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vi IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

their way in the world to make; and whose consciousness

of gifts may be damped by adverse surroundings and great
obstacles.

I take the opportunity of renewing the expression of my

. gratitude to the hard-worked and successful men and

women who have made leisure to contribute these chapters

of autobiography first to the paper in which they originally

appeared : and now to this volume. .
T. P. O'CONNOR.
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MRS. KENDAL 13

failed me. I have to thank fortune for a home, and I love
my art, but I will make a confession which, I dare say,
will surprise many people. My keenest longing—my
greatest ambition—is to leave the stage. And if ever I
do take a farewell of the stage it will be once and for
ever. Those who know me give me credit for being a
woman of some strength of purpose, and if, therefore, I
ever say I am leaving the stage I will be true to my word.
Oh! if only, when the curtain falls for the last time on
The Elder Miss Blossom at the St. James’s, I could feel
that the stage was all over for me, how happy I should be!
And I have felt that way every day since I was thirty-
seven.

Why? I can give no reason but a bad one, perhaps
one of which I ought to be ashamed. It is sheer, empty,
crass vanity. It is that I may leave when everybody thinks
me at my best, and would be glad to see more of me, and
will think of me with regret. But ¢to lag superfluous on
the stage '—Heaven save me from that dark destiny!





































MR. FRED TERRY 23

He didn’t give us time to answer the question, but
went on—

¢ A woman called Julia Neilson has made quite a success.
They say she is very good-looking. Is it true?’

¢Judge for yourself, I replied, laughing, as I turned
from him towards my wife. ¢This is Miss Julia Neilson.’
























HERMANN VEZIN 31

speak blank verse as well as you do. But you do look so
like Macready when you are made up for the stage!’
¢Like Macready?’ I exclaimed. ¢Why, I have always
been told I looked like you!’ ¢Like me!’ he cried with
mock horror. ¢Good God! if I had such a nose as that
I'd cut it off!” and his nose was his worst feature !

For some years after this I played Shakespeare in the
provinces and in America. In 1859 I took the Surrey
Theatre for six weeks, just to test myself by the light of
criticism. It was a very hot Whitsuntide. I opened in
Macbeth, and read next day that I was the greatest actor
since Edmund Kean, and so on, and so on. Hamlet,
Othello, Shylock, King John, followed with similar grati-
fying results, but the most important feature of the
season, to me, was my arriving at a firm conviction that
these characters were human beings, and not mere stage
figures, to serve as vehicles for the display of the actor’s
tricks.

And so I arrived at the mature age of thirty.




























































EDNA MAY 49

one is very happy it always seems a pity to break the
spell.  After the run of The Belle of New York is over,
I am engaged for the title-réle in the succeeding piece,
The American Beauty, by the same authors, Hugh Morton
and Gus Kerker. It has been entirely rewritten for
this public, and Mr. Kerker has added beautiful new
numbers.

As the ventriloquist’s little mannikin always says when
he gets to the end of his recitation: ¢I don’t know any
more,” except that my real name—isn’t it intelligent of
me to know my own name?—is Edna May Pettie. My
first manager found the family name unromantic, and it
was dropped. I am truly blessed in belonging to a very
united and affectionate family. My sister Jane accom-
panied me when I came to London; mother and little
Marguerite are living with me now, and father crossed the
ocean just to spend Christmas with us all.













































JULIA NEILSON 63

remember. You see, even in The Yellow Dwarf I had,
felt the inconvenience of being rescued by a short hero
However, Mr. Terry seemed to take the situation seriously.
I must say I think the love scenes used to go rather well.

After all, this is an age of realism. We were married
in 1891, during the run of The Dancing Girl, and we have
generally been acting together in the same theatre ever
since. In this respect we have certainly been lucky, for
in the theatrical profession husband and wife are often
separated in business, unless they happen to be in
management.

Of all the parts that I have played, I think I love
Rosalind best. I still keep the piece of the bough with
‘Rosalind* carved on it as a memento of As You Like It
at the St. Jamess Theatre.

That is the story of my life. It seems to me to have
been so simple and straightforward, that there is hardly
anything to tell. Plenty of hard work, and some good
fortune, and—well, I think that is nearly all. It has
been very interesting to me—but to you—well, I wonder !





















