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Together we sorrowed
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Together we succeeded

The distances of life were always bridged
because our faith has been large in the skill
of that great sculptor Time, who would shape
our friendship to a perfect end.






PREFACE

HAVING neither record nor note-book these pages
from memory were written in long hand between
the hours of four and six a.m., when in my room
there was that silence which allowed the still
small voices to be heard.

June 1, 1923.
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coughing, sneezing, holding on to my head and giving every
evidence of an approaching malady.

I watched with inward delight the departure of my father
and mother, of my three brothers, of my one sister and of the
servants ; only the cook remained, to prepare our midday
meal. This was my chance. I sneaked into the store-closet.
I sat my chubby little person on the floor and began to eat the
forbidden fruit. I had Adam and Eve discounted, for I ate
six green bananas at one fell swoop. That night I writhed in
agony. I heard my distracted mother and our kindly family
physician racking their brains as to what had caused my ill-
ness. I stolidly refused to explain—until suddenly I heard
fear expressed that my hours might be numbered. Then all
the Sunday-school threats of eternal damnation flashed before
my eyes. Hell fire was sizzling. Red devils were dancing.
Three-pronged forks were pricking. I was broken at the wheel.
My spirit groaned, my flesh was conquered, my soul cried out.
I confessed—not through remorse, but through fear. I had
lied through fear. I was truthful through fear.

These three episodes are my earliest recollections.

Conspicuous in my memory are the incidents in a fashion-
able school, which I attended for several years. I suggested to
the class of some thirty girls that we should form ourselves
into a secret society. The very name had an enticing sound.
It breathed exclusiveness, and all children are natural born
snobs. I proceeded to elect myself both president and treasurer.
A name had to be chosen and a pin designed. I decided that
the initials A. B. S. would look well interlaced, but what would
those letters mean? Presto—I had it! ‘ Asses Bray
Shockingly.” This interpretation, born of the moment, proved
satisfactory to my class-mates. Ihad seen toit that the selec-
tion and ordering of the pin was to be my affair. The price
was agreed upon. The pins were to cost twenty-five cents
each. I recalled a little shop in the Bowery which supplied
flags, banners and emblems. There I struck my bargain. The
pins were to be made of real, shiny tin, so that they might
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suggest silver. The cost was to be eleven cents each. There-
fore, on this transaction, I cleaned up the net sum of four
dollars and twenty cents, representing the value of my idea.
I had something to sell and I sold it.

The next story deals with an annual prize offered to the
scholar who could recite with proper effect a long poem by some
distinguished author. I selected Gray’s Elegy. As nothing
was more difficult for me than to memorise, I had to struggle
to master the self-imposed task. At last I knew the lines, and
knew them so thoroughly that for three consecutive years I
recited the poem with stupendous success, carrying off the prize
each time—the repetition remaining undetected. But at the
fourth contest I met my Waterloo. The teacher remem-
bered !

In connection with my own school days, let me observe that
I do not believe there is a greater fallacy than the belief that
one’s social standing is improved or cemented by the associates
found in a classroom. School friends are invariably dead
friends in an incredibly short period after graduation. Rarely
in after-life does one meet them, nor does, as a rule, the phrase
““ T used to go to school with you,” strike any responsive chord.
School-mates are not ships that pass in the night, but little
skiffs which are generally engulfed by the fifty-thousand-ton
liners of after life. Besides, very few women, as they grow
older, like to face that ruthless reminder of the passing years.

When I graduated, I was destined to restrain my early evil
tendencies, and to become a respectable member of society.
My early mental training had been remarkable, for before I
was seven, my father was teaching me the first Latin Grammar
and directing my literary taste, so that I was reading daily and
having expounded to me the Odes of Horace, pages of Dr.
Johnson, Tasso, Kant’s “ Critique of Reason,” Jeremy Taylor’s
“ Living and Dying,” Plutarch, the Greek drama, Shakespeare,
and a score of other classics, the very titles of which are unknown
to most of the youth of to-day.

At ten years of age, I gave an illustrated lecture on the



14 My Crystal Ball

Solar System, with a lantern and slides belonging to my father.
The room was crowded with expectant children, who had
been mulcted of five cents each to listen to me. All went
well, until suddenly there was a strong odour of burning wood.
In order to see the pages from which I was reading (my older
sister having been coaxed to manipulate the slides, without
compensation), I had set a lighted candle in my mother’s
china-cupboard. As the shelves were fairly close together,
the origin of the fire was readily explained. The lecture came
to an untimely end, but I have no recollection of returning
the money at the door.

I will omit the many other influences and incidents tending
to my business development until I come to my first real
venture, which had to do with the raising of chickens. Incu-
bators were a new invention, but they seemed to solve my
temporary problem.

I was about twenty-five years of age, and lived with my
family in a comfortable, old-fashioned house in Irving Place,
occupying a small hall-bedroom in the third story. There was
ample space in it, so the incubator was bought, and set up at
the foot of my bed. This was in the month of February—
I was a passionate admirer of John Ruskin, and I can remember
perfectly regulating the temperature of the eggs, while devour-
ing at the same time the pages of *“ Sesame and Lilies.”

I had grown tired of doing nothing. I began to realise
that the world was divided into three groups—wasters,
molluscs, and builders. I made my decision early. I would
not belong to either of the first two classes. I had danced and
played long enough. I had the germ of independence in my
system. Besides, my father, like thousands of others, had
caught the get-rich-quick microbe. I wanted to have my own
life-saver, in case of financial disaster, so I thought that an
anchor to windward would be advisable—in other words, an
individual bank-account.

Like the hayseed who first plays poker, my beginning was
a glorious success. From one hundred eggs, eighty-seven
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chicks pecked their way into life. When old enough, they
were carefully transported to Long Island, where we had an
old-fashioned manor-house and farm. There I had my brooder
ready to receive them. Not one died on the way. My venture
prospered, and soon, on borrowed money which I eventually
paid back, I built elaborate yards, and in the course of due time
was proud owner of what, in those days, was a large poultry
plant.

I became an exhibitor at the shows, and on one occasion,
after making thirteen entries, took nine Firsts and Specials.
It was a great moment, but incidentally it bred romance as
well as chickens. A few days after the show closed, I received
an offer of marriage from a rival breeder in Connecticut. He
was a widower of forty and a well-known professional. At-
tracted, I presume, by my success, and remarking that I was,
judging from my appearance, a healthy young woman, he with
a keen business sense decided that I would make a practical
helpmeet for him. Like many another girl over-confident of
her charm, I thought I could marry whenever the spirit seized
me, so I turned down this very substantial offer. More fool
I'! It was the last that ever came my way. I never drive
through that particular town in Connecticut that I do not think
that I was served jolly well right for my conceit. I might have
been a happy old grandmother by this time, had I not been so
cock-sure of myself.



W
16 My Crystal Ball

CHAPTER II

IF, having read thus far, you feel any interest in my ancestry,
let me state that I was born in New York City in 1856, and was
the youngest of five children. We came from a long line of
lawyers, with an occasional doctor thrown in to balance the
mental with the physical. My maternal grandfather, a Quaker,
was Vice-Chancellor William T. McCoun, a resident of Warren
Street, and a page out of old New York. How often he de-
scribed being taken, when he was a lad of seven dressed in a
little velvet suit with lace frills at his throat and sleeves, with
knee-breeches, silk-stockings, paste-buckled shoes and a cocked
hat, to meet General Washington | My maternal grandmother
was a very handsome woman of Huguenot parentage. She was
on the reception committee of the ball given to the Marquis of
Lafayette, who evidently cherished a memory of her because
he sent her back from France, as a souvenir, a gold needle-case,
which is still in my possession.

My grandfather knew the founder of the Astor family,
John Jacob, who dealt in skins as well as in real estate, and I
have often heard the story of the way in which he traded.
The skins were placed along the high shelves, with the tails of
the animals carefully brushed, and hanging conspicuously over

the edges. When the trader came into the little shop, which
was ill lighted, he was invited to look over the stock, but

his actual choice had to be made from the tails, for no skin was
ever taken down until purchased. As frequently inferior skins
had very bushy tails, Astor was thus enabled to unload much of
his least desirable merchandise.

Cornelius Vanderbilt the first was also well known to the
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citizens of those days. He did a thriving business by .peddling
in his boat cargoes of water-melons, then a great delicacy,
between New York City, Staten Island and Albany. This
perishable freight, however, was handled with such skill that
little of it rotted on the way. Cornelius Vanderbilt was thus
the pioneer in the fruit trade.

Once I was taken by my Grandfather McCoun to the old
Meeting House, which was at Locust Valley, L.I. The occasion
was the funeral of one of his many Quaker cousins. The
service was conducted in absolute silence, which lasted an hour,
and which was a terrible strain upon my active little person.
As we filed out, the female relatives, who were dressed most
carefully in delicate shades of grey and fawn-coloured silks,
with immaculate white kerchiefs and becoming poke bonnets,
exchanged condolences regarding the deceased * sister "’—
when suddenly one of the ladies leaned forward, took a fold of
her friend’s dress between her fingers and exclaimed : ‘‘ Dear
Pheebe, thy dress is made of a beautiful quality, where did thee
find it?”

I had always been told that Quakers knew nothing of
vanity, of vainglory or of worldliness ; from that time on my
belief in them was shattered.

Long Island was in those days unknown to millionaires. It
was peopled by good, substantial folk, chiefly farmers and
village store-keepers. The railroads were still embryonic.
Glen Cove was the boat-landing for Oyster Bay, and when we
children were taken annually to pay grandfather a visit, he
invariably met us with a team of his big horses harnessed to one
of his farm wagons, for when he retired from active law prac-
tice, he became a gentleman-farmer. His live stock was
my delight, and I remember how I trudged joyfully with him
over every acre of his property, growing daily more and more
familiar with the complexities of crops and fruit-trees.

It was not until years later, after my mother had inherited
the Oyster Bay homestead, that the tide of fashionable summer

residents began to flow in our direction. It is almost needless
B
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to state that when the old house came into our hands, an archi-
tect of the worst period, and of the most vicious tendencies, was
employed to “ do it over.” He promptly destroyed every bit
of the colonial landmark and erected instead a hideous modern
structure, with jazzed roof and meaningless excrescences, in
which our family lived until the death of my parents.

It was in Oyster Bay that I first knew Theodore Roose-
velt, and it was he who inspired me to raise English mastiffs.
It was fortunate that the Bull Moose had not been domesti-
cated. At that time, he was entering upon his political career
in the State Assembly. He used to ride a regular Fenimore
Cooper gentle Narragansett, with a Mexican, large-stirruped
saddle. On our barn was a hitching-ring, to which visitors
tied their horses.

My young neighbour Theodore found that I made a good
try-out for his speeches, but in the end I proved a keen dis-
appointment. One evening, he appeared with a bulging manu-
script in his pocket, a speech he was to deliver the following
night in the Jamaica Town Hall. It was pretty long and fairly
dull. I fell asleep, and when he turned to me, eager for
comment, I was dead to the world and to him. In after years
we often referred to this incident, which he magnanimously
forgave.

Two stories which always struck me as very character-
istic of Roosevelt might properly be told here.

When his five children were all very young, he used to take
them, even in the coldest weather, to the dock in front of
Sagamore, his country place. There he would line them up,
shivering and shaking in their bathing suits. Suddenly, in a
voice of thunder, he would cry out ‘“ Dive,” at which command
the youngsters all leaped into the water, not daring to disobey.

Roosevelt’s tone of authority on these occasions was the
same which he used at San Juan Hill, in fact throughout his
life. Roosevelt was metaphorically insistent that those around
him should “ dive " if they wanted to make good in his eyes.

In those old Long Island days hunting became a popular



e —

My Crystal Ball 19

sport, and whether the trails were for aniseed or foxes, the fun
was the same. Theodore Roosevelt was rarely absent from a
meet. He rode hard, as he did everything else that came his
way. He always wore his glasses, which at times were his
torment, especially when heading for a stiff fence. On one
occasion I was near him when he had a terrible cropper. He
scrambled to his feet ; the glasses had disappeared. Stroking
his horse’s neck heremarked : ““ This is the time, old chap, when
I will have to trust to another fellow’s eyes.”
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CHAPTER III

My father, Francis F. Marbury, was a remarkable man. He
was one of the original members of the Century Club, where he
is still referred to as a wonderful conversationalist and ready
wit ; many are the stories attributed to him. On one occasion
an eminent English jurist was a guest of honour, and after
dinner remarked that he had observed that our country knew
nothing about entails, to which my father replied : ‘' That may
be so, but we know everything -about cocktails.”

