financial anxiety had vanished, and I was quite
happy, devoting my entire time to Betty, who was
now becoming a young lady of some importance.
I gla}rgd occasionally, however, at the Coliseum,
and joined Seymour, starring with him in the
provinces, and also went down to Windsor to appear
before Their Majesties the King and Queen in
Broadway Fones, with the original cast, the occasion
being for the benefit of those Uisabled in the war.
The financial result was more than satisfactory,
one anonymous donation alone being for [500.
After the performance I had the great honour
of being sent for by Their Majesties, who bade me
convey to the company their pleasure, the ladies
and pgentlemen who appeared that night having
come from all parts of the kingdom to do so.
Madame Karsavina, before the piece commenced,
danced very beautifully as usual, and we finished a,
memorable evening by giving a large supper party
at the White Hart Hotel and then motoring home
to London in, I am afraid, the very small hours of
the morning.

-
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CHAPTER XVI
BUNNY AUSTRALIA

IME seemed to pass rapidly in these days of
welcome idleness until, without warning, I
was taken seriously ill and was obliped to undergo
an operation which, although successful in itself,
brought about complications which nearly cost
me my life. It was then by the mercy of Geod,
and after an heroic struggle on the part of Alfred
Fripp and that lovable and understanding man
Sir Maurice Abbott-Anderson, that, having become
convalescent, Seymour decided to take a company
to Australia to give me a real change, and in a
warm climate to hope for a complete restoration
of my health. :

Just prior to our sailing I had the never-to-be-
forgotten sorrow of losing my dear brother-in-
law, Stanley. It was a bitter blow, for we had
laughed together for over twenty-five years. I
was a mother and a sister to him, and we loved each
other devotedly.

We went on board the Orient liner Ormuz
during the last week of December, 1923. The
trip was wonderful, and although I was practically
carried on to the ship at Tilbury, six weeks later
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I was, if not in robust health, at any rate able to
do without a nurse and enjoy life.

With us-were the beautiful Miss Barbara Hoffe,
Miss Joan Kingdon, Mr. Frederick Lloyd and,
of course, my precious Betty. :

The pieces Seymour was to appear in were
Slecping Partners, The Man in Dress Clothes, and
Brogdway Fomes, all of which I had gla}red in with
the exception of The Man in Dress Clothes.

We arrived at Melbourne a very happy party;
Seymour and company to appear under the manage-
ment of Sir Benjamin and Mr. John Fuller. Every-
thing seemed marvellous. The booking was enor-
mous and the Australian people kind beyond
words, when suddenly a bombs exploded in
our midst which looked like wrecking the whole
enterprise. The night before the opening of the
season Miss Hoffe was taken to a nursing home
dangerously ill with typhoid fever.

The position was a desperate one. We were at
our wits’ end to know what to do, as there was no
one who could be got ready even when found, under
at least a.fortnight. I thought for a long time
and then decided to have a try to save the situation.
I was far from strong, and although I had seen the
play several times didn’t know a line of the part.
The news of poor Miss Hoffe’s misfortune was made
known to us at noon, and the curtain had to go up
at eight o’clock the following evening. I had little
more than thirty hours in which to prepare for the
attempt. We decided that the best thing to do
was that I should get word perfect in the first scene
and get through the rest as hest I could.
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Never shall I forget that evening. Before the
curtain rose Mr. Hugh J. Ward, who at that time
was @ partney of the Messrs. Fuller, addressed the
audience and informed them of the sad cause of
Miss Hoffe’s absence. A disappointed “ Oh!”
answered him, as, naturally, the crowded house
felt that their evening had been spoiled. It wasa
very trying thoment for me, but when Mr. Ward
said what I had volunteered to play the part so that
‘the theatre need not be closed, a tremendous shout
went up and I took heart. The ovation I received
on my entrance was overwhelming, They knew
I had been ill, and as I was still limping slightly,
I think on this account, apart, perhaps, from my
being known to many, they were over-generous.

As arranged, I had learned the first scene per-
fectly, but the rest of the play I had rehearsed, not
in the ordinary way but in making myself sure as
to where I had tq walk to, to find the slips of paper
on which my part was written out. [ may say
that this unorthodox method of performing called
for all the resource at my command, and when the
curtain fell on the last act, the play having gone
without a hitch, I was profoundly thankful.
Although garhaps I oughtn’t to say so, the arrange-
ments made by Seymour for my getting through
" were masterly, especially when one remembers that
he was facing an entirely new public for the first
time and that on his personal success the entire
season had to stand or fall.

On the backs of chairs, on tables, menu cards,
curtains, mantelpieces, in fact everywhere, I found
every -line 1 wanted. My partner altered his
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pnsiu'ans and played all his love scenes behind me,

hispering my replies into my ears unseen, and by
han ing me a fan at one moment ox, a newspaper
at another, from which I could read the text
when Pmmgting was impossible, I, as I say, succeeded
'in letting Seymour turn what looked like certain
defeat into a personal victo

The Press were more than good-about it all,
and so we started a year’s work'in Sunny Seuth
Australia playing to crowded houses everywhere we
went.

Never shall I forget the end of this memorable
evening. The curtain was raised again and again,
twenty-seven calls being taken during the night.
Of my part in the success it is not, of course, for me
to speak, but if [ may be allowed to qﬂuutc a few
lines from a letter I found under my bedroom door
on the following morning it will be realized that I
had no cause to be anything but supremely happy.
The letter was from my husband and the lines
I give, for the others were of a purely loving nature
and, therefore, of no interest to anyone but myself,
were

“How can 1 thank }mu enough for what you did last
night, We are all, and I most of all, grateful to you beyond
words. Your reception should prove to you what a ridi-
culous thing it has been to ever dream of your retirement
as long as we can act tugr.:t]:l.cr There is no suth thing
as age in Art.  You looked lovely, y—:m Ve a most remark-
able exhibiton of Expenencu an autifal techni

and there is no one to touch you at your own job. lq‘er
must always work together as we used to, and let us hear
no more of retiring and younger leading ladies., They
aren't a patch on you.”
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May I say in quoting these words that I know,
perhaps, that they were prompted by love, and it
must *not be,thought that I felt myself really as
Euod as the writer did. S5till, they made me very

EPE{ and decided me to begin a new career in
double harness again, which I did and will always’
continue to do, for I know my partner would not
have it otherwise. :

I avas very happy, but yet another bombshell
awaited us, for on arrival at the theatre the follow-
ing evening“we found that only two hours before
Miss Joan Kingdon, who was playing the second
most important part in the p]ia}r, had also been
hurried away to a hospital stricken down with
typhoid fever. It required all the optimism in our
mental make-ups to face this second blow, but as
luck would have it Mr. John Fuller’s daughter, who
had watched the rehearsals, very bravely dressed
for the part, went on and played it more than
satisfactorily. So again we escaped defeat. How
we ourselves were not taken ill I don’t know, for
we learned afterwards that two of our fellow-
passengers had died of typhoid on landing, and
several others had been taken seriously ill. The
cause of the outbreak was never ascertained. Happily
Miss Kingdon recovered, but it was many weeks
before she was able to join us again.

We had not been in Austra%a more than a few
hours before we were welcomed by all the Clubs
and Societies of the Overseas men. who had fought
in the war. Hundreds of them had attended our
Sunday evening concerts at the Prince’s Theatre
in London, and 1 wag surprised to find how many
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I remembered personally. It was very touching
how much they made of the little I had done for
them, and I could never get them tp realizé how

reat was their war work and how small was mine.
They wouldn’t have it at all, and their continual
‘kindness both in the theatre and out of it made me
feel almost ashamed.

Many of them were present at the Prince’s Theatre
on Anzac Day, 1918, when I was’ presented by the
Australian soldiers with a huge silver box. Ie
measured two feet in length, was a foft and a half
broad, and stood a foot high. Also, too, they gave
me an Australian: flag which had been with them
in France, and which I carried with me on my
journey round the world as a mascot.

It was grand meeting all these splendid men
again. They had only one fault—they were far
too generous about me.

It is curious the tricks Fate keeps in her satchel
to show us'when we least expect it. Had I not been
compelled to act again it 15 quite possible that 1
should have retired altogether, but the very fact
of being forced to reappear not only gave me a new
lease of life theatrically but completely restored
my health, for the work banished many a minor
ailment which I'm sure 1 should have brooded on.

Australia’s climate and its public made me myself
again, and so to the country and its wonderful"people
I can never be sufficiently grateful.

Miss Hoffe, om becoming convalescent, was not
strong enough at the end of six weeks to appear in
our second bill, Sleeping Pariners, and it was there-
fore decided by our management that [ should
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become Seymour’s permanent partner, which I
did, Miss Hoffe being given later two starring pro-
ductibns to herself, after which she seturned to
England.

Dear Betty made her first appearance on the
stage in Melbourne playing sma]il parts in the

roductions, and quite a leading one in Old Bill,

.P. at Sydney. She had always said she disliked
the whought of trying to act, and no one was more
Surprised than I was when she informed me she had
changed het mind. She has done quite a lot of
work since then, and during our Canadian tour
in 1928 played most important parts for the first
time, and acted really well. Needless to say, I am
very proud of her, and so is her father. Spmetimes
when 1 see her, a tall, handsome girl, coming on
the stage to play a scene with me, I can hardly
realize that it is the same Betty of perambulator
days. I am very lucky to have such a sweet girl
for a daughter—very ! :

In thinking happily of Australia there are certain
things of which the visitor is continually informed
on his arrival there, and which he is told by every-
one every day as long as he remains in the country.
The following are a few of them :

“ Melbourne is so beautifully laid out” Of
course it is.

“Sydney is so cosmopolitan.” This is what
everyone says who lives in Sydney.

“ Sydney is the place for a haliday but not to
live in,” This is said by everyone who lives in
Melbourne.

“1 expect you found Melbourne a dead-and-alive
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glaa:e.” This is said by the inhabitants of
n

Yo You hayen’t seen Australia if you haven’s, seen
the back blocks.” This is said by E\reryune who
wants to spoil the enjoyment of a visitor who is
.only remaining in the Dominion for a rhonth.

“ You will get wonderful trout fishing in New
Zealand.” This is told you by cverybu::—dy Children
in arms gurgle it.

“In New Zealand you can catch the trout in,
one stream and cook it in another.” 'Lhis informa-
tion is written in stone, and another sentence which
is also carved on monuments is:

“You will love New Zealand. It is so like
England.”

a matter of fact I loved Australia because it
was Australia, and I adored New Zealand for a
hundfed reasons other than because it was like
England. However, we grew so accustomed to
constantly hearing all this, that*we should have
been extremely disappointed if anyone had been
thoughtless enough to have kept us in ignorance of
these secrets.