68 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

often broken the tenth commandment that sometimes I
tremble.

One thing I thoroughly enjoy, and that is to poke
around old curiosity shops. I shall never forget the face
of the manager of a strange hotel I went to once on a
professional tour. I was keen on buying old silver then,
so I put to him what I considered a perfectly natural
question : ¢ Have you a good pawnshop near here?’ The
poor little German went all colours at once, and it was
only little by little afterwards that the various things he
must have thought came into my mind.



























MISS MARIE TEMPEST 75

individual members and detailed scenes or turns, leaves no
chance of a continuous and coherent impersonation, and
reduces the interest and story of the piece to the doings of
a couple of characters of the type known on the stage
proper as walking gentleman and lady—a form of character
extremely trying to the audience, and still more so to the
unfortunate actors intrusted with their representation.

Although even to-day I do not know what it is to go
on the concert platform without a terrible and sinking
nervousness, still, when I have been in long runs at the
theatre, I cannot say with what pleasure I return to the
fresh and better work that I have opportunity of doing at
afternoon concerts; for though the audience is often in-
clined to be cold, when one has had the good fortune to
please them, they are more than generous in their expres-
sions of approbation.
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MADAME ADELINA PATTI 85

mined to question her as to the cause of her sorrow. ¢Oh,
madame,’ she replied, ¢it has been like heaven to be with
you; now it is all over and I must go back to London and
unkind people !” '

I am going to write my biography at length one of
these days, and then I'll have a good deal to say on this
subject. Much, I hope, will be of service to young singers,
in whom I take an almost unreasonable interest. But I
won’t venture on this undertaking until afler I have retired
from public life, which will be—when, I wonder ?

For the rest, there is little more to be said now. It
has already been confessed for me that Rossini is my
favourite master, that Charles Dickens is the main in-
spiration of my fondness for reading, and that the human
qualities I most admire are honesty in man and faith

1m woman.







































98 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

alone, eight theatres were performing it at the same time,
and the words were so constantly quoted that at last it
was decided to impose a fine each time a phrase from
Pinafore was used in general conversation.

My dear old friend, Frederic Clay, was in church one
Sunday morning with the Barlows, one of the best known
families in New York ; and the preacher concluded a most
eloquent sermon with the impressive words: ¢For He
Himself hath said it!* Clay whispered into Sam Barlow’s
ear the continuing line: ¢ And it’s greatly to his credit,’
promptly took out half a dollar, and silently placed it in
Mr. Barlow’s hand !

It is, perhaps, rather a strange fact that the music to
Pinafore, which was thought to be so merry and spon-
taneous, was written while I was suffering agonies from a
cruel illness. I would compose a few bars, and then lie
almost insensible from pain. When the paroxysm was
passed, I would write a little more, until the pain over-
whelmed me again. Never was music written under such
distressing conditions.

In this short sketch I have confined myself mainly to a
few episodes in my early life, for as to the long series of
cantatas, oratorios, and Savoy operas with which I was
associated—is not the history of these written in the
chronicles of the Press, where all who run may read ?






























SIR FREDERICK BRIDGE, K.B. 109

the clock, which he had seen in a shop window, and had
bought it.

That was all! But it gave every one a terrible fright,
for it showed that, in spite of all precautions, it had
actually been possible to bring into the Abbey, unob-
served, the very article that the pohce were doing their
utmost to exclude !



BLANCHE MARCHESI

In looking back upon my childhood the first thing I
remember is passing by Hyde Park and receiving some
lovely sweets from an old white-bearded English gentleman.
They tell me I was eighteen months old at the time.

I was born in Paris, as the tenth and youngest child of
my parents—alas! the only surviving one to-day. My
parents went, when I was a baby, to live at Cologne.
They were both singing-teachers at the Conservatoire, and
were also concert singers; hence my whole childhood was
passed in a musical atmosphere, and music—singing in
particular, in which my parents excelled—became part of
my life.

When I was very young I was taken to see a light
opera. There was a ballet in it, and it made a tremendous
impression.