He was born in Maryland, on the shores of the Potomac,
but when a little lad his parents removed to Alexandria,
Virginia. There he lived until, at thirteen years of age, he
entered Amherst College. One of his humorous anecdotes con-
nected with his collegiate days was that at fourteen he had the
measles and was cared for by a spinster of fifty, whose business
it was to act as matron to the boys and who nursed them when
ill. My father, whose allowance was very modest, was amazed
at the amount of this lady’s bill when presented. Asking
timidly for an explanation, this venerable dame said that of
course she had been obliged to add ten dollars to the account
as compensation for the damage to her character, which, as an
unmarried woman, was involved in her attending the sick-bed
of a young man.

This was my poor father’s first and last personal experience
with a blackmailer.

After graduating from Amherst, he taught in the High
School at Hudson, where he earned and saved enough to enable
him to remove to New York and continue his law studies until
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such time as he could pass his Bar examination. He soon
entered my grandfather’s law office, with the ultimate result
that he became his son-in-law. My father’s cousin, by the
way, was the great forensic luminary of the District of Columbia,
who won fame and place in history in the historical case of -
‘“ Marbury versus Madison.”

Father’s memory was prodigious. He was an omniverous
reader, and oould easily recall and correctly quote seventy-five
per cent. of what he read. None of his children, I may add,
inherited his gift.

He was emotional and temperamental, which qualities,
added to his logical brain, made a most interesting combina-
tion, although his absent-mindedness at times threatened
disaster. Onone occasion he was taking my two small brothers,
aged six and eight respectively, to visit an old friend in
Rochester. In those days one had to make the connection at
Utica. My father led the little boys to a bench in the waiting-
room, bidding them not to budge until his return. He became
absorbed in a new book which he had purchased, when sud-
denly, hearing his train announced, he rushed to board it,
leaving my brothers where he had seated them. When he
remembered their existence, it was too late, but fortunately
the station-master was a kind man, who took care of them until
they could be forwarded to their destination.

I well recall his political activities. He was a staunch
member of the Tammany Hall organisation, as were his friends
Samuel Tilden, Abram S. Hewitt and a score of other citizens
of high standing. The name of Thomas Jefferson was a
household word.

My mother was a direct contrast to my father. She was
slight, and the quintessence of gentleness and refinement.
I never recall her raising her voice. She was exquisitely neat
in her dress, and had infinite method in the regulation of her
household. She was firm in her authority, however, and while
we could always coax and wheedle my father, we knew in-
stinctively that my mother’s word was law.
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She had all of the graces of life. Her education, after the
fashion of that day, included languages, music and botany.
Personally, she seemed to me like a piece of delicate porcelain,
so that frequently I restrained my boisterous and hoydenish
ways and my love of emphatic argument, for fear that I might
cause her to break, and to dissolve like powder. Her very
fragility became my most potent influence for law and order.

It was my mother who instilled into me the mysteries of
housekeeping, and it was through her that I learned the intri-
cacies of purchasing, preparing and presenting food. Until
this day I enjoy nothing more than going to market (which I
always do myself) and of directing my household. Thrift and
economy were my guiding stars, waste and extravagance were
deplored and avoided. Culinary magazines and cook-books
were then unknown. Receipts, like historical traditions, were
passed down through a long line of ancestry.

In looking back, I think that my mother’s precepts sank
deeper in my mind than even my father’s brilliant witticisms.
For instance, once when I expressed a desire to give an elabor-
ate party, quite out of scale with our usual modest expenditures,
my mother remarked : ‘“ Why sacrifice a year’s hospitality for
one evening’s entertainment ? ”’

On another occasion I queried inviting some friends to a
family meal, fearing that our table might be too crowded. ““ Ah,
daughter,” said mother, ‘ where there is room in the heart,
there is always room on the hearth.”

There is another incident I recall which, when I was ten
years old, gave me my first lesson in the relations of employers
and employees.

We had a buxom young Irish girl named Mary, who was our
general housemaid. One day I took exception at her indif-
ference to some childish request of mine. Finding her callous
and stubborn, I waxed indignant, showered some ugly abuse
upon her defenceless head, and finally gave her a good pound-
ing with my fists. My mother witnessed the scene, and forth-
with marched me to her room, where, taking me on her lap,
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she gently explained the one-sided game I had played ; for
I had attacked and insulted someone who, in the position of
our employee, could neither retaliate nor protect herself. She
was forced to endure in silence. In other words, my mother
plainly showed me that I had acted like a vulgar and brutal
little bully. I was dissolved in tears, and with a truly contrite
heart, sought Mary and humbly apologised for my misconduct ;
thus learning a lesson which was never forgotten. All through
my life I have endeavoured not to be rude, intolerant nor incon-
siderate, where an inferior was concerned, and when I have
erred I have had the grace to express my sincere regret
while asking forgiveness for my overbearance, injustice and
impatience.

It was amid such home influence that I grew from baby days
to childhood. The first four years were passed before a screen
of sunshine and happiness, when suddenly everything became
dislocated, even to my infant mind. This was in the fatal year
of 1860. Hatred replaced love. War drove out peace. It
was then, for the first time, that I felt the shadow of racial
prejudice, of fraternal differences, of freedom as against
slavery, of tolerance as opposed to bigotry. I began to realise
that revenge and disaster went hand in hand.

I recall the breaking out of the Civil War, its episodes and
its ending ; the assassination of Lincoln and his funeral. It
was early morning when the news reached us from Washington
that our great President had been shot. Our household, like
thousands of others, vibrated with horror at this fateful deed.
As I stood listening to the details of the crime I had but one
thought—that with the death of Lincoln, the awful rebels
about whom I had been hearing for three years would surely
pour into New York and kill us, each and every one. How
could I escape ? I suddenly remembered that we had a roomy
cedar closet which was only opened occasionally. Into this
I went, carefully closing the door. I sat on a trunk, shivering
with fright, and waiting.

By and by, I heard my name being anxiously called. I kept
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silent. Hour after hour passed. I heard my mother’s anxious
sobs, my father’s determination to ask aid from the police.

Then everything became hazy. I felt the earth slipping,
and tried the door, but in the meanwhile it had been locked
from without. With my fast ebbing childish strength I pounded
onit. The door was opened and I fell, in a faint, into the hall.
Is it any wonder that the Assassination of Lincoln imprinted

itself indelibly upon my memory ?



(Canqavy ypaqusyysy fo aayiv.g) (Xangav gy ggaqusiyg fo upIc)
AANGAVIV ANVNIQAT,] SIONVA] AV X10)0] HLAGVZITH
*6E] T ‘punmopy }Eniny







R —
My Crystal Ball 25

CHAPTER IV

THERE were some very hospitable houses in old New York,
where one could meet artists, actors, singers and men of
letters. Society in those days was much smaller, and informal
gatherings were the rule rather than the exception. On Fourth
Avenue, running from Eighteenth to Nineteenth Street, were
three very quaint dwellings which stood back from the street.
In one of these lived Professor and Mrs. Ogden Doremus, with
their children. It was here that I met Christine Nilsson, who
made her first bow to our public at the old Academy of Music.
She stopped at the Clarendon Hotel, then the best in the city.
It was on the south-east corner of Fourth Avenue and Eighteenth
Street. Clara Louise Kellogg and her mother always had their
apartment there, and no foreigner of any prominence thought
of going elsewhere. It was owned and run by a man named
Charles Kerner, who had, as I recall, a very pretty wife. He
was a pioneer in hotel-keeping, and was especially expert in
the selection and preparation of food. Even when Mr.
Kerner was in affluent circumstances, he never delegated the
practical duties of a steward to any subordinate, for every
morning, at five o’clock, he made his visits to the lower markets.
This fact may explain the great popularity of the Clarendon.

Christine Nilsson’s rooms faced on Eighteenth Street. She
became the idol of the city, especially among schoolgirls. 1
remember my first visit to her. I was very young and very
nervous, so that at the graciousness of her greeting I became
self-conscious to such a degree that I could only mumble
and withdraw. Afterwards, when I grew more accustomed to
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celebrities, she and I became great friends, and I saw her
frequently, both here and abroad.

Nilsson was a phenomenally strong woman. She was a
great walker. I can recall her, dressed in coarse tweed, with
stout boots, trudging through the streets, in the heaviest snow-
storms. She never took any special precautions to protect
her throat.

I often joined her in these promenades, and delighted in her
reminiscences of the farm in Sweden where she was raised, of
the discovery that she had a voice worth training, and of her
subsequent struggles, heartaches and disappointments, until
she scored her first triumph in the Théatre Lyrique, in Paris.

Her marriage to Auguste Rouzaud, a Frenchman, she
invariably referred to as ‘ a luxury to which I treated myself.”

The last time I met Christine Nilsson was at the gambling
table in Monte Carlo. Like many women when they grow
older, she found much solace in this nerve-racking pastime.

She was a great artist, especially in certain réles. I doubt
whether anyone ever surpassed her in ““ Faust ”’ or “ Mignon.”

Another delightful house was the Richard Watson Gilders’.
They had converted a stable into a dwelling, and many were
the pleasant evenings spent under their roof.

The Laurence Hutton’s was noted for its hospitality and its
death masks, for Hutton had made a wonderful collection of
the latter. It was there that I first saw Laurence Oliphant,
the dreamer, the man of vision, the man who had practised
self-abnegation so that one believed he had looked into the
face of God.

And Robert Louis Stevenson! What shall I say of him,
who created a literary era while drifting through Southern
Seas and while visiting tropical islands hitherto almost un-
known ! His inspired tribute to that saintly priest, Father
Damien, whose life was ultimately sacrificed in the tender care
of the poor lepers, to whom he had been a ministering angel, was
a twice-told tale. Like all great records, it was the story of a
life well lived and simply lost.
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It was at the home of Miss Emily Butler that I met Matthew
Arnold the poet, his wife and his daughter Lucy. We had
all loved ““ Tom Brown'’s Schooldays '’ Hughes’ immortal tribute
to Dr. Arnold of Rugby, who was the father of Matthew
Arnold. The latter had come to our country to give an
extended course of lectures, and so great was his personal
popularity that it was said of him that from the day of his
landing until he sailed, he was never allowed to pay an hotel
bill. While he travelled, his daughter remained in the city.
She and I grew to be close friends. She eventually married
an American, Frederick W. Whitridge, which rejoiced her many
admirers—for she had inherited her brilliant father’s talent
of attracting them.

How long ago it all seems, but the society of early New York
would be a blank without a passing reference, at least, to these
real ““ salons.” In those days there were no millionaires with
palaces in which period furniture, eighteenth-century paint-
ings and powdered flunkies were supposed to compensate for
an absence of real people with real brains.

In the modern drawing-room, celebrities are often regarded
as seven-headed cows, to be advertised in advance, and to be
stared at upon arrival.

Hostesses used to create their own atmosphere. They did
not depend upon professional decorators. They gave as well
as did their guests. They were not crushed by the weight of
their magnificence. They were adequate and articulate in
themselves. There was no suggestion of that mental vacuum
which undigested wealth generally fails to fill.

About this time I was given the opportunity of meeting
Emma Lazarus, the poetess. She was one of a large family
well known and respected in this city.

Emma had a rare literary talent which received recognition
both here and in England. I must confess, however, that I
was much more attracted by the character of the woman than
by the genius of the writer. She was the first Jewess I had
ever really known,"and"one must admit that my introduction
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to this great race was made under remarkable guidance. Her
ideals were sublime, and her lovalty to her people was very
beautiful to contemplate. She had studied their history
reverently and was entirely familiar with their literature. I
was her junior in yéars, which gave me the privilege of sitting
at her feet.

I can truly state that I owe to this friend my first impetus
toward the higher things of life. To be with Emma Lazarus
produced a stained-glass effect upon one’s soul. Her tastes
were of the simplest description, for despite the fact that she
lived in a house of luxury, her own room was sparsely furnished.
The walls were white, and a plain iron bedstead was her chosen
place of rest. She claimed that she preferred this severe
environment on account of her work. I wasinclined to appaud
her wisdom.

It is no wonder that I thus acquired a respect and a love for
the Jews which otherwise I might have been denied. Through
Emma Lazarus, I understood the beauty and simplicity of
Ruth standing breast high amid the corn; and Rebecca at
the Well was revealed to me as a woman full of the poetry and
the pathos of her people.

My early splendid impressions of the Jews was cemented
when later I met Israel Zangwill. T saw him frequently both
here and in England, and watched with sympathy his efforts
in behalf of his race. This was his life’s work, and never once
during all the disheartening years has Israel Zangwill ever
turned back. He and Emma Lazarus are the representatives
of the chosen people who could have led me with enthusiasm
to the very shores of the ‘“ Red Sea.”
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CHAPTER V

As I have crossed the ocean some seventy times between the
ages of sixteen and sixty-seven, it might now be advisable to
refer to my first trip. I went abroad with a school friend, some
college boys and several elderly chaperons. We were fourteen
days from New York to Liverpool, and I experienced all the
novelty of sea-sickness, followed by the hilarity born of recovery.
We ‘““did ” the British Isles, Switzerland, the Rhine, Belgium
and France. This was directly after the Franco-Prussian War.
My whole memory of this trip centres around Paris as I then
saw it for the first time. The Commune was barely over.
Ruined streets and destroyed buildings were on every side.
The Vendéme Column had been wrecked by the Revolutionists
and lay broken towards the Rue de la Paix. The Rue Royale
was swept clear of buildings as far as the Church of the Made-
leine. The Hétel de Ville on the opposite bank of the Seine
was picturesque with its open arches made by the shattered
windows. The Bois de Boulogne was practically devoid of
trees, as they had been cut down to provide barriers during
the siege. The Palace of the Tuileries was in ruin, and outside of
Paris, the Palace of St. Cloud was still smoking.

