Confessions of a Caricaturist.

By Harry Furniss.

WiTH TLLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR.

The ¢ Confessions” of Mr. Harry Furniss, which are to appear in two handsome volumes in the course of the
present month, comprise the richest assortment of personal experiences, anecdotes, gossip, and good stories

about well-known people that has been set before the public for many a long day.

We have made

arrangements to quote from the advance sheets of these volumes for the entertainment of our readers, and to

reproduce a selection from their scores of illustrations. We should like to recount at length the very interesting

narrative of Mr. Furniss’s early life and experiences, but in these pages we must be content with a few

characteristic specimens of his work with pen and pencil, which may be left to tell their own story without
comment.

From a Photo. byl MR,

THE poor Saxon “towrist”—
what he may suffer in the
Emerald Isle! There is a story
on record of three Irishmen
rushing away from the race meeting at
Punchestown to catch a train back to
Dublin. At the moment a train from
a long distance pulled up at the station,
and the three men scrambled in. In the
carriage was seated one other passenger.
As soon as they had regained their - breath
one said :

“ 1"at, have you got th’ tickets?”

“What tickets? I've got me loife; I
thought I'd have lost that gettin’ in th’
thrain. Have you got 'em, Moike ?”

“Oi, begorrah, 1 haven't.”

“QOh, we're all done for thin,” said the
third. “They’ll charge us roight from the
other soide of Oireland.”

The old gentleman looked over his news-
paper and said :—

A SPECIMEN
ANECDOTE.

HARRY FURNISS,

(Mr. Barnett, Fulk Studio, Melbowrne.

“You are quite safe, gintlemen ; wait till
we get to the next station.”

They all three looked at each other.
“ Bedad, he’s a directhor—we're done for
now entoirely.”

But as soon as the train pulled up the
little gentleman jumped out and came back
with three first-class tickets. Handing them
to the astonished strangers, he said,  Whist,
I'll tell ye how I did it. I wint along the
thrain—*‘Tickets, plaze ; tickets, plaze, 1
called, and these belong to three Saxon
towrists in another carriage.”

Sir Henry Trving, like his dear
old friend Mr. J. L. Toole, has
found relief in occasional harm-
less fun. Toole, however, was
irrepressible.

I was one day walking with him in Leeds
(where he was appearing in the evening on
the stage and I .on, the platform). A street
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hawker proffered the comedian a metal pencil-
case for the sum of a halfpenny. Toole made
this valuable purchase. As soon as I left the
platform that night I found a note for me,
wviting me to the theatre directly after the
performance. Toole came back on to the
stage and, making me an elaborate and com-
plimentary speech, referring to me as “a
brother artist in another sphere,” etc.,
presented me with the pencil! I made an
appropriate reply, and we went to supper.

The following paragraph {rom the pen of
Mr. Toole appeared in the
Press the next day in
London as well as in the
provinces :—

** Brother artists, even
swhen working in  different
grooves, do not lack appre-
ciation of each other’s work.
After Mr. Harry Furniss's
lecture in Leeds the other
night he and Mr. Toole
foregathered; and the
popular and genial actor
presented the ‘comedian of
the pencil’ with a very neat
and handsome pencil-case,
just adapted for the jotting
down, wherever duty takes
him, of those graphic
sketches  with  which  the
caricaturist amuses us week by week.”

I recollect, when I first saw him

JaMEs in Waterloo Place, 1 had just

payN. read an article of his in which

he gave a recipe for getting
rid of callers, which was to bring the con-
versation to an abrupt termination, say
absolutely nothing, but steadfastly stare at
your visitor until he left. [ can vouch for
its being a simple and effective plan.

When 1 entered his editorial sanctum the
genial essayist received me most cordially,
and looked the picture of comfort, sur-
rounded as he was by a heterogeneous collec-
Presently he knocked the
ashes out of his finished pipe and mutely
stared point-blank at me till 1, -like the
pipe, went out also. But before making
my exit I reminded him that I had read
the article I refer to, and up to which
he was no doubt acting, and that 1 was
pleased and interested that he practised
the doctrine he preached. Possibly
this remark of mine was unexpected, and
therefore somewhat disconcerted him for a

moment, for he quickly replied, * Not at all !
Vol. xxii.—69.

A PRESENTATION.

Not at all ! Fact is, I was rather upset before
you came in by a miserable man who called
to see me, and at the moment I was, @ propos
of him, thinking of a funny story about
Theodore Hook I came across last night I
never heard of before. Poor Hook was at
a smart dinner one evening, but instead of
being as usual the life and soul of the party,
he proved the wet blanket on the merry
meeting, despite the fact that he, in all
probability, had imbibed his stiff glass of
brandy to get him up to his usual form before
entering the house at which
he was entertained. This
most unusual phase of
Hook’s character surprised
everybody present, so much
so that his host ventured
to remark that the volatile
Theodore did not seem so
merry as usual.