At three years of age I sang song after song; always,
oddly enough, I pretended to take the second voice in the
little duets with my sister. Then came the day when I
saw a chance. Ah! what an effect it had upon me. I
determined to be an actress. I was always, always acting;
morning, noon, and night.

It became a passion with me—tragedy, always tragedy ;
I was never satisfied with anything but tragedy of the

most blood-curdling description. Every day I and my
110































































EDWARD LLOYD 129

first. My wife objected, and her word is law with me in
such affairs. Besides, her judgment has been confirmed by
my career as a concert singer.

I have bought a small property of one hundred and ten
acres in Mayfield in Sussex, a delightful old-world place.
The house dates from 1560. There I intend to devote
my time to breeding Southdown sheep, and cattle.
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to the railway was so crowded that traffic was completely
stopped, and at the station itself there were over five
thousand people who did everything possible to enhance
the memory of a really delightful visit.

So much for past days! As to the future, I think my
warmest wishes centre themselves round a visit to my sunny -
southern home. I have a great dislike to sea travelling, or
probably I should have taken that long trip already. That
visit will be more a matter of sentiment than business, and
I look forward to it with the very keenest pleasure.

I intend to take out with me a complete but small opera
company of the very best artistes. I shall take my own
orchestra, chorus, and scenery, and I’ll sing with all my
heart for dear old Australia.
























146 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

that a violin piece of mine, ¢ Benedictus,’ has also travelled
far.

~ During the Diamond Jubilee Festivities a gentleman

asked to be introduced to me, and remarked, ‘I want to

know you ; our band plays your “ Benedictus ” twice a week

at Hong Kong!’
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168 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

the exertions of my publishers, and of the indefatigable
gentlemen who are good enough to act as my agents, I
find novel-writing more than remunerative. The author
who sneers at the literary agent is a fool ; the publisher
who sneers at the literary agent is——; but now no
publisher sneers at any one—no, not even at an author.






























176 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

express oneself as clearly and as deftly as one can, taking
hints of effect from the masters, but not imitating them.
Whether as poet, writer, or other artist, we should strive
to express ourselves, not echo the masters.

Look into the face of the world, see nature largely, and
do not think you are an artist because you can copy the
masters. And one can accomplish but little when all is
said ; for make no mistake about it, however much we pose
and strut in the world in the solitude of our own studies,
there are few of us but know how the faults and blemishes
of our craft stand out and stare us in the face, to remind
us that we are small enough and halting enough to be
always learning, never quite gloriously achieving.































































¢ TOBY, M.P. 197

I did not get further on my tour than Paris, where I
stayed nearly a year. Coming back at Christmas, 1869, for
a brief holiday, meaning to return to my old room in the
Quartier Latin, I tumbled into an engagement on the sub-
editorial staff of the morning edition of the Pall Mall
Gazette, then just floated under the editorship of Mr.
Frederick Greenwood.

A feature of the paper was the Parliamentary summary,
somewhat closely modelled on that of the T'imes. One day
it happened that the gentleman who contributed this was
suddenly taken ill. In the despair and hurry of the
moment, I was sent down to do the work for the forth-
coming issue. It was a temporary arrangement, but it
lasted as long as the life of the morning Pall Mall. It was
my first introduction to the gallery of the House of
Commons, and I am there still.
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208 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

visit, in 1876, and I am certain that I viewed those old
masters with a fuller appreciation than would have been
possible had I made their acquaintance on the previous
occasion.

I am intensely interested in all matters pertaining to the
stage, and have assisted in the artistic mounting of more
than one of Sir Henry Irving’s and Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s
productions. The first-named manager I assisted with
both Cymbeline and Coriolanus. 1 am also devoted to
music, which I can enjoy thoroughly and under all con-
ditions, though I confess that there was a time (it was
in 1859) when I came to the conclusion that in order to
devote myself to the great exactions of my own particular
art, it would become necessary to reliquish even the enjoy-
ment of music. :

It is, by the way, a fact not without interest to me
that a certain professor of music once urged my mother to
make me throw away my brushes and devote myself to the
study of music! Long afterwards, when he had settled in
Belgium, and I had made some slight mark by my brush, I
renewed the acquaintance of that professor; I found he had
changed his mind about me!