Sweet Irene and Dion Boucicault were appearing
in Sydney and Melbourne during our visit and were
a tremendous success both on and off the stage.
They had a splendid company with them, and the
only piece I had the good fortune to see them in,
Aren’t we All, by Freddie Lonsdale, not only packed
their theatres but was, to my rnmd in many in-
stances much bétter pla}rv:d in Australia than it
was in London. We saw a great deal of them.
which made us very happy.
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Among the many people in Melbourne to whom
we were indebted for unthankable kindnesses of
every,description there was no one who did so much
for us as the uncrowned Queen of Australia—Dame
Nellie Melba. Her house was an open one from the
day we set foot on her native land. Nothing was
a trouble to her, and this great singer and equally
great personage went out of her way to look after
my Betty and myself as though we had been placed
Jander her especial care.

Her lovekr home at Lilydale, twenty-five miles
from Melbourne, is an Arabian Nights’ Dream. It
is a Palace in the Bush, a treasure-house of wonderful
souvenirs of a unique career, surrounded by gardens
which are a fairyland.

Nellie, not Dame Nellie but Nellie, as she always
makes me call her, was giving her farewell season
of Opera in Australia when we were there, and was
singing miraculously, especially in Bobéme. 1 was
present at her last performance, when the audience
went mad. I thought they would never allow her
to leave the stage. Throughout her season her
support and the stars who sang on the nights she
did not appear, were all that Italy could send, but
Melba was still Melba, even at an age when most
great divas have retired, and with her matchless
technique she towered above them all.

As # woman she is without the slightest affecta-
tion. She is generous and downright in all she says
and does. Her friends can do no wrong ; but I'm
not sure that the few who have found disfavour in
her eyes could do anything particularly right.

Nellie Melba is an April-day lovable baby, ever
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ready to pout and then forgive, ever ready to help
a cause or an individual in distress.

Her litde granddaughter, the child of her delight-
ful son George Armstrong and his equally charming
wife Evie, is the one thing she lives for, and it is
* amusing to see the mite exacting homage from this
woman to whom crowned heads have been accus-
tomed to pay court, :

Our dear young friend, the’ brilliant Beverley
Nicholls, was out in Australia for many months
writing Dame Nellie’s “ Life” wunen we were
there. He was just making his name. We were
very fond of him and I shouldn’t like to have to
add up the number of hours we four used to spend
together playing Mah Jongg, and laughing, which
was better still. He will write a fine play some day.

Qf.Sir Benjamin Fuller we saw nothing, as he was
in Europe, but his brother John Fuller we saw
almost every day, and a dearer, more kind-hearted
little mah never stepped. He only recently asked
us to return to Australia to play in his theatres.
Who can tell ¢ I should hate to feel I was never
to see his grand country again, with its harbours and
its mountains, its mighty tracts of virgin land, its
deep blue waters and its ever-golden sun. Even
as I write I feel “ The Call,” so who knows ! Perhaps
some day if we have plays which we think would
please, we may return to this lovable little man

who always wore his hat on the back of his head, .

a hat which surmounted a face that was never
without a smile for us. Dear little Johnny Fuller.
I remember him being very much amused when he
heard of a harmless little joke I perpetrated gn Miss
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Louise Lovely, the well-known film star. She had
arrived in Melbourne from Hollywood and
announced that, being on the look-out for £lm talent,
she would welcome on to the stage of the Picture
House at which she was appearing anyone who
thcm ht they could act for the screen, and would -
rself put them through their paces. This offer
was eagerly accepted by the public, ‘and every
afternoon and evefling she had many recruits from
her audiences who were © tried out ” in public to
see if they c®uld make love or depict the various
human emotions which the wordless play demands.
I thought it would be rather fun to become a
recruit, and so one afternoon I dressed up as a very
old woman with a white wig, a bonnet and shawl,
elastic-side boots, white stockings and a huge
umbrella, and took my seat in the auditorjum.
When Miss Lovely made her usual announcement,
asking if anyone would like to be tried, I, in company
with a dozen others, walked on the Platfurm leading
to the stage. I was the last of the aspirants for
film fame, and when the audience saw my bent
figure and old-fashioned get-up they broke out into
a hearty round of applause, thinking, I suppose,
it was a very sporting g of an old lady to do.
Various tests were made, and feeling I was being
- left unnoticed I pushed myself forward and said
in a qiavering voice: “ I should like to have a
try too, Miss 1™ Certalnlg you shall, my dear,”
said Miss Lovely, and asked me to pretend that
I was a mother bidding good-bye to her son. This
I endeavoured to do, caressing tenderly a youth of
twenty, who was emcmel}r nervous and anxious.
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When I had obeyed Miss Lovely’s directions
and acted my best she patted me on L{e back, much
to the délight of the house, whe* gave another
sympathetic round of applause, and, waving my
umbrella in triumph, I left the hall and found my
way to my maid, who was waiting in the motor-car
outside. . - !

As I stepped into it I found go my horror that
Seymour was waiting too, His surprise was wdnder-
ful to behold | He thought I had taken leave of my
senses and couldn’t believe that the old lady of
seventy with a wrinkled face and snow-white hair
was me. It was a most amusing drive home, and
the nicest part of it all was that he put his arm
round my waist and whispered, I think, if possible,
you will be more of a darling at eighty than you are
now.”

I wrote to Miss Lovely and told her of my little
escapade, but I don’t think she could have been
given the photograph I sent with the note, as 1
never received a re ?}', and certainly wasn’t offered
an engagement. I have often wondered if I was
so very bad, or if she was offended. I hope not.

What a country is Australia, peopled by a nation
of free people who live in continual sunshine.

As pTa}rgmra they are habitual, enthusiastic and
critical. ‘Thirteen thousand miles they may be
from London, but they see everything of the theatre
done in the most perfect manner, either under the
banner of Messts. Williamson’s famous firm or that
of the new and successful one which the Brothers
Fuller have created and with whom we appeared.

From the day we landed ¢ill the dhour we set sail
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for home every sort of kindness was showered upon
us from morning till night. Lord Foster (who was
then the Govérnor-General of the Dominion) and
Lady Foster patronized our plays and honoured us
continually ‘by allowing us to visit Government
House, while their daughter, the beautiful Mrs.
Pitt Rivers, who was a most talented amateur
actress and whuu.Se:ymnur had known as a little
girl, after joining Irene and Dion Boucicault in a
professional capacity for a year in the Dominion
came to us for a long season at home, much to our
delight. :

To write of the beauties of Australia would be
like saying that * there are milestones on the Dover
Road,” for they have been written of many times
in letters of gold by all those who have been lucky
enough to enjoy them. Therefore, as this is n&t her
a geography nor a guide book, there is no reason why
I should take it upon myself to describe what has
been so often written about in a masterly way. Still,
I can say one thing, and that is this : if anyone has
the chance of visiting this great Dominion and
doesn’t do so they are missing something that will
be a memory of undying happiness for them through-
out their lives. And cquaﬂ}-’ let no one, if they can,
miss seeing New Zealand, which is a dream of
beauty.. English landscapes, Scottish mountains,
Devonshire lanes and all that is lovely in the
Emerald Isle march side by side and make a wonder-
ful British patchwork guilt.

River a.ng lake abound with trout, which turn the
scale at anything up to thirty pounds. I saw a cast
of one'at Rotorua of 52 pounds, and we ourselves
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killed many of ten and twelve, real brown trout who
fight like the salmon of the Tay. Duck are in
plenty, and stags of Hungarian origin abound,
especially in the region of the Franz'Joseph Glacier
—eighteen pointers many of them, and twenty stone
their weight. How numerous are the deer in the
Northern Island may be ga}herﬂd from the fact that
the keepers of one friend ‘of ours kill six hundred
hinds yearly on his estate, WNot only is, New
Zealand an England beyond the seas, but it fias jn
its Thermal regions the picturesqug Maoris, who
make one think of hundreds of years ago, before a
British frigate landed the first white man to make
the natives wonder, then rebel and afterwards
become peaceful citizens of a world-wide Empire.

As a book-loving community the New Zealanders,
for their numbers, are the greatest in the world,
and as theatre-goers, for anything that is worth
while, not to be surpassed.

There. are only four big *centres—Dunedin,
Christchurch, Wellington and Auckland, though
there are many smaller places in the North Island
at which we played, where splendid audiences are
to be met witi.

In mentioning the sport of New Zealand it will
amaze the tenant of a Scottish Forest to know that
little more than a one pound yearly permit paid to
the State allows its holder to fish and shoot every-
where. It is a veritable sportsman’s paradise, and
its people, hospitable to a degree, are for England
through and through.

L. After having been away from London for over a
year, we sailed from Auckland for home on the then
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new motor steamship the Aeoramgi, via Vancouver
and New York. On the way we stopped at Hono-
lulu. A wonderland—not perhaps so much like an
old-time ballét as is Ceylon, for it has been
modernized by the American, though by no means
robbed in the process of all its natural beauties,

Its surf-bathing is perfectly splendid, and its
climate, which never varies all the year round more
than gight degrees; makes it an ideal holiday resort,
which I hope sincerely I shall visit again.

Passing thrqugh New York we saw our very old
friend Charlie Dillingham, and had the utmost
kindness and courtesy shown us by Mr. Lee Shubert,
of that great American firm * the Shubert Brothers.”
Seymour had known Mr. Shubert for over thirty
years, their first meeting being an extremely
dramatic one. They had been introduced to each
other in the London offices of the most atTute
female theatrical personality the theatre has ever
known or ever ﬁlfknuw, Miss Elizabeth Marbury.
It was a chance meeting. Mr. Shubert was practi-
cally just at the beginning of his enormously
successful career as a manager and little known at
the time. Only twenty-four hours after the intro-
duction, Seymour received an urgent message to
come to the Hotel Cecil, where a Mr. Shubert was

lying dangerously ill. He dashed down to the
bedsidesof his newly-made acquaintance to find that
he was indeed apparently in a very serious condition,
and that he, knowing few people in a strange city,
had thought of Seymour as somebne who might
help him. The first thing to do, of course, was to
get a medical man. Every one known to Seymour,
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and they were many, was telephoned to, but none
of them was to be found. At his Wim:ﬁ end to
know how to help a man in preat pain, our
went to the hﬂtEPl office andgaskecipthem ?fm:hﬁ{
could get a surgeon from Charing Cross Hospital.
The clerk in charge asked if any particular doctor
had been telephoned for. ,“ Oh! yes,” came the
reply,  a dozen, but not ghe of them is at home!”
“ No, I don’t suppose so,” said vhe clerk, “ thgy are
all here at a banquet.” And so it turned out to he.
Practically beneath Mr. Shubert’s bedroom all the
leading lights of the British medical profession,
sixteen hundred in number, were celebrating the
first anniversary of the conclusion of the Boer War.
Without a moment’s delay Sir Alfred Fripp hurried
upstairs, diagnosed the case as one of appendicitis in
its lagt stages, operated at once, and Mr. Shubert's
lif€” was saved. Surely such a remarkable coinci-
dence has never happened before as a dying man
having within his reach a host of brilliant men who
could save him and he being quite unaware of the
fact.