“‘Merry? I should
think not! I should like
to see anyone merry who
has gone through what I
have this afternoon !’

“*¢What was that?’ asked
everyone, with one voice.

“AWell, T tell you,
said Hook. ‘I have just
come up from York in

- the stage coach, and I
was rather late in taking my seat; the

top was occupied to the full, so I had no
‘alternative but to become an inside pas-
‘senger.
_interior was a melancholy individual rolled

The only other occupant of the

up in a corner. He had donned his great-
coat, the collar of which was turned right
up over his ears. He stolidly sat there,
never uttering a word, until I became fasci-
nated by his weird appearance. By-and-by
the sun sank below the western horizon, the
inside of the coach became darker and
darker, and more ghastly seemed the cadaver-
ous stranger as the blackness increased. The
strain was too much for me. 1 could not
keep silent another minute.

“¢“ My good sir,” I said, “what ever is the
matter with you?”

““T'Il tell you,” he slowly muttered. “Some
months ago I invested in two tickets in a
great lottery, but when I told my wife of the
speculation I had indulged in she nagged
and nagged at me to such a frightful extent
that at last I sold the tickets.”

[N "‘?C]l? n

“itWell, do you know, sir, to-day those
two numbers won _the two first prizes, and
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“ THAT'S JUST WHAT | HAVE DONE."”

those two prizes represent a sum of money
of colossal magnitude ! ”

e Goodness gracious me!” 1 shouted.
“If that had happened to me it would have
driven me to desperation! In fact, I really
believe that I should have been frantic
enough to have cut my throat ! ”

“ % Why, that's just what I have done!”
replied the stranger, as he turned down his

collar, “Look here!”’”
A stoutly-made little fellow of
AN APT eight, to his mother, who hap-

QUOTATION. pened to be extremely thin:

“QOh, mother, I do believe you
must be the very sweetest woman in the
world !'”

“Thanks, very much, Lawrence. But why
so affectionate? What do you want?”

“I don’t want anything. I only know you
must be the very sweetest woman in the
world.”

“Really, you are too flattering.
sudden outburst of affec-
tion ?”

“Well, you know, I've
been thinking over the
old, old saying, ‘The
nearer the bone the
sweeter the meat.””

Why this

: There are a
ARTISTS' number of
MODELS. girls who go

the round of
the studios, but have no
right whatever to do so.
They generally hunt in
pairs, and this habit
surely distinguishes them

from the real model.
They are more easily
drawn than described.

Two of this class once
called on Barnard.

THE STRAND

BARNARD AND THE MoODELS,
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“What do you sit for?” he asked.

“Oh, anything, sir.”

“Ah, I am a figure man—you are no use to
me ; but there i1s a friend of mine over there
who is now painting a landscape I think you
might do very well
for a haystack ; and
your friend might try
studio No. 5 and sit
for a thunder-cloud,
the artist there 1s
starting a stormy
piece — oh, good
morning.” Tableau !

A wretched indi-
vidual once called
upon me and begged
me to give him a sit-
ting. [ asked him
to_sit for what I was
at work . upon : this
was a wicket - keeper

in a cricket match
bending over the

wicket. I assured the
man he need not
apologize, as he had
really turned up at
~n opportune
moment ; the draw-
ing was ‘““news,” and
it had to be finished
that day. When I
had shown my model
the position and made him understand
exactly what 1 wanted, I noticed to my
surprise that he was trembling all over. 1
immediately asked him
if he were cold.

19 NO.”

“Nervous?”

ik Nn.??

“Then why not keep
still ?

“Well, that. just what
I can't do, sir! 1 had
to give up my occupation
because, sir, I am hafflic-
ted with the palsy, and
when 1 bend I do tremble
so. I only sit for 'ands,
sir -— for ’ands to por-

"1 SIT FOR "ANDS, SIR.'

trait painters. I close
'em for a military
gent; I open ’em for

a bishop ; but when the
hartist is hin a ’urry
I know as ’ow to 'ide
one 'and in my pocket
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and the hother hunder a cocked
.:lt.:”

Hiding hands recalls to me a fact I may
mention in justice to our modern English
caricaturists. We never make capital out of
our subjects’ deformities. This 1 pointed
out at a dinner in Birmingham a few years
ago, at which I was the guest of the evening,
and as I was addressing journalists I men-
tion this fact in justice to myself and my
brother caricaturists. It so happened that
afternoon I had heard Mr. Gladstone making
his first speech in the opening of Parliament,
1886, after being returned in Opposition.
Turning round to his young supporters, he
used for the first time the now famous ex-

pression, ““an old Parliamentary hand,” hold-

e

takien their seats for the firsl tame upon these benches,
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the same benches, for years, assured me that
they had never noticed his hand before 1
made this matter public. So that when I
am told that I misrepresent portraits of
prominent men I always point to this fact.