It is not unpleasant to look back through the vista of the
years and survey the long day of work, with its vicissitudes,

gits hopes and fears, its alternating failures and successes.
How many of both seem to have fallen to my lot!
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gave me an answer which turned out to be wrong. The
other occasion was this: when he was discussing the cove
of the story, he said that one of the scenes in it should b
the death of Eugene Raeburn. You will remember tha
Eugene Raeburn does not die; his creator relented at th
last moment, and allowed him to live.

Anthony Trollope was just the reverse of this. He di
not seem to take anything like the same interest in hi
characters. When I would ask him a question about on
of them, his answer nearly always was: ‘I don’t know
Had the young lady fair hair or dark? I would ask. ¢
don’t know,’ was the reply. Was she tall, or middle-sizec
or small? I would inquire. ‘I dont know,” was again th
answer. For Anthony Trollope I illustrated the ston
He Knew He was Right.

My association with Thackeray was slight. I remembe
going to visit him just when Cornhill was about to b
brought out. He was lying on his bed with a bandage:
ankle. He was six foot four tall, and I thought I neve
saw anybody so huge. e asked me to look at the proofs
and especially at the initial letters which he had don
himself. In one the people all wore muffs instead o
heads.

¢ Well, young shaver, do you know what that means?> he
asked; and as I paused, and he wanted to spare me the
humiliation of saying, perhaps, the wrong thing, he added
immediately : ‘I mean they are all muffs.’

And then he paid me a pretty compliment in his curiously
ironical way. Ie asked me where I got my pencils. ‘My
pencils don’t draw like yours,’ he said, with a twinkle in
his eye.
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took to fondling me, and I explained to my kind host that
under these circumstances progress was impossible.

‘Sing to them, he said, ‘and they’ll be as good as gold.
Theyll sing with you.’ I hummed a little, and presently I
found myself joining in with them in a vigorous Dutch
song. This continued for several days, and I was able to
work with such ease, that I gave the children money to keep
on singing, and although I had no knowledge of the Dutch
language, I sang lustily with them.

It was only a day or two before my return that I found
this song was a Jameson Raid hymn, covering the Dutch
with eulogy, and praying for confusion and worse than that
to all their enemies—Queen Victoria in particular. Here
had I been singing it every day con amore, and paying the
children to sing it, too!

I had never visited Holland before, and I was delighted
with everything I saw, the art of the country being of over-
whelming interest. I was much struck with that wonderful
painting of Rembrandt’s, ¢ The Night Watch,’ at the
Amsterdam Museum; it is the most wonderful thing I
ever saw. I could scarcely draw myself away from it, but
I left it with a feeling rather of pain. When further on I
saw the Frans Hals I was just as much delighted, but the
simplicity of it made me feel happier. Rembrandt said:
‘You’ll never paint.’ Frans Hals said: ¢Perhaps you

b

may.
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232 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

came into play. I was of the Temple ancestry, indeed, but
I was not then acquainted with their deeds in many fields
in past centuries so well as I have since become. But
probably the inherited ambitiousness was working in me
unconsciously even at that early age, and so I resolved to
try an Eastern career, and accepted the writership.

This altered all my plans. No more thought of Oxford
for me, nor long continuance at Rugby. I would stay long
enough to enter the top form, then called the Sixth, and
proceed to the East India Company’s College at Haileybury.

According to the regulations, it was needful for me, before
entering the college, to present a certificate from the head
of some school as to character and conduct. So I asked the
Head-master of Rugby to give me the requisite testimonial,
which he kindly did; he was Dr. Tait, the successor of
Arnold, and afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury.

At Hailevbury I found many famous examiners and pro-
fessors who have become historic—Melvill, afterwards Dean
of St. Paul’s; Jeremic, afterwards Regius Professor of
Divinity at Cambridge; Jones, then a well-known author
on political economy ; Empson, afterwards editor of the
Edinburgh Revicw ; Horace Hayman Wilson, then the first
Sanskritist of the age; Monicr Williams, since celebrated
as an author relating to the ancient Ilindus. But these
learned gentlemen turned my young head upside down.

