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PREFACE

O be interested in a biography one must, of course,

be interested in its subject. We have biographies

of monarchs, statesmeh, authors, painters, soldiers,

travellers—each one of which appeals more or less
strongly to those to whom the living man appealed.

There is, therefore, no apology needed for a biography
of Dan Leno. Surely, among Britons, there never lived
a more universal favourite than he. He did not appeal
to any particular class or section. He appealed to all,
from the King to his humblest subject; from the child
to its grandparents.

It is said that a German seer once succeeded in
evolving a camel out of his own inner consciousness;
Dan did much more than this out of the inner conscious-
ness of Leno. He evolved galleries full of quaint
beings, male and female, grotesque, whimsical, bizarre
beings; yet sufficiently human for us to see and under-
stand the solid foundation on which the burlesque was
built, and all vivified by that little touch of Leno that
made the whole world laugh.
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In presenting these quaint conceits to us, it is not too
much to say that no orator ever swayed his audience,
or held it more completely in the hollow of his hand,
than did Dan Leno. As you sat at his feet and listened
to him, he never gave you the impression that he was
trying to make you laugh, that he had the least desire to
make you laugh—far from it. He was merely narrating
some incident in the chequered career of the character
he was portraying, and he was in deadly earnest about
it. If the incident itself was funny, he couldn’t help
that—that was no fault of his—and his sole anxiety was
that he should explain it so clearly and thoroughly that
a child could understand it. If his explanation was
at times somewhat confused, it was not intentionally
made so. It all arose from over-anxiety to be perfectly
clear.

Then, if you laughed (as you always did), that neither
annoyed him nor pleased him; because the genuine
actor’s “fourth wall” was between him and you, and he
wasn't really talking to you at all, didn’t even know
you were there. As a matter of fact, he was talking all
the time to a person he had evolved out of his own
imagination, and whom you couldn’t see. This person
happened to be one of the most abnormally and hope-
lessly dense persons that even a Dan Leno could
imagine, and he could not possibly grasp the situation
until it had been put before him from every possible—
and impossible—point of view, and explained to him
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with all the wealth of elaborate detail of which Dan
Leno was a past master. Hence Dan Leno’s deep
personal interest in everything he said or did, and
hence your laughter !

To what did Dan Leno owe his pre-eminence?
Hard work? Yes! But plenty of men have worked
hard with poor result. A sense of humour? Naturally!
But he shared that with many. A quaint presence?
Partly! But other comedians have been better gifted
by nature than he in that respect. It was simply that
marvellous gift which neither we who have it not, nor,
I believe, he who has it, can thoroughly understand.
Personality! He was Dan Leno, and in saying that, we
say all.

In following his career, it is interesting to note how
this germ of personality slowly but surely developed
until it was inevitably recognised, and, being recognised,
almost worshipped by the British public. This gift
was all that Dan Leno had to thank Dame Fortune
for. Indeed, the fickle lady seemed to view his advent
with stern disfavour. At birth, and for many years
afterwards, she consistently frowned upon him, and if
in later days she relented and smiled, it was only be-
cause the whole world smiled at him, and she could
resist him no longer.

It is a thousand pities it never occurred to Dan Leno
to write his own biography. Those who have been
privileged to hear him tell tales of his younger days
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will appreciate what is meant by this. His tales were
all of his early struggles—never of his later prosperity
—and he told them from his heart, with a mingling
of pathos and humour such as only a real comedian
can command,

Knowing what such a biography might have been, it
is with considerable diffidence that I begin my labours.
It was, however, my good fortune to have many de-
lightful chats with Dan Leno over the old times, and
these recollections sustain me somewhat; while my
best thanks are due and cordially offered to Mrs. Leno
and to Mr. Johnny Danvers, Dan'’s lifelong friend and
comrade, for their valuable assistance and kindly co-
operation in compiling these annals of Dan Leno’s
life.

I may add that the book is published under the

authority of Dan’s widow.
J. H. W.,
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Thanks are due for permission to reproduce extracts from
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THE FIRST AUTHENTIC IORTRAIT



DAN LENO

CHAPTER 1
HIS BIRTH AND PARENTAGE

AN LENO began badly by starting life under
an alias. He elected to be born, on the 20th
December, 1860, under the name of George Galvin, at
No. 4, Eve Court, in the parish of St. Pancras, London.
It is impossible, unfortunately, to affix a name-plate to
his birthplace, as has been done in honour of many
famous Londoners, because it no longer exists; but
the Midland Railway Company has made some amends
by erecting a huge memorial, in the shape of a railway
station, on its site.

The selection of the parish of St. Pancras for such
an event has always seemed to me a particularly happy
idea.

If St. Pancras, the patron saint of children, did not
directly influence the event himself, it must at least be
a source of gratification to him to know that Dan
Leno, who made more children happy than all the
saints put together, first saw the light in his domam,
and is registered in his parish books,
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From the very outset of his career there was never
any doubt whatever as to what Dan was going to be.
He had no choice. He was inevitably born for the stage,
and, I daresay, by the time he was old enough to think
for himself was extremely surprised to realise that there
was any other trade or profession.

Heredity, of course, had much to do with this. His
father and mother appeared at the Variety Halls as
“ Singing and Acting Duettists ” for many years, dating
back to the time when the old Rotunda in Blackfriars
Bridge Road was in existence. His father died com-
paratively young; but his mother lived to complete a
record of fifty years as an active performer.

Many instances go to show that she was a clever
woman, capable of making much out of little when
supplies ran short, and trying to make little out of
much when troubles poured in upon her. Dan wor-
shipped her in life, and her memory when she was gone.
There is no doubt he inherited much of his ability
from her.

As Mr. and Mrs. Johnny Wilde, the pair toured
London and the country after Dan was born, and Dan,
not dreaming even of passive resistance, toured with
them. Being anxious to cause his parents as little
trouble as possible, he considerately refrained from
growing, to any extent, during this period.

This was a great convenience to them, as, being a
very small child, they were able, when they went out
for their nightly performances, to stow him away in the
second or third row of a chest of drawers, with the
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reasonable prospect of finding him there, safe and
sound, on their return. What the youthful Dan’s
thoughts were during these long night vigils history
sayeth not. Indeed, history is strangely silent on the
subject of Dan Leno’s childhood. I can find no in-
stance of precocious infantile wit recorded anywhere,
Probably, in his juvenile wisdom, he was saving it up
for the day when he had achieved a market value, It
was at this period of his existence that he first fore-
gathered with his life-long chum, Johnny Danvers. To
the best of Mr. Danvers’ recollection, they met in a
perambulator, and his first and lasting impression of
Dan was that he could how! like a banshee on the
slightest provocation. I have no doubt the children
would have howled in sympathetic unison could they
have foreseen the struggles and privations they were
destined to endure together.

From that time Dan Leno and Johnny Danvers
were to each other as brothers. From boyhood to
manhood they worked hand-in-hand, sharing joys and
troubles alike—a David and Jonathan whose friendship
lasted unbroken till death,

Dan Leno's childhood ended in 1864, and his life's
work began.

His father unfortunately dying, Dan, having attained
the mature age of four years, decided to begin life’s
battle. He descended from his seat as a passenger on
the family coach, and helped the others to pull.the
machine along.

In other words, it was in this year that he made his
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first appearance at the Cosmothica Music Hall, Bell
Street, Paddington. '

I believe the site of this old hall is now occupied by
Paddington Baths,

He was billed as “ Little George, the Infant Wonder,
Contortionist and Posturer.”

Where he learnt to contort and posture nobody
knows for certain ; but I cannot help fancying that his
childish experience of sleeping in chests of drawers may
have given him useful experience.

For this first appearance Dan, being still small and
accommodating, required no extravagant outlay of
hard-earned money for costume. Thanks to his con-
venient stature and his mother’s ingenious economy, a
pair of her own silk stockings, joined at the top, made
a complete set of tights for him, and when they were
fastened round his neck, there stood Dan, fully
equipped !

As the salary was an inclusive one for the family, it
is impossible to say what Dan earned during this, his
first engagement ; but it may safely be surmised that
he more than earned his “keep,” and, from that time
henceforth, was more of a profit than an expense to
those who, theoretically supporting him, he was practi-
cally helping to support.

So “The Infant Wonder” danced, and postured, and
contorted ; was, I daresay, often very hungry when
food was short, and, perhaps, in his more optimistic
moments dreamt of and prayed for the day when he
might earn a whole pound a week.
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So his mother sang, and pinched, and scraped, and
contrived, somehow, to make ends meet. She had
plenty of pluck, and some of her ingenious devices for
cheating poverty would be amusing if they were not
pathetic.

For instance, to provide Dan with a new dancing
suit for a special engagement, she stripped the silk from
the ribs of an old carriage umbrella and made it of that.
On another occasion she made him an entire tweed
suit and a Scotch cap out of her own old serge petti-
coat, while Dan, like a dutiful son, assisted her in these
devices by consistently declining to add anything worth
mentioning to his stature.

Truly, as Dan himself said a year or two ago, “I've
earned a good deal of butter to my bread in my time;
but I should have enjoyed it more if it had been better
spread. I don’t want to eat dry bread on Monday and
lumps of butter on Saturday.”

There was little or no change in Dan’s fortunes when
his mother married again. His stepfather was one
William Grant, who performed under the name of Leno
—the name his stepson was destined to make famous—
and, if ever a man married a widow without encum-
brance, he was that man.

Among the cotton-spinning towns of Lancashire,
where the “half-timer ” flourishes, a large family, so far
from being an expense, is a source of revenue. Each
child, as it grows up, brings its earnings to swell the
family purse, and in this system Dan’s new father was
evidently a firm believer,
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There were no holidays for Dan in those days. We
find him in 1867 busily dancing with his brother at the
Britannia, and described on the bills as “The Great
Little Lenos.” Later on, he appeared again at the same
hall—only nine years in age, but more nearly ninety in
ripe experience ; where he was announced, “ First ap-
pearance of the Great Little Leno, the quintessence of
Irish Comedians.” Where he picked up his Irish comedy
is a mystery; probably he had thus early begun to
evolve things from his own inner consciousness. Any-
way, there he was,

When the family were fulfilling an engagement in
Rochdale, and money was coming in with more than
usual regularity, Mrs. Leno broached a scheme to her
husband—a pet scheme she had long pondered over. It
was no less than that Dan and his brother Jack should be
rigged out for Sunday wear in nice little velvet knicker-
bockers, with white lace collars and dear little velvet
caps to match. She knew, of course, that the expense
would be considerable; but, in her motherly eye, she
saw the two boys walking out together thus arrayed,
and she felt that to attain such a magnificent effect it
would be worth while making some sacrifice.

Mr. Leno, senior, agreed up to a point. He admitted
that they might look well enough under such conditions;
but, when it came to a question of money in pocket
or the personal appearance of two boys, he preferred
the money in pocket every time.

In place of the black velvet, he suggested corduroy
and cloth caps, and, as Mr, Leno was a man of some
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force of character, they compromised on corduroy. Mrs.
Leno, however, satisfied her motherly pride by insisting
on gilt buttons, on which point Mr. Leno gracefully
yielded.

The first Sunday after their new suits arrived Mrs.
Leno carefully dressed the two boys, and sent them
out hand-in-hand to be gazed at by admiring and, prob-
ably, envious Rochdale. Under these circumstances,
it naturally follows that the demon who enters into the
soul of the boy who wears the new suit lured them to
the side of the canal.

There lay a barge, and from the barge to the canal
bank stretched a plank. Obviously, such a chance was
too good to be missed; so the young Lenos jumped
up and down on the plank for some time, without
noticing that each jump was pushing the barge further
into the middle of the canal.

When the barge got far enough out, that end of the
plank fell into the canal, and the boys, who were on it
at the time, went with it.

They scrambled out, and, looking at each other,
realised that it would be injudicious —indeed, the
height of folly—to go home in their present condition.
So they sat down and sadly ruminated until Dan spied
a brick-kiln in the near distance.

That seemed to solve the difficulty. They repaired
to the brick-kiln with all haste, and dried their clothes
as they sat in its friendly shelter.

So far all had gone well; but they received an un-
expected check when they attempted to dress again.
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“Dan,” exclaimed Jack, as he struggled hard to get
inside an abnormally tight pair of corduroy knicker-
bockers, “ I fancy this must be your suit I've got here.”

“I don't know whose suit yox've got,” returned Dan,
also struggling, “but I'll swear these aren’t the clothes
I took off.”

They changed suits, and tried again; but the result
was even worse.

At last they realised the awful truth—the corduroy
suits had shrunk in a very palpable and permanent
manner.

With an effort they got them on somehow, and
surveying each other, noted that the knickerbockers
were now well above the knee, and the coat-sleeves
ended just below the elbow.

“ What'’s to be done now ?” said Jack.

“1 know,” replied the resourceful Dan. “When we
get home, we'll sit down at table quick, put our arms
and legs well out of sight, and say, ‘Is dinner ready?’
That'll keep us out of trouble till we've had our
dinner, anyhow.”