Mr. Gladstone was careful to hide the
deformity in his photographs, but in his
usual energetic manner in the House the
black patch in place of the finger was on
many occasions in no way concealed.

“The first house [ occupied after
I married faced one.occupied by
a well-known and worthy, fiery-
tempered man of letters, and it
so happened that one evening my wife and I
were dining at the house of another neigh-

A DIs-
AGREEABLE
NEIGHBOUR.
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THE GREAND OLD HAND AND THE YOUNG 'UNS.

= 1 stamd bere na & Member of the House, where there are many who hare
ibly I mas momil Lrlh-““h"m"““!
by | may wvall miyaelf of ¢ L  old
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counsel, and reserve my awm fierdom, ustil [ s0¢ Lhe ocrasion when there ma
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kg vamie,  (Lavghter )"—From Gladsons s Apieeh, 2 pal el

BY SFFCIAL PERMISSION OF THE PROFRIETORS OF ‘' pUuNCH.”

ing up at the same time a hand on which
there were only three fingers. Now, what
if 1 had drawn that hand as it was minus the
first finger, showing the black patch? It
would have been tempting on the part of a
foreign caricaturist, because it had a curious
application under the circumstances. (But
it would be noticed that in my sketch in
Lunch the first finger, which really did
not exist, is prominently shown.) = This
was the first time the fact was made public
that Mr. Gladstone had not the first finger
on the left hand; since then, however, all
artists, humorous or serious, were careful to
show Mr. Gladstone’s left hand as pointed
out by me.

Now, I had noticed this for years in the
House, and I hold as an argument that men
are not observant the fact that members who
had sat in the House with Mr. Gladstone, on

bour. We were gratified to learn that our
celebrated 7s-a-vss, hearing we had come to
live in the same square, was anxious to make
our acquaintance. On our return home that
night we discovered the latch-key had been
forgotten, and unfortunately our knocking
and ringing failed to arousc the domestics.
It was not long, however, before we awoke
our neighbours, and a window of the house
opposite was violently thrown open, and
language all the stronger by being endowed

- with literary merit came from that man of

letters, who in the dark was unable to see
the particular neighbours offending him, and
he referred to my wife and myself in a way
that could not be passed over. A battle
of words ensued, n which I proved the
victor, and my neighbour beat a hasty retreat.
Before retiring I wrote a note to our friend
we had just left to say that under the circum-
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stances I refused
to know my
neighbour, and
he had better in-
form him that I
would on the first
opportunity
punch his head.
By the same post
I wrote for a par-
ticular model—a
retired  pugilist.
As soon as he
arrived next
moming I placed
him at the win-
dow of my studio
facing the oppo-
site  house, now
and then sending
him down to the
front door to
stand on the
footstep to await
some imaginary
person, and to keep his eye on the house
opposite. 1 went on with my work in peace.
Presently a note came :—

“ Dear FurNiss,—VYour neighbour has sent
round to ask me what you are like. He has
never seen you till this morning, and he is
frightened to leave his house. He implores
me to apologize for him.”

He departed from the neighbourhood
shortly afterwards.

MY FIGHTING DOUBLE.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

of Mr. Sambourne trying the same thing on
with the overworked bank clerk.

I sent my Punch friend a cheque, here
reproduced, for the sum of 5!4d., payable to
“ Lynnlay Sam Bourne, Esgre.,” signed by
me backwards, crossed
*Don’t you wish you may
get it and go?” Sam-
bourne indorsed it “1.

Sam. Bourne,” and sent it
to his bank. The clerk

went one better, and wrote ' PENRV iRviNG 5

ATTEMPT T WRITE

“ Cancelled ™ backwards HIS AUTOGRAPH
across my reversed sig- e
nature. It passed through

my bank, and the money was paid. This is
probably unique in the history of banking.

A propes of writing backwards, in days
when artists made their drawings on wood
everything of course had to be reversed,

MR. J. L. TOOLE'S FIKST TTEMPT.

so writing backwards became quite easy. To
this day I can write backwards nearly as
quickly as I write in the ordinary way. One
night at supper I was explaining this, and
furthermore told my friends that they them-

A CHEQUE FOR 5}D., SIGNED BACKWAKDS.

It is bad enough to purposely

A REMARK-
RS puzzle the overworked letter-
r e r a »
cHgous & ricrs—they are too often tried

by unintentional touches of
humour emanating from the most innocent
and unsuspected members of the public —but
I confess that T was once the innocent cause

L !

selves could write backwards—in fact, they
could not avoid doing so. Not, of course,
on the table, as 1 was doing, but by placing
the sheet of paper against the table under-
neath, and writing with the point upwards.
Perhaps my readers will try—and see the
effect.  For_ encouragement, above are a
'-.-'I'I'_ZIII'I-?Il TR
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couple of the first attempts on that particular
C\'Eﬂlﬂg.