My meeting with Mr. Shubert all these years
afterwards was therefore doubly interesting to me,
and the way he gave up his time on several occasions
to see that we were entertained was more than

charming and a thing not easily to be forgotten.
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CHAPTER XVII

CANADA IN WHITE AND GOLD

NGLAND at last! None but those who have
been away for a considerable time from this
divine country of ours can understand the strange
emotion and the heart-beats which send tears of joy
to one’s eyes as their Garden Country opens out
before them. This 1s a supreme moment ; one
that makes exile, however happy a one, worth
while. As I gazed in rapture at the woodlands
sloping to the Sdient’s brink then did I under-
stand more than ever why there was no sacrifice
too great for our nation to have made to hold
secure a Motherland which has no equal in the
universe.

After a short holiday we opened at the Lyceum
Theatre with our very good friends the Brothers
Melville in The Man in Dress Clothes, the play
which oar friend Lord Northcliffe came to see and
which by his help and generosity he had made the
tremendous success it was on its original production
at the Garrick Theatre.

On our opening night at the Lyceum we had an
enormous reception from a most distinguished
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audience and at the end, when a speech was called
for, “ my dear” very charmingly only said: * Thank
you very gratefully, but this is my missus’ night,”
So of course I had to say a few words to my old
London friends. We played to maﬁ;uiﬁ-::f:nt houses
. for weeks until we were forced to leave this most
popular of theatres owing to the time having arrived
for the production of its annual pantomime. We
then migrated to the Queen’s Theatre, playing the
piece at that house for another six weeks. .

It being Xmas time, Seymour appeaced in Broad-
way Fones every afternoon as well as being in The Man
tn Dress Clothes at night. This was very hard work
and also disappointing from a money point of view,
for the rent of the theatre being (500 a week, we
found it impossible with two old plays to make ends
meet. A tour followed this short season, and then a
partnership which looked like having all the elements
of success in it was entered into between ourselves
and our old friend Mr. Robert Courtneidge. He
was a man of unrivalled experience and understand-
ing and one for whom we had great respect and
aftection. We had no new play at the moment, but
as we were not to start operations at the Savoy
Theatre till the automn we all felt very sanguine
that one would be forthcoming from somewhere
long before then, and so off I went with my family
to the Continent with a light heart. While we
were away in July Mr. Courtneidge produced a
very clever pis:sv at his theatre, but one which
unfortunately failed to attract the public and
involved him in very*heavy weekly losses. As he
had no piece to follow it he asked us if we would
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commence our season earlier than at first intended
with a revival of Sleeping Partuers, as he felt that at
angr rate we should mark time with it, gven if we
did not make money. We readily agreed to this,
and as an added attraction Madame Karsavina
appeared in The Truth about the Russian Ballet by
Sir James Barrie. We played Sleeping Partmers
with Edmund Gwenn and afterwards Herbert
Waring in the cast for ten weeks to quite average
good business, We could have expected nothing
more. Meamwhile we were trying everywhere to
get a new play. In this we failed entirely. How-
ever, when we were wondering what to do, Mr.
Edgar Wallace dramatized one of his books for us
and called the piece Double Dan. Somehow, as so
often happens when three people are in consulta-
tion over the best way of handling dramatic situa-
tions, differences more often than not arise, and in
this case they did so, with the unfortunate result
that Seymour, belng unable to see eye to eye with
his two friends, and%\{[n Courtneidge deciding to do
the Elay as Mr, Wallace had written it, there was
nothing for it but to stand aside, and it was produced
without us, I am sorry to say it only ran a few
nights. This was really very bad luck, to be offered
the only failure the brilliant Edgar Wallace has ever
written. But worse even than the non-success of
the play, a management which might have become
a really solid one never came into being. From a
personal point of view my parting with dear Robert
Courtneidge was a real lflc-w as he is of all men in
our profession one whose 'great knowledge and
splendid integrity are things which have never been
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questioned. And of course it was a great disappoint-
ment also not to have worked with Mr. Wallace, for
knowing him as a delightful and generous man, I
am sure we should all have had man} happy times
in the theatre together. However, there it was,
. and finding it impossible to obtain & new play,
Seymour wrote a farce for himself called Mr. ¥ hat's
His Name # (it was from the French of Mirande)
and for thirty-five weeks edyit at W m’s
Theatre anﬁhﬁ big [:i.tiES,Pf:]};iCh filled upynhilyﬂn‘Lp
while I myself was resting, prior to sefting out for a
long tour through Canada, which we had decided
was the best apd happiest thing to do in all
the circumstances.

As I was not playing at night after leaving the
Savoy Theatre, I was delighted to accept an offer
to appear in two screen productions, One was
calied Blighty and the other Land of Hope and
Glory. 1 am bound to say I like film work im-
mensely and found it most intesesting, Its tech-
nique, totally unlike that of the stage, is an art of
its own, and I shall look forward with more pleasure
than ever to acting on the screen again now that
the speaking film has come into being.

This new invention will be, I imagine, a most
entertaining thing for the public, and the fear of
many of my comrades that it will ever take the place
of flesh and blood is, I am sure, quite unfqunded,
for the theatre proper will be still flourishing when
mechanical contrivances have been long forgotten.

Just before Teaving for Canada, to my infinite
delight Seymour was. sent for and informed that
some of his comrades of the theatre in Paris had
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recommended him for the Legion d’'Honneur, and
that it would be bestowed upon him. To my deep
regrety, owing to some wonderful rule abput foreign
decorations, a visionless Government Department
at home refused to allow him to accept it. How-
ever, being ‘of a happy-go-lucky disposition he, Irish- |
like, said he would wait till a Labour Government
was in power. and %::t the permission he so much
wanged from memrwho understood what forty years’
hard work really meant. Frankly, as a Royal lady
once remarked, “ We are not pleased | ”

Twenty wonderful weeks in the Dominion.

Twenty weeks in which no hour was not a delight !

Twenty weeks among the most generous and
open-hearted people in the world ! !

What more could anyone want { And’ this has
been mine! ! !

To Cartier’s gateway of this land of more Than
promise, from there to the Gateway of the golden
corn, and then dn to the wonders of the Pacific
Coast, which resembles nothing so much as a beauti-
ful English garden, Canada has spread all her
beauty before my eyes and has only given me one

reat regret, which is, that I have waited so long
efore being privileged to be her most obedient
servant,

Miss Canada is a beautiful debutante. I wonder
‘if theemen of Britain know how many foreign
wooers are begging for her hand, or if they can
realize that this Virgin Queen is turning a deaf ear
to all their entreaties because beneath her mantle
of red, white and blue there beats a heart which is
aching' for a suitor from that little island set in a
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silver sea, known, respected and feared by all the
world as * England.” 7

In my séven thousand miles of travel through this
Northern America I have met no Canadian man or
~ woman who is not proud of where their forbears
hailed from. :

The men.of Devon here remember well, and still
listen to the beating of old Drakg’s drum, the lads
of Lancashire still sing their songs to the muslc of
the mills their fathers worked in, and from thd
Cornish coast, where the mighty Atlantic hurls
herself defeated against impregnable Tintagel, to
John o’ Groat’s who watches over Scapa of victorious
memories, the sons of Canada never forget that all
these landmarks of a thousand years and more are
theirs and ever will remain so. Men of Dorset,
mes of Wilts, Midland men and hardy Northern
yeomen, all are here waiting for their kith and kin
to follow., They have toiled and they have sweated
—they have laboured and they have made, and with
smiling faces and outstretched ungrudging hands
they are shouting out to Britain “ Welcome.”

Theirs & no niggling invitation. They are not
setting up the barriers again which they so hardly
have hewn down. They are not out for profit for
their mighty work. Their shout across the seas is
simple and sincere. It is “Come along; we are
producing yearly a billion sterling of the earth’s
good things—share it with us. We ask nothing
but that you work with us, Work hard and reap
all that we are uncovering, for as Britain’s ours so
Canada can be yours.”” 'This is the cry from Canada
to the Motherland. Let those who hear it listen
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and take heed, never forgetting that even the truest
tire, and that if they call too long in vain they may
at last turn uhwillingly for s?rmpath]r elsewhere.

Canada! What a place!!!

And what a joy ride I have had through all of it.
There are no two parts of it alike and no parts, in
their own way, less beautiful than the others.

Rudyard Kipling has called her not too happily,
so her people feel, “My lady of the Snows.”
Why did not this great man also label her * My
goddess of the Sun.” It is not always snow in
Canada by any means. It's true she wears a silver

own for many months. This is her right, for she
is a lovely lady and knows in what she looks divine,
but also, too, she often dresses in a flowing robe
of red, and wanders for a period very near as long
through untold acres of ungu:nished gold, pfucking
her fruits and flowers in abundance.

When I set sailvirom home I felt, from the tales I
had been told of ice and snow and barren places by
ignorant people, that I was about to become part
of a Polar expedition. But I soon found out what
rubbish this all was. * Going to Canada in the
winter time ! My dear Ella, you will have to buy
some fur tooth brushes!” I suspected they were

. wrong, so I only laughed. How right I was. 1

did bejjeve one thing, however, that I was told by
a very knowledgeable friend of mine, which was
that 1 was going to have a marvellous trip in a
magnificent climate and country. How right she
was.

We sailed from Liverpool on New Year’s Eve, and
remarkable to srelate,s although the weather was
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rough, I wasn’t seasick on New Year’s Day. Our
ship was the new White Star liner Lawrentic, and
having jousneyed the world over in most of the'ocean
giants I cannot remember ever having been on a
more perfect vessel.

There are several splendid steamship lines running
from home to the Dominion,'and I have no doubt I
should have felt happy and comfortable in any of
them, but since the :ia}rs when the Teutonic, of’ten
thousand tons, was called “ The Greyhound of the
Ocean ™ and the largest ship so it was’then thought
ever to be built, I have nearly always travelled
W}i!.j:e Staf}: alidbai I stu;k to my old love, which is
a thing “ the debility and gentry » of every coun
should endeavour t;}' do. i i it

Our port of disembarkation was Halifax, as we were
due to open our tour in the Maritime Provinces.

The company we took with us was an exceedingl
good ome, including as it did JLaurence Cair :iv
Vincent Lawson, Frank Lacy, John Tregale, Mu:rns
Harper, Barbara Dillon, Meg Le Monnier, Grace
Russell, Gladys Tudor, my Betty, Marie Gentry,
and Fa Aynsworth, with Harry Hardy, our old
and faltidul manager, to shephcrl;irus through.

Our repertoire was not a large one, as we were
staying in no city longer than a fortnight. We
gave during the season The Man in Dress Clothes,
Scrooge, Sleeping Partners, and Mr. What> His
Name ? the latter play being, I think, on the whole,
voted the favourjte by a langhter-loving public.