‘And so it was done; but it didn’t come out quite
as Dan had hoped and expected. Probably, in their
anxiety, they overacted.

Mr. Leno was reading when they arrived with a mad
rush, flung themselves at the table, and breathlessly
inquired, “ Is dinner ready ?”

He looked up in surprise, and eyed the boys curiously.

“What's all this quick business about?” he inquired.
“ Stand out here!”
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At the second time of asking they did stand out,
because it wasn’t safe to allow Mr, Leno to repeat a
request more than twice.

He looked them up and down. And then—

“ Mother !” he shouted to his wife. “ Mother! come
here and have a look at your black velvet beauties!”

And that is the reason why Dan Leno got no dinner
that day, and never possessed a black velvet suit in his
life.

It may be noted here that Dan's brother soon left
the stage to learn a trade, and died at an early age.

In 1870 the Irish element was still further fostered
in Dan, for he was then billed as “ Dan Patrick Leno,”
and described as “ Descriptive and Irish Character
Vocalist.”

In this connection it may be noted that there is a
popular idea that Dan Leno, in his young days, was a
clog dancer, pure and simple, and only took to songs
in his later years. As the record of his career shows,
this is quite a delusion.

One of his big successes in these days was a song
entitled “Pity the Poor Italian.” In this song Dan,
attired as an Italian hurdy-gurdy boy, and with real
white rats crawling over him as he sang, struck a note
of genuine pathos. It is not surprising that he should
have done so, since the memories of his own short life
might well have engendered in hxm a sympathy with
the character he portrayed.

The song was especially popular in the colliery
districts, It is hard to see the connection; but the
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fact remains, that wherever Dan had colliers as his
audience, he was certain of a shower of coppers raining
upon the stage as he sang.

The colliers might not, however, have been so
generous had they seen the expectant stepfather wait-
ing at the wings, carefully counting each coin as Dan
picked it up, and thoughtfully relieving the “ poor
Italian boy” of his burden the moment he came off
the stage.

So far, all salaries had been inclusive for the family ;
but Dan’s stepfather, with the idea of netting an extra
salary, changed the boy’s name to Dan Patrick, and,
as such, he duly appeared for his first recorded separate
salary. This was at a combined music-hall and hotel
in Birmingham, and his reward for singing and dancing
four times nightly was 23s. a week, with board and
lodging. This was a distinct advance for him.

It is true that he never, personally, saw any of the
23s. ; but, as he used to say, he was permitted to keep
the board and lodgings for his very own.

While on the subject of Dan Leno’s salary, there is
a very curious instance worth recording.

In his young days it was the custom of the music-
hall proprietor to make out the artistes’ contracts per-
sonally, and in his own handwriting. In the hands
of some of the more illiterate owners of the cheaper
halls a contract thus became, at times, a very weird
document, o

One of these gentry, having engaged Dan’s services
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at the salary of £2 os. od. per week, duly handed him
his contract for signature.

Unfortunately his education being defective, or his
memory at fault, he had either never learnt or had
forgotten that £2-0-0 required a dot before each
“0.” The astonished and delighted Dan, therefore,
opened his contract to read that he was engaged for
one week at the salary of £200!

Needless to say, he didn’t get it then, although he got
it afterwards; but I am inclined to believe that the
spirit of prophecy must have entered into that music-
hall proprietor as it did into Balaam’s ass, and that he
prophesied better than he knew. '

In 1877 the little company were in Manchester, and
in rather low water. They had been out of an engage-
ment for nineteen weeks; they had no immediate
prospects, and the outlook was gloomy.

So the word was passed to Dan, the indefatigable,
that he must go out and earn something somehow ;
sing at public-houses, in the streets; anywhere, so long
as the result was money. And Dan, the indefatigable,
obediently set forth.

Finding that there was no overpowering demand at
the moment for a comic vocalist in busy Manchester,
he tramped further afield, and eventually found himself,
penniless but by no means despairing, in the small
town of Hyde. _

Pausing before the Railway Inn there, he was de-
lighted to see in the window an announcement to the
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effect that a « free-and-easy ” was to be held there that
very evening.

“Here’s my chance!” said Dan to himself, and
promptly went inside to interview the landlord.

The gentleman in question was a short and extremely
stout specimen of humanity, who, it afterwards turned
out, suffered from some complaint that caused him to
fall asleep at frequent intervals, and with marvellous
abruptness. On these occasions it was the rule of the
house that everybody sat still and preserved complete
silence until he woke up of his own accord.

To him Dan proffered his modest request that he
might be allowed to sing at the forthcoming entertain-
ment, and, to his joy, he was granted permission to sing
what he liked and collect all he could.

It was then four o'clock in the afternoon, and the
concert began at six.

“What are you going to do between now and six
oclock?” asked the landlord.
~ “Walk round the town,” replied Dan.

“But you can walk round Hyde in a quarter of an
hour,” objected mine host.

“Very good,” said Dan, making a rapid calculation,
“then I'll walk round it eight times!”

“H'm! You seem to be fairly fond of walking,”
remarked Boniface.

Dan considered a moment. “Well,” he said at
length, “it’s not altogether that; but it's the cheapest
amusement I know except sleeping, and they won't let
me do #Aat in the street.” »
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The landlord looked more closely at the boy, and
evidently saw something in his face that moved him to
pity.

“You're tired, my lad,” he said, “and you're hungry.”

“Oh yes!” admitted Dan, with the careless indiffer-
ence of one who describes his normal condition. “Oh
yes! I'm hungry!”

“Then,” said the good-hearted landlord, “dinner’s
just ready. Come in and sit down with us.”

A few moments later-and Dan was sitting at table
gazing rapturously at a beautiful joint of roast beef.
The odour of it was a delight in itself, and if Dan had
been hungry before he was doubly so now.

Mine host sharpened his knife on the steel, and was
just on the point of carving the first portion, when, alas,
his complaint overcame him, and he fell fast asleep, as
he sat, knife in hand.

At once all business was suspended, and the as-
sembled company sat and gazed at the beef in deadly
silence,

What the others felt Dan never knew; but he himself
suffered all the torments of a Tantalus.

He sat there, heart-sick with deferred hope, until he
felt that he absolutely could not stand it any longer.

So, being essentially a man of action, he boldly took
the initiative,

He happened to be sitting next to the sleeper, and
his first step towards emancipation and dinner was to
secure, unostentatiously, a three-pronged steel fork.

This weapon he carefully concealed under the folds
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of the tablecloth, and, watching his opportunity, adroitly
“jabbed " it into the calf of his slumbering host.

“It didn’t go in so very far,” said Dan afterwards,
“but, of course, I had to be sure it went far enougtk, and
famishing folks can’t stick at trifles.”

It went far enough.

Mine host woke with a start and a shout, rubbed his
leg, said he reckoned he'd a bit of cramp (on which
point Dan was careful not to contradict him), proceeded
with his carving, and Dan got his dinner.

That night he duly appeared at the free-and-easy.

The proceedings were opened by songs from two or
three local working-men, and then Dan was let loose
upon the assembly.

His success was instantaneous, and so complete as to
be almost embarrassing.

To the credit of the critical faculty in Hyde, be it
said that his audience appreciated him so highly that,
after his first song, they steadfastly and absolutely
declined to listen to anybody else. So, for the re-
mainder of the night, until eleven o’clock, Dan sang
and danced without intermission, and, but for the
licensing laws, might have gone on singing and dancing
until next day for all his audience cared. At the end
of his labours he got his reward —a collection of
£1 18s, mostly in coppers.

The last train having gone to Manchester, and there
being limits even to his pedestrian endurance, he slept
that night on the floor of the concert-room, and started
for home next morning with his load of coppers, a
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quaint little figure, with his bundle slung on a stick
over his shoulder and a pair of ornate dancing-clogs
on his feet.

On the high road he met a trio of beggars—man,
woman, and child —dolefully singing a melancholy
tune, in the hope of attracting the attention of the
charitable, Dan, the successful, looked at them, and
his heart melted.

Diving into his pocket, he produced a handful of
coppers, thrust them into the man’s hand, and closed
his fingers over them. He repeated the operation with
the woman and the child, and then went on his way.

Not a word was spoken on either side; but when
Dan, after walking fifty or sixty yards, turned to look
behind him, there were the three, standing where he
left them, each holding a hand still outstretched, and
gazing after him in open-mouthed amazement.

Said Dan afterwards, “I don't think I ever walked
six miles so lightly and easily as I did after that.”

Dan arrived home in the middle of a domestic storm.
His mother, rendered nervous by the fact that he had
been away all night, was severely blaming his step-
father for sending him out in the way he did, and
freely asserting that, if her boy ran away or got lost,
the fault would be entirely his.

However, the advent of Dan and his peace-offering
cleared the sky, and as he very wisely told nobody the
exact amount he had collected, nobody missed the
amount he had given away in charity.



CHAPTER 11
ON TOUR

OON after this the company sailed for Ireland.

How they managed to scrape together the money

for their fares, or whether they travelled “on their

baggage,” is not recorded, but they got there somehow ;

for the first impression of Dan, as he appeared in the

streets of Dublin, is given by one who came to know
him well in later years.

This is how he struck the passer-by.

“ A smallish man, or a biggish boy, with an ex-
pression of chastened sorrow on his features, somewhat
tempered by a mischievous twinkle in his eye. On
his head a white billycock hat of the usual basin shape
he always affected in those days (there is strong reason
to believe it was always the same hat), a short coat,
a still shorter waistcoat, with a considerable piece of
vacant land between its termination and the beginning
of the trousers,

“Item, a pair of elastic-side boots that were worn
indifferently by Dan and his mother, and which fully
accounted for the fact that, unless Dan wore his clogs,
they were never seen out in the street together.”

16
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As Dan, in all his glory, passed a group of loafers,
who were busily engaged in leaning up against the
wall of a public-house, one of them, pointing to him
significantly, whistled a few bars of the then popular
song, “ He's got ’em on! He’s got ‘’em on,” to which
Dan immediately responded by pointing, first to his own
nose, then to the inflamed organ of the whistler, and
whistling the well-known air from Les Clockes de Corne-
ville, “ Just look at this—just look at that!”

Then, realising that the loafers were not only larger,
but more numerous than he was himself, he incon-
tinently fled without waiting further developments.

During this tour, Dan, in addition to singing and
dancing, fulfilled the Shakesperean adage by playing
many parts. One character sketch he gave was known
as Zorpedo Bill.

This explosive person was a mischievous boy, who
was a source of great trouble to his worthy parents.

The plot was of the simplest. It began with a dis-
cussion between his father, a cobbler, and his mother,
a washerwoman, as to what was Torpedo Bill’s real
vocation in life.

The father desired him to stick to the last; but the
mother had more ambition, and earnestly wished him
to turn his attention towards becoming a great inventive
genius,

Bill, in his efforts to justify his fond mother’s estimate
of his latent powers, invented a great many wild, weird
things that consistently involved the family in awful

disaster whenever they were tested, and ended the
c
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piece by blowing up the entire strength of the company
with gunpowder.

It must have been a bustling sketch while it lasted,
and if anybody could carry through a thmg of that kind
successfully, Dan could.

In another sketch he appeared as “Pongo,” a par-
ticularly athletic and vicious species of monkey.

Dan specially enjoyed this performance, as the
“business ” included a considerable amount of chasing
his stepfather to and fro.

Pongo was armed with a thick roll of brown paper
for this purpose, to the manufacture and solidity of
which Dan saw personally every night ; and as he fairly
estimated that every resounding whack he got home on
his revered step-parent’s anatomy metaphorically wiped
off a box on the ears, it is to be hoped and believed
that by the time the latter gentleman retired from the
stage, they were fairly entitled to cry “quits” on the
score of assault and battery.

It was this visit to Ireland that gave Dan the “touch
of the brogue” that led so many people into the delu-
sion that he was of Hibernian origin. Why he should
have adopted an Irish accent, when he had just as
much reason to be Scotch, Lanca-shire,'Yorkshire, or
Cockney, it is not easy to say; but the fact remains
that it clung to him throughout life.

It was, to be sure, most obvious when he was in
mischief or when he was very much in earnest; but,
as he was generally one or the other, there was a pretty
constant and strong suggestion of it about his speech,
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No doubt, also, his childish training as a singer of Irish
songs was partly responsible. He went to Ireland for
the first time as an Irish comedian, more or less; he
came back, more or less, as an Irishman.

If, during these early struggles, Dan’s mother was
always willing and anxious to help him, Dan, in his
turn, was no less eager and ready to help his mother.

Indeed, his will was sometimes greater than his
power, as the history of the ruined dinner at Belfast
testifies.

On a certain Sunday Dan’s mother was not feeling
particularly well, so Dan packed her off to bed, there
to rest until dinner was ready, while he boldly under-
took the responsibility of the culinary arrangements
for the entire family.