Mr. Gladstone’s portrait has been
adopted by others besides can-
caturists. It is carved as a gar-
goyle in the stonework of a
church, and the head of the
Grand Old Man
has been turned
into a match-box.
The latter 1T here
reproduce. It was
shown to me one
evening when 1
was the guest at
the Guards’ mess

GLADSTONE
MATCH-
BOX.

at  St. James's
Palace. A clever
young Guards-

man, who had a
taste for turning,
worked this out
in wood from my caricatures of Mr. Gladstone,
and 1 advised his having it reproduced
in pottery. The suggestion was carried out
by the late Mr. Woodall, the member for the
Potteries, and was largely distributed at the
time the (G.O.M. was politically meeting his
match and thought by some to be a little light-
headed.

THE GLADSTONE MATCH-BOX.

Perhaps there are not two men

FURNESS . W b g
with surnames so similar and
Al et so different in every other
FURNISS. y gl

way than that great man of
business, Sir Christopher Furness, and my-
self. He has an eye for
business, but not one for {
his surname—1 have an
“I”in my name, and
two for art only. When
Mr. Furness was first
returned to Parliament,
plain Mr., #hen neither a
knight nor a millionaire,
he asked to see me alone
in one of the Lobbies
of the House of Com-
mons. He held a note in
his hand, strange/y and
nervously—so I knew at
once it was not a bank-
note.

“I—ah —am very sorry—you are a stranger
to me, I —a—stranger to the House. This
note from a stranger was handed to me by a
strange official. I read it before 1 noticed
the mistake. It is addressed to you.”

“Oh, that is of no consequence, I assure
you,” I said.

MY FIRST MEETING WITH THE EDITOR OF
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“Oh, but it is- it must be of consequence.
It 1s—of—such a private nature, and so
brief. I feel extremely awkward in having
to acknowledge I read 1t—a pure accident, 1
assure you !”

He handed me the note
and was running away, when

I called him back. It
read : —
“Meet me under the

clock at 8. —L.vcy.”
“ I must introduce you to
Lucy.”
“No, no! not for worlds.”
But I did. Here he is,

It was not until Tom Taylor had
passed away that Mr. Punch
would deign to give me a chance.
I bad then been seven years in
London hard at work for the
leading magazines and illustrated papers, and
I may truly say that my work was the only
introduction I ever had to Mr. Burnand.

When I first entered the goal of my boyish
ambition—that is to say, the editorial sanctum
of Mr. Punch—1 had never met the gentle-
man who, for a number of years afterwards,
was destined to be my chief, and T fully
expected to see the editor turn round and
receive me with that look of irrepressible
humour and in that habitually jocose style
which T had so often heard described. 1
looked in vain for the geniality in the editor’s
glance, and there was a remarkably complete
absence of the jocose in
the sharp, irritable words
which he addressed to
me.

* Really,”
“this is too bad! 1
wrote to you to meet
me at the Surrey Theatre
last might, and you never
turned up. We go to

INTRO-
DUCTION

“ pUNCH.”

said  he,

press to-day, and the
sketches are not even
made.”
*“1 don’t quite under-
stand you,” I re-
wppnen  plied, *“for 1 never

heard from you in my
life, and T don’t think that you ever saw
me before.”

“ But surely you are Mr. ——?” (a con-
tributor who had been drawing for Punch for
some weeks).  “ Are you not?”

“No,” I said. * My name is Furniss, and
I understoed. that you wanted to see me.”
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This was in 1880, and from that period up
to the time of my resignation from the staff of
Punch 1 certainly do not think that I have
ever seen Burnand’s face assume such a
threatening and offended expression as it wore
that day.

I was then twenty-six. Strange to say,
Charles Keene and George du Maurier were
exactly the same age when they first made
their début in Punch, but not yet invited
to “join the table.”

As I was leaving my
house one summer even-
inz a few years afterwards,
the youngest member of
my family, who was being
personally conducted up
to bed by his nurse, in-
quired where I was going.

“To dine with Mr.
Punch,” T replied.

“Oh, haven't you eaten
all his hump ye#, papa ? It
does last a long time!”
And the little chap con-
tinued his journey to the
arms of Morpheus, evi-
dently quite concerned about his father's act
of long-drawn-out cannibalism.

It is a curious fact that I really
DU never had a seat allotted to me
MAURIER. at the Punck table. 1 always
sat in du Maurier’s, except on
the rare occasions when he
came to the dinner, when 1
moved up one. It was always
a treat to have du Maurier at
“the table.” He was by far
and away the cleverest con-
versationalist of his time 1
ever met—his delightful re-
partees were so neat and effec-
tive, and his daring chaff and
his criticisms so bright and
refreshing.

