I decided to take up a career as a dramatic
reader, and told Mr. Frohman so, when h¢ offered
me a part in ** Shanandoah.”’

fifty generations, and I glory in
that fact quite as much as I do in
being a Canadian.’ Yet to this day I do not
know just what particular application of the
phrase Mr. O’Neil intended; and I may as well
further confess that I' did not at first understand -
whether he meant thedry “ C” or the wet ““ Sea.”

In the years since Mr. O'Neil first made
this remark I have asked a number of my
friends if they had any idea as to what “having
the Irish Sea in one’s voice’” might really mean.
One kindly old lady professed to know. “Itis
because your voice is so liquid, my dear,”’ she
said. Another laughingly declared, *“It is
because your voice is always so limpid and
fresh,” to which an effervescent and irrespon-
sible .debutante retorted, ““Oh, how could it be
fresh, if it is the ocean?”’

Full of youthful ambition and more than
desirous of knowing all my assets, I wrote to a
poet whom I knew, and this is the reply I ree
ceived., You will perceive when you reach the
end of his “Pegasisusian’” fight that this poet
had a sense of humour, or, better still, he was
gracious enough to credit me with one!

“Did you ever live in the far-out, quiet
country,” he began, “at a distance, say, of a
guarter or half a mile from the shore of a large
body of water, an open bay, a sound, a great
lake or an inland sea? Then you may have
heard the witching sound that so often has come
to me in the creepy silences of the night, and of
which T am reminded never so much as by the
symphonious intonation of your voice. ;

“I have heard it,” he enthused, “in the per-
fect silences of country nights near the shores
of the great lakes, when there wasno last breath
of air stirring and the water was so calm and
still that it scarcely lapped the moonlit sands.
This eecrie echo of a sound seemingly came from
nowhere in particular—-just sensuously per-
meated surrounding space with a soothing,
lulling, sleep-inviting murmur, as of water
purling over the stones of a brook, as the distant
hum of honey bees across broad fields of luscious
clover, the languid, ®elusive coo of a lonely
dove in its far-off cote, the purring drone of
lightly touched harp strings over wastes of
water, filling the air with a perfume of melody
rather than distinctive, vibrant sound, the
enchanting harmony of the eternal stars singing
together in the rapturous glory of the wondrous
summer-autumn nights.

“That, if you please, is ‘the Voice of the
Sea,” " he concluded, “the sea that you have in
your voice. And considering the origin of your
ancestry, I can see no reason why it should not”
very logically and appropriately be the Irish
Sea.”’

Needless to say, I did not pursue my en
quiries, I have a gsense of humour. !

Let me confide in passing that, much as I
should like to write of the romantic side of the
stage, I fear me there was little enough of
romance connected with my earlier days in the
theatre. There ever was an abundance of
hard, nerve-trying work and a certain amount
of varying degrees and sorts of disappointment.
But the lurid theatre of occasional fiction I have
never known.

0o0nao
o] OAMES O'NEIL once told me that
H g I would “go far” as I had the
0 g “Irish Sea” in my voice.

0 0 Now there can be no reasonable
0 0O question as to my being a full-
FA0ICIH L!;,l blooded and whole-hearted Celt,
H @ for I am Irish through at least
{0 o o

T was Mr. O'Neil who first taught me to
read Shakespeare; and he further endeared
himself to me by the painstaking care he exer-

cised in his instruction. Later I had the plea-
surc of acting i one of Shakespeare's plays
with Mr. O’Neil, having the role of Ophelia
in “ Hamlet.”

All through my early years on the stage I
never once gave up my great ambition to act in
Shakespeare’s plays. The opportunity came
immediately following my first engagement with
Mr. O'Neil, when I went with Mr. William F.
(onnor, who later became and now is Madame
Sarah,. Bernhardt’s manager.

M . Connor offered to star me through the
Lower Provinces in a repertoire of several light
comedies. My appétite for Shakespeare being
stimulated by having played Ophelia, I made the
stipulation that “As You Like It” should also
be played, and accepted the engagement on this
condition.