Everywhere and in all directions one realised the tragedy of
War and the terror of Revolution.

It took many subsequent visits before I could visualise
Paris as a city of sunshine and laughter, for my first introduc-
tion to it had been through this echo of tears and of suffering.

The Palace of Versailles seemed even then to be smarting
from the deliberate insult planned through the crowning of the
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victorious German Emperor in its great gallery of mirrors.
The German officers, by the way, were stationed in one of the
oldest hotels in Versailles, and it took many years before the
inhabitants forgave the proprietors for selling its renowned wines
to their foes. But these gentlemen argued in their defence
that they were really doing a very patriotic thing when they
forced the enemy to pay the top price for these products of
French vineyards.

My first introduction to black bread was at this time,
because it was many months before even the tourists could buy
anything made of white flour. Yet in those days, as now, the
American dollar had a large purchasing power.

The Prince Imperial was alluring to my imagination. We
were practically the same age. I never wearied of the many
anecdotes told of his boyhood days, of his easy-going father,
Napoleon III, and of his frivolous and selfish mother,
the Empress Eugénie. Stories illustrative of her superstitions
were frequent. I recall that during the war she received many
blessed statues of the Virgin which were sent to her as votive
offerings from different villages in Spain. Each in turn was
placed in the niche of prominence in the Palace and visited as
a shrine by Her Imperial Majesty and the ladies of the Court.
But when news of a fresh disaster was reported, that particular
statue was removed and replaced by one which had more
recently arrived.

When, in later years, the Prince Imperial lost his life, sacri-
ficed in a measure to the Empress’ parsimony, I remember how
deeply 1 was impressed by the headline in the New York
Herald announcing his tragic ending. It read, ‘“ Shot dead in
the tangled grass of Africa.”

Years afterwards Victorien Sardou, the great dramatist and
my friend of whom later I shall write at length, told me many
stories about the reign of Napoleon IIl. and the Empress
Eugénie. Before she made the brilliant marriage which placed
her upon the Throne of France, she lived at No. 12 Place
Vendéme with her mother, the Comtesse de Montijo, and with
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her sister, afterwards the Duchesse d’Albe. Here all of the
gifted young authors, men of fashion and statesmen were con-
stant visitors. These ladies, after the Spanish fashion, smoked
incessantly. Sardou said that as you entered the floor on the
street and mounted the stairs you could smell the tobacco,and
that the rooms were invariably filled with a cloud of smoke.
Years afterwards he was summoned to the Palace at Compiégne
to give a Court performance of his then famous comedy,
‘““Nos Bons Villageois.” At the rehearsal, at which an Inten-
dant of the Royal Household was present, when one of the actors
proceeded to light a cigarette, this gentleman informed Sardou
that this must be cut out. Asking for an explanation of such
an arbitrary ruling, the Intendant said that Her Imperial
Highness especially objected to tobacco, and that even the
sight of anyone smoking was distasteful to her.

When the Tuileries was sacked, Sardou, who was an ardent
young patriot, rushed through the empty corridors and endless
suites of rooms until he found himself in the private apartment
of the Empress, practically as she had left it. Evidences of her
hasty flight were everywhere. Following the very natural
impulse of taking away some souvenir of her occupancy, he
grabbed the first thing at hand, which, when he afterwards
examined it, turned out to be a very intimate article’ of
toilet.

While at the Hétel Bristol in Paris a trivial incident con-
nected with my first visit deals with our Italian courier name’s
Fantappi and a very prim English maid named Smithers, whom
we had picked up in London. Desiring to make himself
agreeable, Fantappi offered to show Smithers the art treasures
in the Louvre. They sallied forth for the whole of a Sunday
afternoon. Imagine our surprise when, within two hours,
Smithers returned with flashing eyes and flaming cheeks.
When asked the cause of her ill-suppressed excitement, she
exclaimed, ““ I always heard, madame, that those Italians had
dirty minds, but would you believe it, the whole reason that
vile man took me out was to drag me into a building and



through dark passages just to show me a lot of men and women
with not a stitch of clothing on them. There the shameless
creatures stood with nothing to cover them. I was that
mortified, I didn’t know where to look, and all the time that low
Italian was explaining in his broken gibberish that they were
art treasures that had been dug up. The only thing I said to
him was that they had better have been left buried for the
decency of the world ! I am sure madame agrees with me ! ”

This same Fantappi evidently thought that American
tourists were congenital idiots, for he never failed to exclaim
when leaving anhotel, ““ This is the street,”” or when arriving at
the sea coast, to say, “ This is the sea.”

However, like many others in those days who were new to
foreign travel, we imagined that couriers were a necessary evil
and that attending to railway tickets was merely an incidental
part of their duty ; their real business being to protect travellers
from bandits and highwaymen. When I think of those long
carriage drives in Switzerland, climbing the mountain passes at
a snail’s pace, the brakes constantly in use, the tired horses
resting with steaming flanks, the heat and the discomfort, the
classical itinerary comprising Chamonix, the Mer de Glace and
the rest, I feel that to tour Europe as part of one’s early educa-
tion was no light task. We were crammed with historical
details which to this day I have never digested.

I recall my first Paris dress. It wasof green camel’s hair
cloth, but made long. Never before had I had a frock below
my boot-tops. When I put on the gown in question, I pur-
posely walked in and out through a door that I opened and
shut in order that I might revelin the novelty of lifting the train
so that it should not be caught. After all, this was a very
harmless amusement.

It was during this first trip abroad that I had my introduc-
tion to the great collections of art. I began to realise the woe-
fulness of ignorance. Things of unimportance fell into their
proper places.

I was inoculated with beauty, and my feet became shod
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with a sense of its value, which sense I am happy to say has never
left me.

I studied day and night. One interest followed another.
Even though I was threatened with mental indigestion I never

paused. I bought books, Icollected photographs, I gathered
souvenirs.
It was not a case of the great men I had known, but of the

great men I intended to know.

I revelled in anticipation of the broad and inspiring life
which I determined to make mine. I had eaten of the tree of
knowledge. There would be no going back.

The art of etching was then in its infancy, and I became the
proud owner of ‘‘ Battersea Beach,” by Francis Seymour
Haden, and of ““ Le Stryge,” by Charles Méryon, which I had
picked up as bargains. These were among my most cherished
purchases.

Looking back I am aware of the lack of method in this
self-training. It was like a meal in which the courses were
reversed, but there was timeenoughin which to tabulate, and
the very spontaneity and enthusiasm of my wanderings may
have quickened my imagination and may have spared me from
an academic dullness of perception.

William Blake became a real person, and Dante Gabriel
Rosetti an actuality. The golden staircase of Burne Jones was
thronged with angels I knew, and I floated down the rivers of
France with the Romance of the Rose as my guide-book. It
was a wonderful awakening of the soul and of the mind of a
young girl ; but again I must pay tribute to my unusual
father and to my gentle mother who had paved the way.
Mine was a glorious inheritance ; the inheritance of plain living
and of high thinking.
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CHAPTER VI

FOLLOWING my return to America after my first trip abroad,
the next eight years of my life were chiefly experimental. I
dashed into one absorption after another. Parties, balls,
receptions and dinners came in natural order. On the other
hand, I joined literary clubs ; I took up various welfare work ;
I taught in the Sunday-school where, by the way, Governor
Pinchot of Pennsylvania was my pupil. I can see him now in
a black velvet suit and red necktie. I wrote spasmodically for
the magazines and newspapers. I became a polite philanderer
revelling in the joy of living. My mind was kaleidoscopic.

I fished, shot, rode, drove and played tennis. I was con-
sidered by my contemporaries as an all-round good sport, but
underneath this apparent aimlessness of purpose, I was steadily
developing, because I had brains enough to feel a divine dis-
content and to know that there was something infinitely better
awaiting me whenever I would stretch out my hand to take it.

Many of my friends expected me to marry young and well;
and when I never married at all, great was their astonish-
ment. I will now tell the truth as to why I never married,
and then the subject can be dismissed.

I can honestly say that I never had a really good offer. The
best was but anzemic. I attracted all the lame ducks that were
limping about, I was the lode-star of the weaklings ; the youths
who trailed me were poor affairs as a rule, and to prove that
my estimate of them was correct, not one in after life ever
demonstrated any real value and never achieved any con-
spicuous accomplishment,
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I was always in love from the time that I was ten years old
until I was nearing the end of my first half century of existence,
but invariably the quality of protection was the dominant note
of my affection. I built many of my heroes out of straw, in
fact this was my proverbial habit, endowing them with unreali-
ties, while blinding myself to their realities, of which sophistry,
poor dears, they were sublimely unconscious.

Probably the longest lived in my memory was a fascinating
gentleman, Byronic and Saturnic in appearance, for whom I
cherished a hopeless passion for four years. I use the word
hopeless because he had a perfectly good and healthy wife. As
she was his generous provider and held the purse strings, he
never, even when expressing the flattering assurance of his
intense admiration for me, came within a thousand miles of
suggesting a more compromising intimacy than that of a
perfectly-restrained and well-ordered friendship. He was almost
cynical in the correctness of his conduct. I fancy that I was
Orange Juice to him ; healthful and refreshing. Nevertheless,
this romantic attachment may have made me blind to possible
matrimonial opportunities. Yet in the instances, during this
period, when my rejected suitors transferred their affections
elsewhere, they never seem to have contributed much but misery
to the ladies of their ultimate choice, so I may have escaped a
worse fate than that of single blessedness. Perhaps if I had
had sense enough to have recognised a ‘“ real man "’ when I
met him, who would have commanded and not pleaded, I
might have responded to him and been a happy great-grand-
mother even as I write.

To be quite honest, I firmly believe that every woman should
marry if this is humanly possible for her. Her one indisputable
field of usefulness is in the bearing and raising of children.
This is the end for which God intended her. I wish that before
any girl decides against matrimony on general principles, she
would consult me before it is too late, because this is a subject
upon which my advice would be of benefit, as I know what I
have missed.
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If a woman through her own conceit registers against
marriage in favour of some problematical career she will find,
provided she lives long enough, that all through life she is at
best only a misfit. She may live creditably and even accom-
plish infinite good, her influence may be of great service to the
world, she may help and heal, she may spread sunshine, she
may exude happiness; nevertheless, she has missed the normal
expression of all these things clamouring within her for utter-
ance. Her natural territory is her home, even if it is a tiny
flat. She should realise that the mothers of great men have
contributed much to their making. If, on the other hand, the
bearing of children has legitimately been denied her, then she
can prove herself a real helpmeet to her husband, and if she
is more richly endowed in vision and in capacity than he, she
can encourage and mother him and be the silent influence making
a good man better or a bad man less evil.

New Year’s Day in old New York was socially observed.
It was kept in an orthodox fashion. The ladies of the family
were dressed and in their drawing-rooms as early as ten o’clock
in the morning, ready for their visitors. On the dining-room
table a collation was set out consisting of cold ham, boned
turkey, jellies, sandwiches, punch, and pickled oysters. The
latter were very popular. Then the callers began to stream in.
A careful count was kept of the number so that for days follow-
ing we girls would compare notes, and if any one bell had rung
the oftenest in the neighbourhood, the fact was proudly pro-
claimed by that triumphant hostess. As the distances grew
greater in the city, the character of New Year’s Day necessarily
changed, until baskets were fastened on the doors, into which
cards would be dropped. In due time this habit almost became
obsolete, until now bridge, Mah-Jong, matinées and movies
have replaced these old-fashioned customs.

There was a solidity about the great houses of that time
which was certainly early Victorian. Mahogany doors and
American Colonial furniture were a hall-mark of gentility.
No one has better portrayed the spirit of this era than Edith
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Wharton in her delightful novel, * The Age of Innocence.”
That Mrs. Wharton (who had been born a Jones) became a
successful writer caused no wonderment to those who knew
her as a girl. She was never satisfied with anything but the
best. Her taste was indisputable. She agreed with Buffon
that style in literature made the man, and incidentally the
woman. She would either learn to write well or she wouldn’t
writeatall. She sought masters of pure English. She worked
incessantly and was her own severest critic. Those who think
that success in the world of letters comes easily should realise
that an infinite capacity of taking pains is at the root of such
accomplishment. The trouble to-day is that everyone thinks
he or she can write, while very few know that they cannot.
“ Ethan Frome,” by Edith Wharton, is a classic which ranks
with the very best fiction which American literature has
produced.