For some extraordinary
reason du Maurier was known
to the Punch men as “Kiki,” a
friendly sobriquet which greeted him when
he first joined, and refers to his nationality.
In the same way as an English schoolboy
calls out “Froggy” to a Frenchman, his
friends on the Punch staff called him “Kiki,”
suggested by the Frenchman’s peculiar and
un-English art of self-defence.

Du Maurier took very little interest in the
discussions at the table ; in fact, he resented
informal debate on the subject of the cartoon

LEWIS CARROLL'S SUGGESTION,

MY SKETCH IN

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

as an interruption to his conversation, although
I was informed he once suggested a cartoon
which will always rank as one of the most
historical hits of Mr. Punch—a cartoon of the
First Napoleon warning Napoleon the Third
as he marches out to meet the Germans in the
war of 1870.
Suggestions for Punck came to
LEWIS me from most unexpected quar-
CARROLL. ters, but were rarely of any use.
Lewis Carroll—like every-
one else — got excited
over the Gladstonian crisis,
and Sir William Har-
court’s head to Lewis
Carroll was much the same
as Charles the First’s to
Mr. Dick in “ David Cop-
perfield,” for I find in
several letters references
to Sir William. “ Re Glad-
stone's head and its recent
growth, couldn’t you make
a picture of it for the
‘ Essence of Parliament’?
I would call it ‘Toby's
Drcam of a.D. 1900,” and
have Gladstone addressing the House,
with his enormous head supported by

. Harcourt on one side and Parnell on the

other.”

T'his suggestion is the only one I adopted.
Strange to say, neither Gladstone, Parnell,
nor Lewis Carroll lived to see 1goo.

His eccentricity
ARTHUR was a combination
ciEciL. of absent-minded-

ness and irritable-
ness. The latter failing, he
told me, would at times take
complete control of him. For
instance, he had to leave a
train before his journey was
completed, as he felt it im-
possible to sit in the carriage
and look at the alarm-bell with-
out pulling it. I have watched
him seated in the smoking-
room of the club we both attended, in which
the star-light in the centre of the ceiling was
shaded by a rather primitive screen of
stretched tissue-paper, gazing at it for half an
hour at a time, and eventually taking all the
coins out of his pocket to throw them one after
another at the immediate object of his irrita-
tion. He frequently succeeded in penetrating
the screen, the coins remaining on the top of
it, to the delight of the astonished waiters.
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His eccentricity—perhaps I ought to say
in this case his absent-mindedness—is illus-
trated by an incident which happened on the
morning of the funeral of a great friend of
his. As Cecil (his real name was Blount)
was having his bath, he was suddenly inspired
with some idea for a song; so, pulling his
sponge-bath into the adjoining sitting-room,
close to the piano, he placed a chair in it
and sat down to try it over. A friend,
rushing in to fetch him to the funeral, found
him so seated, singing and playing, balancing
the dripping sponge on the top of his head.

I sat for John Brown for the
13IT AS picture
A MODEL. Queen
Victoria
had commissioned
of Mr. Brown sur-
rounded by her pet
dogs, which she had
in her private room.
She was so delighted
with the picture that
she had a replica
made of it, and placed
it in the passage out-
side, so that it was
the first picture she
looked at as she left
her room. Barber's
animals and children
were delightful, but
he was weak with his
men, and was in trouble over John Brown’s
calves—it was then that I posed for the
“brawny Scot,” but only for the portion here
mentioned.

Now, this commander was a
captain from the top of his head
to the soles of his feet. A
stern disciplinarian, erect, hand-
some, uncommunicative, not a
better officer ever stood on
the bridge of an Atlantic or any other liner.
He had a contempt for the * herring pond,”
and manipulated one of these floating hotels
with as much ease as one would handle a
toy boat. *“ When a navigator’s duty’s to be
done ” he was par excelience a modern Caesar,
but despite his sterriness he had a sense of
humour, and his unbending moments struck
one with an emphasized surprise.

He could not bear a bore. Those fussy
landlubbers who are always tapping the baro-
meters, asking questions of every member of
the crew, testing, sounding, and finding fault

CROSSING
TO AMERICA
—THE
CAPTAIN OF
THE LINER.

with the weather chart, had better steer clear
of the worthy captain, as, with hands thrust
deep in his pockets, he strides from one end
of the deck to the other during the course
of his constitutional. It is on record that
one of these fussy individuals, edging up to a
well-known captain as he was going on to the
bridge when a mist was gathering and the
siren was about to blow as customary when
entering on an Atlantic fog, remarked : —

“ Captain, captain, can’t you see that it is
quite clear overhead ? ”

The captain turned on his heel to ascend
to the bridge, and scornfully rejoined :—