We were a very contented party, most of us old
friends, and all eager arnd excited to do our best for
our entirely new audiences.
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Of our delightful sea trip there is little to be said
except that it was perfect. Some of our company
were ‘perfectly well, some were perfectly-sick. The
latter I did not see, but I took their word for it.

On the Thursday prior to Halifax coming in
sight I was informed that on the morrow we were -
sure to feel it bitterly cold, that on Saturday we
should be in a blizzard and arriving on Sunday we
should probably ao so with a list to port, owing to
che accumulation of ice upon our decks. As usual,
however, the would-be encyclopzdias were all
wrong. Friday was like a day on the Riviera in
Spring, on Saturday I was walking the deck without
a fur wrap, and on arrival at Halifax the weather
was quite mild and extremely like the sort. one gets
at Bournemouth in April.

As we cast anchor in the early dawn of a -d}an.p.a
day and caught our first glimpse of the land whi
had sent one out of every sixteen of its population
(counting in old men, women and children) to help
save our Empire in the Great War, there was not
one of our party who did not feel profoundly
impressed. The thought of this moved.me deeply,
and I am not ashamed to own it—I had a big lump
in my throat as I stood watching the town grow
with the coming of the dawn.

As the ship came alongside, it was now ten o’clock,
for the first time I realized the vast difference between
this and an English port. To begin with, we were
paying in cents for our newspapers. The men on
the wharf were in blue overalls or lumber jackets,
and English was being spoken with in what to our
ears sounded a slightly American accent. We were
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certainly in a new country. The gang plank had
hardly been lowered before a journalist was at my
side, his first words being, “ Say, may I ask if you
are Miss Terriss, becanse if so, how do you like
Canada ? ” A newspaper boy followed, who handed
me a Sunday edition which looked like two blankets
rolled into one, with a request framed in two words:
“Ten cents.” I gave him twenty-five; I realized
I was in a land of Equality, Vitality and Paternity.

Now, though I know that Vitality is most
necessary, and Paternity is by no means unnecessary,
Equality I don’t believe in, for the simple reason
that I am certain there is no such thing. In
other countries where they attempt to practise it,
it has generally been an excuse for bad manners.
Equality, by all means, if the manners of the late
Lord Chesterfield are its standard, but unless this
is the case social equality is as impossible as equality
of brains or purse. Still, I said to myself, the
equality complex of Canada may dot be an arrogant
one; it may be something charming, and 1 had
not been long among its people before [ found that
this was exactly what Canadian equality did mean.
A frank and kindly attitude between man and man,
and by no means the chip-on-the-shoulder class of
equality which gets one’s back up. As a matter of
fact, the longer I was in Canada the more I realized
that the delightful manners of its people are the
best in the world.

Below decks our party met with their first
Canadian friends. e found we weren't such
strangers after all. Everyone seemed expecting us,
all anxious to hold out a friendly hand.. The
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manager of the local theatre informed me that the
sale of seats was a record one, and that we were going
to do wvonderful business. This was great news.

An old gentleman pushed aside a crowd of kindly
welcomers, and grasping me warmly by the hand,
said : “ Ellaline Terriss, my dear, I remember you |
in 1go6 at the old Gaiety Theatre.” This was
splendid. Somebody knew me, but little did I
know that the wards, I remember youn,” were to
he carved across my heart during my entire tour.
I don’t think I ever met a single soul in the Dominion
who didn't commence his or her conversation
without saying : * I remember you.”

The disconcerting part of all this was that nobody
seemed to remember me yesterday. They all
appeared to remember me a hundred years ago.
At first I attempted to J:ut everyone right ip their
dates, as I began to feel they must imagine I Was
Noah's first wife. But after a week or two I gave
it up as hopeless, and agreed with everything every-
one said, Many a time old ladies told me that their
mothers had told them that I was the first actress
they ever saw, while little boys assured me that their
grandfathers remembered me su porting Samuel
Phelps. I had to agree with all ang sundry who said
they had seen me in pieces I had never heard of,
am:( of playing with actors I had never met, while
the number of songs which I had never sung that I
was remembered in was astounding.

Adding it all up, my age during my first tour in
Canada ranged from ninety-five to nothing less
than sixty-eight, and explaia as I would, no one
would believe me, so I learned to say: “Was I ¢
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Oh! Do you? Really! Fancy that!™ Little
did I think that “I remember you® from the
lips of my*first old gentleman friend was to become
a catchword which first bewildered, then worried,
and at last amused me. .

Halifax ! what a delightful old town, and what
a community of hospitable people. From early
morning till late at night everyode was alwa
trying to do something for us. Unfortundtely
our work was so hard, putting on as we did three
plays in five days, that we were unfble to accept
one half of the kindness offered, but what all this
warm-hearted welcome meant to us on our arrival
as strangers in a strange land those who gave it
will never know.

There is a feeling of peace and quiet in Halifax.
It dhas*about it a digni%ed remembrance of long-
departed British garrisons and naval days, and its
people are, I think, in their way»and bearing more
of England, with the exception of Victoria, B.C,,
than any city we afterwards visited.

This, the capital of Nova Scotia, has a population
of some sixty odd thousand souls, and though there
are flourishing industries within its gates, and it is
one of the chief terminal points of the Canadian
National Railway, it is quite devoid of noise and
bustle. Ower it all there still hangs an atmosphere
of the French regime, it is a Sévres bowl filléd with
rose leaves a Louis had placed in it, and they, though
now withered by the centuries and owned by others,
still possess fragrant memories of a Court where
brocaded ladies in full hoop skirts lingered idly
with the swans in the Trianon Gardens, and of
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men in powder and patches, who drew silver-
handled swords in defence of other men’s wives.

I d6 not mean for a moment that Halifax of
to-day resembles Irance in being, though that
there is definitely a French stamp left upon it by
its former tenants is certain. The mouldings in the
old houses are of old Paris. Many a wardrobe has
Brittany written across its face, and the marble
mantelpicces set ifi panelled walls seem to cry out
to the traveller, *“ Bon jour.” Itisa city of romance
and many happenings, and has been so ever since
the early days of the seventeenth century. During
the Revolutionary War, and later, in 1812, Halifax
was a British Naval base, and it was into her wonder-
ful harbour, after her historical battle with the
Chesapeake, that the Shannon towed her prize.

The Indian has lived upon her heights.= The
French, who by right of discovery, owned her,
were, in their turp, by force of arms compelled to
leave, the troops of England taking possession in
1749. Since then she has seen not only the blockade-
runners of the American Civil War, but has held
secure the fleets of Britain in her waters during the
World’s great struggle with the German Empire

and her allies,

It was fine to remember, too, that our present
Majesty the King, as Duke of York, was quartered
here in Tiis naval days, and also that, bemg the nearest
port in Northern America to England, it is well
named * The Gateway of the Dominion.”

Nova Scotia, tucked away in an eastern corner,
might strike the casual observer of a map as being
of quite ordinary size, .and it is only when he dis-
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covers that this unassuming-looking piece of land
on paper has an area of over twenty-one thousand
square miles that he begins to realige the gigantic
continent he is about to enter. It is difficult at
first to grasp that;

There are five million, acres in Nova Scotia
waiting for British spades and picks to
successfully exploit them. °

It has an apple crop of well over a millior and
twenty riousands bushels, and

Its fishing industries produce a yearly revenue
equal to two million, two hundred thousand
pounds sferling.

One rubs one’s eyes when one is informed that
the Maritime Provinces take a toll from
the sea every twelve months of thirty million
4obsters, and that the immense forests and
coal mines of Nova Scotia, and her other
mines of iron ore and gypsum, yield for her a
yearly production value from all sources of
over a hundred and eighty million dollars.

I have set down haphazard these rough statistics
for one reason only, and that is to try and impress
on my brother Englishmen what immense possi-
bilities await them if they make up their minds to
settle in Canada, for they must remember that the
above figures represent the income of onlyea tiny
slice of what she has to offer.

The scenery in Nova Scotia is beautiful and
varied, and every kind of sport is at the settler’s
door. There is the®best of trout and salmon
fishing, while duck, woodcock, and small game of
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all kinds are at hand for those who can shoot straight,
and during the summer months the bathing from
sandy' beaches and boating in blue open waters
are each year making her the Mecca of the tourist
in search of a delightful holiday.

Nova Scotia is * the Province of first things,”
for it was the first province in the Dominion to
build Roman. Catholic and Protestant Churches,
a Sunday School, und a Dockyard ; the first to found
a University and Public School, and also to print a
newspaper. And it was in Halifax that the first
North American road was made,

Naturally all this interested me vastly, but the
thing I was, of course, most anxious to get all the
information possible about first-hand, was the con-
dition of the Canadian Theatre, its playgoers, and
the form of entertainment they were accugtomed
to, and, in fact, everything in this new world which
had anything to do with my work. This I im-
mediately set out to do, and I made straightway
for the playhouse at which we were to open.

The EV[ajtic Theatre at Halifax is some fifty
years old and is built on really very beautiful lines.
The sweep of its circles impressed me very much
indeed ; :Ee rake of the floor and the placing of its
boxes gave me the sense of being in a real theatre—
just that feeling which one used to get in the old
Gaiety«Theatre, London, or the Prince’s Theatre,
. Bristol, England, both of which houses, designed

the same architect, have always seemed to me to
be structurally perfect for the player and his andience
alike. The house was well equipped in every way,
and the working staff excellent.
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What struck me most forcibly about the Canadian
stage hands was their extraordinary efficiency,
for not only did each man carry his own tools, but
these were all of the latest type for nailing, screwing
and measuring, They worked, too, with greater
speed than our stage men do, though it was a trifle
surprising at first to see many of them with cigarettes
or cigars in their mouths as they stt about their
business. Their answers in thking instructions
lacked any kind of embroidery, consisting as they did
of “Yep” and “ Nope,” but they tvere extremely
civil and obliging and never needed anything
explaining to them twice.

I mention that we produced four plays
in four.days, two of which were difficult ones, and
played two matinées during that period, their
quality and endurance, for they were up most nights
till three o'clock, and worked all the next day from
nine in the morning, speaks for iteelf.

Qur own four Canadians, “ The Crew,” as they
were called, who were our permanent travelling
staff, were splendid fellows. No praise could be
too high.for them. Often and again have they
loaded up their trucks after a Wednesday evening’s
performance, travelled all night, arrived at the
next town at midday, set up the scenery for the play
we were presenting, saw that the curtain rose and
fell upon it without a hitch, and were read} again
early the next morning to stage an entirely new pro-
duction. It is true they are very much better paid
than our men at home, receiving, as they do, a Union
wage of eighteen pouﬁdz a week, but I know it was
not only because of this that,they were so uniformly
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conscientious: they toock a pride in their work and
were anxious to show of what their new country
was cdpable from the theatre angle. -

In mentioning that our crew were members of
a Union, there was no reason that this should not
be so, but to find that the stage mechanics through-
out Canada took their orders from New York was,
to say the least of it, a little surprising.