Margaret Anglin: a rare ¢....

Thanks to the careful instruction of Mrs.
Wheatcroft, I was so perfectly familiar with
the lines of Rosalind that I think I could almost
have delivered them backward; in all frankness
I am constrained to say that the other members
of the cast were not so well prepared on the
night this play was first put on by the company.
Rather, as I recall, there were not a few copies
of the lines posted about the stage in accessible
places, but out of sight of the audience.

OTABLY in the Forest of Arden scene the
memories of my fellow actors frequently
were refreshed throughout by consulting

their parts, which were pinned at reading height.
upon the ¢ forest’’ limbs and branches, but which
were made inconspicuous from the footlight
point of view by conveniently concealing leaves
and boughs.

Yes, we played “Ag You Like It” that won-
derful ““first night,” but-T shall never say how.
The audience nevertheless probably had very
decided views as to our presentation of the.
play.

Leastwise, one theatrical critic—or was he
only an all round reporter—formed a more or
less determinate opinion of our work that night,
and, further than that, he displayed the courage
of his convictions in print. For lo! with a
dignified gravity worthy the pen of a Samuel
Johnson, he announced in the columns of his
paper the following morning that ‘“Miss Anglin
and her Company played ‘As You Like It’ last
night at the Opera House, as they liked it.”

This review at least had the quality of
stimulating my imagination, and one can easily
fancy the trepidation with which I approached
my first appearance in this play upon the stage
of the Opera House in St. John, which town I
had left only a very few years before as a child.

It was during my tour with Mr. Connor that
we came to a small town about which I recall
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very beautiful photograph.

an .;unusing incident. It is not necessary to
flcil.}.{l\ﬂllf this place more definitely than to
indicate that it is located quite near the border
—on which side I shall not say. '
: When we reached this town we were not a
little amused by an odd and rather smile-
provoking character in the person of the mana-
ger of the local play house. This man evidcnti

believed that advertising pays, for upon th)c:
Rﬁmd of }.us hat he had printed the potent, words

Theatrical Manager.” Most certainly, at a.n};
rate) hc: was possessed of a mentionable pride.in
h}s cullu}g and also was admirably unafraid to
display it, at least to all who cared to read
And one scarcely could fail to do that, for the
lettering was of the extremely conspicuous;
glaring type. 3 s

An}ong the multitudinous local activities
practised by this manager was that of goin
about the husiness streets of the town sclling
tickets for the performances at the Opera House,

“Show to-night! . Show at the Op'ry Hous.
to-night!” he would call. .

In the accomplished tones of ssi
town crier he would call out the ;nsgﬁffs;:xcl
of the current attractions as he walked up and
dgwn the village thoroughfares. He carried
with him a board upon which was fastened a
plan of the seats in the play house,

Whenever he sold a seat to a passer-by he
wot_xld take a pin out of his hat—which was a
!‘;enta:)lctahpm cushion—and stick it in the num-

er o ¢ seat corres i i 5
2l iy ponding with the pur-

HAT he did not, as is the common practice
use a pencil to mark out the number of the
disposed of seats, was probably due to the

fact that to do so would have necessitated the
use of a new house plan for each performance
Whercas by employing pins he made ea h
succeeding “stick in” easier to accomplis(;x
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I entered an engagement with the delightfud and
lovablq James O'Neil, playing the role of Mer-*
vedes in “The Count of Monte Cristo.”

providing his nerves were steady enough te
connect with the prior puncture.

Nevertheless, whatever comment one may
be tempted to make upon this primitive and
som(:w]m.t original method of theatrical book-
keeping, it may be said in all fairness that it was
as dependable and satisfactory in the end as
some methods=—or lack of them—which I have
at infrequent times encountered in later years.

‘It was during that same season with Mr.
Connor, and while T was appearing as Galatea
In “Pygmalion and Galatea™ that I reccived a
lct.ter from Mr. Daniel Frohman, in which he
sani that he might offer me a role in ““The City
5)f F leasulrc," a play being put on at the Lyceum
Theatre in New York City.