Heretofore my success had been in composing Latin
verses on all sorts of subjects and in translating passages
from Shakespeare into Greek iambies.  This skill, such as it
was, I must now abandon; and instead of that, bend my
attention on Arabic, Sanskrit, Ilindostani, and further on
to law, political economy, and Oriental historv. I was im-
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In 1575 Baron Graot purchased the Echo, and, except a
few werks ut the Pall Mall Gazette office, I bave never since
occupied or wished to occupy an editor's chair. My
experience has been wide, and I think no other work is so
exacting and exhausting. My wants are very few and
simple, and I had now sufficient independence. For more
than twenty years I had not spent half my income, and I
celebrated my freedom by travelling with my wife through
Persis, At the end of six months’ travel I found the cost
was entirely defrayed by the proceeds of my book, Through
Persia by Caravan.

In 1879 I became ¢lLondon Correspondent’ for the
Manchester Guardian. 1 asked the editor, Mr. Scott, now
M.P. for Prestwich, to keep my engagement secret. I
bore a nom de plume in the books of the newspaper, and
the nnonymous was never in my experience better preserved.
That work I did for nearly fourtcen years, and so smooth
and kindly were my relations, that I did not receive half a
dozen letters from the editor in that long period.

In the same year I nceepted candidature for Salford, and
in April 1880 was cleeted with a majority of nearly three
thousand votes, 1 had at last gained the position so long
denived. My first speech in Parliament was received with the
kindest: compliments and much hostility by Sir Stafford
Northeote, Tdeelined, in 1882, Mr. Gladstone’s friendly offer
of 0 Commissionership of Customs, beeause T possessed quite
suflicient fortune for my needs, and T suggested to Mr.
Gludstone that after talking so much of reform, it would
scem rather undutiful on my part if T were to accept that
which he himself deseribed to me as a ¢ semi-sinecure.’
Three years later T beeame one of the first victims of the



SIR ARTHUR ARNOLD 247
Act which divided the great boroughs, and was defeated
for North Salford.

When the French say a man has passed his first youth,
the margin is very liberal, but I can have no excuse what-
ever for extending this retrospect beyond the election
of 1880.



T. W. RUSSELL, M.P.

AxvtHOUGH often taken for an Irishman, there is not a drop
of Celtic blood in my veins. Iam a pure Lowland Scot—
having first seen the light in Fifeshire in the early forties.
Born at a time of fierce controversy and eager disputation—
the time when the great Disruption in the Church of Scot-
land took place—when the doctrine of spiritual independ-
ence and the function of the civil magistrate were discussed
in every peasant’s home, I do not seem to have ever had a
really quiet time since.

The youngest of a family of six, I was reared as the
children of Scottish working-men were then universally
brought up—in a hard school. I doubt if my father, who
was a stonemason, and fond of telling that he worked side
by side with Hugh Miller, ever earned thirty shillings a
week in his life. By the death of my mother, and the
marriage of a sister who became located in Belfast, the
home was broken up. I had to leave school then, and was
apprenticed to business when I had just turned ten years
of age.

My employer in Cupar-Fife went bankrupt, and I came
by my first loss—a year’s salary. Transferred to Dundee, I
completed my apprenticeship with the chief creditor of my
former employer, went to Edinburgh, then to Musselburgh,

and finally (the turning-point in my life) I arrived in Ireland
248















T. W. RUSSELL, M.P. 258

likely to win back the seat, and selected I was. I was
nominated by Mr. James Brown—my first employer in
Ireland, and the best and truest friend a young man ever
had. After a severe struggle I won by ninety-nine votes,
and have held the seat ever since.

Nine of these years in Parliament were years of storm
and stress and struggle. Great battles were fought, and
I had my share of everything that was going. But, the
battle over for the time being, at least, I am glad to know
that the men of the party I most vehemently and bitterly
opposed think none the worse of those who fought sturdily
for their own corner. And it is to me a matter of the
greatest satisfaction to feel that I have been able to co-
operate in many things for the good of Ireland with those
who were my stoutest foes whilst the Home Rule controversy
was acute. We do not now differ—save in opinion—and
not always in that.

































