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Stories I Have
- Heard and Told.

By CYRIL MAUDE

ATWAYS think $hat the cream of a
I bumorous story becomes somewhat
thin when set forth in cold type.

{ To my mind it lacks atmosplers
—tls merry twinkle 1z the eye of the
teller; the facial expression, that em-
basising of the peculiarities of the char-
En'tnru in the story which a good racom-
tour can always convey, apnd 4he de-
light of being nlie to sap ono story with
another when in congenisl compaay, Con-
pequently 1 dm mot qnite sura thaf my
etorias will prove Ao entertaining a3
huight be desired. Not that I conaider
mysell a good racontewr. Ang little con-
celt T might bave Lad dn that direction
was knocked out of me some time ago.
when, after telling storles which X
thought were funny for half an hour at
& children's purty, T overhreard one young-
pter confemptuously say to another:—

“Bit of w silly ass, isn’t het Heard
tliose kids' tules years ago.”

And I fear Lhat the cry of “chesbunt”
may be repeated by sonie of tha readors
of these stories. Hut perhape thers may
le one or two slories of merit which will
lead such readers {o Dbe dndulgent.

" Apropoa of the party incident already
mentioned, 1 think the prececiousness of
the premeut day youngsier {a ons of the
wost amusing featurea of this age of
purd, 1 rememlber on one oceasion sratch-
ing o clever little girl duncing during &
rohearsal.  Afterwards, I complimented

her wpon lier skill, saying:—
“Y suppnee yon are going to be a great

Bancer some duyi”

slre replied, prampily.

“Uh, yes,” “I

that acone time 2o we wanled a Doy
ahop in orler ta comply with the licens-
ing Tauws regunding Lheatres, should be

HHr leahed o widnidiure edition of

Atherl Cheralier

over 14, huit who ahould only ook abaut
eight veara of age, and we insvrted an
afverliscment tu 4hal «Tect, Amongy
pther applivanta wan x little couter lad
who wus brought by his father—both
belug glotious  in  their’ multitude of
peartien” The poungater wed quite-s

midget. I dould if he stood mwuch over
twop feet in Leight, and he looked a minin-
tors edition of Albert Chevalier. I asked
his father if e had been on the stage
Lefora, :

“No, sir,” he said; “but he's Leen on
an laquest!”

Not the least of dive iroubies of 2
dtheatrical manager s the tank of denling
with siape aaplrants and budding drama-
tinte. Oh, that terrible heap of plays
which confropts me week afler week,

‘the moat peeverse of men”
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1t roncerns
the saume play, ‘You Never Cun Tcll*
Hawtrey, mocording to his own worda,
was seized with a enad idea to produce
dhis play. “I wrote to Shaw,” ke eny9,
“and awked his permission. 1le anawered
that he would come and remd it {o me.
He did, and Legan by aaying that aome-
tines he thougld it was the Lest play
1liat was ever written, and at others he
considered it tlie greateat trash. Any-

Beroogs. 1 resd about in the "Christmas
Carol’ " :

AVith relerence to “Tlhe Second in Com-
mand,” I might recount the following
.mmusing experience, Vwhen wg had the
dress rehearsal at the Ilaymarket Thea-
dre a junior oflicer of cavalry wag pres- -
ent. Ile waiched the proceedings with

much inierest, and at the end of tha
evening was questioned a3 to what was -
Iis opinien of the new play. .

how, he was of opmion that it was &
pretty poor play, and that if I produced
it—well, I must take the consequences.
Some &ime afterwarda I wsked Bhaw if
I could compreas the last act. Ha de-

" dlined to atipw -one line to bo altered

or cut out. In view of certain contin-
gencies, 1 had at Jast to tell him that I

“The (ock o

searcely one in twenly worlh reading,
Nyt they must be examined, otherwiie
one might miss a gem. One play which
was submitted ta me counsisted of 28
acts, and I calculnled that it would have
1aken alont twelve hours 1o play.
‘Anotlhier aspiring playright promized to
Yook all the seats in the first two rows
of the dress circle if 1 would produce a
pay he submitled to me, and prohably
Qe sLill thiuks me a very poor businesa
mun for not accepting hLis offer aund the
play, which he assured me wankl beat
the reeord of “Clarler’s Aunt.” 1 amn
afraid, honwever, {hat my friends would
have seriously consldered the advisability
of placing me under restraini had I pro-
duced ihat play.