The bill of fare consisted of a roast of beef, boiled
potatoes, and a batter pudding, all of which Dan,
sternly declining offers of outside assistance, under-
took to have “done to a turn” by the appointed
time,

So his mother retired to bed, while the rest of the
family went their various ways and left him to it.

He started operations by peeling the potatoes, which
he soon found to be a more difficult task than he had
expected. There appeared to be no middle course
between the Scylla of leaving large pieces of peel on
the potatoes, and the Charybdis of cutting off large
chunks of potato with the peel; so he chose the latter
course as being the less of two evils, and very quickly
reduced five pounds of potatoes to three, or thereabouts,



20 DAN LENO

The process was, in fact, as magnificently simple as
that of the would-be sculptor, who proposed to make
a statue by taking a large block of marble and knock-
ing off the pieces he didn’t require.

Carefully throwing away the rejected pieces of potato,
with the peel attached, he placed the remnants, or—as
he described them-—the potato pellets, into a pan of
water, and, trustfully leaving them to boil until further
orders, turned his attention to the beef.

This joint he rigged up before the fire by means of
an involved contrivance of string that was entirely his
own invention, and, feeling he had done his duty by it,
left it to its own devices, and went for the batter
pudding in the spirit and with the enterprise of an
Edison.

Dan had theories about batter puddings. What par-
ticular ingredients he put into the specimen in question
he never divulged to a living soul ; but the consensus of
opinion among the family, when guessing afterwards,
was that there had been a sinful waste of Portland
cement in its preparation. However, that is antici-
pating.

Dan, looking up for a moment from the intricacies of
his batter pudding, noticed that, while the beef was
turning a brownish black on the side nearest the fire,
the opposite side still remained in its original raw-red
condition, .

Obviously it was necessary that the joint should
revolve if both sides were to be eaten on the same day;
so, having no meat-jack, he twisted the string with one
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hand, while he vigorously stirred the batter pudding
with the other.

This kept him busy, until the string broke and the
beef fell into the fire. Nor was this all; for Dan,
jumping up hastily to try and save the beef, upset
the batter pudding on the floor, and the disaster was
complete. This would have daunted most men; but
Dan never gave in; so, after scraping the beef, rescuing
what he could of the pudding, and wiping up all traces
of the accident, he cheerfully began again.

It was, by this time, long past the usual dinner-hour,
and the various members of the family, who had re-
turned hungry, took it in turns to look in the kitchen,
and inform the cook, gratuitously but pointedly, what
time it was.

To these hints Dan merely replied that all. would be
ready in a few minutes. He said it hopefully; but, in his
own heart, hope was dead. He knew the beef and the
pudding had failed him, and his only chance of salva-
tion depended upon the potatoes. They, at any rate,
had remained quietly in their pan, and, so far as he
could judge, had been strictly attending to business.
When, however, he poured them out, a sodden, shape-
less mass, he yielded to the inevitable, served up the
dinner as it was, and bravely prepared to face the
consequences.

He brought in both courses at once, partly to save
time, and partly to know the worst as soon as possible,

He was not long kept in suspense,

His stepfather, about to carve the joint, suddenly
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paused and inspected it more closely; then, without
a word, took it from the dish, and hurled it with all his
might at the unfortunate cook.

Dan, dodging to avoid, fell back with his chair, and
while he was on the floor, the justly irate Mr. Leno,
after pouring the potatoes and batter pudding over his
prostrate form, left the house, in great indignation, to
seek refreshment elsewhere.

So ended a perfectly unique dinner, that required six
hours to prepare, and was polished off in something
under five minutes,

"It was not the only gastronomic disappointment the
unfortunate family were destined to have on this event-
ful tour.

One day, Dan and Johnny Danvers, taking a walk
in the country outside the town in which they were
performing, found themselves in an extensive copse
or thicket.

“What are those things growing up there?” asked
Johnny, pointing.

“Nuts! Hooray!” exclaimed Dan, recognising thern
at once,

They were small; but they certainly were nuts; so
the pair set to work to reap their harvest, and, after
filling their pockets, their caps, and every other re-
ceptacle they possessed or could invent, returned home
in triumph, laden with their spoil.

“Hullo! What have you got here?” inquired Mr.
Leno, senior, inspecting the heap that Dan and Johnny
had deposited on the table in the sitting-room.
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“ Nuts,” replied Dan, with justifiable pride.

“Nuts! So they are!” exclaimed Mr. Leno, rub-
bing his hands with considerable satisfaction. “And a
goodish pile of them, too! Now, you can leave all
that arrangement to me. I've been in good society
in my time, and I know how nuts ought to be eaten.
We'll keep them till Sunday, and then we'll eat them
after dinner, with a drop of good port wine just to give
them a flavour.”

Sunday duly arrived; dinner was over; Dan had
brought in from the adjacent public-house the “drop of
good port wine,” or, in his own words, the “ bob’s worth
of red ink,” and the nuts entered amidst loud apblause.

The sad sequel is soon told. The family hopefully
cracked those nuts for the best part of an hour and a
half; but not a single kernel did they find, for the
simple reason that the nuts had all been gathered too
young.

On this Irish tour Dan, while losing none of his
comedy, was steadily developing, as a clog dancer, those
marvellous steps that gave him, a few years afterwards
the championship of the world.

Nobody taught him ; but possessing that rare com-
bination, an original and an imitative brain, he success-
fully copied all the various steps he saw others do,
improved upon them, and, in addition, invented not
a few of his own. .

Famous clog-dancers were, in those days, fairly
numerous, especially in the north of England; but
nobody suspected that there was, in Ireland, a com-
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paratively unknown youth, who was quietly training,
and was destined to upset the pretensions of more than
one champion at his very first attempt.

His local fame as a dancer was, however, spreading
to the extent that, as a professional tutor in the art, he
began to take in pupils.

One day there came to him a member of the Royal
Irish Constabulary who explained that, being ambitious
to join the Police Minstrel Company as an active
member, he wished to learn a few steps, in order that
he might be more efficient as an entertainer.

The policeman was a fairly large specimen of a fairly
large class, and, for a moment, Dan gazed at his feet,
reflectively and in some doubt. He thought, however,
that there was probably money in the undertaking that
he could ill afford to throw away ; so he agreed to do
his best to teach the constable to dance. _

By the end of six weeks he had succeeded, with the
expenditure of much patience on the one side, and
perspiration on the other, in teaching his pupil three
steps.

“Now,” said Dan to him, “you've got three steps
solid, and if you put half of one step into half of
another, you can vary it so that you've really got six
steps altogether. I have to go away for a fortnight;
but what I've taught you is no earthly good unless you
practise.

“Practise whenever and wherever you have the
chance, and when I come back, if you're all right on
what you know now, I'll teach you some more.”
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At Dan’s return, he was met by the constable in
great trouble. It appeared that, following out his
tutor’s instructions faithfully and conscientiously, he
had been in the habit, while on night duty, of retiring
up secluded passages, and, placing his lantern on the
ground, assiduously practising his three steps, and
painfully endeavouring to convert them into six.

While thus engaged one night, he was surprised by
his sergeant. The sergeant, very naturally, accused his
subordinate of being drunk, and would listen to no
explanation whatever. He entreated Dan to see the
sergeant and corroborate his statement; so Dan good-
naturedly saw the sergeant; explained satisfactorily,
and, the sergeant becoming interested, Dan gained
another pupil.

After a somewhat severe course of instruction, Dan
pronounced his pupils to be efficient—that is, for police
minstrels—and within a week or so had the satisfaction
of learning that, at a public concert, and a specially
shored-up platform, they had performed a pas de deux
with complete success.

So far, nothing had been arranged regarding pay-
ment, but, three days after the concert, the sergeant
called upon Dan, and, expressing himself as eternally
grateful, both on his own behalf and that of his col-
league, thrust into his hands a cigar-box with holes
bored in the lid by means of a red-hot poker, begged
his acceptance of the same, and, without waiting for
thanks, left in a somewhat hasty manner.
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Dan, somewhat surprised, and not a little curious,
opened the box, and found therein a live canary.

Not liking to keep the poor thing immured in such
an uncomfortable and highly flavoured prison as an
old cigar-box, Dan, although he could ill afford the
necessary shillings, purchased a cage, and installed his
prize in this more commodious home. Next day the
bird died; so that Dan’s reward, for several weeks’
hard work, was a dead bird, and a bird-cage he didn’t
require, minus several shillings he required very much.

He took it very philosophically, however ; the only
comment he was ever heard to make on the transaction
being :

“It serves me jolly well right for teaching policemen
to do what nature never intended they skow/d do.”

The ungrateful policemar somewhat unexpectedly
cropped up again a week or two later, and was, all un-
wittingly, the means of healing the only quarrel Dan
Leno ever had with Johnnie Danvers.

At their then impressionable age, the quarrel was,
naturally, over a member of the other sex.

She was an attendant at a skating rink, and evi-
dently a firm believer in the advisability of having
more than one string to her bow. She was also a sub-
ject which, although, as it afterwards turned out, Dan
and Johnnie had in common, they somehow never
discussed together. So it happened that one fine
Sunday afternoon, neither suggested to the other to
take a walk ; but both repaired to the bedroom at the
same hour, and began to make a careful toilet.
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“What are you getting yourself up like that for?”
inquired Johnnie.

“It's a pity if I can’t wash my face without yox inter-
fering,” retorted Dan. “And if it comes to that, why
are you putting all that grease on your hair?”

“To keep it on,” replied Johnnie laconically; “so
mind your own business, and keep yours on.” '

As spick-and-span as they could make themselves,
the twain emerged from the house together. At the
gate they paused mutually.

“I’'m going this way,” said Johnnie significantly, and
indicating his direction.

“So am I,” returned Dan.

Up a street, round a corner, up another street, and
round another corner, they marched side by side in dig-
nified silence, until it seemed to strike Dan that their
destinations might possibly synchronise in a manner
too embarrassing to be pleasant.

“ How far are you going?” he asked suspiciously.

“TI’ll stop when I get there,” was the other’s enigmatic
reply.

A few more streets and corners they negotiated in
common, and, finally, both halted before a certain
house with the precision and uniformity of a military
manceuvre,

“I'm stopping here,” explained Dan pointedly.
(1] Good_bye.”

“You needn’t say good-bye,” said Johnnie, “ because
I’m stopping here, too.”

So, for a quarter of an hour or twenty minutes, they
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stood there, alternately scowling at each other defiantly,
and indulging in plaintive little whistles, obviously in-
tended to announce their proximity to their charmer.

At the end of that time, the door opened ; they
eagerly started forward ; and the young lady emerged,
followed, all in his Sunday best, by the stalwart con-
stable Dan had been at so much pains in teaching to
dance. Without so much as a look at the unhappy
pair, she took the policeman’s proffered arm, and
sailed majestically down the street.

Dan and Johnnie watched them out of sight; then,
turning to each other, they burst into a roar of laughter,
and walked home arm-in-arm themselves.

The Leno family did not find Ireland a veritable
El Dorado.

For instance, Dan has himself stated :—

“I remember being engaged to give a song and
dance at the Exhibition in Dublin. I danced my clog
dance with hardly a bit of sole under my clogs; but I
got fifteen shillings a week during that engagement,
and jolly glad I was to get it.”

It is a noteworthy fact that the next time he visited
Dublin his salary was one hundred pounds a week.

After a thorough and protracted search, throughout
the length and breadth of Ireland, for the fortune that
all good Bohemians believe they will eventually find,
the family returned to England, there to resume the
monotonous occupation known as “touring the
smalls.” :

‘While thus engaged they visited Sheffield, and here
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it was they got a chance which, they all fondly
hoped, might prove to be the turning-point in their
career.

While perusing a theatrical paper one day, Mr.
Leno chanced to see an advertisement that interested
him greatly.

It was, in effect, that an entrepreneur was wanted,
who could supply a really good high-class entertain-
ment on the occasion of certain festivities that were to
be held in honour of the coming of age of the eldest son
of a certain noble lord, whose family seat was situated
some twenty miles distant from Sheffield. The fee
offered was an inclusive one of fifty pounds, and all
applications were to be sent to the steward of the
estate. Mr. Leno immediately sat down and wrote a
letter to the steward that did him infinite credit.

In it he stated that he (Mr. Leno) was an entre-
preneur of immense experience and world-wide fame;
that he was willing, for the sum mentioned, to bring
down a company of London artistes, all of unrivalled
ability and marvellous versatility, adding that the
happy accident of this brilliant troupe being as close at
hand as Sheffield was the reason that enabled him to
offer the noble lord what was really the chance of a
lifetime, '

His company, continued Mr. Leno, was high-class or
nothing; but where high-class was required it was
simply and absolutely everything,

He fearlessly undertook to supply any kind of high-
class entertainment that the noble lord might select—
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Light Opera; Comic Opera; Grand Opera; Shake-
spearean Revival; Farce; Orchestral Concert; or
Tragedy.

“ But,” he somewhat artfully concluded, “if you wish
to see my company at its very best, I would recom-
mend a variety show as being our very strongest
point.”