“Yes, sir ; yes, sir ; but can’t you see that
I am not navigating a
balloon ? ”

On one occasion
the captain had been
through a terribly
stormy afternoon and
night and had not
quitted his post on
the bridge for one
minute, the weather
being awful. Fogs,
icebergs, and the ele-
ments all combined
to make it a most
anxious time for the
one man in charge of
the wvaluable vessel
and her cargo of 1,700
souls, and during the
whole period the un-
flinching skipper had not tasted a mouthful
of food. The captain’s boy, feeling for his
master, had from time to time endeavoured,
with some succulent morsel, to make him
break his long fast ; but the firm face of the
captain was set, his eyes were fixed straight
ahead, and his ears were deaf to the lad’s
appeal. It was breakfast time when the boy
once more ventured to ask the captain if he
could bring him something to eat. This
time he got an answer.

“Yes,” growled the captain, “bring me
two larks’ livers on toast ! ”

These Atlantic captains of the older
school were a hardened and humorous lot of
navigators, and many a story of their eccen-
tricity survives them. One in particular of
an old captain seeing the terror of the
junior officer during that nervous ordeal of
treading the bridge for the first time with
him. This particular old salt, after a painful
silence, turned on the young man and said,
“TI like you. I'm very much impressed by

you. I“’-‘tfﬁ]’ﬂﬁ slot_about you—-in fact,
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my dear sir, I should like to have your
photograph. You skip down and get it.”

The nervous and delighted youth rushed off
to his cabin and informed his brother officers
of the compliment the old man had just paid
him.  He was in luck’s way, and ran gaily up
on to the bridge, presented his photograph,
blushing modestly, to the old salt.

“’Umph! Got a pin with you?"

“Ye—es, sir.”

“Ah, see! I pin you up on the canvas
here. I can look at you there and admire
you. You can go, sir; your photograph is

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

thing but well. One mate after another
would be dispatched with the strictest orders
from the captain to search for the cheerless
chessite ; but after a time the captain’s
patience would be exhausted, his strident
voice could be heard calling upon the carica-
turist to come forth and show himself, and
eventually he might be seen en route to his
cabin with the box of chessmen under one
arm and his opponent under the other.

I was cruel enough on more than one
occasion to follow them and witness the
sequel.

just as valuable as you appear to be on the
bridge. Good morning.”

The captain of the ship I was on had his
chessmen pegged, and holes in the board
into which to place them, so that, despite any
oscillations of the ship, they would remain in
their places ; but the unfortunate part of the
business was that although he could provide
sea-legs for his chessmen it was more than he
could do for his opponent, and it was as good
as a play to see Signor “Lib” hiding from
the captain when the weather was not all it
might be, and he in consequence felt any-

“Your move, now—your move !"”

““Ah, captain! I do veel zo ill!
it do go up and down, up and down, until I
do not know vich is ze bishop and vich is ze

Ze ship

R4

queen

“ Nonsense, sir, nonsense !  Your move—
look sharp, and I'll soon have you mated ! ”

The poor artist did move, and quickly too,
but it was to the outside of the cabin !

The captain was triumphant at table,
telling us of his victory; but his poor
opponent could only point to his untouched
plate and to the waves dashing against the
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port-holes, and with
that shrug of the
shoulders so sugges-
tive to witness but
so difficult to
describe, would thus
in dumb show ex-
plain the cause of
his defeat.

I remember well
on one beautiful
afternoon, the sky
bright and the sea
calm, just before the
pilot came on board
when we were near-
ing the States, Signor
Prosperi (for that
was his name)
came up to me, his
face the very
embodiment  of
triumph :—

“Ah, I have
beaten ze captain
at last—dbut se sea is
smooth "

"j_lﬂ:’-‘:-‘!':‘\-_-

i On the outward voyage we
; had a host in Mr. Edward

EDWARD

i Lloyd, but he was under con-

tract not to warble until a
certain day which had been fixed in New
York, and no doubt his presence had a
deterrent effect upon the amateur talent, with
the exception of one lady, who came up to
Mr. lLloyd and said :—

“You really must sing—you
really must /" - T

“I am very sorry, madam, but
I really can't—I am not my gwn
master in this matter.”

“Oh, but you must,” she re-
joined. “I have promised that if
you will sing, 7 will.”