This is a thing hich surely ought to be changed
without a moment’s delay, for I cannot picture an
American organization dictating terms to workmen
in England or of English workmen giving orders to
the United States on a labour question. Why should
the free men of Canada be under the domination of
the Stars and Stripes ?

It would ill become me to say that our opening was
a very successful one, But perhaps I may be forgiyen
for whispering that every seat was sold for every
performance and #hat the public were generous in
the extreme. Asawhole, throughout the Dominion
the audiences are the same. They are very respon-
sive and quick in the uptake, and I saw no l;ﬁﬁereuce
whatever between them and the best class of English
theatre patrons.

It was at a semi-official gathering that I heard
for the first time Canada’s own anthem. I defy
anyone with the slightest vision or with the smallest
amoun® of imagination to listen to the men of
Canada unmoved, as with their heads turned
towards the Union Jack they sing with simple
fervour : “ Oh! Canada, my native land, I stand on
E}mrd for thee,” The meélody, written by a

rench Canadian, in form reminded me of Sir
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Edward Elgar’s “ Land of Hope and Glory,” and
it is the almost unconscious loyalty of the Canadian
that makes it so grand a thing, Perhips his
loyalty’s chief beauty is that it is all taken so much
for granted by him, that for a stranger to express
profound admiration of it would seem a grave
impertinence. The Canadians stand for their native
land and all that is good for it, and honour the
Homeland, which many of them have never dwelt
in, by coupling it with their home, thus making the
two countries one and for ever inseparable.

If [ had come to the Dominion for no other
reason than to have heard this beautiful and indeed
holy anthem I should have been well repaid.

n leaving Halifax and its people and bidding
good-bye to our many personal friends, including
the members of the Press, who had gone out of
their way to be kind to us, we did so with man
regrets, for ours had been a rosgstrewn path. e
broke our journey to Montreal, where the big
city campaign was to begin, at St. John, New
Brunswick, a most charming and delightful little
town if ever there was one. The trip was made in
a train-de-luxe on the Canadian National System,
and was certainly a surprise to us in railway travel.
There was no comfort one could think of which was
not to be found, and with the exception of the Rome
Express, the Golden Arrow, or the Paris Blwe train,
there are no railways on our side of the world to
compare in any,way with the Canadian ones.

Our entire tour had, however, been booked
through the C.P.R. which stands for Canadian
Pacific Railway, and so we had no, other chance of
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uging the National, but from all we heard of it,
there can assuredly be little to choose between this
splendid line and its friendly rival. -

Of the C.P.R. I can speak with the knowledge
of nearly seven thousand miles of travel, and it is
only the passenger who has revelled in its luxury
that can attempt to describe its amazing service,
and then he will find himself at a loss for words.
Some wag said, I believe, that C.P.R. was written
so much over the Dominion that it stood for
“ Canada Perfectly Run.” Be this as it may, one
is quite conscious that Canada would not be Canada
without this gigantic Corporation which has supplied
its needs in every shape and way. It has built not
only hotels which are the very last word in architec-
ture, decoration and comfort, but its service of
smiling faces makes life, however tired you may he,
worth living. It must have taken years of continual
effort andni‘saipline to have instilled into the heads
of each and every one of its officials, from the bell
boys to the managers and from the porters to the
guards, the watchword of the Company : * Nothing
15 a trouble.”

During the journey we had a wait of a couple
of hours at the town of Moncton (which brought
back memories to me of the Gaiety and “ A little
bit of string.” It seemed to be, even on Sunday,
a very alive little place, extremely well laid out, and
#t %mt}r doing,” ]Ps]muld imagine, on a week-day.

e wandered about, and were mpch amused at
some of the advertisements to be seen. One little
shop called itself a “ Beauty Parlour,” the placard
announcing this.fact being nailed to a tree. An
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extremely plain looking lady was standing in the
doorway. gt' , she may only have been the Parlour.

Outsidg an eating house we saw a notice which
read : * Drinking is prohibited in here. This is a
dry country.” And to entice the housewife, a
large bill announced on an enormous hoarding
that, it being ‘winter, * Now was the time for the
family sausage ™ ; and a small hotel, which must have
had for its proprietor a man witle quite a goodssense
of humour, had been christened, “ The Dew Drep
Inn,” which was by no means bad.

I had a long talk in a Chinese restaurant with an
ex-service man,. who said he had often seen me in
London. He, of course, opened the conversation
with the usual, “I remember you.” He told us
many things about New Brunswick, of the excellent
trout fishing to be had everywhere and also of the
plenitude of big game. Moose, he informed me,
were constantly seen on the outgkirts of Moncton ;
one indeed having, to his knowledge, been shot in
the town itself during the preceding season. I
don’t think he was trying to be funny. He had a
waxed moustache.

Talking of moose, the shooting of this docile
beast must be very poor sport, and every Canadian
I know speaks of it as such. From the description
I have been given of it, it must be rather like pro-
ceeding to shoot the domestic cow, the only diference
between these two animals being that one gives
milk and the other has a full-size card-table on his
head.

On arriving at St. John, to our intense delight,
snow began to fall heavily. We had all pictured
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Canada in winter time as a kingdom of jingling
bells and fur wrappings, and our dream was now a
reality,” for it was ten degrees below zero. When
we were told this we couldn’t believe it, and when
the next morning the thermometer registered
* twenty degrees below ” we were more astonished
still, for we had all felt the cold far more on a damp
November day in London.

“Twenty below” in Canada is exhilarating,
"The white carpet, a foot thick, on which we trod
glistened beneath the brilliant noonday sun, and the
sky above us was as blue as the Mediterranean in
sleepy July. Every breath we took was a glass of
champagne and we moved on air. Everyone in the
streets was alert and cheery. Little boys were
dragging tiny sleighs, and were shouted at by their
baby sisters, who sat in them, to go faster. .Etrap-
ping youths and rosy-faced girls passed by with six-
foot skis upon their shoulders, off to leap from the
heights into the valleys. Winter for the first time
was singing her song, and young Canada was
listening to her with delight. Messrs. Ford and
Cadillac had disappeared from the streets, while the
horse, having come into his own again, dragged
huge loads with perfect ease on the iron-shod
runners of Canada’s own carriage—the sleigh.
The cry of the motor horn, which as a rule sounds
like nothing so much as a sea-gull being served with a
writ, was silent, and only the tinkling of a thousand
little bells was to be heard. The orchestra of
winter had struck up its first overture,

On looking back and thinking of 5t. {n]m, it has
always been to do so with very real pleasure. It
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was quite unlike any other town we visited. As a
matter of fact, there are no two places in the whole
of Canada which resemble each othertin the slightest
degree. And this is what constitutes their great
charm. Comparisons are as impossible-about them
as would be the comparing of a Chiteau La Rose
with 1911 Cliquot, or Nafuleun brandy (if there is
such a thing) with Waterloo port. 'One may have
a preference, but there can be no comparison.

The city of 8t. John has a population of aboiit
forty-eight thousand and was fofinded by the
United Empire Loyalists, who were driven in 1783
from what is néw known as the United States of
America, during the war of which the British
Government of that time, under the rule of a none
too brilliant George, made such a splendid muddle.
A the foot of the principal thoroughfare, King
Street, which is built on a hill and slopes gentl
down to the water-front, is a huge stone whi
commemorates the landing of these hardy loyalists,
and of which their present-day descendants are
justly proud.

There are many fine buildings and pretty parks
here, especially the one in the suburb of Rockwood,
from which we got a splendid view of the bay known
to every schoolboy as the Bay of Fundy, for surely
no geography paper was ever set in which the

uestion, ther:: is the largest rise and Tall of

e tide in the world ? * was not asked.

The 5t. John River, which is navigable for thirteen
hundred miles, bears ,on its bosom annually 125
million feet of timber, which is subsequently
turned into wood pulp or lumber. * The city itself
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is an important manufacturing centre, its factory pro-
ducts having a value of forty million dollars a year.

We gave tliree performances here (ndt because
of this fact), changing the bill each evening, and
played to the capacity of the theatre on each
occasion. .

The house is quite one of the fingst in the
Domyinion, and, heing practically new, is the last
\Tu:s in theatre construction of its class. The
entertainments given at it as a rule are ** pictures,”
but its stage is capable of accommodating any
theatrical production, and the orchestra, with its
fine organ, provided for us our incidental music
and overtures in a way which were never played
better, if as well, during our entire tour.

It was in St. John that I heard a really amusing
story, which [ think is well worth tellingz The
Bank of Montreal is to Canada what the Bank of
England is to Gréat Britain, and is therefore some-
thing very real in the life of the community, a

lace which is loved by the man of wealth, feared
Ey him of the overdrafted, and respected greatly
by all. It appears that one morning a Frenchman
and a Hebrew, who had been doing business
together, left the office of the former and were making
their way to lunch. As they passed a very im-
posing looking Roman Catholic church the French-
man (as was quite right and proper that he should)
took off his hat and crossed himself reverenmtly.
Immediately the Jew did the samc. The French-
man was extremely surprised at this, and turning
to his friend, said : “ My dear fellow, I didn’t know

you were a Catholic!” “I’'m not,” said the Jew.
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“ Why do you ask that 7 ”  Well ” said the French-
man, *“ why did you take off your hat and cross
yourself as you passed the churgh?” * Good
heavens ! ” said the Jew, “I didn’t know it was a
church—I thought it was the Bank of Nontreal.”

Qur time in 5t. John was limited, but we had an
opportunity of meeting the 'most charming people ;
they could not do enough for us, and [ shall certainly
look forward on our next visit to*meeting agaifl the
many delightful friends who were so extremely kind.

I may mention that it was here most of our ladies
arrayed themselves in stockings and knickerbockers
for the skating.and ski-ing, and in their brightly
coloured caps and jerseys they made their first
attempts tﬂri:ﬂmmn Canadians. Very pretty they
looked, many of them cutting their hair shorter for
fear, I yuppose, of being taken for women.

*We had not been long in the Dominion before we
found it necessary, if we wished tq be understood by
the servants in the hotels, assistants in shops,
messenger boys, telephone girls, and the like, to
reconstruct our vocabulary.

We now no longer talked of a “shop.” *Store”
was therightword. For “lift” we said “ elevator.”
For “ motor car” we learned * automobile.” For
“ quickly ” or “at once” we said “right away.”
But why peogle say they will get a thing for you
* right away ” when you want it bere 1 have® never
been able to fathom.

A telephone girl is called “ the operator,” evi-
dently because she cuts you off, and to her the small
courtesies of * Please® and * Thank you " seem
quite unnecessary, always eliciting a surprised
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“How's that ¢ if you say *Please,” and a pleasant
though equally surprised * You're welcome ” if you
say * Thank you ” to her. .