There were a few days of sickening suspense ; but at
last there came a letter from the steward to say that
Mr. Leno’s offer had been accepted, and requesting him
to bring his company down to give a variety show on
the day appointed.

Then there was great joy in the house of Leno,
mingled with much furbishing up of theatrical garments,
and practising of new songs and steps.

It was arranged that the company were to travel by
train to a small station down the line, where they would
be met by a wagonette, and driven to the scene of the
festivities.

This is Dan’s description of the talented -company
that boarded the wagonette, much to the surprise of
his lordship’s servants, who had been led to expect
something different.

1. The old man (Mr. Leno) got up as the entrepreneur.
Hair well oiled, to the great detriment of his coat collar;
shocking bad top-hat; and the inevitable Family Ulster
with bits of an old fur boa of mother’s stitched on the
collar and cuffs,

2. A harmonium player, with a groggy face, carrying
his harmonium.
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3. A violinist who squinted.

4. A cornet player with four teeth out—the worst
cornet player in the provinces.

5. A negro comedian in a velvet coat and corduroy
trousers.

6. The human eel. A very fat man with -a purple
face through bending backwards.

7. A lady vocalist, dressed entirely in stage “ props,”
and wearing a hat a man had once worn when he played
Romeo.

8. Johnnie Danvers in patched boots.

9. Dan Leno in frayed trousers. And

10. The luggage. An old tin box with hollows all
over it, and tied up with pieces of rope.

When they arrived at their destination, they found
that the entertainment took the shape of a garden party;
a platform was erected at the end of a lawn for their
performance, and behind it stood a large marquee.

About this lawn were strolling ladies and gentlemen,
all beautifully attired, and in order to reach their dress-
ing-room, the company had to cross it in full view of
the assembled guests.

They hesitated a moment; then Mr. Leno boldly
took the plunge, and led the way. The others followed,
and, the passage being safely accomplished, they were
met on the other side by two flunkeys in gorgeous livery,
Before them Mr. Leno, temporarily overawed by their
magnificence, took off his hat and bowed humbly.
The flunkeys, eyeing the party disdainfully, merely
pointed to the marquee, and then retired.
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They entered the marquee, and were delighted to
see, spread before them, a large round of beef, pickles
of many varieties, and jugs of beer. wherewith to wash
it all down. «

For a moment they gazed in silent admiration.

The human eel was the first to speak.

“Oh dear! I wish my poor wife were here!” he said;
a speech that did him credit, but suggested sad memo-
ries of hungry days. But the human eel was not a man
who wasted much time over foolish and unavailing
regrets.

He heaved one sigh, and, philosophically remarking,
“Well, if she’s not here, I am,” attacked the cold beef
and pickles with a certain amount of science, and a
great deal of vigour.

He showed such strong tendencies towards rapid
consumption that the rest of the company had, in self-
defence, to sit down without loss of time and join in
the fray.

A somewhat prolonged meal was the result ; indeed,
it was not until after five or six messages, each one more
urgent than the last, had been sent by the steward to
know if the company was nearly ready to begin the
performance, that Mr. Leno reluctantly gave the word
to desist.

The human eel, who had been particularly heavy
on the beer and the pickles, sat back in his chair with
a satisfied grunt, wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand, and remarked somewhat huskily, “ Guv'nor! put
me on last!”
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It was a pity, as it afterwards turned out, that Mr.
Leno did not take this sound, practical advice.

The proceedings opened with a performance of the
overture to Zampa by the full orchestra. This was
so distressingly bad that the audience took it to be
intentionally so, and laughed heartily at what they,
with some reason, imagined to be a burlesque on the
real thing.

The insulted orchestra retired, in high dudgeon, to
the marquee, there to console themselves with more
beef and beer, and Mr. Leno, remarking that if they
wanted to laugh he would give them something to
laugh at, turned on the negro comedian instead of the
lady vocalist, whose next turn it should have been.

This gentleman had a large stock of jokes from
which to draw—jokes that were for the most part
more distinguished for breadth than length, and that
certainly possessed the merit of being absolutely new
to a fashionable audience. The effect of them was
instantaneous.

At the end of the first joke a distinct shiver ran
through the audience; the second caused them to
shuffle their feet restlessly; the third emptied half
the seats; and the fourth was never finished, because
Mr. Leno, who knew the point of it, audibly insisted
on the performer leaving the platform before he got
more than half-way through.

The entrepreneur now felt that something must be
done quickly in order to obviate disaster, so he decided

to play his trump card. Mounting the platform, he
D
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announced to those who had bravely remained in their
seats that he had much pleasure in introducing to
them a most sensational novelty, none other than
“The Human Eel”

Applause, a chord from the band, and the human
eel stepped on to the platform in the bright sunlight,
attired in green tights, mended, in various places, with
blue worsted.

“ My first feat,” said he, “ will be to bend backwards,
pick up a glass from the ground with my teeth, and
consume the contents as I resume my original posi-
tion.”

Placing the glass on the ground, and sighing deeply,
he began to bend, anxiously watched by the rest of the
company.

Poor eel! He was, as stated in the bills, only a
human eel after all, and, as was to be expected under
existing conditions, he never got his mouth anywhere
near that glass.

He struggled nobly, until There was a sharp
“rip,” the green tights yielded where the blue worsted
most predominated; and the remainder of the audience
retired.

In vain Mr. Leno remounted the platform, and en-
treated them to remain and see “the great and only
Dan Leno, the greatest dancer and comedian on the
stage.” They knew when they had had enough, and
publicly intimated the same.

A brief period of doubt among the company as to
what it was advisable to do next was peremptorily
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settled by the steward, who informed Mr. Leno that
the further services of himself and his distinguished
company would be dispensed with; that the wagonette
was now waiting to take them back to where it had,
unfortunately, found them; and that the cheque for £50
would be sent in the course of a day or two.

There was no help for it. So poor Dan, cheated out
of his first appearance before a really fashionable
crowd, climbed sadly into the vehicle and was driven
away.

I wonder how many of that high-class party have
laughed at and applauded him since then, without
knowing the bitter disappointment they caused him on
that eventful day.

Three days elapsed, and no cheque arrived. The
family, in anticipation of the expected wealth, had
launched out into various extravagances, and money
was decidedly short. So, on the fourth morning,
Mr. Leno started off to collect personally.

On arrival, he was informed by the lodge-keeper
that the steward and his lordship were out shooting.

“ Where are they shooting ? ” inquired Mr. Leno.

“Somewhere over there,” replied the lodge-keeper,
waving his hand in the direction implied.

Mr. Leno looked “somewhere over there,” and saw
an apparently illimitable expanse of fields, ploughed
and otherwise. The expedition seemed almost hope-
less ; but pecuniary matters were pressing, and he felt
that he must collect something, or die in the attempt.

He walked about the fields for four hours, in shoes
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and garments ill adapted for the purpose, and at last, a
muddy .and dishevelled object, came upon the shooting
party. The steward promptly ordered him away; but
Mr. Leno had not come through so much only to yield
tamely, so he declined to go, and appealed to his
lordship.

A promise to post the cheque that evening was met
by Mr. Leno with the objection that certain pressing
creditors must, without fail, be satisfied immediately on
his return home.

“But, my good man!” exclaimed his lordship, “I
don’t carry fifty pounds in my pockets when I come out
shooting.”

Mr. Leno knew that. In fact, he never did it himself ;
still, landlords were landlords, and the company did not
wish to walk about the streets of Sheffield all night; in
short, a sum of money in cash at once, and the balance
by post that night, were necessary to save the financial
situation. A collection was thereupon taken up among
the members of the party, and the sum total, seven
pounds in all, being handed to Mr. Leno on account, he
began his return journey, feeling, with the village black-
smith, that he had “something attempted, something
done.”

Elated, but weary, he turned into the village ale-
house, there to refresh himself and wait for his train.
Assembled in the bar-parlour he found a crowd of
village worthies, with whom he got into conversation.
They turned out to be such a sociable lot, and when
they discovered he was a real play-actor from London,
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so respectfully appreciative of the honour he did
them by sitting in their midst, that Mr. Leno missed
his train. -

However, there were others, and he was enjoying
himself; so he missed the next three, and being nothing
if not convivial, occupied his time by treating the entire
assemblage to “whatever they fancied” at frequent
intervals, As the glad tidings spread through the
village, fresh arrivals dropped in, and very soon there
was “standing-room only” in that bar-parlour.

When the time came for absolutely the last drink,
and the last train, the villagers escorted their generous
host to the station, and, giving him a hearty cheer as
the train moved off, sent him away in a blaze of
popularity that contrasted finely with his departure
on a previous occasion.

When Mr. Leno arrived home very late that night
to the expectant family, he merely exhibited three
pounds without comment, and until the cheque arrived
next morning nobody knew enough to ask him what
he had done with the balance.



CHAPTER 111
DAN LENO AS AUTHOR AND PAINTER

HEN the company on tour arrived in a new

town, and were looking for lodgings, Mr. Leno,

senior, generally used to formulate his request something
in the following manner :—

“I require a room for myself and wife, and any odd
corner you may have where we can put the boys.”

The boys in question were Dan Leno and Johnny
Danvers, and there is no manner of doubt that,as a
rule, they slept in some very odd corners indeed.

Left very much to themselves when they were not
required on the stage, they used to amuse each other
by telling impromptu stories,

If they were lucky enough to secure a real bedroom
with a real window in it, they were able to round off
these stories with dramatic effect. If Dan, for instance,
told a particularly good one, Johnny, to show his
appreciation, would get out of bed, and gravely raise
and lower the window-blind; while Dan, also getting

38



HERBERT CAMPBELL, JOHNNY DAN

S, AND DAN LLENO






DAN AS AUTHOR AND PAINTER 39

out of bed, would as solemnly bow to the street. In
theatrical parlance, he “took his curtain.”

The pair used to indulge in long conversations or
absolute nonsense, the aim being to keep the ball
rolling, the more eccentrically and extravagantly the
better.

As for instance :—

Dan. 1 once had an IOU.

Joknny. So had I; but now I've only got U left.

Dan. Yes! Poor IO died.

Johnny. What did 10 die of?

Dan. Don’t you know? Iodide of potassium.

Johnny (looking for socks and finding a pair with
holes in them). Don’t talk to me! I'm collecting my
rents.

Dan. Ah! That's the worst of taking socks on a
long lease.

Joknny (inspecting socks). These are three quarters
overdue! I must speak to my valet.

Dan. Oh! By-the-by, have you heard what’s hap-
pened to my valet, Simpson ?

Johnny. No! you haven’t parted with him, have you?

Dan. 1 kad to. He died.

Johnny. Of potassium ?

Dan. No! A rattlesnake bit him in the Strand.

Joknny. 1t's a mean thing to do when a man isn’t
looking,

Dan. Oh! But the snake was perfectly fair. It

gave him every chance. It rattled three times before
it bit him.

And so on. Extravagant nonsense, of course; but
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the kind of nonsense Dan revelled in, and that he was
able to retail with such truly marvellous effect on the
stage in later years. '

In every way the ridiculous non sequitur appealed
to him far more strongly than did the obvious.

I well remember the morning when he turned up at a
rehearsal of the Mother Goose pantomime at Drury
Lane, and announced that he had got with him the
song he intended to sing. The title, he explained, was
“The Wasp and the Hard-Boiled Egg,” at which we all
laughed hugely, thinking this was one of Dan’s little
jocular inventions.

But it turned out that it actually was the title of
the song, and he sang it, with great success, throughout
the run of the piece.

Who that heard him can ever forget the pathos—
almost amounting to tears—in his voice, when, after
the passionate appeal of the wasp to the hard-hearted
egg, he sang—

“ But not one word said the hard-boiled egg,
The hard-boiled egg,
The hard-boiled egg,

And what a silly insect was the wasp to beg !
For you can’t get any sense out of a hard-boiled egg”?

It could never occur to anybody but a Dan Leno to
create such an incompatible alliance as a wasp and a
hard-boiled egg, and make a mock love ballad out of
the result.

It was this passion of his for sheer, irresponsible non-
sense that, combined with his gift for lifelike caricature
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made his humour irresistible. One recognises this, not
only in his performances, his grotesque make-up and
stage attire, but in his sketches and in his writings.

Painting was a great hobby of his. In this, as in all
else, he was entirely self-taught ; but he has left behind
him specimens of his handiwork to show beyond doubt
that the artistic gift was latent in him. He was particu-
larly proud of some scene-painting he did for a theatre
he rigged up to amuse his children at home.

When on tour he carried about with him a MS. book,
in which he recorded his freaks of fancy as they occurred
to him, and illustrated them in the same spirit in which
he wrote them.

Some of these specimens of how Dan Leno amused
himself in his leisure hours are well worth reproducing.