In fa Woti :
PrO ce, I notice, the

““1 HAVE PROMISED THAT IF YOU WILL SING, 1 WiLL."”
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unaffected manner.
Our English girls
are very carefully
brought up, and are
continually warned
that this thing or
that is “bad form.”
As a result, when
they enter society
they are more or
less in fear of saying
or doing something
that will not be con-
sidered suitable. As
a matter of fact they
are not lacking in
energy or vivacity,
but these qualities
are suppressed in
public, and only
come to the surface
in the society of in-
timates. American
girls from childhood
upwards are much
more independent ;
they have much more
freedom and en-
couragement in coming forward than ours.
The vivacity and liberty expected of an
American girl in social intercourse are con-
sidered—as I say—bad form for our girls.
The observant stranger will, if an artist,
also be struck by the fact that the face of an
American girl, as well as the voice, is often
that of a child; in fact, if one were not
afraid of being misunderstood, and
therefore thought rude, one could
better describe the American girl
by saying that she has a baby’s face
on a woman’s body than by any
word-painting or brush - painting
either. The large forehead, round
eyes, round cheeks, and round lips
of the baby remain; and, as the
present fashion is to dress the hair
ornamentally after the fashion of

American girl is quite :

GIRLS AND

ENGLISH. distinct from her Eng-

lish sister. I notice a =
difference in the way the upper
lip sweeps down from the outer
edge of the nostril; but more
noticeable still is the fact that
the cheek-bones of the American girls are
not so prominent, and the smooth curve down
the cheek to the chin is less broken by smaller
curves. In social life the American girl

charms an Englishman by her natural and
Vol. xxii.~-70.

' YOUNG AMERICA."

a doll, the picture is complete.
The eyes of an American girl are
closer together than those of her
English cousin, and are smaller ;
her hands are smaller, too, and so
are her feet, but neither are so
well-shaped as the English girl’s.
Let me follow the American girl from her
babyhood upwards. The first is the baby,
plump, bright-eyed, and with more expression
than the average English child ; little older,
see her still. plump, short-legged, made to
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look stout by the double covering of the leg
bulging over the boots ; older, but still some
years from her teens, she is still plump from
the tip of her toe to her eyebrow, with an
expression and a manner ten years in advance
of her years, and you may take it from this
age onwards the American girl is always ten
years in advance of an English girl ; next the
schoolgirl, then that ungainly age *“ sweet
seventeen.” She seems twenty-seven, and
thenceforwards her plumpness disappears
generally, but remains in her face, and the
cheeks and chin of the baby are still with
her.

Suddenly, ten years before the time, and
in one season, happens what in the life of an
English matron would take ten. The bubble
bursts, the baby face collapses, just as if you
pricked it with a pin, and she is left sans
teeth, sans eyes, sans beauty, sans every-
thing. This is the American girl in a hurry,
and these remarks only apply to the ex-
hausted New York, the sensational Chicago,
the anxious Washington, and the over-
'strained child of that portion of America in
a hurry.

I was once obliged to deliver a
“lecture” on “Art” in a rough
tweed suit. It so happened
that I was giving a series
of lectures in the
vicinity of Bir-
mingham, and I
was stopping with
a friend of mine,
the Curator of
the Art Gallery
and Museum
there. He sug-
gested my leav-
ing my Gladstone
bag, containing
my change of
clothes, in his
office, while 1
spent my day
rummagingabout
old book-shops for first editions and making
calls on various friends. My host having
had to go to London that day I was left to
my own devices, and it was about five o'clock
in the evening when 1 went to the Museum
for my belongings. To my horror 1 saw a
notice up : “ Museum closed at three o’clock
on Wednesdays,” and this was Wednesday !
I rang and knocked, and knocked and rang,
but all in vain. 1 crossced over to some other
municipal buildings to sce if there was

THE TRIALS
OF AN
ENTERTAINER.

THE SURPRISE SHIRT.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

anyone there who could help me out of
my dilemma, but my spirits went down to
zero when I was there informed that the
custodian of the keys lived miles out of
the town. Back I went to the Museum,
fiercely plotting an ascent up the water-spout
or a burglarious entrance through a back
window, when, to my delight, I saw an
attendant gesticulating to me from a window
three or four stories from the ground. My
time was running very short, so I rapidly
explained to him the predicament I was in,
and implored him to throw my bag out of
the window. He told me that he was a
prisoner, locked in to look after the building,
that there were three or four double-locked
doors between him and the private office in
which my coveted bag was lying, and wound
up with the cheering announcement that my
case was hopeless.

I had only a few minutes left in which to
catch my train. A glance at my cuffs showed
me that one’s linen has to be changed pretty
frequently in a Midland town, so I made a
frantic dive into a shirt-maker’s.

“White shirt, turn-down collar! Look
sharp ! ” _ :
“Yes, sir. Size round neck, sir?”

% Oh, thirty, forty—anything you like, only
look sharp !” Time was nearly up.