264 IN THE DAYS OF MY YOUTH

planting and gardening, absorbed all their money. They
only saved enough to come to town occasionally.

Another set now own often part of the old places, but
they do not care to spend so much there as in the town.
They go down for shooting or hunting, or to entertain a
party for a ball, but their number is lessening. Soon it
may be difficult to do this, and the money for sport must
be spent abroad. All tends to diminish men’s tastes for
the rustic happiness of their fathers, and to make life at
the country-house only a short chapter in the book of the
season’s amusements.
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making the presentation, not only used every point I had
selected, but used them with such superior ability and effect
that I was left, when the time for response came, absolutely
without a puff of wind in my sails.

This brings me up to very recent days, in which my
appointment as Lord Chamberlain is the chief event. No
one could have been more surprised than I by the offer,
and none more deeply touched by the flattering terms in
which it was placed before me. The question of acceptance
I naturally approached with the greatest diffidence, but
despite the odd moments of anxiety and embarrassment
which must come to any chief of an office almost entirely
personal, I must say that in mine the pleasure of its dis-
charge is commensurate with the honour of its tenure.
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pressed on me when I was ten years old, ¢ Take courage
and endure.’

Now it is all over, I am convinced that I have done
what I should have done years ago. The old life is dead ;
a new life seems opening to me. I go gladly to meet it!
Whatever my faults or failings may be, I think I have
carried out that first hint suggested to me by a literary
father, Do your best. No man can do more. Can he?



RIGHT HON.
SIR EDWARD BALDWIN-MALET, G.C.B.

I was born in the year 1837 at the Hague, where my
father, who was in the Diplomatic Service, occupied the
pleasant post of Secretary of Legation. Four years pre-
viously he had married Miss Spalding, the step-daughter of
Lord Brougham, who was at that time Lord Chancellor of
England, and in the zenith of his popularity on account
of the passing of the Reform Bill.

The first six years of my life were spent at the Hague,
but my recollections of it have faded, and nothing remains
but a memory of canals, avenues of trees, and the beach at
Schevening, and the only incidents that stand out are
visits to the play.

My first pantomime was the first epoch of my life. I
still tingle with delight at the recollection of seeing the
clown fishing in a tub, which was suddenly caught up to
the flies, when the bottom came out, and clown and
pantaloon were precipitated into the water below and
caused a tremendous splash. I was also taken to the
Opera, and saw William Tell. 1 can remember the awe
with which I gazed at the salle, with its glittering tiers
and crowds of well-dressed people, but my eye was caught
by a loved face in the upper gallery opposite to me, where

my nurse had been provided with a seat. To the con-
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good. I gained no honours, I took no degree, but the
result of passing the two most impressionable years of
youth in the midst of healthy surroundings and honourable
emulation in all that was good and straight was of lasting
service to me.

I stepped back into my profession with the cares of
manhood before me. ¢ The days of my youth’ had come

to a close.
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in the world who know the secret. Others do not even
know wherein the secret consists, or where to look for it,
although it is before their eyes when the machine is open
for inspection.

The reward of £2000 was extensively advertised ; and
in this connection an amusing thing happened on one
occasion. In a certain periodical, immediately below my
advertisement, there appeared a notification to the effect
that a correct imitation of my automaton was to be dis-
posed of, together with a dress-coat, suitable for a stout
gentleman, for the very reasonable sum of £8! I wonder
if that assortment found a purchaser ?

Of all the mysteries I have produced, Psycho has always
been my favourite child. He has not been exhibited for
many years now, but he is not done with, by any means.
Four thousand consecutive performances told upon his
constitution, and he became almost a physical wreck.
Therefore, his career had to be temporarily closed during
extensive alterations and repairs. Various improvements
in his mechanism are in course of development. When
his rehabilitation is complete, I intend to re-introduce him
to the public as the only genuine Mahatma in existence.

Printed by T. and A. CoNSTABLE, Printers to Her Majesty
at the Edinburgh University Press






N e
- -

e . - ™) te, -
Ta Ny mermet ® B ea Veee

The Life of Edward FitzGerald

With Incidental Notices of his most
Intimate Friends

By JOHN GLYDE

With Introduction by EpwarD CLODD, sometime
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