Here is what he describes as

“A VERY BRIEF DRAMA”

Dramatis persone—

A SA1ILOrR. A MampEN. A VILLAIN,

ACT 1.
ScENE. The Docks by Rushlight.
Enler SAILOR.
Sailor. Here’s a fine go! I've been and lost my ’bacca-box.
Enter PRESS-GANG.
They take no notice of him, so he volunteers.

[Curtain amid suppressed excitement.
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ACT 1II.
SCENE. A Large Clothes Line.

Enter MAIDEN, with mouth full of clothes-pegs, singing < The
Anckor’'s Weighed.”

Enter VILLAIN, with tears rolling down his cheeks.
They talk on their fingers until “All lights out.”
[Curtain amid applause, whick was promptly suppressed.

ACT III.
SceNE 1. A4 Fried Fish Shop.
Enter A CROWD, who borrow eightpence and exit.

Enter VILLAIN,
Villain. 1 know not how it is with me, and I'm blessed if
I know how it would be without me.
Posts an infernal machine in the letter-box, and exits.
Wonderful change to

SceENE I1. A4 little way down a street ; nearly at the bottom.

Enter VILLAIN, MAIDEN, and a House Doc.

Tey bark bitterly till muzzled.
[4% of-
NOTE.—T%is scene does not change unless the prompler is sober,
in whick case—
Stupendous change to

ScENE II1. The Chiteau.
Enter MAIDEN and SAILOR.
They talk in French until Thunder and
Simply awful change to
SceNE IV. TZke same place, five minutes aflerwards.
Enter EVERYBODY, all talking at once.

Curtain amid wild excitement, while the audience go out and take
something for it.
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ACT 1V.
ScENE 1. Jtaly, or as near as possible.
Enter MAIDEN and SAILOR, followed by BRIGANDS, armed witk
bowls of soup.
Maiden. At last we meet !

Sailor. Yes. But I wonder why we walked here from

Swansea ? (A exit, wondering.

ScENE 11. Zhe same place twenty-two years later.

Al discovered still wondering why they walked from Swansea.
General Breakdown.
Step dance till audience sleep.
[Curtain and sudden death of the authors.

This is a pretty fair specimen of the way Dan Leno
could let himself go when he had a pen in his hand and
felt in the humour.

But he also tackled more serious subjects than trans-
pontine melodrama.

History of any kind had a great fascination for him,
and, wherever he travelled, he was always keen to see
any cathedral, castle, or other building of historic
interest.

Here are a few of his impressions of Holyrood and
Windsor Castles, the Tower, and other national edifices,
together with his comments on the various events that
happened therein. The sketches accompanying are

his own. He begins by describing Holyrood Palace
thus :—

“This palace is one of the many palaces of its kind,
but vastly different to some of the other ones.
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“It stands in Scotland at the end of a long street
of dirty houses. It stands well back from the road.
Whether the smell drove it back, or whether it went
back of its own accord, I must leave my readers to
guess.”

As he goes on with his description, it is easy to
recognise the germ of his “ Beefeater” song, which, he
sang with conspicuous success many years later. -

“On entering the palace, a cold chill runs through
you.

“You shudder as your eyes wander over the scenes
of fearful tragedies; the bloodstains on the floor; the
terrible faces in the oil-paintings; and the awful man
at the door, who takes your bob, and gives you a
ticket.”

After this lurid introduction, Dan tries his hand at
making history.

“Many years ago, on a waste piece of ground, stood
a royal hunting party, consisting of Jane Shore, Mac.
Duff, Mary of Anchovy, MacRural’'s men, and Mary
Queen of Scots.

“ The Queen seemed rather impatient, and was play:
fully tapping her horse on the eyebrow with a large
piece of granite that she had picked up to throw at one
of MacRural’s men for wiping his nose on his kilt.

“‘Hold!’ cried MacDuff, *'tis useless travelling furthe:
to-night.’

“¢True!’ exclaimed Mary of Anchovy. ‘A storn
is brewing., I recognise the signs, for my father wa
a brewer.

“¢Silence!’ cried the Queen in a voice that shat
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tered the very air and rent the palace on a repairing
lease. ‘Those who wish to desert me, may desert;
those who wish to stay, may stay; the rest of you
may stay to dessert. All loyal subjects will now kiss
my boots !’

“ And immediately MacRural’s men knelt before her
and kissed her boots, crying, ‘Oh, Queen! Live for
evér!’ which, of course, she couldn’t do; but that was
no fault of theirs. (See illustration.)”

When Rizzio appears on the scene, Dan describes
him as—

“ A man-musicker, who discoursed indifferent well on
the banjo, taking into consideration the fact that the
strings of his instrument were entirely composed of
ginger-beer bottle wires.

“He played ‘Only a Pansy Blossom’ with such ex-
qQuisite pathos that the Queen could not refrain from
dancing.

“Being surprised in the act by Lord Darnley, she,
with great presence of mind, introduced Rizzio as
her music-master.



46 DAN LENO

“Darnley muttered ‘Darn lie’ under his breath, and
fixed on Rizzio a look that broke all his banjo strings
at once. (See illustration.)”

According to Dan, the Queen and Rizzio refused t«
take warning by this untoward incident.

“Riz repaired his banjo, and the Queen said, ‘ Come
let us have some supper! What ho, there! Produc
the oatmeal.’

“ And they feasted right merrily, until there fell upo
their ears a slight noise, as if somebody was moving th
piano without any help.
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“ They listened.
“*It seemeth to me,’ said the Queen, ‘as if someone
were pushing a mang]e thranch an anen window’

“‘Nay!’ returned Rizzio. ‘It is no common noise.
It sounds to me as if they were removing the roof with-
out taking the walls off.
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“But the Queen, being braver than Rizzio, only
laughed. (See illustration.)”

This dread sound was, of course, the arrival of Lord
Darnley and the conspirators, the upshot of it all being,
in Dan’s words :—

“ Dagger followed dagger in swift succession until the
unfortunate Rizzio resembled a large pin-cushion. Thus
died one of the finest banjo-players of his time.”

The Tower of London, he asserts, was originally
built as a place of entertainment.

“It supplied a long-felt want; because, at that time,
there was no music-hall nearer than Oldham.

“It was built before Regent’s Park was invented, and
cost between eighteen shillings and sixpence. This may
seem an exorbitant price; but, in those days, money
was money, and an ordinary cow fetched as much as
three-three farthings. The first tower constructed was
The White Tower, after which other towers were made
and stuck on to it, as various people thought proper.

“ The chief “turns’ at this ancient Palace of Varieties
were—Knife-throwing and catching in the chest.
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“ Slow roasting by ladies and gentlemen on a mixed
grill; and
“ Head-shifting in all its branches. (See illustration.)”

He was a keen critic of Henry the Eighth. Among
other things, he writes of him :—

“ Henry sent for the Bishop of Rochester to undo him
from one wife and tie him up to another.
“The Bishop declared he would do no such thing;
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whereupon Henry wept aloud, and gave the Bishop such
a black eye that he was unable to attend rehearsal on
the following Monday. As this took place in the
nutting season, Henry sentenced the Bishop to be off-
nutted by the Head Remover.

“ Just before his execution, the Bishop recnted the
following touching lines which he had written during
his sixty-five years’ imprisonment :—

‘I love the little sunflowers

As up the walls they creep ;

I love the singing of the wasp
When I am fast asleep ;

So now, my friends, I'll drink your health
In one last, flowing bowl,

Before they cut from me my nut,
And stuff me in a hole.

“Fifteen copies of this poem were sold, and the
proceeds given towards building King’s Cross Railway
Station.”

Naturally, as behoves one who played more than once
in “ The Babes in the Wood,” he has something to say
about the Princes in The Tower :—

“When the murderers entered the Princes’ bedroom a
fearful struggle ensued. (See illustration.)

“But at last the youths were overpowered, and put to
death without their suppers. For this fearful act, the
murderers were to have had four and a half louis de
ducats ; but the king being short of cash, he could only
raise a shllllng and an order for the pit.

“Some eighty-two years after, the murder was dis-
covered through one of the villains boasting, while in
his cups, that he could fight any two children breathing.
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This was overheard by a cabman dressed in plain clothes,

and the murderers were sentenced to be burnt alive till
dead.

“As they were burning, they confessed that the
children’s bodies were buried under the ash-barrel in the
backyard, and there they were found ; but children no
longer, for owing to the lapse of time, they had grown
into hoary-headed men. (See illustration.)”
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Dan concludes his history with the following self-
appreciatory remark ;—

“Thus ends one of the most beautiful entertainments
ever written by man.”

The envelope that is here reproduced was illustrated
by Dan Leno, and enclosed a letter to his friend Johnny
Danvers. By each separate illustration there hangs a
tale.

The history of the boots and the very amateur shoe-
maker's instruments is as follows :—

The company were in Bolton; business was bad, and
winter was near at hand. Among the many articles of
apparel Dan Leno and Johnny Danvers lacked were
boots of sufficient strength and stoutness to enable them
to resist anything in the shape of inclement weather.

They certainly had boots of a sort—boots that had
seen better days; but so long ago as to be almost
forgotten. In plain words, Dan and Johnny were
practically performing the feat which is known in the
Strand and Fleet Street as “ walking on your uppers.”

New boots were quite out of the question ; but Dan’s
stepfather took pity on them to the extent of presenting
Dan with a stout piece of leather and some sprigs,
remarking that, if he couldn’t patch up the boots and
make a decent job of it with #kaz, he wasn't worth his
salt.

As it had always been Dan’s rule in life to be worth
his salt and a little bit over, he accepted the leather and
the challenge.
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Being short of professional implements, he borrowed
from the landlady a dinner-knife, a fork, and a flat-iron.
With the first he cut the leather; with the second he
bored holes in it; and the third he used as a last.

He ruined the knife through sharpening it on the
doorstep; he broke all the prongs of the fork; he pulled
the handle off the flat-iron ; he skinned his hands; but
he triumphantly succeeded in fixing on to each boot a
sole that was solid, substantial, and thick.

Unfortunately, he quite forgot all about the heels
until it was too late, and there was no more leather.
The consequence was that, when Dan and Johnny went
for their first walk in the reorganised boots, the soles
were so high, and the heels were so low, that they were
in imminent danger of falling backwards at every step
they took.

The backward slope of their bodies must have been
very noticeable; because Dan records that, during this
their first and only walk in the celebrated boots, they
passed a little crowd of operatives enjoying their after-
dinner smoke at the factory gates.

As the pair stumped along at an angle of goodness
knows how many degrees, the group eyed them
curiously and in silence until, just as they passed, one
man pointed at them, and laconically remarked to the
others, “ Officers ! ”

Johnny was for giving in and going home at an early
stage; but Dan, with the pride of the workman upon
him, persisted that the boots would be all right when
they got used to them.
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Even Dan, however, found in the end that the
process of getting used to them was more painful than
pleasant; so he presented himself before his stepfather
in a crippled condition, and requested more leather with
which to manufacture heels.

The stepfather, either repenting his generosity or
being in a bad temper, examined the boots, and said
that the only thing the matter with them was that they
were too good for such ungrateful boys. He thereupon
ripped the leather off the boots again and sold it to the
landlady for eightpence.

It must be confessed that Dan’s stepfather was a
strong man with a weakness: he had a great fondness
for alcohol, and his chief excuse for flying to it was
grief.

He seems to have been a man of catholic sympathies,
for it is stated that a colliery explosion in South Wales,
a wreck in the North Sea, or an eruption of Mount
Vesuvius were just as likely to upset him and send him
to the bottle for consolation as any personal bereave-
ment. - Failing all else, he has been known to plunge
himself deeply into woe through reading the obituary
notices in the daily papers, and refuse to be comforted
except in his own peculiar manner.

On the envelope he is depicted by Dan as standing
at a bar and bitterly lamenting the death of George
Leybourne.

In two of the. illustrations an ulster figures prom-
inently. B

It was the family ulster,and was worn by the member
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of the company who needed it most at the time. It was
a very accommodating garment, in that, like charity, it
covered a multitude of sins; sins, be it said, that were
chiefly those of omission. In both sketches Johnny
Danvers is the temporary owner of the garment.

In the first is shown a meeting that, if second in
historic importance to that of Wellington and Blucher,
is much more amusing.

Dan had been fulfilling an engagement in Sheffield,
and Johnny was anxious to be the first to greet his
friend on his return to Manchester. It was a blazing
hot summer’s day; but it was a case of ulster or
nothing ; so Johnny bravely buttoned it up and went
out in the sun.

Thus attired he met Dan, who had gone to the other
extreme in the way of dress. A basin-shaped hat, with
a very narrow brim, a coat shorter than most waistcoats,
and abbreviated trousers that revealed his stockings,
constituted Dan’s costume.

“ As we shook hands on the platform,” he used to say,
when telling the tale, “the engine shied and ran to
Derby before they could stop it; all the boys chi-iked
us as we walked home, and the policeman on point duty
wanted to know if we were going to a fancy dress ball
or coming back.”

In the second sketch Dan and Johnny are ¢ walkmg-
out” two fair damsels of Coventry.