It was in those days of long ago that I met her. I believe
it was Henry James who first recognised and encouraged her
talent. He was one of a group of brilliant young men familiar
in New York society. Others were Allen Thorndike Rice, who
was the proprietor, for a while, of the North American Review ;
Edmund Randolph Robinson, that handsome lawyer from
Philadelphia ; Stanford White, the architect, whose presence
made the success of any dinner table. I had many talks
with Henry James, who always longed to write for the stage.
I think that perhaps one of his bitterest disappointments
in life was due to his failure as a playwright. He never
could grasp the safe receipt, that plays must act first and talk
afterwards.

One of the most agreeable houses was that of S. L. M. Barlow,
which stood on the north-east corner of Twenty-third Street and
Madison Avenue. It was a landmark for many years and a
Mecca to all strangers of note who visited New York. The
Barlows were great dog lovers, and their canine friends were
just as much part of the household as were the humans, The
Hon. Roscoe Conkling, then at the height of his political career,
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was a frequent guest. I remember when sitting next to him one
evening that I referred with admiration to E. L. Godkin, who
was for many years the editor of the New York Evening Post.
Mr. Conkling listened with tolerance to my girlish enthusiasm
and then dryly remarked: * Godkinis all right. He studied law
in my office—I always found that he could think on the spur
of a month !

Another recognised hostess was Mrs. William Waldorf
Astor, whose house was on the south-west corner of Fifth
Avenue and Thirty-fourth Street. Her entertainments could
bardly be called hilarious. They were temperate in their
joy-giving quality. On one occasion when the champagne
was served it was found to be *“ corked,” but instead of send-
ing it away, Mrs. Astor said that she preferred it corked because
it reminded her of white wine.

«  Several years afterwards Elsie de Wolfe and I crossed the
ocean on the French steamship La Gascogne. We were at
the captain’s table together with the members of the Panama
Commission and Mrs. Astor. The latter was placed on the
right of Captain Santelli, and as we sat down on the second night
out, her servant brought a dust-covered bottle which Mrs. Astor
put in front of her, asking at the same time for a small liqueur
glass, while remarking that the wine was old Toquay, costing
forty dollars a bottle. When the steward brought the tiny
glass she filled it and offered it to the captain, who, in voluble
French, insisted that he did not wish to rob her of such a price-
less beverage. The next night, however, the old lady called
for a large glass, which she filled and passed to the captain.
Overcome by this increasing generosity, he was visibly em-
barrassed, when Mrs. Astor put him wholly at his ease by saying :
I beg of you to drink it. I find that it gives me a severe
headache."”

These were the days when Mr. Ward McAllister rendered
social New York a great service. He took the most infi-
nite amount of trouble in organising and directing the sub-
scription balls such as the Patriarchs and the Assembly, not to
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speak of the public entertainments for charity. He was
invariably kind and courteous, and many a débutante felt
grateful to him for seeing that she was provided with part-
ners. In those days Delmonico’s, on Fourteenth Street and
Fifth Avenue, was the fashionable resort; afterwards the
tide followed this same popular restaurant to Twenty-sixth
Street and Fifth Avenue, then everything swept northward
until Sherry’s, on the corner of Forty-fourth Street, became the
centre,.

The everyday whirl of that time was as unlike the present
as it is possible to imagine. Sleighs in New York City are
no longer seen, whereas then they were familiar objects. How
beautiful some of them were, to be sure ! I recall the excite-
ment when one of the most dashing young men we knew drove
up to our door with a Brewster sleigh drawn by three horses
abreast in leopard-skin collars and harness a la Russe. This
was certainly sensational enough to have been the legitimate
forerunner of the Chauve Souris. Jerome Park, as the termi-
nal of coaching parties and of straw rides, was very popular.

Everyone seemed to know everyone else. One of the old
houses still remains as a landmark, not only in brick and mortar,
but in its hospitality, which has changed but little in its
character since those early days. I am speaking of the Hewitts,
at 9, Lexington Avenue.

Abram S. Hewitt was always in active Democratic politics.
He was a member of Congress from 1874 to 1878, and from 1880
to 1886, after which he was elected mayor of this city. During
his administrations New York was honoured by the visit of
Queen Liliuokalani of Hawaii. The mayor appointed his
daughters and myself as her escort, to introduce her to the
things of interest which she might enjoy seeing.

We arranged that she should visit the Vanderbilt private
gallery of paintings which was then unique. When we arrived,
Her Royal Highness passed listlessly from ope picture to
another. We handed her one of the large magnifying glasses.
This seemed to amuse her while she held it forward, then drew
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it back with gusto. However, the climax of her delight was
reached when, in passing out, she saw for the first time a dumb-
waiter in operation, Not once, but over and over again she
insisted upon having it run up and down, clapping her hands
gleefully and urging her Prime Minister, who was also her
interpreter, to see to it at once that similar dumbwaiters were
installed throughout her Royal Palaces.

At the large reception given her by the mayor she appeared
in a robe made of the yellow plumage of the Oo birds, which
only Royalty had the privilege of wearing.

There were five children in the Hewitt family, with whom
I literally grew up, and much of my youthful enjoyment I owed
to these good friends.

Then the delightful musicales given by May Callender and
Caro de Forest—who can forget the graciousness of these
hostesses, or the informality of the evenings when great
artists provided an enjoyment only equalled by the generous
hospitality which was so genially dispensed ?

Nevertheless, and despite such cases as I have described,
there were quite as many snobs then as now, and I can recall
the careful combing of lists and the rejection of names on the
plea of exclusiveness. I wonder that the leaders of the seven-
ties and eighties do not turn in their graves when they read the
society columns in our contemporary Press and note the present
importance of the descendants of those who in their day were
cruelly snubbed and ignored. I have always maintained that
to climb socially is legitimate, provided that in the struggle the
machinery does not creak too loudly. If I may be permitted,
however, to offer a little advice to those who are striving for
this kind of recognition, let me say that nothing in the world is
easier than to get within this inner circle of the so-called fashion-
able set, provided a little intelligence is displayed while making
the effort. Here is the general receipt :

First, the oven must be hot with enthusiasm. No atten-
tion must be paid to dampers. The mixing of the ingredients
must be done with infinite care. When ready to function,




cultivate on the quiet some few really nice people of assured
position.  Take a house that is not too large. Have a fault-
less cook and an imaginative and experienced butler. Give
generously to charities, but not so lavishly as to become con-
spicuous. Do not begin with more than one motor-car.
Invite only the few already well selected, and allow your visiting
list to expand normally. Do not rent an opera box at first:
subscribe for seats. Do not lease a house at Newport until
you have substantial friends in the Berkshires and on Long
Island. Above all, do not let any other woman discover that
you are intelligent. Conceal this fact as a crime. Be well
dressed, but never too well dressed. Wear small pearls and not
large ones. Be deferential when advisable, while preserving
alwaysa dignified independence. Analyse and acquire a proper
estimate of values. Do not hurry, and do not wax impatient
if your social progress seems slow. If you are young, you
can afford to wait. Above all, realise that you cannot indulge
in ceremony. The richer your friends, the more they will
cost you. There is no greater fallacy than to imagine that
millionaires are profitable acquaintances. In my long and
varied experience I have found them to be a very expensive
luxury.

When a young girl, I had a friend whose income was forty
thousand a year. It was always I who paid for matinée
tickets, for cabs, for luncheons and for similar items. Once, in
London, I was the daily companion of a multi-millionairess from
a large Western city. We lunched, dined and went to the
play. At the end of a week, I had toretire, as in the seven days
I had spent one hundred and fifty dollars upon her entertain-
ment. Believe me, it is far cheaper in the end to pay for your
own taxis, your own meals and your own pleasures. The rich,
as a rule, never acquire the habit of incidental spending. They
donate libraries, found charities and endow churches, but
the every-day items of life seem beneath their comprehension.
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CHAPTER VII

WORLD fairs always roused my enthusiasm. I have personally
enjoyed four of these official amusement parks, beginning with
that of the Philadelphia Centennial, opened by President
Grant in the year 1876. My father was then encouraging the
attentions of a very substantial and serious young man
from Boston, who was altogether a correct and desirable
suitor. Therefore this admirer was invited to go to Phila-
delphia with us. I was reasoning with myself that I ought to
respond to his wooing, as I was quite sensible enough to appre-
ciate the assets he had to offer. He was extremely well off.
Two trivial incidents, however, proved fatal to his courtship.
We were passing an exhibit of heating appliances, and I was
especially attracted by some Franklin stoves, built after the old
models. My admiration of them was abruptly checked by my
escort, whoremarked that they didn’t begin toheat the room as
did the ugly, modern stove which stood well out ; in fact, he
asserted that when he married he would allow no other kind
than the latter in his house.

The second set-back had to do with furniture. I was par-
ticularly pleased with some that was upholstered in attractive
material, when my friend insisted that horsehair covering was
the only kind he would use, as it could be kept clean with little
effort.

This finished him, and so I promptly informed my father
that any further persuasion was useless.

My second trip abroad was with my father in 1880. We
went directly to London and there took lodgings in Jermyn
Street. James Russell Lowell was our ambassador at the time,
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and William Hoppin the senior secretary. Both of these
gentlemen were intimate friends of my father’s, sharing with
him, while smoking their after-dinner cigars, memories of
Brook Farm, that experiment in fraternity, and of its habitués,
such as Nathaniel Hawthorne and George William Curtis, about
whom I heard many a story. Thanks to Mr. Lowell, we were
invited to various agreeable functions. It was even proposed
that I should be presented at Court, but oddly enough this held
no attraction for me. Then, as all through my life, I escaped
the lure of titles. I felt, with Emerson, that the only real
aristocracy in the world was the aristocracy of brains; it was
the opportunity of penetrating into the circle of such men as
Charles Robert Darwin, John Tyndall, Thomas Henry Huxley
and Herbert Spencer, of which I eagerly availed myself. They
were my father’s associates during this London visit. Iabsorbed
from them.

A little anecdote in connection with Professor Huxley
seems worth the telling.

We were at a large Sunday evening high tea at his house.
Nearly everyone present enjoyed some distinction. After
supper in the long twilight the young folks adjourned to the
lawn to play croquet, the then popular game.

There was a Nonconformist church nearby. The singing was
distinctly heard, as was the clicking of our croquet balls. In
the midst of the fun a stern-looking individual appeared,
stalked up to Professor Huxley, and said : *‘ Sir, the rector and
our congregation beg, that during the hours of service, you will
refrain from disturbing us by making this most objectionable
noise with the croquet balls.”

To which Huxley loftily replied : *Sir, I and my guests beg,
that during our enjoyment of my garden, that your rector and
his congregation will refrain from disturbing us by making the
very distressing noise caused by your singing."’

Another anecdote is in order which relates to Herbert
Spencer. One morning he cameearly to our lodgings and found
me just leaving to visit the National Gallery—I was eager, full
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of enthusiasm and tireless in my energy. Spencer, looking at
me with a certain amount of weariness, asked why I devoted so
much time to the old masters. In retort, I said that *it was
doubtless because I realised that I was so young that age could
teach me much.” ‘ That is all very well,” answered Mr.
Spencer, ““ but if you had ever studied anatomy, nothing in the
world would seem to you more grotesque than the majority of
these old paintings which we prize as national treasures. For
instance, look at any one of the Holy Families and therein study
the eyes of the Christ Child. You will note that those early
painters invariably put eyes of adults into the heads of children,
and that they were never accurate in their portrayal of any-
thing which required a knowledge of anatomy.”

For years afterwards these observations of Herbert Spencer
disturbed me not a little. It was only when I grew to under-
stand the souls of these old masters that I realised how muchhe
had missed in merely dwelling upon those technical defects of
which they had been guilty. His scientific mind had failed to
grasp that “little more and how much it is,” and *‘ the little
less,” which, as Browning wrote, is *“ worlds away.”

Spencer, like all that group of thinkers who were then con-
sidered unorthodox, rarely wandered into the by-ways of
imagination. They had little sympathy with loose thinking in
any direction. Herbert Spencer always impressed me as a
highly-nervous man. I believe he was a victim of insomnia,
which could readily account for this. In those days there was
no Coué to teach people how to sleep; and auto-suggestion was
still in its infancy.

John Tyndall, the physicist, was then sixty years of age.
He was an Irishman, very gentle and very lovable. Possibly
his constant visits to the high Alps, where he lived for months
at a time, away from the incessant bustle of the world, may
have contributed to his balance and poise. Charles Darwin
was seventy-one years of age when I saw him. He was sur-
rounded by those who worshipped at his feet. His theory of
evolution had enlisted hundreds of followers. People who
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believed at all in Darwin regarded him as the Columbus of the
scientific world. Those whose intelligence failed to grasp the
social economics of Spencer felt responsive to the teachings of
Darwin which carried them in an unbroken ascent from an
atom upward. There was something especially fascinating
to the imaginative mind in his * Descent of Man.” To trace
one’s scientific ancestry through centuries was educational and
flattering, especially as humanity was thereby proven to be the
best creation of a perfected system.

