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oftrefuUy written a long ami moat intertating
ap«ecli. hut thiit ui)r(irti-nat«ly be had luiit it

aiul bogged leave to ^o and loui( for it, ai,

nut haying memorized it, he hadn't the gho^t
of an idea what it wui all dl>ont. On khe
conoluaion of " The Crushed Tragedian " he
was again reoallod, and, pretending to He in-
tensely nervous, aaid :

" Lit. IRS and gentlemen, I'm blewed if 1

can had tuat spee-jh. I can't for the life of
roe remember the beginning, but I'll try the
middle or the end, and wander about it, if

you'll kindly give me rounds of applause
whenever it strikes you as singularly bad.
The good pointii will tuke cure of thamselves
—at least 1 hope so. This is the one hun-
dred and twenty-sixth perforinaoce I have
given on this stage. Eighty-four times have
I appeared in 'The Crushed,' which
piei o I was obliged to withdraw from the
bills owing to a severe sore throat. By the
way, you know all this, but I'll gradually
arrive at a point. All I ask is, as prize fight-
ers say, ' Time 1' Mr. Byron has, in ' The
Crushed,' most cleverly and good-naturedly
atirizod the old school of provincial tragic
acting, and has kindly allowed me to ' build
up ' the part of Fitz Altamont. and make a
special study of it. I have succeeded be-
yond my utmost hopes, for press and public
have universally acknowledged that, as a
creation, if I may use the wora, Fitz is fully
equal to Dnndreary. But enough of myself.
Many thanks to the gentleman in the stalls

who says ' No, no 1' but if I don't rattle on I
hall lose the thread of what I am trying to
arrive at, so I repeat ' Enough of myself ;

'

for I want to apeak of a dear old
friend of mine, Mr. John T. Raymond, who
will more than HU my place on these boards
on Monday night. (Good !) I knew that
would ' bring down the house !' Do it

again. Thank you. A» Colonel Sellera, he has
stamped himself.— (Voice from the dresi cir-

cle -' He's what ?') I don't mean he's postage
stamped himself ; I mean he's proven
himself one of the finest character aotora of
the age. On Friday next he will have per-
formed Colonel Seller* 1,000 times, and if he

livM, you may eventually add two or ftlire»

O'sandsay 'there's milliona in it!' (Ap-
plause.) Ah 1 I had you again. Thanks.
Now I'll have a Hy at something else. I
wish publicly to thank Mr. Henry Abbey^
the manager of this theatre, fur his kindness,
thuughtfuluess and liberality. My thatika
are also due to the lailies and gentlemen
who have so greatly hel|>e<l me thrnuah
what 1 am pri.ud to call a most successml
engagement. To the press 1 am much in-

deLted for the generous way in which they
have critiuiaed our performances, and
especially for the kind worda of enoonrage-
inunt they gave me when I m»'le the bold
and daiigeruus experiment o Prizing a
school of acting that some even yet believe

in. With Mr. Byron's permission I shall

write in (be would do it much better, bub
he won't ; he hasn't the time) nnothor
scene, in which FiU Atlamonl, failing as »
lecturer on the 'Carriway Tribe,' turn*
prestidigitateur (what a frightfully Ion
word), I mean a coiijuntr. I merely ad
that to make things extra clear. Uobert
Heller is a very old friend of nine, aud he
has, in the kindest manner, l>een tetiohins

me the wildest sorts of tricks. They do look
so easy, and they are so (iifficult. He think»
nothing at all of pulling babiea and bird
cages out of his boots, and putting them n^
his sleeve or palming them. But then ha
requires music. . Now, I don't That givea
me encouragement. As to Miss Heller, shft

has most graciously for months past endea-
voured to explain to me the * Second Sight'

mystery, I've conquered the ' First Sight.

'

It'athe ' Second Sight ' that tlo(,rs uie. For
instance, in conjuring, I can take a commoik
hat like this—we'll call ita ooinmou hat, but
it isn't—and you see at once how, by a pure
efiTort of memory, I gently produce a eommon
baby, weighing thirty-two ponndii and a few
ounces. Of course, it's a fearful strain on
the mind ; but you aee at a glance how it ia

done, don't you ? Well, I'll do it amio.
(Voice from sUlls— ' When ?') Wken I re-

turn from England. Good night. Gk>d blaaa
everybody I"

THIBITD.