During an engagement there they made the acquaint-
ance of these young ladies, and many a pleasant after-
noon’s ramble was the result.
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In all weathers, rain or shine, cold or heat, Johnny,
from necessity, turned up in the family ulster, and
this at last struck one of the girls as being somewhat
peculiar,

“Tell me,” she said to Dan, “how is it that your friend
Mr. Danvers always wears that ulster whenever he goes
out with us?”

“Well,” explained the loyal Dan, “it's this way.
That ulster was given to him by his grandmother, and
he’s so fond of the old lady that he can’t bear to wear
anything else. Of course, it shows a very nice spirit;
but it's a great pity, because he’s got wardrobes full of
beautiful clothes at home.”

Whether the explanation was considered satisfactory
or not, history does not relate.

The picture of the demon coming up the trap repre-
sents a might-have-been tragedy that ended in farce.

Dan, Johnnie, and the stepfather were working what
is known as a “double-trap scene” in a Manchester
music-hall,

Johnnie and the elder Leno, dressed as demons,
popped in and out of a room, up star-traps, down grave-
traps, leapt through windows, etc., etc.; while Dan, in
the character of an Irishman, chased them round vigor-
ously.

Unfortunately, the stepfather, who had been assuaging
his grief in the usual way, miscalculated his distance,
and, in going down a grave-trap, hit his head hard
enough to cut it open. ~

Dan saw the accident he was unable to prevent, and
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stood on the stage alone, wondering what was going to
happen next.

There was a brief pause, and then up sprang Johnny
through the star-trap with tears streaming down his
cheeks.

“ How’s the dad?” whispered Dan, as he went for
him with his shillelagh.

“He's killed,” replied Johnny, and dived down the
grave-trap.

Dan, quite overcome, and unable to remain on the
stage another moment, dived after, and fell on the top
of him.

Below they found Mr. Leno in a bad way, with blood
streaming from the wound in his head ; so without wait-
ing to remove their make-up, or change their stage
clothes, they got him into a cab and drove post-haste
to the nearest doctor.

When the maid who answered the bell saw standing
before her, illumined by the red glow of the surgery
lamp, an Irishman and a demon supporting another
demon with blood running down his face, she naturally
shut the door again with great rapidity, and fled
shrieking.

Alarmed by her outcries, the doctor himself put his
head out of an upper window and surveyed the group
with astonishment, as well he might.

Some little explanation was required before he could
be convinced that his weird visitors were of this world ;
but, in the end, they were admitted, Mr. Leno’s injuries
(which turned out to be not so bad as they appeared)
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were attended to, and the Iri.shman took his two
demons back to the hall to work another “turn.”

Dan Leno did not actually write much in the way of
songs. His best-known effort was a parody on the
famous “Queen of my Heart,” that helped so much
to make the comic opera Dorotiy the great success
it was.

The parody was entitled “I'll give him beans to-
night,” and was sung in the character of a vixenish wife
who was sitting up late at night to warmly welcome her
truant husband home. It had a great vogue for some
time, but I believe Dan made little or nothing out of
it pecuniarily.

But, if he was not the actual author of the songs he
sang, he could lay considerable claim to the title of part
author. . He had the happy knack of taking another
man’s ideas and words: of preserving the former intact,
while he twisted the latter round into his own quaint
phraseology, and imbuing the whole with the Lenoesque
spirit, until the original author was fain to confess that,
although the ground plan was his, the building belonged
to Dan Leno.

In considering Dan Leno as author and painter one
must remember that, as a youth, he had no education in
the higher sense. He had no time for that.

His young nose was put to the grindstone at a very
early age, and kept there pretty constantly. Conse-
quently his undoubted gifts in these directions were
practically undeveloped.
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His writing, if extravagant, is whimsical : his carica-
tures are broadly humorous. Some of the scenes he
painted and several of his landscapes are very excellent.

What he might have attained in the literary and
artistic world, had fortune favoured him in his youth, it
is, of course, impossible to say ; but to have achieved so
much under such adverse conditions is, to my mind, a
veritable triumph.



CHAPTER 1V
DAN LENO AS A DANCER AND A BRIDEGROOM

N 1880 Dan was fortunate in meeting Miss Lydia

Reynolds—who afterwards became Mrs. Leno—in
Rochdale, where she joined the company as a ballad
vocalist.

The next year or two records more travelling, more
hard work ; but, alas, very little more money !

To use Dan’s own words in describing his career about
this period : —

“ We performed everywhere and did everything. I
have performed, I suppose, in every singing-room and
free-and-easy in Manchester and Liverpool. I appeared
at Ben Lang's Music Hall the week after the great
panic. I have sung in the Shakespeare Music Hall, in

Manchester, on the site where the Central Station now
stands.”

It may be parenthetically noted that this is the second
time the Midland Railway Company wiped out, with a
station, a building that held memories for Dan Leno,
the first being, of course, his birthplace in St. Pancras.

“I have sung and painted scenery for the Star Music
Hall, in Ancoats. At the People’s Concert Hall I spent

60
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my twenty-first birthday, and was there presented with
my first watch and chain. I have played in comedy and
drama at the Old Rotunda, in Liverpool. I have even
had engagements as a serious vocalist, but, of course,
that was in the days before I became a genuine comic
singer and mislaid my voice.”

With regard to this last statement, he has en-
deavoured, more than once, to prove its truthfulness by
telling the following story :—

“It happened in a north-country town, somewhere in
the region of Yorkshire. There I had a friend who
possessed a voice that was specially constructed for the
purpose of singing such light and frolicsome items as
‘The Diver,’ * Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep,” and so
on. Naturally, he was in great request at all the
mission-hall and temperance concerts for miles round.

“On a certain evening, when I happened to be in the
town, he was engaged to sing at a concert in aid of a
society called the ‘ The Guild of Gentleness.” Unfortu-
nately he caught a cold ; his voice departed from him,
and as he couldn’t dance, and ¢ The Guild of Gentleness’
wouldn’t have let him do it if he could, he was, as an
entertainer, absolutely useless.

“So he came to me and asked me, as a personal
favour, if I would take his place. He said that he didn’t
care to ask any of his rivals in the neighbourhood
because they all sang so badly; but, strictly between
ourselves, I fancy he came to me because all his rivals
sang a great deal better than he did.

“The concert was to be held in the Congregational
Chapel, and I declined the offer on the ground that
I was a very particular Baptist,
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“But he argued with me; he said that was sheer
bigamy—or bigotry—I forget which. He told me that
I had the pious expression of features that is generally
associated with early Christian martyrs; that, on. that
account alone, I would be immensely popular, and that,
for a mere shade of difference in creed, it would be
unfair of me to deprive the Congregationalists of such a
treat as my singing was sure to give them.

“I said I couldn’t sing ‘Rocked in the Cradle of the
Deep,’ because it always made me sea-sick, and ‘The
Diver’ was quite out of the question, because the man
went several miles too far down for me to follow him.

“In the end I weakened, and promised to sing ‘ The
Lost Chord’ if the pianist would play the accompani-
ment in the alto clef.

“Of course, 1 didn’t know what the alto clef was, or
whether the pianist really played it that way on the
night; but my friend solemnly promised that he would,
so I suppose he did.

“ When the evening came and the chairman announced
that Mr. Dan Leno had kindly consented to sing ‘ The
Lost Chord,’ there was subdued applause, and I walked
on to the platform as firmly and cheerfully as most
criminals walk on to the scaffold.

“ To begin with, I had no make-up on, and I was not
used to performing in an unadulterated face, and in the
second place, I had a piece of music in my hands, which
worried me a good deal.

“I kept my eyes glued to this music while the pianist
played the symphony; not that I could read it, but
because I had never in my life stood on a stage or plat-
form for so long without doing something.

“ Checking a wild desire to dance to the symphony,
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I waited until I judged the pianist had finished, and
then I began. They told me afterwards that I started
off with ‘Seated one day on an organ,’ which is quite
possible, and may have accounted for the curious be-
haviour of the members of ¢ The Guild of Gentleness.

“ Gaining confidence as I went on, I ventured to look
at my audience, and very soon saw that something was
wrong somewhere. The men were looking inside their
hats; the women had handkerchiefs to their mouths,
and they were all shaking violently. I wondered if
they were ill.

“By the time I had got well into the second verse,
I was quite myself, and I threw into the song all the
voice I had, and as much expression as would have
made the fortunes of twenty songs.

“ At the end of that verse I looked at my audience
again, and found, to my disgust, that they were
laughing.

“Ignoring them, I sang my third and last verse
directly at the reverend chairman. By the time I had
finished he was rolling about helplessly in his seat, and,
like everybody else in the room, shouting with laughter.

“Of course, I never knew that ‘ Guilds of Gentleness’
went on like that, or I would never have gone near them.

“I don’t know to this day what they saw in ‘The
Lost Chord’ to laugh at, and I'm certain I shall never
sing for such frivolous people again.”

Although Dan had by this time reached man’s estate,
he had by no means lost his spirit of mischief. Indeed,
he never did lose it to the end of his life ; but the prank
he and Danvers played with a Liverpool man’s bonfire
was more typical of the age of fifteen than of twenty.
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Looking out of their sitting-room window on the
afternoon of one fifth of November, the pair could
command a good view of several backyards both up
and down the street. They were much interested in
watching the building of a bonfire by the man next
door, and when he had saturated his shavings with oil,
hung his Guy, stuffed with fireworks, on the line, and
retired to his house, there to await the darkness neces-
sary for his display, they gazed at the completed article
thoughtfully and in silence. At last Dan said—

“ Johnny, I'd give all the money I hope to possess to
light that fire now.”

“It’s too far off,” replied Johnny.

“Is it?” returned Dan significantly; “you wait here
till I come back.”

He disappeared, and in about ten minutes returned
with a large Roman candle. This he lit, and then flung
it with marvellous precision right in the middle of the
shavings. Up shot the flames, down came the Guy,
bang! went the fireworks, and out rushed the man
swearing.

He never knew who played him the trick, nor how it
was done ; but he was greatly surprised next morning
to receive a card, on which was printed in large capitals
the following inscription :—

BIRTHS.
ON THURSDAY, 5TH NOVEMBER,
AT —— STREET, LIVERPOOL,
MR. —— OF A BONFIRE,

PREMATURELY.
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It was in 1880 that Dan Leno first achieved some-
thing more than a local reputation as a clog-dancer.

His first serious competition was at Wakefield, where,
with many other aspirants to fame and fortune, he
danced for a purse of silver and a leg of mutton, and
carried off the double prize in triumph from all com-
petitors.

This success naturally suggested still greater possi-
bilities to the Leno family, and they looked about for
fresh worlds to conquer.

As luck would have it, a certain Mr. Joe Wood, of the
Princess’s Music Hall, Leeds, announced at this very
juncture that he would offer a gold and silver belt,
weighing 443 ounces, and of the value of £350, to be
danced for, it being officially understood that the
winner of the said belt had the right to call himself
“ The Champion Clog-dancer of the World.” As is the
case in all contests for championship honours, this par-
ticular competition was open to all-comers; but it was
tacitly understood that the real reason for its initiation
was to bring together two great dancers named Tom
Ward and Tom Robson, between whom had existed a
long-standing rivalry. The partisans of these two rivals
were keen to prove that the man they favoured was the
better man of the two, and all the knowing brigade, to
a man, had backed either one or the other as the ultimate
winner,

A comic singer, by name Frank Belton—who evidently

‘knew something about dancing—urged Mr. Leno to
F



66 DAN LENO

enter Dan as a competitor, and let him try his mettle
against the aristocracy of the clog-dancing world.

As it was a case of everything to gain and nothing
whatever to lose, Mr. Leno agreed, and so it came
about that Dan the unknown found himself in the
society of champions.

Through one heat after another Dan danced all-
conquering, incidentally destroying great reputations,
deserved or otherwise, as he made his own.

It was not long before the knowing ones began to
recognise the presence of a “ dark horse” in the race, and
Dan’s career was watched with great interest until he
reached the final heat, in which he defeated his last
rival and triumphantly claimed both belt and title.

After this he was, of course, challenged to defend his
rights on more than one occasion. The first three
contests he won, and retained his prize; at the fourth
contest the judges pronounced in favour of another
dancer.

There appears to have been considerable dissatisfac-
tion expressed in more than one quarter at this decision.

Dan himself made no fuss about it, beyond saying
afterwards :(—

“I disputed the judge's verdict at the time, but did
not argue about it. I dispute it still, but have no
desire to go into details now.”

That a fuss was made on his behalf, however, and
that there was considerable bad feeling shown in the
matter, is proved by a bill of “Ohmy's Circus of
Varieties, Accrington.”
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On this bill it is announced :—

« Little Dan’s challenge for £400 a side remains unac-
cepted. This is open to the World. He will nightly
expose the contest in which he was not allowed to win,
after beating fifteen of the best dancers in the kingdom.
The present holder of the Belt would not stand his
chance and dance a second time, according to the condi-
tions of the champion contest, but preferred to buy the
Belt of Mr. Mellon for the sum of £10.