George Eliot I met but once. My father and I were taken
to her house on one of her intimate afternoons. Her personality
to me was rather austere and frightening. Her face was
unattractive and angular, but redeemed in a great measure by
her wonderful eyes.

Her book of essays, ‘“ The Impressions of Theophrastus
Such,” has just been published. Of course I had read, with
infinite delight and a surprising appreciation for my age,
everything from her pen. I was also familiar with ‘‘ The Life
of Goethe,” by George Henry Lewes. Prior to the time of
which I write there was a very large element in English society
which refused either to visit or to receive George Eliot. Her
liberal views were never entirely endorsed nor generally
tolerated. The circumstances which determined her to live
with Lewes as his wife, without the marriage ceremony, would
seem less startling to-day than they were at that time. Her
marriage to John Cross in May, 1880, while it brought her
many new friends and gave her a security of position which
she had never previously enjoyed, cost her many of her old
admirers. To them, George Eliot strong and independent
of view, George Eliot who through her sheer intellectual
forcefulness had reached the pinnacle of literary fame, reigned
supreme in their minds and far above the necessity of an
alliance which seemed at best but a commonplace concession
to public opinion ; a sort of social aftermath which to them
was colourless and unconvincing.

Thanks to our friend Mr. Hoppin, my father and I were
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taken to visit the wonderful collection at Grosvenor House, the
residence of the Duke of Westminster.

It was there that I saw Gainsborough’s ““ Blue Boy " for the
first time. It seemed so completely in its proper setting that I
confess to a regret that it was ultimately sold, even though our
own country has thereby benefited, as its home hereafter will
be on the Pacific slope.

Another visit which I shall always remember was to the
beautiful and impressive studio of Alma Tadema, then at the
zenith of his popularity as a painter.

Upon entering his house, which was classical in conception
and decoration, two willowy young girls, clad in clinging
draperies which might have come from the looms of William
Morris, rose to greet the visitors. They were the daughters
of Tadema, and it would not have been surprising to run across
them in one’s travels, reclining upon marble benches or loiter-
ing in the Acropolis with baskets of luscious fruit upon their
heads.

Over the wide doorway which led into the studio were these
words : “ As the Sun is to Flowers, so is Art to Life.”” This
phrase savoured of such good symbolism that I have never
forgotten it. It was in this same year of 1880 that the ‘* pro-
fessional beauty "’ became a recognised factor in London society.
Conspicuous amongst these young conquerors were the lovely
Georginia, Countess of Dudley; Lady Lonsdale, who after-
ward became the Marchioness of Ripon; Mrs. Cornwallis
West, who had a distinction which was all her own ; and the
fragile and lovely Marchioness of Anglesey, an American girl
who was Minna King of Georgia. However, the sensation
of the London season was a young woman who had crept quietly
into town from the Island of Jersey, protected by a husband,
but having neither influential connections nor a substantial
bank account. Her name was Lillie Langtry, referred to in
the society column of the day as the Jersey Lily. I saw her for
the first time at the Opera. She came in rather late, when
immediately all eyes were turned in her direction. The stage
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was forgotten. She stood for a moment wondrously fair and
symmetrically slim. Her gown was of black net with tulle
sleeves. There was neither paint nor powder on her face.
Her complexion was literally like roses, the softest shade of
pink and white. Her arms were very beautiful, in fact as she
stood there, the target of concentrated admiration, it seemed to
me that I had never seen anyone before who was quite so
lovely.

This impression lasted for several seasons, even when I
became more accustomed toseeing her. She was thesocial star.
No function of any importance was complete without her. She
took precedence everywhere and, whether within the Royal
enclosure at Ascot or on the Royal yacht at Cowes, it was Mrs.
Langtry upon whom all eyes were turned; and it was
Mrs. Langtry who was the rain and the sunshine of London
drawing-rooms.

It was she who had Jersey cloth made into sports costumes,
and I remember now how smart and trim she looked in
them.

I first saw Henry Irving in 1880. My father took me to a
performance of the ‘“ Lyons Mail.”” I enjoyed it vastly, but
father, who admired good diction above all else, insisted that
Irving’s was beneath contempt, that his mannerism was un-
pardonable and his speech unintelligible. I was never, even in
later years, able to change his opinion so far as Henry Irving
was concerned.

Having tired of London we crossed to the continent, where
we spent several months.

One story regarding that great patriot Gambetta deserves
mention. We were walking along under the arcadesof the Rue
de Rivoli when suddenly a smart little brougham dashed up to
the curb. The man who alighted from it was Gambetta. I
was moved by curiosity to step to the side of the carriage and to
look in. Judge my surprise to see on the seat three articles :
a new novel, a box of chocolates and a bunch of violets. No
paper of state, no ministerial portfolio, no political review.
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Were these three presents for three women or were they three
presents for one woman ?

The above reminds me of the very witty remark attributed
to the wife of Lieutenant Hobson, the hero of the Spanish-
American War. After addressing a meeting in Chicago, so
great was the enthusiasm that the lieutenant was forthwith
kissed by three thousand women. When Mrs. Hobson was
asked whether she objected to this, she replied : * Not in the
very least ! I infinitely prefer to have my husband kissed by
three thousand women than that he should be kissed three
thousand times by one woman.”

This, indeed, was a case of Mrs. Hobson’s choice. How many,
by the way, know the origin of this expression ? It seems that,
in the eighteenth century, there was a livery stable keeper in
Surrey named Hobson. His horses all stood in line. When a
teamster or a traveller called for a post horse, Hobson’s rule
was that he should take the horse standing nearest to the stable
door, hence the expression “ Hobson’s choice.”
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CHAPTER VIII

AFTER my return from abroad in 1885 I became actively
interested in the theatre. The Lyceum was the playhouse
to which all fashionable New York flocked. Daniel Frohman,
formerly associated with the Madison Square Theatre, had
decided to be at the head of his own company and in indepen-
dent management.

His many years of subsequent success justified this self-
confidence. He produced one good play after another, and it
was wholly due to his encouragement that I became identified
with plays and playwrights. I first met him in connection with
a benefit performance I had arranged and was directing for a
popular charity. Thisentertainment was so successful financially
that we cleared nearly five thousand dollars from it. It was
this result which influenced Mr. Frohman to believe that I
possessed business qualities which might be developed. I
listened eagerly to his advice, and not only listened, but had
sense enough to follow it. Mrs. Francis Hodgson Burnett had
placed her play, ‘“ Little Lord Fauntleroy,” with Henry French,
who was to produce it in the Broadway Theatre. I heard
indirectly that Mrs. Burnett knew little about the stage, so it
occurred to me that I might perhapsact as her businessrepresen-
tative. A mutual friend gave me a letter of introduction to
her, which I promptly presented.

I must have made a favourable impression, because Mrs.
Burnett invited me then and there to attend a rehearsal. For
a fortnight I neverleft herside. I wassincerein my enthusiasm
for the play and in my admiration of its author. * Little Lord

Fauntleroy” was produced and made an instantaneous hit.
D
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There was a prospect of other companies being immediately
organised, to cover the country, as in those days piracy was
facilitated by our very lax inter-State laws. However, by this
time Mrs. Burnett felt enough confidence in my intelligence and
energy to give me the position I had craved.

She lived in Washington with her husband, who was a well-
known oculist, and her two sons, Lionel and Vivian. Every
week I spent Saturday and Sunday in her charming home, and
rarely allowed anything to interfere with my making my report
to her with regularity. I remember on one occasion, while
suffering from an attack of tonsilitis, and with a temperature of
one hundred and one, that I still persisted in keeping to my
schedule. ‘

For several years I was in the closest relations with Mrs.
Burnett, making all of her play contracts, collecting her royal-
ties and looking after her dramatic interests generally. I knew
every line of ‘“ Fauntleroy.” All the children who were con-
sidered for the leading part were first approved by me. I then
realised that they are natural born actors, and that it is rarely
that a youngster cannot easily memorise lines and master
stage business. How many little Lord Fauntleroys there were,
beginning with Elsie Leslie and Wallace Eddinger ! The latter
had, even as a tiny boy, unusual personality. He was excel-
lent in the part, although nothing could have been more unlike
his own character than was that of the hero of the play.

Mrs. Burnett always adored children and still does. She
wanted to know each boy and girl who were her interpreters, so
insisted that ‘ Wallie '’ Eddinger, as he was then called, should
be brought to see her at the Clarendon Hotel. Elsie Leslie
had often visited her, as she had already been featured in
‘* Editha’s Burglar,” with E. H. Sothern.

I had been thrown in contact with Wallie, and knew that he
was a one-hundred-per-cent. real boy. There was nothing senti-
mental nor angelic about him. He was a child of nature, used
language which was at times more forcible than polite, and
invariably spoke in a vernacular which was his very own. Thus
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I had some little misgivings as to the effect of his visit, especi-
ally when he always seemed so very gentle upon the stage.

I discovered that the prospect of this interview bored him
considerably. It seemed to him a waste of his play-time. How-
ever, we reached Mrs. Burnett’s door, knocked, and were
instantly admitted.

At once he was surrounded with every toy that could
possibly delight his heart and with an added generous supply
of cake and candy.

The boy said very little at first, but looked fixedly at his
benefactress, then suddenly exclaimed : *“ Who are you, any-
way ? ”’ “ Why, I am the author of the play in which you are
acting,” said Mrs. Burnett. Wallie, not at all convinced,
insisted : ‘“ Say, you didn’t write it all alone, did you?
‘“ Certainly, my little man,” replied Mrs. Burnett, ““ I wrote the
story first, and then I wrote the play, and I mean to write
ever so many more stories for dear little children like you.”

Apparently unaffected by her kind interest in him, Wallie
still remained sceptical, for finally, after a moment’s pause, he
said: ‘“Gee! You may be all right, only I didn’t think you
looked as though you could do it.”

Mrs. Burnett was enchanted with his ingenuous frankness,
and I believe in consequence that she has alwayshad a verylarge
place in her heart for Wallace Eddinger. She has watched his
career with more than a passing interest, so that when he carried
the public by storm as the roystering bully, Captain Applejack,
I doubt whether anyone was more pleased with his success
than the dear little lady who had created his first part.

Personally I shall always feel very grateful to Mrs. Bur-
nett for the opportunity she gave me. Through my associa-
tion with her interests, I learned the practical side of the theatre.
I began to understand the relative positions of playwright and
producers. The experience was invaluable to me, and laid the
foundation of my subsequent business career.

Mrs. Burnett and I worked out many a problem together,
so that at the end of our agreement, when I could no longer
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render her any further service professionally, our friendship
grew and became cemented during the years which followed.
Who knows but that some day we may again become associated
in a play ?

My last business connection with *‘ Little Lord Fauntleroy "’
revolved around the company which sailed to produce it in
Australia.

I was offered a twenty-five per cent. interest in this tour
for the sum of three thousand dollars, money I had saved
through hard work. Like all who have anything to do with the
theatre, the spirit of speculation entered into my veins. Sooner
or later this happens inevitably. The manager of the com-
pany had leased the rights of production for this territory.
He was a slick and persuasive individual. I handed over my
three thousand dollars to him without hesitation. It looked as
though ‘“ Little Lord Fauntleroy "’ could not fail.

The play made good in Australia, as it had done elsewhere.
Each week showed a healthy profit on paper, but never a cent
of my investment nor a cent of the earnings did I ever see.
In any other business this fellow would have been arrested as
a crook, but such procedure is not considered etiquette in the
theatrical world.

All we say, as a rule, is that a man has had hard luck, and
another chance to rob is given him. Not only did I never
receive any money from Australia, but my slippery friend
deceived me so successfully that he persuaded me to sail for
France, to produce the play there. I was promised a deposit of
five hundred dollars to await my arrival in Paris, plus fifty
dollars a week for expenses, plus 50 per cent. of the profit.

There were far too many “ pluses,” as I afterwards learned.

Throughout my life, I have always found that events which
seemed at the time disastrous ultimately developed into
positive blessings. In fact, I have never known of oneinstance
when this has not proved to be the case.

Had my first theatrical venture been a success, I doubtless
would have become a manager, rather than an author’s
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representative ; and I am satisfied that I could never have
stood the physical strain of such an uncertain and nerve-racking
occupation.

The perils of Wall Street are nothing as compared to the
pitfalls of Upper Broadway.

In this connection let me state that one of the peculiarities
of this business is that when a manager makes six productions,
four of which are successes and two of which are failures, the
two failures more than consume the profitsof the four successes.

Profits are negligible when compared with losses.

However, believing in the proposition which the manager
of our Fauntleroy company had made to me, I sailed for France
in March of that year, taking with me three hundred dollars,
practically all that wasleft after paying my steamship fare above
my investment to which I have already referred. We had a
most tempestuous voyage, cold and dreary. When we landed
at Havre, it was in the midst of a French imitation of an
American blizzard.