T'his proffered bribe reminds me Llat a
slage-struck counlry youth, learning that
Mra Maude was very fond of country life,
offcred to semd her & couple of pig if
slie would give hima an engagement.

I think, however, ihie following letter
conatitutes the mest extraordinary ap-
plication T have ever reccived for an
engagement, At any rale, it is aurely -
the worst-apelt epintle on reeord:—

“8ir, -1 think I Should Like to be on
the Strage | am young 10 1 have never
Doen on” 1he Steape yet But eeverad
Yeple rescwde mb to 1 am lady kelpe
heare whear 1 am Leaving My lHome ix
nol in London would you kindly tight
Tack and let e now weather you have
a veacancy L have gond voyee for aing-
ing,” Yours respfaliy.” -

fu my book on the Haymarkel Theatre,
pullinlred some years agn, 1 have devoted
a chapter W an efurt which Frederic
Harrison and mysed made to produes
{ioorge Hornard Sluw's ploy, “You Never
Can Tell™—» play which was willdrawn
at the rlevenlth hour, owing to ilie amle-
alla differences which arcso between tha
suthor and myself during rehearsaln. I
am reminded of this episode by a story
wlich Mr Charles 1anirey telln enncern-
ing “G.0.H."” once described as "one of

ihe North?™

coulidn't produce the play. 1is avawer
was: ‘Thank you so much?! You have
taken a great Joad off my mind." Now,
what are you to do with a man like
1lhat??

I think I may safely say that of ali
iLe parts I have ever played Hir Peter
Teazle is, perhaps, my favourile. At
any tate, it is the one in the acling of
which I have had the grealest enjoyment.
Sir Peter’s peskioess and varinlions of

%

“Yer wonldn'y be very fal §f you'd

{femper” always wirongly appeal Lo me.
1t was rallier & sheck, however, to learn
un one eccasion that & litlle girl about
twelve -years of age, who had wilnensed
my perlormance, remarked to er motler
a4 uhe Jelt dle thenlre:-- -
“Wihati an mwiul old man lie was, mam-

 ma, aud how glad I mm that ha Is ant

my deddyl He's elmost ss bad as old

“My dear fellow,” he said, “il you only
tone down the yellow siripe on the or-
derly's overalls, the piere will go like
Leans.” ) . .

I em rather fond of Shetland, and
bave visited fhat part of the kingdom
for flshing, Omce I imported & servamt
drom those disiant isles, whose admirable
wafting wt table had much impressod ma.
Tmpordation, lowever, did mot improve -
{im, and he bhad before long fo reture
40 hie mative land. One mnight [ asked
whether be would like to go te the Hay-
sontket, Ile betrayed no enthusiasm.

“But wouldnt you like to see me
act (" I ssked, rather nebticd.

¢ I will go if you want me 40,” waa his
only reply.

I should like Lo menticn that there wre
ena or two myaterirs connented wilth
ile Hayuwarked which we lbave not yob
eolved. They concern articdes left le-
hind Ly patrons. 'erhaps one of our
quainlest discoveries was made under a
circle gent on 4 very hot day in June.
1t consisted of an extremely neat poir of -
corsets, entirely imncoent of covering of
any kind, next to which, with ooy,
DLlushing ehecks, lay a large vipe apple.
The myslery of these cor<ets and that
apple bhas nyver bween eleared up.

.Nor bmve we yet Leen able to fird ourt
why eome pgoed lady patron of our pit
awag kind enough to leave us a souvenir
in the shape of an extremely “fetchinmg™
plok silk pablicoat nmd a paic of goloshes,
vize three. A veil of mystary we should
wleo like to pierce hangs over n neat
parcel which, upon opeaing it, was founs
do contain a framed photograph of an ex-
tremely prelly gicl swith lovely eyes,
around which -were earelully wrapped 2
largs pair of what hosiers techuically
temn “gent’s koitted niglhtsocks”

Dring the run of “The Libttle Minis-

been withond witllos ax fony na him ™

der,” the enlire company beenme very,
Cwvery Seoteh, am] it wos decided that ab
their Chrisdmas gathering iho bagpipes
mist fynre hargely on Lie progrumane.
A piper from the Feols Gaards wie
recured, and he atrutted up and down,
playig for all he was worth., Fvery
body was hugely delighted. -
C . "Wadd o minute, boyn,” said one mom-
bar of the company, an’ ex-Army mani