T}IS proposition persuaded me to take an
early train for that city. But, much to my
consternation, I found upon reaching the
W um that the part which had been proposed
T me had, for some reason, been entirely
eliminated from the play. And there was ex-
pectant T, sans part, and also, sans engagement,
but not without a very large and obvious dis-
appointment, so obvious that Mr. Frohman
promptly essayed to cheer me with the promise
that T should have the part of Flgvia in “The
Prisoner of Zenda” in one of his “road” com-
panies.,
tOAr:-d )l}s;llcrc occurred an incident which goes
rc‘x]LI) Ove how very small, after all, the world
d:; "sy‘ 13. 1Om: will meet people of remote
4 )th(‘:“:)dg d‘ccs and equally remote associations
; corners of the world and under the
ml(:st unexpected and unusual circumstances.
thutn(nI{ V\iay .home from the Lyceum Theatre
o l"y’ Imc_t a Canadian friend, and with her
tl;e ‘d'“.y did not then recognize. Asshe was
: aughter of an old acquaintance of my
Mmother, T came to believe, in the light of the
if;llowu‘{g experience, that she was under the
3 D::sﬁlon_t_thﬂt my wholly unintentional lack
LA .ogm lon was purposed as a personal
spi/\ﬁttqa;i‘gyvm'f' I was so flushed with high
P Etlxzcsult of Mr. Frohman’s proposal
s )ruon e ed to my friend the good news that
Pl;is( ‘y w:ls to e,n(cr an engagement in “ The
7 .Sonu' (1)i Lepda. > but thoughtlessly neglected
Coma}-’mt hat it was not with Mr. Sothern's
- ttll)l‘ Vs Wh_lch, it should be made clear, was
OAE en playing “The Prisoner of Zenda.”
i é):t 3; month following this meeting with
“road”nio}:gafnend I]dwns informed that the
G ny Wwould continue the engage«
xr:;:ng with the lady who had heen and then was
.Aying the part of Flavie. That in itself was
lSdppolntmen‘t and chagrin enough.
thw:rtte‘ghavt Immediately followed made my
ool (‘txpccmtwns seem quite trivial by com-
(‘hannei tht would seem—for I know of no other
Neon t.TOUgh which the matter could have
& strcr}tmned—that the unrecognized lady of
ieelinwsfc Jcar had soothed her unwarranted
B Kinque by gossip to the eflect that I had
ward 1 2, tl;\y coming appearance in Mr. Ed-
that time danss ?dh;mm“"" as she no doubt at
“The Prisoner o‘f Z;:gtx ‘l}c Gt
Be that asit may, there
ipdr:::Stlinl ltni)st discomfiting story conveying the
s la 5 had announced myself as the soon-
b5 retiea g woman with Mr. Sothern, upon
This orfem‘ent f)f his wife, Misg Virginia Harned-
fact,but course, had_ no least foundation In
el was based, it would seem, upon the
g t: and  wholly  justified statement
in “Th ;13.' friend that 1 was to play Flavie
formed ¢ Irisoner of Zenda.” This her unin-
s had“}"ilzﬂmon, as I have explained, prob-
as the - onterpreted to mean that I was posing
s PYIUSDectlve leading support of Mr-
¢ - 0 any event, that was the burden
o Rhe Press comment,
indurllu?t-‘ttﬁe- writer of that newspaper article,
ol ¥ & past-master in the exquisite art
o evidently ‘was in one of his most
e stS) mordacious moods, when he wrote
chortle(c)ir)'" and for half a column he fairly
theddes tll? a Dh;\llm)lc of banter and ridicule of
claim herseﬁ i D
with Mr.'smf.iri’.‘gaged to play leading wowman
IS press notice was so irritating that I made
?:rcsiliztent effort tl'u-_ough every kngown channel
e wg&ver the origin of the annoying canard,
sl thO“ft success, Possibly it was somewhat
5 i € fact that I could ot locate the source
story, ’and sobe  (Continued on page 47)

appeared in the daily