I went to the Hotel Frascati, then only a summer resort. In
winter it was dismal. The fire in my room, for which I paid
extra, consisted of a few wretched faggots burning in a very
small fireplace. I felt depressed and lonely. Suddenly a cable
was brought to me. I opened it, hoping for good news, instead
of which it informed me that our manager had absconded, and
that he had only sent me abroad in order to give himself more
time in which to transfer the funds beyond legal reach.

There I was, stranded three thousand miles away from home
and friends, all of my savings lost, and with the paltry sum of
three hundred dollars as my sale asset.

I kept warm that night by pacing up and down the floor,
wondering whether I had better use my meagre cash to pay for
areturn ticket to New York or whether I had better push on to
Paris, in an effort to build up a business, for I reasoned that the
same brain which was able to earn my first three thousand
dollars might still prove its value by serving other authors as it
had served Mrs. Burnett.
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To return to America was to confess that my career so far
had ended in lamentable failure. To go back to my family to
be supported was an admission of weakness. My pride was
involved.

The next morning the weather had changed. The sun was
shining brightly. The temperature had gone up some twenty
degrees. The glistening sand was beneath my window, the
blue sea was calm and beautiful. I felt inspired. My optim-
ism had returned. I abandoned all idea of going back—Paris
and life were ahead of me. I knew with everything in me that
I would succeed. No other course was possible. Our surest
capital lies in ourselves. To husband one’s own resources from
within prevents a run on the bank from without. Ideas may
be stolen. They can never be taxed. I backed myself to win,
which is the keynote of success in any undertaking. Exhilar-
ated by these reflections, I paid my bill at the hotel, proceeded
to the railway station, bought a second-class ticket, and took
the eight o’clock express to Paris. I felt with Monte Cristo that
the world and all its treasures were mine.
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CHAPTER IX

I MUST now retrogress somewhat, in order to introduce certain
friendships and interests which have played such a conspicuous
part in my life.

Amateur theatricals were then very much in vogue. We
had fewer theatres and no movies. Diversions were rarer.
Dancing was confined to private evening entertainments.
Cabarets were unknown. Jazz was undiscovered.

The first country club had come into existence owing to the
vision and enterprise of Pierre Lorillard. Tuxedo Park was
projected, and in due time it became an actuality.

I was visiting some friends there when I met with an
unfortunate accident. I sprained my ankle while dancing. The
pain was for the moment intense, but suddenly there was a
buzz of excitement, when a slim and graceful young girl passed
through the ballroom. I asked her name and was informed
that she was Elsie de Wolfe, a newcomer from abroad, who had
considerable talent as an amateur actress, and who was there
to take part in the club entertainment. I remember that my
remark was far from flattering, as I was not in the least im-
pressed by her appearance. Her foreign type and her French
distinction elicited no admiration as far as I was concerned.
She was exotic, but in looking back I must confess that I was
then rather crude. I have always attributed my critical atti-
tude on this occasion to the severe pain I was suffering in my
injured ankle.

It was soon after my visit to Tuxedo, and through my
interest in the amateur stage, that I met Elsie de Wolfe. My
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friends, the Hewitts, asked us to luncheon. Caroline Duer, who
had written some quite lovely sonnets, was also present; she
had given me copies of them. After leaving the dining-room, I
took Miss de Wolfe aside, showed her these verses, and asked
her to read them aloud, which she did, with a very pleasurable
appreciation of their quality.

I found her so extremely intelligent that she quite altered
the first unfavourable impression which she had made upon me
that night at Tuxedo. Thereafter we met frequently, so that
before many months had elapsed a friendship between us was
established, which from that time until the present has
remained unbroken and inviolate.

This was in the year 1884.

Miss de Wolfe's father was a physician, born in Halifax,
N.S. Her mother was Scotch, although her family had removed
to Canada when she was comparatively young. At sixteen
years of age, Elsie had been sent to visit her Scotch relations,
who held distinguished positions in Aberdeen, belonging as
they did to the well-known family of Charteris, which had
furnished a long line of deans and professors to the Universities
and pulpits of Scotland.

The austerity and simplicity of this environment were
unsympathetic to a girl of her temperament, for from her baby
days she had been indulged in her artistic sense and in her love of
beauty, both of which qualities, by the way, being her domi-
nant expression even at a very early age.

Throughout her life, her chief articulation has invariably
been through some form of art. Her colour sense was her first
sense. Never could she spend fifteen minutes amid new sur-
roundings without longing to move the furniture, to rearrange
the ornaments, and to pull about the draperies, thus visualis-
ing all the while what she might do if only she were given a
free hand in the room.

She knew intuitively where a few flowers would produce the
best effect, and where the angle of a chair would improve the
general appearance. She felt furniture and decoration through
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every fibre of her being, and waved a magic wand while creat-
ing a lovely interior.

This clearly indicates the very beginning of the career
which has since made Elsie de Wolfe internationally
famous.

When she adopted the stage temporarily as a profession, it
was a road leading to her final fulfilment. She never in reality
deviated from her natural bent. Her talents, wherever they
might find expression, were always focussing toward the objec-
tive. Slowly but surely she was coming into her own.  She
travelled, she studied, she acquired knowledge. Her flasy in
detecting the real from the imitation was extraordinary. Her
sense of proportion was unerring. She might make a mistake
in many things, but she was physically incapable of making a
mistake in the matter of taste.

For this reason, and without any apparent effort, she was
always perfectly dressed. A simple cotton frock upon Elsie de
Wolfe became a poem, and a shawl thrown across her shoulder
an inspiration. Probably her proverbial generosity to other
women has protected her from much jealousy so far as clothes
are concerned, for, no matter how novel or unique may be a
model in her possession, I have never known her to refuse
lending it to a friend who desired to copy it.

The misconception which obtains in the mind of theamateur
actor or actress regarding the professional is often very amusing.
I remember once hearing a young woman who aspired to become
areal actresssay : ‘‘ Just wait until I am on the stage—no more
ginger ale and ham sandwiches for me at night, only champagne
and paté de foie gras.”

In after years, when I would be supping with some of the
greatest stars, I used to wish my little friend were with us, to
drink beer and to eat bacon and fried eggs.

Speaking of ‘‘ stars,” Elsie de Wolfe enjoyed this proud
distinction amidst the amateurs for several seasons. I was
duly impressed by her importance, so that on one occasion,
when I heard her mother reproaching her in no gentle terms for
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some line of conduct, I remonstrated, saying : * Oh, remember
dear Mrs. de Wolfe, that the star must be handled carefully.”

‘““She is no star to me,” answered Mrs. de Wolfe, which
remark gave Elsie and myself a hearty laugh, for we both had
a keen sense of humour, which has never deserted us in all the
years of our intimacy. Many a domestic storm has thereby
been averted.

Perhaps if husbands and wives exerted it occasionally,
there might be fewer divorces. When two people can laugh
together, there is less room for tears, and when they can see a
joke at the same moment, catastrophe is often prevented. A
sense of humour is probably the one saving grace in the world.
It can save nations as well as individuals.

With the exception of an occasional visit, I knew little of
the so-called fashionable resorts. Therefore when it was
proposed that we should rent a house together in Lenox, Mass.,
for the season, I gladly agreed to the suggestion.

We found just what we wanted, a little cottage, not too
impractical nor uncomfortable. There was a certain * picnic ”’
atmosphere about it all which, being young, we really enjoyed.
We had hosts of friends in Lenox, who welcomed us so cordially
that the weeks of relaxation flew by. The experiment was so
successful that it wasnot very long before we decided we would
cast in our lots together. We had both determined not to
become lotus-eaters, but to be bread earners, hence indepen-
dent. We could see our families daily and we could, through
freedom of action and protection from unproductive demands
upon our time, better qualify to be of practical assistance to
those who might ultimately depend upon us if ever the rainy
day came; and it did come with a vengeance. When Miss
de Wolfe's father died, he left nothing. He had lived from year
to year upon his earnings as a physican without setting any-
thing side.

When my father died, we found that he had speculated so
disadvantageously that there was little to fall back upon. But
long before these cyclones struck, both Missde Wolfe and I were
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respectively hard at work. From that time on business and
pleasure went hand in hand. It was this which determined my
friend to adopt the stage professionally. She had had so much
training as an amateur that she made the common mistake of
believing that this would equip her for the broader field.

Like many others, she soon discovered this error. Per-
sonally I am convinced that experience in amateur theatricals
is a detriment rather than an advantage to anyone aspiring
to the stage. Most that has been learned has to be unlearned.
The very self-confidence which this experience engenders pro-
duces oftentimes an undesirable result.

The praise of injudicious friends frequently fosters bad
mannerisms. Glaring faults are glossed over and indications
of talent are generally exaggerated.

A young man or woman (with very few exceptions) who
has never been on the amateur stage is a more docile and plastic
pupil than one who has.

The stage is a hard profession. Work and constant work,
humility, perseverance and great physical strength are all
essentials to success. The road is long and bleak. Each
step forward must be with bleeding feet. I have felt more heart
throbs through sympathy with the disappointed and discouraged
members of the profession than I have ever experienced by
contact with the victims of material poverty. The latter may
starve with their bodies ; the former with their souls, although
I might add both at times go hand in hand.

The uncertainty of enduring engagements, the long lapses
of weeks with nothing to do, the wearing rehearsals which only
lead to the brief run of a failure, the jealousies, the injustices,
the disappointments are all heart breaking. The salary when
received may seem large, but how quickly it melts during the
periods of enforced idleness.

And what shall I'say of the travelling, which even the greatest
stars cannot escape ! Life in a train is a wretched existence
under the most favourable conditions; a three-room modest
apartment in a side street of a small town is preferable in my
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put anything over on me like that. Don’t I know how Taft
and Bryan look? Ain’t I seen their pictures ? ”’ With this he
slammed out of the door and we all had a good laugh at his
expense.

It was in this house that I met the young and brilliant
journalist, Arthur Brisbane. He was brought by Mrs. Chat-
field-Taylor, of Chicago, to take a simple supper with usafter
the play. His personality then was as marked as it is to-day.
At that time we had heard little of W. R. Hearst. It was
Brisbane who was the high light of the new school of journal-
ism. I had known all of his seniors, and can recall hours spent
at Dosoris, personally conducted over the estate by the owner,
Charles Dana, the able and feared proprietor of the New York
Sun, who delighted in oriental porcelain, and who spent a for-
tune on exotic shrubs. I could write chapters about the celebri-
ties who frequented our little drawing-room in the old Washing-
ton Irving house, and could recall many associations connected
with the distinguished men and women from abroad who
passed our way.

It was a glorified Ellis Island, and to many of our good
friends it became the real Port of New York.
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CHAPTER X

AT the time of my fateful decision in Havre, which I have
already described, Elsie de Wolfe was in Paris. She had gone
there to study, and was living modestly at a small hotel.
It was natural that I should join her, and I doubt whether I
was ever before so glad to see anyone at the end of a journey,
for as I neared the city I confess to feeling rather awed at my
temerity. How could I impose myself in this strange land ?
How was I to plead my cause with French authors, alone and
unaided ? My knowledge of the language was meagre, and
only connected with a classroom. However, after a few weeks
of persistent effort, I acquired a certain facility of expression,
so that I soon earned the reputation of making myself always
clearly understood, which is an essential in business.

There was a rather conspicuous actress on the American
stage, whom I had met. Her name was Kate Forsythe. She
had played lead with John McCullough for several seasons. I
had been taken to see her in her apartment in New York so that
I might inspect her wonderful bedstead, made entirely of
repousée silver. It stood upon a platform eight inches high.
I remember that she explained its existence by saying that she
had invested in some silver mines which had developed so
wonderfully that the directors had presented her with this
bedstead, as they regarded her their mascot.

She was an amiable person, and so when I ran across her in
Paris I found her only too willing to furnish me with the informa-
tion for which I was sorely in need ; it seemed she had had some
dealings with the French Society of Authors, which afterwards I
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learned was the close corporation of the dramatists I was so
anxious to reach.

Its president was Victorien Sardou, with whose plays I
was more or less familiar. His *“ Fedora "’ and * Dora "' had
already been very successfully produced in America.

As I learned more of the men who were then writing for the
stage, I decided that unless I could enlist Sardou’s interest in
my undertaking that it would be a sheer waste of time, for he
was not only the president of the Authors’ Society, but its
ruling spirit. His word there was law. It soon became
evident that in order to accomplish anything I must have his
support and his endorsement.

I knew that up to that time selling plays in America upon
a royalty basis was an unknown system, so far as the
French authors were concerned. They had never found any-
one they could trust to look after their interests at such a
distance.

While this was the method followed in their own country,
to adopt such a hazardous system abroad was quite another
matter, as it involved the author receiving a percentage of all
the gross receipts at each and every performance of his play,
which gross receipts should be duly checked up.