The usual method of telephoning I found was to
pick up the receiver and call loudly “ Give me 2
whatever number you wanted, and a second or so
afterwards you heard your young lady operator
shout at you,' “Your party.” This wis all very
strage at first, tspecially in the early morning,
as at home we usually give parties in the evening;
but I soon mastered the telephone conditions and
gave up wasting any Canadian operator’s time by
such apparently unnecessary and futile remarks as
“ Please ” and * Thank you.”

In the theatre if you wished to inform anyone
that the person they were looking for was on the
stage, you didn’t say they were “on the stage.)”; you
said they were gack stage.” It’s quite pnssilgle
they might have been sitting on the very front of
the stage, but nevertheless * back stage’ is what
was best understood and so we said “ back stage.”

If you had asked for a tumbler, a waiter would
probably have told you that he wasn’t an acrobat.
* Glass ” is the right word.

“ Atta boy ” was an expression none of us picked
up for fear of it becoming a habit, as if used in
England it might sound very like encouraging a
timid youth to kiss some very unwilling young lady.

“How’s that ! as an inquiry, is used in place
of the English * What ?” On hearing this for the
first time I answered “Not out,” thinking my
questioner was a cricket fan appealing to an umpire,
but cricket is npt popplar here.
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A railway station is called a “ depot.”

 Melted butter ” is “ drawn butter.”

A small apple tart is “ an individeal apple pie.”
At first this certainly made one a little frightened as
to what part of the cook might be in it, but its
meaning soon became quite clear. It meant a
small pie entirely for yourself.

“ Luggage ” is “ baggage.”

A page boy 1s a “ bell boy,” though they don’t
carry a bell and never answer one if they can help it
—unless they are given a “ quarter  (one shilling
in our money).

If you want a friend found for you in an hotel,
he is what they call * paged,” which means that his
or her name is shouted through lounge, vestibule
and all public rooms. 1 soon grew quite accustomed
to having the name of Miss Guggenheim or Mrs,
Rosenthal whispered in my face questioningly. Till
this happened I never knew I looled like that.

The word *orwreet” is also much in use. I
discovered it meant * all right,” and in doing so it
made conversation easier.

The advertisement I saw constantly of “ frock-
jackets for stouts” was extremely amusing and
much to the point, almost, to the em-bon-point,
though it seemed to me it would take an extremely
courageous lady to walk into a shop (I mean a store)
and say she wanted a frock-jacket of th¥¢ kind
generally reserved for “ stouts.”

I remember on one occasion, when showing m
ticket to a railway conductor and inquiring whic
was my car, being asked by him if T was * the theatri-
cals.” I felt I was being taken for am entire amateur
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performance; I have never considered myself that,
but, as I learned afterwards, the alternative would
have Been to have asked me if I belonged to * the
show.” I thought I was lucky to escape as a
“ theatrical,” as there is no more objectionable
thing than to hear the word * show ™ used at any
time in connection with my profession. The word
died, if not with Barnum, certainly with Bailey.

Then, too, to e told that someone had on a
“ swell suit " was a little disconcerting. It seemed
to convey the smpression that the person in question
had had clothes made a size too large for him so
that he could blow himself out to fit it, but when
I realized that it only meant * elegant™ or * ex-
tremely fashionable ** I was again placed entirely at
my ease.

In mentioning these little differences in languaqe
(and there are dozens of others), I hope it will not
be thought for a moment that I do so in any carping
spirit. On the contrary ; why shouldn’t a lift be
called an elevator } After all, *“ How's that § ™ is
::%Ju.im as Fermissible as “What?” And why
shouldn’t “ right away ™ be substituted for “ at
once™? Oh! no, I think many of these alternatives
for Shakespeare’s language are quite delightful.
But, as they are all Americanisms, it is devoutly to be
hoped that they will not increase and multiply, or
in fElft}l" years time the British traveller before buying
his ticket will have to go through a Berlitz course.

Tennyson once said : *° Why, sir, use the French
word °corridor,” when we have a very fine old
English word * passage’ t ” * And that is precisely
what | think. E‘Jhy should the ordinary man in
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the street borrow very bad American slang when he
has as a heritage the pure and beautiful lapguage
his fathers have handed down to him through the
centuries ! Surely what was good enough for a
Lamb or a Hazlitt is better than the Yankee captions
of a cinema house. Canadign ladies and gentlemen
speak perfect English, and if it is good enough for
t em to do so it would be a most delightfully British
thing if the hoi polloi took theln as an example.
The American language is qE te a beautiful languagt,
no doubt, but it is not English, 2ny more than
Italian is French, and as language is the greatest
link of Empire, $urely there is nothing better than
that ours should be kept intact, Schoolmasters and
schoolmistresses, may [ humbly plead for this ?

We left St. John at four in the afternoon and
heving® reached our destination, . after a night
ourney in our own reserved car, which was voted
]l:s:r the ladies * divine * and by the men * perfectly
5ph:nr.hd * we were now in Montreal, the largest city
in the province of Quebec.

Quebec! The Province of Romance and
Tragedy ! For locking up at the heights of its
name city, had not Sir John Moore thought on
Wordsworth and perhaps ““ the tolling of his own
curfew, which was so soon to leave %&s world in
darkness ? 7 .

And was it not from the Iroquois and Mohawk
Indians that Fenimore Cooper had found his
inspiration for .the schoolboy lovers of scalp and
tomahawk ? l

Here Jacques Cartier had landed with a bare
handful of his followers after veyaging on the
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uncharted waste of waters with Hope as his only
guide, to plant a cross and set it up claiming this
new country ‘i in the name of France and Christ.”

And was it not on the plateaus and the plains of
this wonderland of beauty that two hundred years
afterwards the English plucked the jewel from the
crown in which Cartier had set it ?

It is through this province that the mighty St.
Lawtence, searchifig for the sea, hurls herself from
the head of the Great Lakes two thousand miles
away, and looks haughtily, in moods uncounted,
upon the face of Nature, and the handiwork of man,
while along her greatest widths the Laurentians
stand sentinel. To the tributaries of the river the
Indians named so well *“ The River without an
end,” this gmviuce owes its power of hydro-electric
energy, and these, although to-day of one millipn
horse-power, are yet but barely tapped, and give
but a tithe of what they are capable.

Added to this peaceful weapon of boundless
possibilities which Providence has placed within her
hand, Quebec ranks second only among the provinces
as a manufacturing centre, realizing yearly. from her
immense forest resources in pulp ang lumber a sum
approximately of one hundred and thirty million

ollars. Her field crops yield as tribute to herlove-
liness three hundred million dellars every season, to
say nothing of her dairy industries, which represent
fully forty million more. And all this on the credit
side of a new country’s balance sheet, a country
capable of sheltering fwo hundred million people
and which is now inhabited by barely ten / ]?or
her what more than, hopes!| What prospects!
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Even in a few short years, “ You, Canada, what may
you not become }—truly an Empire in yourself, and
one a Cmsar would have lonkch upop with énvious
-

Britain, she is still part of you. It would be well
to think wm:l}r and think well. Dreams have often
a rude awakening.

Montredl ! What a city is this,with its three
hundred chiirches mothered by ¢he twin towers of
the Cathedral of Notre Dame.

Laid out haphazard as it was in the early days, its
sometimes winding streets and unexpected squares
make it the thing of beauty which iti1s. It is much
less orthodox and far more wayward in its architec-
ture than any other Capadian city, and there is a
something over it all which makes one feel that the
spirits.of its founders still live to guard its roofs and
gables. One moment it is the city of a laughing
France that meets the eye, thg next the austere
planning of modernity, saying, * Seventeenth cen-
tury you may be, but don’t forget to bow your head
to mass production,”

On one hand is a palace for a Prince of Commerce,
on another a hotel al}{mg might livein. A widening
way circles the precincts of a world-famed Univer-
sity, and with theatres hefe and laughter houses
there, and shops on every side which offer in their
windows all that London and New York admire,
you have a modern city in excelsis, and one which
first and above gll elseisalive | For sheis peopled by
sons and daughters of Ille-et-Vilaine and the Loire,
of Mont St. Michel "and of the little town where
Cabot’s statue stands gazing so eagerly out to sea,
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France, who has taught all Europe how to love
and live, sends to her children’s children here an
echo of her layghter.

The majority of the inhabitants of Montreal are
purely French either by descent or by extraction,
the British numbering, of her seven hundred
thousand, not quite a third.

Her harbours and her piers of eight long miles are
served by * The River which has no end ™ and bears
her commerce to the sea three hundred leagues
away.

F:{rst she elected to be christened Ville Marie, but
long before Jumonville, bent on .destroying the
outposts English soldiers held, was called upon to
halt by George Washington himself, then an officer
in Britain’s Colonial Forces, she like many another
maiden, changed her name, choosing Montreal in
honour of beautiful Mount Royal, which stands
protecting her two miles distant from her river
frontage. These were the times when - Mount
Royal’s heights were sanctuary for deer and moose,
days before Olmstead’s pleasant highways beckoned
the people to their playground at its summit.

It would be impossible to visit a city more likeable
than this. It is a jolly place. This word is used
because it really is so, and best describes its happy
liveliness. Its townsfolk are gay, its restaurants
are merry, and hospitality is everywhere. It is

, the cradle of Canadian generosity. :

The loveliest houses are seen on every side, some
of them palaces in miniature, places of infinite charm
where comfort and luxury walk hand-in-hand.

Of our individyal hosts, to whom we were indebted
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for a thousand kindly actions, one may of course
only speak in general. To mention them by name
would be to commit, as W. 8. Gilbert said in
Pinafore, a solecism which society would never
pardon. I wish it could be otherwise. Still, they
all know what they meant to us, I'm sure, and that
our farewells when parting tame were anything but
formal. [t was our grateful hearts and not our lips
alone which bade these dearest pf people good-bye.

And what pretty girls are to be seen everywhere
in Montreal, whether they be midinettes or those
they are to serve. There is a chic about them all,
a daintiness scarcely to be found anywhere outside
the Paris boulevard or the Bois. 1 have travelled
far and wide and have always admired beautiful
women with infinite and unbounded pleasure, but
never anywhere can I remember having seen so
fhany pretty faces as Canada can show.

It was in this city that, as part of a crowd of
fifteen thousand people, we saw our first match at
Ice Hockey, the fastest played game conceivable.
On this particular occasion we saw a struggle in
which party feeling ran exceedingly high, one team
being British and the other French Canadians. It
was dazzling to watch, and the players so lightning-
like in their movements, that it was with iiﬂit:ulty
one could keep track of the tiny black object they
were striking, which looked in the distange little
bigger than a bronchial lozenge. The certainty of
the men yyas such that one almost forgot they were
skating, and if comparison the dangers of a rodeo
seemed as very little How many of them didn’t
dash themselves to bits against the sides of the arena,
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as like a bullet from a rifle they flew by, 1 can’t
conceive. Both teams we saw were champions in
this game, which brings out to the »th all the
individual quickness of the Latin temperament.