“ This fact will prove to the public who remains
champion still !” '

The new champion, before another contest could be
arranged, managed to lose the belt altogether; so
another one was provided, and a fresh contest arranged
to take place at the People’s Music Hall, Oldham.

Dan Leno entered, and being again adjudged the
winner, handsomely recovered the laurels he had
temporarily lost. This belt he kept possession of to
the end of his career; nor, indeed, was his claim to
be considered the champion clog-dancer of the world
ever seriously questioned again.

The inscription on the belt reads as follows :—

CHAMPION BELT
WON BY
DaN LENO
CHAMPION CLOG-DANCER OF THE WORLD
AT THE
PEOPLE’S MUSIC HALL, OLDHAM
AFTER SIX NIGHTS' CONTEST
MAY I4TH TO 19TH, 1883

As a dancer Dan Leno was an enthusiast. Like the
poet, he was born, not made.
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It is strange to hear that no less a personage than
Charles Dickens should have recognised his youthful
talent, and prophesied future greatness for him; yet
this is a fact.

They met in Belfast, where Dickens was lecturing,
and Leno dancing—not, it is to be supposed, under
the same management ; still, although it is not recorded
that Leno heard Dickens lecture, it is certain that
Dickens saw Leno dance, and, patting him on the
head approvingly after the performance, said, “ Good,
little man; you'll make headway.” Of himself Dan
used to say: “I can put more beats into sixteen bars
of music than a drummer can with his drumsticks,”
and, when one watched him doing his best, one was
not at all inclined to back the drummer.

To the uninitiated it was somewhat confusing when
he spoke eloquently, if technically, of the rolling, the
kicking, the taps, the twizzles, and the shuffles; of
which, he used to explain, the art of clog-dancing
consists.  Still, the ignorant man, with whom Dan thus
conversed, had one great advantage over the learned
one, in that, for his better understanding, and to make
his own meaning perfectly clear, Dan was compelled
to explain with his feet quite as much as with his
tongue. A reasonably dense man could always, on
this subject, keep Dan dancing for hours.

He was a firm believer in the “extempore dance.”
He used to say—

“I can only dance when I am in perfect health, for
you want all your faculties awake to invent as you go on.”
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Even in his younger days he asserted that the
genuine “extempore dancers” were lamentably few
and far between, and, as it is to be supposed they are
to-day still fewer in number, “extempore dancing” is
in danger of being relegated to the lost arts.

He often cited, as two shining examples, W. J.
Ashcroft and Lottie Collins.

“The former,” he said, “is a genuine dancer. When
I visit him at his saloon in Belfast, we spend all our
time showing each other original steps. He'll think
of some new movement, and then I think of one, and
so we go on dancing against each other till people
who see us must think we are mad.”

Of Lottie Collins he maintained—* She dances from
inspiration and genius; not by imitation or out of a
book.”

His description of the result of a meeting with such
a fellow-enthusiast as W. J. Ashcroft I can well believe ;
because, long after he gave up clog-dancing and became
the great comedian, it was his great joy, during the
intervals of Drury Lane rehearsal, to retire into some
remote corner, with such of “ the boys” as were anxious
to learn or willing to watch, and there practise old
steps and invent new ones by the hour together.

American dancing did not appeal to him at all. _

“Don’t talk to me about your cake-walks,” he would
say, “they’re intended for men like Herbert Campbell.
I'll guarantee to teach him one in two lessons.”

He very nearly succeeded in proving the correct-
ness of this statement in Humpty Dumpty, which,
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unfortunately, turned out to be the last pantomime for
them both.

One day Dan turned up at rehearsal full of a great
idea.

He (the Queen) being greatly concerned because
Herbert (the King) had been putting on so much weight
lately, had decided His Majesty must go in for more
exercise.

The Queen went on to explain that the recognised
cure for royal obesity was dancing; so she would sing
to her royal consort a little coon ditty entitled “ In the
Cane Brakes” (which was a burlesque on one of the
numbers in the negro show /n Dakomey then running),
and would follow this up with a coon dance.

“I see,” said Herbert. “Good! I sit and watch you.”

“Not exactly,” replied Dan. “You sit and listen
while I sing the song; but when I dance you get up
and follow me round, and imitate me in everything I do.”

“Oh! Do 1?” commented Herbert, in some dismay,
and seeing distinct impossibilities.

However, Herbert was far too good a sportsman to
stand in anybody’s way, so merely remarking (as he
often did), “ If Dan takes to an idea, you can bet he's
going to be funny in it,” he loyally prepared to do his
best.

At the first rehearsal of this great speciality that we
were permitted to see Dan arranged all about the stage
a number of plants in pots, explaining that this was
done in order to give a realistic representation of “the
cane brakes” in question.
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The song followed in due course, and we all waited
eagerly for the dance.

When the music struck up, away went Dan, skipping
in and out the rows of plant pots, and after him went
Herbert, manfully endeavouring to give a colourable
imitation of the same.

As the dance went on, and Dan got really interested
in it, there is no doubt that he put in certain steps
which were not in the contract as originally arranged
between the two, because Herbert could be plainly
heard expostulating as loudly as his exertions permitted
him to do—

“Go easy, Dan! Go easy!”

“I can’t do that kind of thing, you know.”

“Let’s have one or two of the simple ones.”

“ I shall have to chuck it if you're going on like that.”

“ What do you take me for? An acrobat?” etc.

But Dan would not be restrained, and it was a very
exhausted King who hopped off the stage after his
nimble Queen.

The next day Dan announced that he had made up
his mind to “cut the whole thing out”; so the public
were never privileged to see the performance.

Whether it was merely one of his little jokes, and he
never had intended to do it, or whether he “cut it ” out
of mercy to his old friend, nobody knows to this day.

The winning of the championship belt was Dan’s first
experience of greatness, and if it did not bring him in a
great deal of money at first, it brought him the fame
that resulted in the large salary later on.
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My own first recollection of him was about this time.

I fancy I see him now, a slim youth, standing on the
stage of a Manchester music-hall, wearing his champion-
ship belt in demure silence, while a gentleman, purport-
ing to be his trainer, but who was, I suppose, really his
stepfather, recited his deeds in a speech of some length.
Then the belt was removed ; the trainer retired, and
Dan danced. He danced on the stage ; he danced on
a pedestal; he danced on a slab of slate; he was encored
over and over again ; but throughout his performance
he never uttered a word.

It was the style of entertainment he gave in those
days that has induced so many to believe that he had
never posed as a comedian until he gave up clog-
dancing.

It seems odd to think that it was considered neces-
sary for a trainer to make a speech to introduce a Dan
Leno, who, even then, must have been very well able to
introduce himself to any audience ; but high-class clog-
dancing ranked then in the north of England as an
athletic dumb-show performance, and a trainer was a
sine qua non.

The professional trainer was a great man. He was
generally a bookmaker or a publican, and for ever on
the look out for budding talent in any branch of athletxcs,
but more particularly in the pedestrian line,

Having spotted some speedy youth in a country
district, he would, after making his bargain with the
boy's parents or other guardians, secure his services for
a term of years, take him home, and proceed to deal
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with him on the same principle as one deals with a
greyhound entered to run in the Waterloo Cup.

Under this regime the youths in question naturally
developed more muscle than brain, and Dan Leno, who,
in his travels up north, met a good many specimens of
the class, had many good stories to tell about them.
One, in particular, may be quoted here as showing that
the old-fashioned triumph was the triumph of matter
over mind.

A competitor in a race just about to be run was wait-
ing in his dressing-room for the pedestrian’s equivalent
to the saddling-bell. His trainer was busily engaged in
looking him well over, to be quite certain that he was
going to the post fit and well, and the lad was sub-
mitting as unquestioningly as a well-trained horse in
the hands of his groom.

As a final and artistic touch, the trainer took a large
pin, and with this affixed his colours to his pupil’s cap;
then, stepping back a pace or two, viewed the general
effect.

“We're ready now, I think,” said he. “How do you
feel about it, my lad? Are you all right?”

To which the lad replied stolldly, and without moving
a muscle—

“Ay! I think Im all right! The pin’s stuck in my
head an inch deep. Should it be?”

Truly, there were Spartans in those days.

It was during the clog-dancing perfod of his life
that Dan Leno had the temerity to raise his first and
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only moustache. It was not a great affair, but he
treasured it exceedingly, because he was seriously
thinking of getting married, and he had no doubt that
it helped him greatly to find favour in the eyes of the
lady he had chosen.

His friends, however, did not approve of the mous-
tache at all, and there is a dark story of a visit to a
shaving saloon and a secretly-suborned barber.

The true facts of the matter have never been openly
stated, but, so far as can be gathered, Dan sat down
to be shaved in all faith and innocence, only to jump up
a few moments later to demand wrathfully “what the
dickens the barber was doing.”

The barber was very apologetic. It was quite a
misunderstanding. He really had been under the firm
impression that the gentleman wanted his moustache
removed. It was a pity, because, although he had only
shaved half of it off before the mistake was discovered,
he regretted he was unable to put it on again.

When Dan pointed out that the result of his mistake
was to give his (Dan’s) face a peculiarly lop-sided
appearance, the barber admitted the fact with sorrow.
There was only one course he could conscientiously re-
commend him to take, and that was to have the other
half-moustache removed, and thus preserve the uni-
formity of his features.

So Dan resumed his seat, had the remainder of his
moustache shaved, and never grew another.

Although the public demand for comedy gave Dan
Leno, in later years, very little opportunity for clog-
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dancing, he never lost his love for the art, and when
Mr. Arthur Collins, in 1901, suggested to him that he
might bring his clogs out of their long retirement, and,
as Sister Anne, dance a measure in the Drury Lane
pantomime of Bluebeard, he jumped at the idea, and
performed with all his old skill. This and a subsequent
engagement at the Pavilion Music Hall were, I believe,
almost if not quite his last public appearances in the
clogs that first brought him fame.

In 1883 he married Miss Lydia Reynolds in St.
George's Church, Hulme, Manchester. It was not an
imposing ceremony. The happy pair, accompanied by
a couple of friends, repaired to the church on foot, the
general impression of the event that was left on Dan'’s
memory being, as he afterwards described it, “ four little
people sneaking into a big church through a back
door.”

His mother was unable to be present, because she
was busy at home preparing the wedding breakfast.
This feast consisted—again to quote—of “cold meat
and potatoes, topped off with a wedding cake made of
bread pudding.”

Humble fare, no doubt, but it was partaken of by as
merry and contented a wedding party as ever graced a
lordly banquet.

At some of the smaller halls in the north visited by
Dan Leno in his dancing days, it must be admitted
that the orchestra was not a great aid to success,

The members of these organisations were, for the
most part, operatives by day and musicians by night;
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while the conductor justified his position by playing
the violin during the easy passages and wildly waving
his fiddle-stick as a biton whenever the music became
in the least degree intricate.

Dan, whose music had been hitherto of the simplest,
was one day presented by his stepfather with a selec-
tion of operatic airs, compiled and arranged by himself
with a due regard to the measure of the clog dance,
and all culled from the most high-toned and thoroughly
classical composers.

Armed with the band parts of this unusually superior
“musical mélange,” Dan arrived at rehearsal one Monday
morning at a small music-hall in a manufacturing town
in Lancashire.

“Good morning, Mr. Leno!” he was greeted by the
conductor when his turn came. “I don’t think we'll
need to worry about your music. All th’ lads know it
very well by now.”

“Yes!” replied Dan, handing his band parts over
the footlights with becoming pride. “But this isn’t the
old stuff; this is something new.”

The conductor inspected the music, and his jaw
dropped visibly, “By gum!” he commented, “this is
a bit of something extra.”

“Rather,” agreed Dan. “There’s some high-toned
music among that.”

“There’s lumps of it,” remarked the conductor after
another inspection, “and, if I'm not mistaken,” he added
prophetically, “ there’s going to be a bit of trouble over
this job.”
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“Oh, it's easy enough!” returned Dan encouragingly,
and not knowing the least bit about it.

“Ay!” said the conductor gloomily, “’cept for them
as has to play it. Stand by, my lads "—turning to his
band—* I'm sending you something tricky down now.”

When the parts were distributed among the men, it
was impossible to ignore the fact that an atmosphere
of distinct depression was formed, and gradually spread
as the unfortunate musicians began to realise the fulness
of what was expected from them.

Heads were sadly shaken, and despairing whispers
were freely exchanged; but the conductor judiciously
ignored these ominous symptoms, and exclaiming with
forced cheerfulness, “Come, my lads! Let's get at it.
We've getten to see it through now. Choose how.
Art ready? One! Two! Three! Now!” boldly led
the way on his violin into the first bar.

The others, observing the politeness which is always
the due of a conductor who condescends to perform,
respectfully followed him at varying intervals, and with
more or less confidence.

Result. A wild whirlwind of sound, during which
Dan stood petrified, and wondering what to do. At
last, it happily ceased.