The other system was to sell the dramatic rights for a fixed
sum, according to the territory to be covered.

It was the latter method which had always been followed
by Sardou and his associates in our country, until I appeared
on the scene with my project.

Of course there was a certain risk attached to it, for if the
play should fail the percentages or royalties would be very
small, whereas the fixed sum, even though not large, might prove
to be the proverbial bird in the hand.

On the other hand, if the play scored, the amount earned in
royalties would be infinitely larger. That no argument was
necessary was due to the fact that this was the accepted pro-
cedure in France.

But how was I to reach Sardou? That was the burning
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question. Who could give me a line of introduction to him ?
1 cast about, but the situation only grew more hopeless.

I found that he lived in the Rue du General Foy, but how
to get an interview with him was my haunting and hopeless
preoccupation. I again put on my thinking cap. The atmos-
phere was cleared. Why wait for any intermediary ? It was
up to me to write him a letter which would compel his atten-
tion. I must interest him enough to see me and this in as few
words as possible.

I sent my letter to Victorien Sardou, asking him to accord
me a little of his valuable time. This was posted on a Friday.
On Monday morning I received his reply saying, that if I
would call upon him at nine o’clock on the following day, he
would see me for 15 minutes. He had taken my request
literally. I was there ahead of time. Sharp on the tick of the
hour, his study door opened and I saw this great man. He
greeted me affably. I felt then, as I felt during the many
years of our subsequent friendship, that Sardou’s personality
was one of the most vibrant I had ever encountered. His face
suggested a Voltaire touched by human sympathy. It was
mobile beyond description. His eyes were illuminated by
intelligence. His glance was direct. He was incapable of
evasion. His smile was most magnetic, although those same
features could at times seem cold and severe. He spoke with
decision and invariably in short staccato sentences.

The one quality which he demanded from all those with
whom he came in contact was honesty. His patience was
inexhaustible once he had confidence in the individual who
taxed it for advice and for help. He could be sympathetic and
tender as a woman ; on the other hand I have seen him unfor-
giving and relentless. If he made up his mind as to the
integrity of a cause nothing could prevent him from throwing
himself into it with a zeal and an intensity that carried his
enemies before him. He was a splendid fighter and a good loser.

I may in this summing up of Sardou’s chief characteristics

have amplified somewhat the initial impression I had of him,
E
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but as I found him that morning, I found him through the
years of our long friendship. The man was revealed in that
first flash of acquaintance.

It was a rare thing to see him without the little black velvet
biretta or cap which he always wore for fear of draughts. A
loose coat, baggy trousers, felt slippers, soft shirt and bow tie
completed his working costume. His desk was long, covered
with pamphlets and papers, neatly sorted and in piles. Disorder
with Sardou was unknown. He had a precise mind.

He asked me to be seated and swiftly demanded the object
of my visit. I plunged into my subject ; told him that I
wished his aid in revolutionising the method of selling French
plays in the United States. 1 pointed out convincingly that he
himself would have reaped an infinitely greater harvest had
he been paid royalties. All the while I was conscious of one
thing, namely, that I had to make good with Sardou in those
15 minutes and that unless I captured his interest then,
all opportunity of my doing so would be lost. This recognition
of the situation did not produce nervousness, on the contrary
it clarified any haze which was in my mind. I was perfectly
cool and collected. My mental machinery was working with
regularity and at top speed. At the end of the time allotted to
my visit, I arose promptly to the minute, thanked the great
man for his attention, and proceeded toward the door. He
called me back, saying that he had 15 minutes more at my
disposal if I would sit down again.

I knew then that my battle was won. At the end of the
half-hour, I was urged to return the following morning, which
I did. This was followed by several other conferences.

I purchased and brought with me a map of the United
States. I showed my listener the relative position and popula-
tion of each of our big cities. I described the method of touring
four companies in a successful play at the same time. I proved
conclusively what the gross receipts from this aggregate of
companies might be.

My victory was complete. Soon Sardou introduced me to
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the leading dramatists of the day. I was taken to the Society
of Authors, and was there endorsed before the general agents,
Georges Pellerin and Gustave Roger, who were at the head of
the organisation.

At the end of three weeks it was evident that I would be
appointed the sole representative of the majority of the French
dramatists. One after another either sought me out or wrote
for an interview. Messrs. Pellerin and Roger were ready to
give me their official co-operation. Oddly enough, it was I
who insisted upon presenting credentials, as no one, not even
Sardou, had asked for them. I was taken on faith. However,
our Minister to France at the time was Mr. Whitelaw Reid,
a friend of my father’s.

I think he must have been most generous in his recom-
mendation, for when Miss de Wolfe and I dined with Mrs. Reid
and himself in their imposing residence in the Avenue Hoche,
our host told me with some amusement that he had been happy
to give me a ““ character.”

Thus was the last obstacle removed, so that for 16 years
I was the official agent for the French dramatists in all English-
speaking countries.

During this long period practically every French play which
appeared in English form passed through my hands. I knew
personally all of the leading authors, and many a happy and
congenial hour was spent in their gay, illuminating and instruc-
tive society.
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CHAPTER XI

PRIOR to leaving America I had watched with considerable
interest the beginning of Charles Frohman'’s career as a theatri-
cal manager. He was the younger brother of Daniel Frohman.
It was the latter who first introduced him to me. I had heard
of his sensational purchase of *“ Shenandoah,” a play by Bronson
Howard, which was produced at the old Boston Museum. All of
the prominent managers had gone over from New York to see
its first performance. At the end of the third act they were
convinced that the play was so poor that they would have
none of it. The embarrassing feature of their adverse verdict
was that they knew the author intimately and felt that he
expected one of them at least to bid for the control of the
property. In those days a production at the Boston Museum
meant merely a local leasing of the play.

Under the circumstances, to meet Howard at the fall of the
curtain was the last thing that these gentlemen wished to do.

No explanation of their pocket inertia would then be pos-
sible, save by admitting the ghastly and unflattering truth.

Suddenly A. M. Palmer suggested the happy solution of
their problem ; they could take the ten o’clock train back to
New York on some plea of urgent business.

This brilliant idea was adopted with enthusiasm. They
ran from the theatre in a body, congratulating themselves
upon their escape from an obviously disagreeable situation.

However, there was one young man from this city who
remained. This was Charles Frohman, whose earnings were
then very modest. As the curtain fell, he approached a friend
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in the audience who had come on from San Francisco, a man who
had built several theatres through the west and on the coast,
who had been financially successful, and who was looking over
the Eastern field with an idea of extending his activities. His
name was Al Hayman. While travelling with the Haverly
Minstrels, Charles Frohman had run acrosshim. He knew that
Hayman stood ready to back his judgment when the proper
moment arrived. Frohman had not only an absolute confidence
in the value of ** Shenandoah,” but also the vision which antici-
pated its success.

Assured by Hayman that he and his frend Hooley would lend
him the necessary amount for the venture, Frohman bounded
upon the stage, accosted the author and said, ‘“ Mr. Howard, I
want your play.”

Howard, who was expecting the powerful fraternity from
New York, was a little embarrassed by the abrupt method
of the unknown visitor. Who was he ? Where had he come
from ? His ignorance was quickly enlightened.

“T am Dan Frohman’s little brother,” said Charles, ‘“and
I am here to buy your play. That is all there is to it. How
much do you want for it, sir? ”’

At that moment, as all through his life, Charles Frohman'’s
magnetism, his wonderful personality, his dominant individual-
ism, won the day. What he wanted, he got.

That very night the contract was signed. Soon Frohman
made the production of ‘“ Shenandoah ” in this city. Its
success was overwhelming, and demonstrated that the group of
astute managers who had run away from Boston on an early
evening train had also run away from thousands of good
dollars.

Thus the foundation was laid of Charles Frohman’s sub-
sequent career. His next step was to establish in West Twenty-
third Street his stock company, of which Maude Adams was a
member.

The control of one theatre after another followed. Charles
Frohman and I became warm friends. He proved his confidence

«
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So bursting in he exclaimed, ‘‘ Cut out that talk and get down
to business. What I want to know is, doos Doose play or
doosn’t she ? "

I couldn’t stand any more, so beat a retreat, leaving
the gentlemen still at it. However, I noticed that Madame
Duse did play the matinées and survived both them and
Stetson.

Those were wonderful days, when the present high-browed
theatre was unknown. We had no problems which the play-
house was supposed to solve. We understood farces, melo-
dramas and burlesques, with an occasional polite comedy or a
romantic drama thrown in, but the sailing was plain and
straight and devoid of complications resultant from too much
culture.

Bernard Shaw had not begun to write with his pen in his
cheek, and the present dull triangle had still to be imported.
Those were very happy days for the purveyor of plays.

But to return to my opening up of the French market as
previously described ; Charles Frohman was my first customer.
The most conspicuous success running in Paris at the time I
met Sardou was a farce by Alexandre Bisson, called ‘‘ Feu
Toupinel,” or the late Mr. Toupinel. The story was side-
splitting, written around the marital adventures of a hero who
was juggling with a wife and a mistress at the same time, and
who were brought face to face in the same scenes.

Not a manager who saw it would risk its purchase. Bisson
had had no bid as yet for the American and English rights.
I remember my admiration of this cleverly-constructed farce.
Surely there must be some way of putting it through a moral
laundry. Suddenly a bright idea came to me. Make Toupinel
a bigamist who had deceived two honourable ladies instead
of one, and the problem of adaptation was solved. I rushed to
Bisson toexplain my inspiration. He was horrified beyond ex-
pression. He could not believe that any public would tolerate
the capering of a Lothario who had trifled with two confiding
ladies, rather than with one legitimate wife and with a
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temptress of experience who knew exactly what she was doing.
I could not change his Gallic viewpoint, but received his
consent to make any changes I felt might sell the play.

1 wired to Charles Frohman, who accepted my endorsement
of the property and my assurance, that despite the attitude of
Augustin Daly, A. M. Palmer and others, that I had found the
solution of the difficulty. The contracts were signed, a deposit
was paid to the French author on account, William Gillette was
engaged to make the English version, and the despised and
discarded ‘“ Feu Toupinel ”’ enjoyed a long and prosperous
career in this country and in England, under the title of
* All the Comforts of Home,” which was a wholly innocuous
entertainment.

Bisson incidentally made 50,000 dollars in royalties from
this production instead of the small sum of 4,000, which was
the original amount he expected, had he sold the play upon
the old system of a cash payment.

Of course my successful manipulation of this farce gave me a
prestige beyond words. It was a clear case of money having
talked, so that for years I had no rival where French authors
were concerned.

One play after another wassold by me.  Irepresented such
authors as Feydeau, Meilhac, Halévy, Blum and Toché,
Richepin, Bataille, Pailleron, Moreau and others as they came
along, in fact every man who wrote material that was market-
able for the English speaking stage.

Many an anecdote recurs to my mind connected with these
writers. I recall a general rehearsal of Pailleron’s ‘“La
Souris,” which was a dull contrast to his comedy * Le Monde ou
'on s’ennuie ”’ (The Society where one is bored). Francisque
Sarcey, the eminent critic, came to me as the curtain went down
and, in reply to my adverse criticism, said, shrugging his
shoulders as only a Frenchman can: ‘ Ah, mademoiselle, do
not be too hard on poor Pailleron. In some ways he is greatly
tobe envied. Do you know any other author who could have
two plays running at the same time in the same theatres?
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Yet this is what we have witnessed to-night. We have had
‘ La Souris ’ on the stage and ‘ Le Monde ou l'on s’ennuie ’ in
the audience.”

Neither Miss de Wolfe nor I were rich in worldly goods at
that time. We had made our budget, which called for an
expenditure of six francsa day. We could afford nomore. We
owned bicycles, and when it became too warm in Paris we
determined upon a trip on wheels. Of course Touraine was
then the paradise of sightseers, besides it had a special attrac-
tion for us in the fact that the country was flat so that there
would be no hill climbing. Off we started, and I very much
doubt whether any girls ever had a better or a healthier time
than ourselves. We could not seem to see enough chateaux,
yet we saw them all. Each with its traditions, each with its
architectural beauty, each full of romance, each rich in inspira-
tion. We rolled along over the hot, dusty roads, delighting in
everything we discovered and amused with every obstacle we
encountered. It was indeed a holiday.

Later we found ourselves in Brittany, where at Pont Aven,
thanks to Mére Julia, we lived well within our means, if you
could dignify our monotonous ‘‘eats” as food. We had
sardines cooked and uncooked at practically every meal. There
were no toilet facilities of any kind. Hot water for one’s
ablutions and hot coffee for one’s breakfast were served in the
same, well-worn pewter jug. Milk was an extra, whereas wine
was included in our board. But we found several artists there,
who, like ourselves, were seeking atmosphere and economy,
and many a merry outing did we all have together. In 1919,
out of sheer curiosity, I went off my route to revisit Pont
Aven and the little inn where I had passed such happy days.
Mere Julia was still alive, the inn showed no changes, the same
disorder, the same sardines—all were there to greet me.