We played at His Majesty’s Theatre, Montreal,
for a fortnight, giving The Man in Dress Clothes and
Sleeping Partners, and met for the first time our very
alert manager, Mr. Bert Lang, who in conjunction
withMr. O’'Neill, §ir Martin Harvey’s manager, had
arranged our entire Canadian tour in the most
comfortable way possible. Here, too, we became
acquainted with Mr. MorgIau Powell, a great and
kindly critic, who, being an Imperialist first, last and
all the time, did all he could to help us with his
encouragement and advice, as he does all visitors
from England. '

During the first act of The Man in Dress Clothes
on our opening night at Montreal the audience we
found by no means easy ; it struck me that they were
waiting to see what we had to offer, but as the
evening wore on we were conscious that we had
not disappointed them, and when the final curtain
fell the wonderful reception we received was
something to remember. :

From Montreal we went to Ottawa, and the snow
which had welcomed ug at 5t. John and followed us
to Montreal lay like a vestal’s robe over the capital.
Indeed, from now on we found ourselves in a white
Canada underfoot, a blue Canada overhead, and a
sun above us for ever shining brightly. The city,
though by no means as big as I had' visualized it, is
one of remarkable beauty.

The Houses of Parliament are surely not to be
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equalled by any modern building of their kind in
the world. The dignity of their elevation is superb,
and the site on which the seat of Canada’s place of
government has been set is perfeet, standing as it
does far back in its own grounds overlooking the
magnificent Ottawa river.

One of the National Hotels, the Laurier, built as
a vast chiteau, is certainly for beauty and luxury
the last word in hotel constrogtion, Its erterior
reminded me of one of the castles of the Rhine, and
when I entered I thought I was back at Claridge’s.

I had the honour of being given a luncheon at
Ottawa on my arrival by the Canadian Women’s
Club. We sat down four hundred and twenty to
lunch. It was a wonderful gathering, for not only
were my hosts the first ladies of the city, but they
had all been grand workers for the welfare of their
‘men during the War, and the fervour with which
they spoke of Britain was wonderful to listen to.

Throughout the Dominion the women of Canada
are a great power, for they are not only helping the
builders of their nation but work enthusiastically
themselves for the land of which they are so justly
F-mud. ‘Poor Seymour was the only male at this
uncheon and was pardonably nervous in replying
to the many kind tEmgs which were said about us,
In reporting the affair one of the newspaper corre-
spondents said : ** Mr. Hicks, to look at, is oore like
a British Admiral or a prosperous farmer, than an,
actor.,” We did not know whether this was meant
as a compliment or not.

It was in Ottawa that we were presented to their
Excellencies the Governor-General and Lady
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Willingdon, and it would be difficult adequatr:lﬂ to
express our gratitude to them for all they did to help
us, not" only in Ottawa itself but throughout our
entire stay in 311: Dominion. To imply only that
their Excellencies are liked, would be wrong, for
they are loved by everyone from Halifax to Victoria,
;u:lu:er if I may very respectfully say so, this is not
alone because of their own immense personal charm
but because every Canadian knows in his heart
haw dear to His ﬁd&je&t}r’a representatives Canada
really is. A

Kingston, where we next appeared for three
performances, is a small town with many memories
about it, and in its fort and barracks, which are of
great historical interest, are stationed the Canadian
gentlemen cadets who carry beneath their smart
uniforms those marshals’ batons which Napoleon
made famous in a phrase.

Kingston is a big shipping centre, and it was a
curious sensation to upon the frozen river
among the ice-bound vessels which were making
silent holiday waiting for Spring to give life to their
cngines once again.

From here we went straight to Toronto for a
week. Toronto, which is the best theatrical centre
in the country, is a preit big modern city with the
most beautiful shops and hotels, wide .streets and
splendi- theatres, and a lakeside boulevard which
. embraces it for miles. Thecityis wonderful enough
to-day—what it will be like in a very fev years no
prophet can tell.

Here, as in Montreal, we' met with the most
astounding reception and hospitality, and made
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what I think and hope will be many lasting friend-
ships,

In Taronto British thoroughness and American
efficiency walk side by side. It has the eager bustle
of New York, and the liveliness in its streets and the
definite object in view of its people reminded me
very much of Sydney. The King Edward Hotel, at
which we stayed, is a wilderness of luxury, and in the
course of erection is a colossal @.P.R. house tvhich
I am told will contain no fewer than a thousand
bedrooms. Toronto, too, boasts the most splendid
Club of its kind I should think in the world, the
Granite Club. - It serves the purpose of our own
Bath Club in London, but is in every way far more
magnificent.

We opened at the Royal Alexandra Theatre and
playedato packed houses at every performance.

It was here more than at any other city we visited
that we heard on all sides the demand for British
attractions. Rightly so, the people of this great
metropolis feel that there can be no greater link of
Empire than the continual arrival of British artists
to siuw young Canada not only our modern plays,
but also the English classics, which are, of course, as
much their property as they are ours. Empire
repertory companies would have an untold and
lasting effect not only on the great untravelled
public, but would be of immense benefit forll the
schools.” It seems to me a vast pity that so simple
a schemeewhich would only require a small subsidy
from the Home Government, is not embarked upon.
It would cost little ahd Imperially do an enormous
amount of good, for at the pgesent time the
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entertainment which Canada is offered in the theatre
is as a rule only that which second-class American
attractions provide; or if in the cinema houses
which abound everywhere, American films, from
which their eagle screeches patriotically. So greatly
do I feel that there is a crying need for British art
in all its branches to be represented year in and
ear out in Canada that I would glady ' devote a
arge portion of my time to helping sucﬁ a scheme
if it should ever come into being.

Government House, Toronto, is beautifully situ-
ated on its outekirts, and like all official institutions
throughout the Dominion, quite the last word in
dignity and design.

Of the surrounding country, which is delightful,
we saw little, our eight performances and social
functions taking up nearly all our time. I did
manage, however, to creep away for two hours one
afternoon to see my first ham{all match, a most
exciting game of skill, and while I was urable to
follow its many intricate points of play, the huge
crowd of fans who attended it were themselves a
marvellous entertainment. Everyone seemed to be
good-naturedly insulting those taking part in this
national pastime, the Umpire, the rower, the
Catcher, the Batsman and the fielders were all
shouted at by their Christian names and'generally
infornTetl by opposing fans why they shouldn’t be
.there. It was all very novel and amusing, and the
many witty things to be heard on all s&les at the
expense of the teams would have filled a comic
newspaper.

At any great climax, of the game pandemonium
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reigned supreme, and nothing made me laugh more
than when a most sedate old gentleman near me,
who looked like a prosperous banler, rose quietly
from his seat and taking a bugle out of his packet
very solemnly proceeded to trumpet his delight.
I shall certainly take the very first opportunity of
going to another ball game, for never can I re-
member two hours spent more profitably.

It was at a luncheon party Yiven by a fimous
hostess in Toronto that I heard a story which
amused me very much. It was that of a late comer to
church who, arriving during the sermon, whispered
to the verger: ¥ How long has he been preaching i
* Oh! about thirty years,” said the verger. “Oh!
has he,”” replied the anxious worshipper, * then I'll
wait—he is sure to finish soon.”

Befere leaving Toronto I had the pleasure of
meeting Mr. Hector Charlesworth, the Editor of
Saturday Night, one of the jowrnals distinguished
for its taste and culture the world over. A stern
critic, he was extremely kind to wus, and it was
strange to hear him tell Seymour that as a young
man he, well remembered bim as a young man
visiting Toronto with Mr. and Mrs. Kendal in
the year 18go. This could, only have been an odd
freak of memory, for, as Seymour himself said after-
wards, “ Surely, I couldn’t have been as bad an
actor in those days as all that.”

After’ leaving Toronto we visited three towns in
one weeks ‘Lopdon for two nights, Brantford for
one night, and Hamilton, where we gave a matinée
and two evening performances.

London we found a delightfuls little Fla.;ce, and
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more than interesting from the fact that everything
about jt breathes of our great capital. It has its
Regent Street and Piccadilly and the familiar names
of old Cockaigne are to be found everywhere. The
theatre and: hotel were both splendid and the
audiences enthusiastic.  There was a large Channel
Island colony here, all of whom supported their
brother Jerseyman, my partner, right royally.

Brantford, unforcunately, we had no opportunity
of seeing, as we arrived in the late afternoon and
left early the mext morning, but I shall not easily
forget the fact that at this hotel I was given the
bedroom in which our late gracious Majesty King
Edward slept when he visited the Dominion as
Prince of Wales. This was an honour only allowed
to distinguished visitors, so I felt very grand.

Before leaving Brantford, however, we did make
a pilgrimage to the beautiful memorial set up by
his fellow townsmen to Bell, the inventor of
the telephone, It gave us a great thrill to know
that this peaceful little place had given birth to
one of the greatest inventions of modern times
and one which was to be the father of so many
others.

Hamilton, much bigger than the other two
towns we had just left, is a real city in miniature.
It is beautifully laid out. The Royal' Connaught
Hotel 15 a splendid one, and the theatre audience
is grand. Within a few miles of the town is the
most delightful country club imag#eble, and
Hamilton itself is certainly the busiest and most
modern of all the smaller places in the Dominion.
Its people are charming, but as this is the case where-

200



CANADA IN WHITE AND GOLD

ever you go in Canada, it is quite unnecessary for
me to keep on saying so. .

We now made our first really big jump to Winni-
peg. * The Gateway of the Prairies,” as it is
called. We were two days and two nights in

the train and opened there on a Tuesday. What a-

journey this was. I think, looking back at it, that
the beauty, of the scenery as the frain wound its
way like 2 human thing along tht edge of the Great
Lakes was as awe-inspiring in its own way as the
magnificence of the Rockies themgselves. To at-
tempt to describe either of these trips is beyond
my powers, even if I had a mind to do so, for they
have been written of many times by the world’s
greatest word-painters.

In Winnipeg we were for the first time hundreds
of miles from the sea, and yet there was nothing in
any shatfe or form that the most fastidious Parigian
could desire and could not hive obtained. Its
theatres, its magnificent Government buildings,
and its hotels are the very last word in extravagance
and good taste, and its jewellery and fur stores and
large emporiums of every kind are not to be excelled

anywhere.

m had a marvellous wegk in Winnipeg theatri-
cally and socially, and we were only so sorry that
our stay was.all too short. i

From Winnipeg we set out for Calgaty and
Edmonton, visiting several smaller towns after-
wards or ‘our, journey to Vancouver, These
included Saskatoon, ,Medicine Hat, Moose [Jaw,
Lethbridge and Regina, playing sometimes one and
sometimes three performancss at each of them.
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Moose Jaw we did not see as we only just arrived
in timg to play and left immediately after the
erformance. Ivledicine Hatis a quaint picturesque
Etﬂe place, while Regina, although it has only quite
a limited population, possesses a new C.P.R. Hotel
which cost a million sterling to build and is perfectly
extraordinary, From its top windows the prairies
which surround'the town are to be seen, stretching
in unmeasured miles away and away to the horizon.
In" the summer they must be a picture of beauty
with their galcif.l ocean of waving corn.