“ Do I dance to that?” he mildly inquired.

The conductor scratched his head. ¢ That's your
look out,” he said. “But if you'll take a fool’s advice,
you'll leave this stuff alone and go back to th’ good
old la-tum-tiddle.”

But Dan was obstinate on this point. He had got
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some really good music to dance to at last, and “the
good old la-tum-tiddle” was to be forgotten and a
thing of the past.

“Very good,” said the conductor resignedly, “off we
go again, lads!” And off they went.

“That's worse than th’ first offence!” he criticised, as
they once more paused for breath. “What the blazes are
you blowing at down there?” he shouted, fastening on a
stout cornet player as being a suitable excuse for wrath.,

“I'm blowing at this,” responded the cornet, as, per-
spiring and indignant, he handed up his part for the
conductor's inspection.

“] thowt there were summot wrong,” remarked that
worthy, “ tha’s got th’ second fiddle copy.”

The second fiddle, who up to this point had, with rare
judgment, played nothing whatever, thereupon disgorg-
ing the cornet part, and receiving his own in exchange,
a fresh attack was made on the operatic airs,

The music, however, proved itself to be made of stern
stuff, and it successfully resisted a series of determined
assaults, until the conductor was fain to admit, if not
absolute defeat, at least a severe repulse.

“J.ook here, Mr. Leno,” he remarked, in the in-
tervals of mopping his brow, “we can’t keep th’
rehearsal waiting all day while me and my chaps is
trying to find out what your new music is about. Let’s
pass on; I'll keep th’lads for a couple of hours after
you've all gone, and you can tak’ my word for't as we
shall get through it same as a band o’ two-year-olds to-
night.”
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To this, Dan, if he meant to have his music played at
all, was obliged to agree, and he left the hall wondering
a great deal, and hoping a very, very little.

When he appeared on the stage at night, shod with
his dancing clogs and ready to do his “turn,” the band
played a preliminary chord that sounded magnificent
to the uninitiated, but struck apprehension to the soul
of Dan. He knew that chord well; it was the same old
chord wherewith they had greeted his entrance from
time immemorial, and was neither an introduction nor
bore any relation to his newly acquired operatic airs.

As the chord died away, and Dan waited the sequel
with expectant feet, there ensued a dead silence, which
the conductor broke by rising in his place, and address-
ing Dan in loud tones and full hearing of the audience—

“It's no use, Mr. Leno,” he said, “the lads couldn’t
tackle your job under a matter of three weeks; so
unless tha’ can be content with th’ old la-tum-tiddle,
tha’ must dance wi'out ony music.”

So Dan, being helpless, perforce consented to a revival
of “la-tum-tiddle,” and the band peacefully settled
down to its old form,



CHAPTER V

DAN LENO HEADS THE BILLS

LTHOUGH he had not yet succeeded in capturing

the metropolis, Dan Leno was now fast becoming

a celebrity in the provinces, and enjoyed the distinction

of heading the bills at most of the halls he visited. He

and his wife still continued to tour with the company ;

but as Dan was able to command good money,and Mrs.

Leno drew a separate salary as a ballad vocalist, they

were now in comparative affluence, and Dan was steadily

walking along the high road to fortune, on which, from
that time, he never turned back.

Some of the theatres and music-halls in the north
that they visited during this tour were, however, still in
a very embryonic condition as compared with the
palaces of pleasure the northern towns possess to-day.
The proprietors of the same were more often than not
of the very eccentric variety, and many of the per-
formances witnessed there of a decidedly elementary
type.

A very well-known proprietor, in those days, was a
gentleman known as “The Signor,” who owned a
flourishing music-hail in the centre of a colliery

]
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district. Why he was called “The Signor” is a mystery,
because he made no pretensions to be an Italian, and
could not possibly have passed hxmself off for one if he
had desired to do so.

Many were the authentic anecdotes that Dan Leno
used to tell of this worthy.

As an additional inducement to patromse his enter-
tainment, “ The Signor” used to distribute soup “free
gratis” among his audience during the evening, a practice
which, however keenly his patrons may have appreciated
it, was a distinct slur on the attractive powers of the
artistes he engaged to fill his programme.

Also he had a son, whom Dan, having had frequent
opportunities of judging, boldly characterised as “the
absolute worst ventriloquist on earth.” This son, failing
engagements at other halls, made up for the deficiency
by appearing very frequently indeed at his father’s place
of entertainment.

“The Signor,” being a fond father, to the limit of
foolishness, encouraged him to such an extent that
his audiences rebelled, and, despite the attractions of
free soup, stayed away in large numbers whenever
the name of the so-called ventriloquist appeared on the
bills.

Thereupon the wily Signor bethought him of another
plan. His son’s name appeared no more; but, by a
remarkable coincidence, some artiste, whose name 4id
appear, invariably failed to turn up according to con-
tract.

“The Signor’s

G

” method, under these distressing circum-
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stances, was always the same. = He appeared before his
audience, and, making his best bow, explained :—

“Ladies and gentlemen,—I regret to inform you that,
owing to unforeseen circumstances, Mr. Blank, whose
name is next on the bill, is unfortunately unable to
appear this evening. In order, however, to keep faith
with my patrons, and being desirous not to shorten the
programme in any way, I have succeeded in persuading
my son, who is at present resting, to give his marvellous
ventriloquial entertainment.”

It was some little time before “ The Signor's” patrons
realised the fulness of the idea; or, if they did realise
it, they were slow to resent it. But an audience, like
a worm, will turn at last under severe pressure, and,
after a month’s suffering, “ The Signor,” when he stepped
forth to make his now well-known announcement, had
only got as far as: “Ladies and gentlemen,~—I regret
to inform you——" when he was interrupted by howls
from the gallery and cries of—

“No! No ventriloquist!”

“Put your son to bed!”

“Send him to school till he learns how to do it!”

And other more or less practical suggestions of a
similar nature.
~ Drawing himself up in an attitude of stern defiance,
“ The Signor” glared fiercely at his noisy gallery.

“Silence up there!” he commanded. *Silence!
or——" here he paused and pointed dramatically at
the attendants, who were preparing to go forth, bearing
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with them the steaming bowl. “Silence! or I'll stop
your soup!”

And silence reigned, broken only by the clatter of
soup plates and the feeble voice of a very bad ventrilo- ;
quist, to whom nobody listened for a moment.

It was at “The Signor's” benefit that Dan Leno
played in his first and last melodrama.

He has himself admitted that, with every intention
to help the show along, he actually hindered it.

His first appearance was under the table of a sitting-
room situate in an Italian village inn, where, concealed
by the long folds of the tablecloth, he was supposed
to overhear the vile plot, hatched by the wicked brigands,
as they sat smoking and drinking.

His instructions were that at a certain cue he must
raise the cloth slightly on the side nearest to the
audience and cautiously peep out. This was, of course,
necessary in order that the audience might know he
was there, and thus follow the after proceedings in-
telligently, and Dan faithfully carried out his instruc-
tions.

When the plot was at its very thickest, and the
audience were sitting breathless and spellbound at its
wicked intricacies, Dan lifted his tablecloth and peeped
at them.

Heaven knows what that audience saw in the face
that dawned on them so abruptly. Probably, in his
desire to be sufficiently intense to fit the situation, he

gave them a prophetic vision of the Dan Leno of the
near future,
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Anyway, there was no more plot in that scene. The
whole house shrieked with uncontrollable laughter, and
refused to be quiet, or to listen to another spoken word,
while Dan sat still under the table and wondered what
on earth had happened.

For the remainder of the play his services were used
with distinct caution.

At his next appearance, all that was seen of him was
the point of his bayonet, while he marched, as a sentry,
up and down on the other side of a prison wall. Inside,
and in full view of the audience, was the prisoner, busily
sawing through the bars of his cage with a file. When
he had accomplished his object, and, in the very
moment of escape, it was Dan's duty to rush on and
shoot him. The prisoner was then to fall back into his
cell, and die in the centre of the stage, entirely sur-
rounded by limelight, while Dan knelt by his side, and
exclaimed, in accents of horror, “ Merciful heavens!
I have shot my own brother!” (Curtain!!!)

I say this is what oug/s to have happened; what
really did happen was otherwise,

It wasn’t really Dan’s fault at all; it was the gun
that wouldn’t go off.

With exemplary perseverance, Dan had some half-
dozen ineffectual pot shots at his victim, thus affording
him an opportunity, not only to escape, but to put
several parishes between himself and his judicial
murderer.

The prisoner, however, had no intention of tamely
escaping. He had a good death scene before him, and
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he was too old a melodramatic hand to wilfully waste a
centre stage solus, and a quantity of valuable lime-
light; so, after giving Dan every reasonable oppor-
tunity to shoot him, he staggered down the stage to his
appointed place and there died of some unknown and
mysterious disease, but apparently in great agony.

Dan followed him there, but not being in his confi-
dence as to cause of death, and recognising, under the
existing conditions, the utter futility of his original
speech as written, he knelt by the lifeless body, and ex-
claimed in a voice of deepest woe, “ Merciful heavens!
he has swallowed the file!”

And the audience signified their approval of the same
in the customary manner.

These same audiences were rather tough nuts to
crack sometimes. What they liked, they liked loudly ;
but what they disliked, they disliked in an even more
vociferous manner.

Dan Leno was always, as one would naturally ex-
pect, in the highest favour with them ; but some of the
weaker members, who fell by the way, could, alas, tell a
very different tale!

It was at the hall owned by “ The Signor” that an
unfortunate serio-comic lady met her fate; whether
deserved or otherwise, is not recorded.

It is certain that she was not at all to the taste of the
audience, and they told her so with no uncertain voice.
The poor girl, whatever her abilities may have been,
stuck to her work pluckily, and was singing and danc-
ing, a smile on her lips, tears of mortification in her
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eyes, doing her level best to win the audience over to
her side, when, in the height of the uproar, “The
Signor” appeared on the stage, and the music stopped
abruptly as he held up his hand to command silence.

Leading the unfortunate serio-comic by the hand
down to the footlights, he began—

“Ladies and gentlemen,—I am ashamed of you!
Here is a lovely lady from London who has come
among you to interest and amuse you, and you are so
cruel as to treat her thus,

“Have you considered, ladies and gentlemen, that
this lady is honestly endeavouring to earn her daily
bread, and, when you deliberately endeavour to prevent
people from earning their daily bread, you——"

At this point of his speech a half-loaf of bread, flung
by some patron in the gallery, hit him on the head and
fell at his feet.

Too proud to confess the remote possibility of any-
body daring to inflict such an outrage upon /s, he
calmly continued—

“Yes! and, adding injury to insult, you even dare to
throw bread at her—to throw bread at a poor girl who
is doing her best to amuse you. Well, gentlemen,
‘throw bread at her if you like! Thank God, she is not
too proud to eat it.”

And picking up the half-loaf, he thrust it into the fair
serio’s disengaged hand, and led her off the stage with
the air of a man who had won a diplomatic victory.

On the different play-bills of this period Dan Leno is
variously described; but always in the highest terms of
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adulatory advertisement, which shows that the managers
appreciated him at his proper value.

For instance, at the Britannia Music Hall in Glasgow
his advent is thus announced :—

“ First appearance in Scotland of the Conquering Hero,
Mr. Dan Leno!
Champion Clog Dancer of the World.
He will nightly appear in his Champion Clog Dance.”

A week later he is still there, and on the bills it is
stated—
“ The audience nightly in rapture at the inimitable
dancing of Dan Leno,
Champion Dancer of the World,
In his Matchless Prize Hornpipe. Every Evening.”

And the week following, although the then redoubt-
able Irish comedian, Mr. W. J. Ashcroft, was appearing
at the same time in the same hall, Dan Leno still held
his own, for the advertisements record—

“ Re-engagement for one week longer, by universal
request, of Dan Leno,
Champion Dancer of the World.”

It is noteworthy that on the same bill he modestly
appears in conjunction with his mother and stepfather
aAS—

“ The Comic Trio (Mr. and Mrs. Leno and Dan Patrick)
In their really Funny Entertainments, Songs,
Dances.”

It is to be supposed that, for his second turn, he
assumed the character of “Pongo,” or some equally



88 DAN LENO

efficient disguise, for the purpose of deluding the
audience into the idea that Dan Patrick and Dan Leno
were two separate and distinct performers.

A most interesting bill is that which announces a
“most gorgeous spectacular entertainment” at the
Princess Palace in Leeds.

The piece was entitled 7he Wicklow Wedding, or,
The Leprachaun's Revels.

The author was Mr. William Leno, who also contribu-
ted an original song and played a part in his own work.

The scenery was painted by Dan Leno from sketches
taken by him on the spot during his last Irish tour.
In addition to his artistic share in the production, Dan
headed the list of star artistes employed, and with Mr.
Joe Alberto, took part in what is described as a Zerrific
Phantom Fight.

Also further down the bill we read—

“ Tremendous success of Mr. Dan Leno,
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