We were not the only women who enjoyed bicycling. No
one was a greater expert at it than Madame Melba, who was
then Nellie Melba to us.

She left the rdle of prima donna behind her when she came
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to France in those early days of her success. She was like a
rollicking schoolgirl, full of fun and enthusiasm, so that we
enjoyed many a good time. As I grew older I developed a
rooted distaste for grand opera, from which prejudice I have
never recovered. I agreed with Alphonse Karr, who described
singing as an expensive kind of noise. It seemed to me sense-
less to hear fat Italian gentlemen, who could hardly be squeezed
into their velvet doublets, repeating over and over again to the
sobbing sopranos that they loved, loved, loved them. There
never was the slightest secrecy about it, for it was literally
shouted from the battlements and listened to by the lady com-
panion who had a contralto voice, which came in handy for a
quartette, as well as by the choral mercenaries who stood with-
out, guarding the parapets with flashing steel.

Oddly enough, I knew personally all the great singers, and
succeeded in retaining their friendship, despite the fact that not
even wild horses could drag me to hear them.

Melba once persuaded me to attend a performance of ““La
Bohéme "’ in Covent Garden, and, although she was applauded
until the old rafters rang, I infinitely preferred her as my every-
day companion on the bicycle. In recent years Mme. Frances
Alda, that delightful artist, insisted on one occasion that I should
attend arehearsal of * Prince Igor.” It was an awful experience
which I shall never forget. It was depressing in the extreme.

The opera-house was as gloomy as a morgue, the singers
were without make-up and costume, the shrieking light of day
forced itself through the upper borders, the music, without
melody of any kind, groaned on, while poor Alda seemed tossed
about from one Italian gentleman to another in such tragic
fashion that it was evident that happiness could never be her lot.
She was foredoomed to unrelentless misery. I urged her at
the time to quit and to end her days amidst the cheerful
surrounding of effervescent musical comedy.

However, she would not take my advice, and so is still
coping with the melancholy environment of the Metropolitan
Opera House. It seems such a pity, because she is really a
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genial and gregarious soul who knows how to laugh, who loves
to dance, and who is a real human being outside of her imposing
frame of grandeur.

But to return to those vagabond days in France.

Sardou became our very dear friend and, whenever we were
in Paris, never a week passed that we did not lunch with him
there, or, if he had removed to his beautiful Chateau at Marly-
le-Roi, we would go out to dine with him, his wife and his family,
consisting of three sons and one daughter, Geneviéve, who is
now the Marquise de Flers, wife of the well-known dramatist
whose brilliant comedies, written in conjunction with de
Caillavet, are known the world over.

The Sardou estate at Marly-le-Roi stands on the left of the
road and opposite the little village church. It is historical and
full of reminiscences. Sardou himself was always an ambulat-
ing encyclopadia. He knew everything and more. He talked
incessantly but held one spellbound, as his rare sense of humour,
mingled with fascinating anecdote, produced a wonderful com-
bination. His talent for reconstructing a historical ruin was
without a rival. One could see the folks of long ago as they
moved about in silk and crinoline. The stately minuet was
danced before our very eyes. I remember being taken by
Sardou to visit the Pavilion at Louvecienne which had belonged
to the Comtesse du Barry. There was the very gate through
which she was dragged shrieking with fear to face the
guillotine in Paris.

The owner of what then remained of Madame du Barry’s
property was an American, a little old lady who it seemed had
been a belle under the Second Empire. She was born in
Philadelphia, but owing to her spirit of adventure had sailed
for France. On the voyage she became acquainted with a
pleasant Frenchman, whose idea of hospitality was to relieve
the pretty American of all further responsibility, either social
or financial. He took her to Paris, introduced her to a group
of interesting personalities, taught her how to dress, had her
learn to play the harp, found her an excellent chef, stocked her
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cellar with vintage wines ; in fact, did all that any gentleman
could do to make her life happy.

Madame enjoyed herself thoroughly up to a ripe middle
age, when her protector decided to marry her off to an impecuni-
ous friend with a title. The Chateau at Louvecienne was given
the lady as a wedding gift, and there she ended her days in
1913. AsIsat and studied my aged hostess, who welcomed me
as a compatriot, I could not but think how extraordinary it
was that our own Quaker City had produced a successor to the
famous Frenchwoman who had ruled a kingdom and who had
destroyed an aristocracy.

Another famous dwelling near Marly was Le Cerf Volant,
the chételaine of which was a Madame Aubernon. She prided
herself upon the coterie of eminent men who always gathered
round her table. In order that nothing should be lost of the
wit and talent which assembled, she insisted that each guest
should speak in turn. To control this she had a little silver
bell by her plate which she rang as she accorded the right of
speech. Iremember one very brilliant dinner in this interesting
house at which many illustrious people were present. Ernest
Renan, one of the guests, tried several times to interrupt,
but was prevented from doing so by Madame Aubernon, who
raised her hand in a gesture of reproachful protest. Finally,
when Cabanel, who was speaking, stopped, the hostess graciously
turned to Renan saying, ‘ Now, monsieur, we shall be glad to
hear you.” ‘ Ah, madame,” answered Renan, ‘it is, alas !
too late. I merely wanted a second helping of spinach ! ”

The only time I ever saw Alexandre Dumas fils was in the
Sardou’s vegetable garden at Marly. The master, as we called
Sardou, was bending over his melon patch with a feverish
interest. He had planted some seed which he had received
from a friend, and was anxiously waiting for his melons to
grow. Suddenly I looked up, and there coming down the path
was Dumas, whom I knew by sight. We wereintroduced, then
Dumas, who was a pessimist, gazing at his friend Sardou, the
optimist, exclaimed: ‘“How I envy you who can feel such
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enthusiasm over a mere melon.” To which Sardou replied,
“How I pity you, my friend, who are incapable of such a
sentiment !’ The opposite character of the two men was
exemplified at this meeting. Nothing ever depressed Sardou,
whereas Dumas’ black moments were chronic. I never saw
Dumas again, for he died shortly after this.
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CHAPTER XII

My life for many years seemed a constant journey between New
York, Paris and London. Each incident of it was inter-
national, so it is impossible to reduce my experiences and
impressions to any sequence or dates. I never kept a diary
and never had a notebook. It isall haphazard in my mind; it
is a living cinema, unravelling the story, introducing the actors,
and presenting the close-ups! After all, it matters little. It
is the personalities and the incidents which are of importance,
especially as my chief desire is to convey to my readers my sense
of obligation to those wonderful men and women whose paths I
was destined to cross. A sponge in a pail soaks up water. To
listen often soaks up brains. To meet those who have some-
thing to give out is a privilege. It is only the dumb-bells
who, believing that their * thinks " are of such vast import-
ance, often miss those of far greater value. Instead of
listening to others they are too absorbed in the melody of
their own voices and too deeply impressed by the importance
of their own aims and interests. As we grow older one of our
greatest dangers is that we may drift into garrulity, mistaking
it for conversation.

My first office was in West Twenty-Fourth Street, in New
York. I began with a small room and with the assistance of a
young girl, who, at sixteen, had just finished her course in
stenography and typewriting. My obligation was to pay a
rental of fifteen dollars a month and her salary of ten per week.

I was bowed down by the sense of this responsibility. Com-
missions might come in slowly, then where would I be?
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But fortune was on my side, so that I began the second month
with the addition of a large room and the increase of thirty-five
dollars for rental.

For a long while I remained in this locality and until the
Empire Theatre was built, whither I removed, occupying for
many years a suite of handsome offices directly over Charles
Frohman’s on the second floor and Al Hayman's on the third.

My business had increased in leaps and bounds, for not
only was I established in this city, but I had opened offices
in London and in Paris, with subsidiary connections in Berlin,
Milan and Madrid.

The dream of Monte Cristo seemed to be coming true, for
the treasures of the world were drifting my way as one foreign
playwright after another became my client.

However, I determined not to neglect our American authors,
who were increasing and multiplying. The first of importance
who placed his work unreservedly in my hands, and who was
loyal to me up to the time of his death, was Clyde Fitch.

How well I recall his initial visit! He had only been
graduated from Amherst a short while when he wrote * Beau
Brummel.” Unluckily, both for himself and for me, he had
sold this play outright to Richard Mansfield for the paltry sum
of fifteen hundred dollars. It was from the despair caused by
the realisation of this stupidity that he sought me for future
guidance, so that never again would he be so foolish. I might
add that this was the first and the last time that Clyde Fitch
sold a play for a fixed amount. However, every time that
we found Mansfield playing to a crowded house we consoled
ourselves with the thought of Fitch’s sudden entrance into
prominence ; nor were we ever deceived as to the value of
the publicity due to Mansfield’s superb performance and
stupendous success.

To chronicle the long line of Clyde’s ups and downs in
authorship would require a volume. He was one of the most
industrious men I have ever known, indefatigable in his efforts
and undismayed by his rebuffs. He was simply ascending the
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road, although there were moments when he felt that after all
his father might be right when urging upon him a business
career.

Captain Fitch was always intolerant of his son’s waste of
time, as he regarded it. A graduate of West Point, an officer in
the Civil War, he spoke a different language, and it was not until
Clyde had reached the climax of success that his father gave in
publicly, although I always believed, long before he confessed
it, that there glowed in his heart a deep and sincere pride
in the literary accomplishments of his one and only child.

On the other hand, if Captain Fitch seemed to fail in sym-
pathy for his son’s chosen profession, his mother made it
up to her boy a hundredfold. She idolised him. He could do
no wrong in her eyes, and the one passport to her affection,
and to her interest, was an absolute admiration of Clyde and
an unfaltering belief in his genius.

I have always thought that the chief reason why Fitch won
out was because he never deceived himself as to the first night’s
real verdict. No matter how much friendly applause might
resound in the theatre, no matter how many times he was forced
to come before the curtain, he knew to a certainty whether his
play had really scored or not.

He and Charles Frohman were alike in this as well as in
some other respects, and when Frohman finally ceased to refer
to him as ‘“ your pink tea author,” he capitulated entirely, and
not only gave Fitch opportunities to adapt foreign material,
but purchased and produced many of his original plays.

Frohman’s judgment was occasionally at fault, for instance
when he refused ‘“ Nathan Hale ” and the ‘“ Climbers.” But
on the whole his appreciation of Fitch as a dramatist was very
sincere. The unhappy ending of *“ Nathan Hale " influenced
Frohman’s adverse decision, and the first act of the ““ Climbers,”
introducing a family in deep mourning after returning from a
funeral, seemed to him a scene wholly impossible for our stage.

Let me state, as a matter of data, that in both these instances

the reaction of the audience was favourable.
F
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Not only were Fitch and Frohman in accord over things
theatrical, but they shared many personal tastes. Their love
of sweets was abnormal. They could never eat enough to
satisfy their appetites, but in public they did not dare to wholly
gratify themselves for fear of ridicule.

When in the same city they often made it a practice to
sneak off and dine together, ostensibly for the purpose of dis-
cussing business, but one night I unearthed them in Frohman'’s
apartment at Sherry’s, where I found them surrounded by five
desserts—rice pudding, ice cream, a layer cake, apple pie and
a caramel custard. I shall never forget their expressions of
guilty enjoyment.

Fitch adored beauty of landscape, and beauty of archi-
tecture. His sense of arrangement in his home produced a
delightful atmosphere. He and Elsie de Wolfe were drawn
together in a close and lasting friendship through their mutual
love of decoration. They often tramped about in search of
objects of art, although Fitch’s taste was always the more
rococo and florid, and he lacked the just reserve which Miss de
Wolfe had early acquired through the distinction of her know-
ledge and through the cultivation of her mind.

Clyde Fitch was born with what the French describe as
‘“a gift of the theatre.”

His dramatic sense was keen. He was rarely mistaken as
to the result of his effects.

His characterisations of women were, as a rule, more
convincing than were those of men, for there is no use in
blinking the fact that his own nature was a composite one,
and that possibly he inherited more qualities from his gentle
Southern mother than he did from his war-like, Connecticut
father.

This commingling of the masculine and feminine is very
common in artists. Their super-sensitiveness, their response
to colour, their vibrant reactions, their emotional impulses
invariably spring from a dual organisation; so that I have
always maintained that the world owes much of its beauty to
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this combination of feminine sensitiveness and of virile accom-
plishment. Each attribute supplements the other, and art has
often become the richer for this duality. The mind of a man
with the heart of the woman makes an ideal exotic that should
not be despised, and how frequently they go hand in hand where
artists are concerned.

After all, sympathy is merely imagination in operation, and
who gives greater evidence of imagination than the dramatist
who brings character to life, and who supplies to his public an
impression of actuality produced through his fiction ?

The men and women of his creation must be as real to
his audience as they are to him. It is he, the writer, who
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