These palatial hotels in small places show what
the brains of the country realize is going to be its
development in the very near future.

In Regina we found ourselves in one of the
greatest centres of the Canadian granary, a place
where the mention of fifty million bushels of~wheat,
is spoken of quite casually, for you see the farming
products of Canaaa in cereals represent in value
nearly one thousand million dollars per annum.
Such figures are staggering ; such progress only to
be associated with the mﬂng of a magician’s
wand, and yet to-day Canada is still barely scratched
either on the surface or beneath her earth, which is
an Aladdin’s cave atac]ﬂ:gl with treasure. The word
“ potentialities ” is generally the stock phrase of a
day-after-to-morrow country, an incomplete present
creating an alibi future. But in using the word
" % potentialities ” about Canada her present is really
so wonderful that some other word =lu describe
her future should at once bg coined. Each and
every province is an abundance hand at Bridge,
overflowing as they dovwith everything that Provi-
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dence has rfiv-zn all other countries put together. It

is #he land for youth and endeavour, and no real

man who means to put his shoulder to the wheel

can help making good in it. Be sure, however,

that it is no place for the idler or weakling. Gold

is not to be picked up, nor is wheat to be “ wished,
into being,” but with the will and the strength

there is more than a living wage to be earned. There

are chances at every turn for ult‘mate independence

and many fortunes. g

For Canada the British born, are absolutel

necessary, not only because she her{&lf desires them,
but even more so because it is vital for the pros-
perity of England to-day, and her sffety to-morrow,
that this millionaire daughter of Lers should not
marry out of the family circle.
. Saskatoon, the heroine of a great land boom
prior to the War, is a town of great possibilities, so
we were told, while Lethbridge, an important and
growing place, has an excellent theatre.

We played four performances at both Calgary
and Edmonton. Calgary is certainly one of m
favourite places of all those which we visited. I;:
is modern and alive to a degree and its surroundings
are wonderful, for the lovely foothills are close at
hand and the mighty Rocky Mountains show them-
selves from here to the visitor for the first time.

It seemed almost unbelievable to think Jiat so
far fromh the hub of the world we were in a city
which pogssed everything one could possibly want.
There was comfort, there was luxury, a really fine
theatre, outskirts with beautiful residential avenues,
a perfect country club, and a C.R.R. Hotel which
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for magnificence puts ninety per cent of the hotels
in Europe to shame.

Edmonton was tremendously interesting, for it
was here first that we saw the picturesque men from
the prairies in their ten-gallon hats, figures we had

.only before seen on the films, red-shirted, loose-

trousered, bronzed and careless-looking as they
lounged slowly' on the sidewalks pazing into the
shopd which are filled with everything that a great
city holds, from jewellery to hardware, and from
French models T:u first editions, and, to cap all, here,
in one of the most out of the way points of the
Empire, was the Macdonald Hotel, belonging to
the National Ruilway, which is only very little less
better than itsibrother The Laurier at Ottawa.

I must not forget to mention that at none of
the hotels in Canada did we ever fail te meeg
waiters from London who had been either at the
Savoy or the Cariton, the Café Royal, Simpson’s
or elsewhere, and that with few exceptions they
had all been home to fight for England during
the Great War, This knowledge gave me many
a thrill and by no means always a silent * thank you.”

From here we went straight to Vancouver, a
magnificent city, the New York of the West. To
attempt to describe it ‘would be like beginning to
write a new book. All I shall say, therefore, in
humbic appreciation of this wonder place.is that
if my home were not in England I should think
many times before choosing anywhere alig in which
to settle down. Not only is the city itself satis-
fying from every point of view, but the surroundings
in which it is set ar¢ beyond compare. On her
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western front is the Pacific, facing her is Grouse
Mountain, §,000 feet high, which overlgpks the
loveliest* coast drive for miles and®miles to Horse
Shoe Bay, while at her back door is the Fraser
River and the mountains of Amerjra pleasantly
challenging the beauty of British Columbia. The.
two days’ trip down the St. Lawrence from Mont-
real to Quebec and onwards is a panorama of all
that is exquisite, but it mustdgive place to the
loveliness of Vancouver and its island-strewn
journey to Victoria, B.C. Indged I have never
seen anything more entrancing it] the world than
this Pacific end of North America) And so, having
arrived in Fairyland at last, I knpw I had found
my little way around the earth’s cirtumference,

One of the greatest pleasuresn’ of my travels

«through Africa, Australia and Canada has been
the fact that I have been able to give my now
grown-up darling Betty an education in taking
her with me, which only by work could I have
afforded to do. With the exception of visiting
the Far East together, which we still yet may
do, she has shared all the joys of change and seen
all the wonderful things I have seen, and by being
m:,il happy companion made them more beautiful
stall.

It is ani uplifting joy to think that she and Seymour
and I“have laugheé our way round the glbbe, and
have found ourselves in the Spring-time of 1928
in the v® garden of England, * Victoria.” r
one week there seemgd like five minutes, for nothing
that could be done for us by those who are fortunate
enough to call it their hame was not done, and
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indeed more. I am longing and longing to return
to it, ard them.

We journeyeld from Victoria to the East, again
playing on the way at all the principal cities we had
previously visited, and arrived in Montreal in the
middle of May for our farewell week, sailing after
the Saturday night’s performance for Home, and
by the greatest good luck on the Laurentic, which
the most lovable ¢f commanders, Captain Trant,
had humorously christened * Qur Yacht.”

We were not saying good-bye to Canada, only
au revoir, for 'efore leaving we made arrange-
ments to return; to the Dominion at the end of
the following ﬁuvembcr, which, all being well,
we shall do, briflging with us new plays with which
to tour from Hzlifax to the Coast. This being so,
I was very happy, for, if it had been otherwise I.
should have been absolutely miserable, for 1 love
the Dominion and its people with all my heart.

After a splendid passage, it was of course wonderful
to get back home again, and while my partner, after
a well-earned holiday, went on a big Provincial
Tour, Betty and I contented ourselves by taking
six months’ rest.
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CHAPTER XVIII'
“FAREWELL I8 NOT EASILY SAID ™

E had not been in London prery long when
laygding England was stisked to its depths
by the :I'IEWSF E;ﬁ EgIlf:n EI'EH'}?"E deatly Dear ﬂui:]tic
Nell was no more! I could hardlsh believe it, for
although I had not seen much of -her during her
latter years, still her vital personalfty was an ever-
present one, and the fact that I’should never be
with her again in this world Was a deep sorrow
which 1 shared with everyone in England who
had known her and, having known, loved her.
Perhaps the most amazing thing about her end
was the. spontaneous and universal grief which
it aroused, for it must not be forgotten that she
was even passing her zenith when Henry Irving
died in 190§, and that therefore none of the younger
generation of playgoers knew her except as a great
name. ' And yet, to show what a mlg]:ty liofd she
had upon a nation’s affection, the death of no one
in the wiiid in literature and art to-day could
i:ave made a more grofound impression than did
£rs
The memorial service held for her at St._Paul’a,
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Covent Garden, was very simple and beautiful,
happyxand simple as she would have wished it to
be. As I sat’ with closed eyes, listening to the
joyousness of it all (a joyousness which her last
instructions {had insisreé upon), I could see her
lovely face ail smiles of. thankfulness and hear her
clapping her hands in approval as she always did when
she was pleased. ¢

The wealth of” flowers which turned the old
Hogarthian church into a village place of worshi
might, in their ! rderly disorder, have been arrange
by her. The *happy music chosen by her own
dear self in onelof her gayest moods.

She wished fo meaningless or grotesque forms
of black to Il'.{ll.' her journey, no stilted rhetoric
or funeral dirgd which, child as she was to the end,
she so abhorred.} Just a happy waving of the hand-
in au revoir was all she asked for, knowing that
for those who love each other the word * good-
bye ” does not exist.

Merry her personality had made the world.
She had too generous a nature to rob that world
when her eventide came of what she had bestowed
upon it. For this, her last great thought, we
loved her even more. .

I saw no tears around mie, and not a single one
did T myself shed for Auntie Nell, for something
told me she was happy, and, this being so, why
"should I cry? What made me sad were thoughts,
not of her, but of the days I'd lived in§%h her.

All in a moment the cruel.hand of Time rollea
back the curtain he had drawn across my life well
over thirty yeard before, and on the instant I was
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young again, My father loocked upon me with .
his loving eyes. The old Lycenm came to life,
and on its stage strode Henry Irving, bowing in
crimson as W&e}r to his King, and the one we
rhourned for, pleading her case again. I saw
Olivia and the Vicar, Hamlet and Dphelia, and
through the years I heard’the silvery voice which
had moved a multitude to tears offer, as she onl
could offer, ““Rosemary for remgmbrance.” “The
Bells” jangled in my ears. German’s musgic .
tumbled its groups of dancers into the masque,
King Lear bid Cordelia “ think fagain,” and in
the tumult Iscould hear poor ‘Tm, my father,
cry ““ he was acold.” The memor% of him I loved
so degrly made me for a moment {isobey her last
command, but I shed no tear for Her. I was glad
Jto find my way into the sunshiffe, and left this
house of flowers, which was to Jiold for ever all
that was earthly of Ellen Terry &n its safe keeping,
unable ‘to speak either to Edie or to Teddy (E'aig,
or Marion, or especially to that great actor and
dearest of men, Fred Terry, for he and father had
loved each other very much, and the gentle smile
he gave me as they sang the hymns was one which,
though Will Terriss would have thanked him for it,
upset me more than I can @y,

And-now I bid my readers an affectionate fare-
well. ° ]
If ingh ages they have found a few things
swhich may have interested them, [ am very glad.
If by some chance®l have unwittingly offended
anyone, will they forgive rpe, foy this I am sure,
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on reflection, they will know was the last thing in
my mind ?

I have omitted to mention dozens and dozens
of people to whom throughout my life I have
been grutl{ beholden. Because I have not dore
so through k of space, they will not, I trust, think
I love them an}r the 1@.1 dearly !

May I hope ‘that this little chronicle of a simple
life Wwill be looked 1pon with a kindly ‘eye by those
who, writing with expert pens, could, if so inclined,
tear it to tatt=rs sentence by sentence. I beg
them to treat Elch split infinitive therefore rnr_hnr
as a summer bey :rage than a literary misdemeanour.

To You m}" Public, to whom I owe everything
in the world, a I I can say is,

T ou very very gratefully, and
k:ud bless you always,

Evvravine TEerriss.
London, 1928. ;

Printed in Graat Brituin at The Chapel River Press, Kingston, Surrey.
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