He measured my neck carefully. The size
was a little under
my estimate, so
I got the shirt,
bolted for the
station, and
jumped into the
train as it was
going off, my
only luggage
being my recent
purchase. 1 got
into this, and
soon I was on
the platform in
my tweed suit. 1
apologized to
the audience for
making my appearance minus the orthodox
costume, saying it might have been worse,
and that it was better to appear without my
dress clothes than without the lantern or the
screen. 1 believe they soon forgot there was
anything unusual about me, but [ think that
as I worked up to my subject, and became
more and more energetic, they could see that
I wasn’t altogether happy. 'That wretched
shirt ((‘I[dll]l\ fitted me round the neck,
but the sleeves were abnormally long for
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me, and the cuffs being wide they shot out
over my hands with every gesture. If I
uplifted my hands imploringly, up they
went, halfway up the screen; if with out-
stretched arms I drove one of my best
points hetne, those cuffs would come out
and droop pensively down over my hands ;
if T brought my fist down empbhatically, a
vast expanse of white linen flew out with
a lightning-like rapidity that made the people
in the first row start back and tremble for
their safety ; and when, after my final grand
peroration, I let my hands drop by my side,
those cuffs came down and dangled on the
platform.

If my reader happens to be much under
the medium height, and rather broad in
proportion, I would warn
him not to buy his shirts
ready - made. 1 cannot
understand the idea of
measurement that leads a
shirtmaker to cut out a
shirt, taking the circum-
ference of the neck as a
basis. I knowa man about
six feet high who has a neck
like a walking-stick. If he
bought a shirt on the shirt-
makers’ system it would
barely act as a chest-pro-
tector; and, on the other
hand, this shirt in question,
as I said beforc, certainly
fitted me round the neck,
but I nearly stepped®on the
sleeves as 1 went off the
platform at the close of my
lecture, and some of the
audience must think to this
day that I am a conjurer, and that on this
occasion I was going to show them some card
trick with the aid of my sleeves, which would
have been invaluable to the Heathen Chinee.
Indeed, this is not the only time I have been
suspected of being a sort of necromancer.

A fly was the offender on one occasion in
my experience. I was showing some serious
portraits of Mr. Gladstone in my entertain-
ment, “ The Humours of Parliament,” and
was doing my level best to rouse an apprecia-
tive North Country audience to a high pitch
of enthusiasm for the man they worshipped
so. I was telling them that at one moment
he looks like this, and at another moment he
looks like that, when I was amazed to hear
them go into fits of laughter ! In describing
Mr. Gladstone I dilate upon him first in a
rhetorical vein, and then proceed to, carica-

" nose nearly sent them into hysterics !
.in my lecturing days mishaps may have

THE FLY IN THE LANTERN.
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ture my own delineations, and it has always
been flattering to me to find that the
serious portraits have been received with a
grave attention only equalled by the laughter
with which the caricatures have been greeted.
But not so on this occasion. 1 spoke of
his flashing eye (titters !), his noble brow
(laughter !), his patnarchal head (roars!),
and a mention of his commanding aquiline
Now,

occurred which were due to some fault of
the lantern or opcrator provided by the
society I lectured to; but with the splendid
set of lanterns I had made for my enter-
tainment, engineered by the infallible pro-
fessor who exhibited for me, 1 never
troubled to look round to
see if the picture was all
right. But for a second it
struck me that by some
mischance he might be
showing the caricatures in
place of the serious por-
traits.  Quickly 1 turned
. round, and the sight that
met my eyes made me at
once join in the general
roar. There was a gigantic
fly promenading on the
nasal organ of the Grand
Old Man, unheeding the
attempts which were being
made on its life by the
professor, armed with a long
pointed weapon. It had
walked into the professor’s
parlour——that is to say, into
his lantern—and taken up
its temporary residence
between the lenses, whence it was magnified
a hundredfold on to the screen! When I
give an “entertainment” 1 have, of course,
no chairman, but when I “lecture " (which
I occasionally do still) I am sometimes
“introduced.”

A story is told of a distinguished irritable
Scotch lecturer who on one occasion had the
misfortune to meet with a loquacious chair-
man, the presiding genius actually speaking
for a whole hour in “introducing” the
lecturer, winding up by saying: “ It is un-
necessary for me to say more, but call upon
the talented gentleman who has come so far
to give us his address to-night.” The lecturer
came forward : “You want my address. Il
give it to you: 322, Rob Roy Crescent,
Edinburgh—and I'm just off there now.
Good-night !”
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[The following extract requires a little
explanation. Du Maurier told Mr. Furniss
a story about Mr. G. A. Sala’s rejection as an
Academy student owing to his sending in
a drawing of a foot embellished with six

toes. Mr. Furniss repeated this joke,
quite good - humouredly, at a supper,
which, together with some other

allusions to himself which were in-
correctly reported, so roused Mr.
Sala’s ire that he brought the matter
into the law courts, and the case
excited much interest and amuse-

ment. |
Skits showing six toes
saLA’s were plentiful, jokes in
TOES. burlesque and on the
music - hall stage were

introduced as a matter of course, and

private chaff in letters was Lept up for some
time. One private letter I wrote du Maurier :
‘“Sala has no sole for humour—you have
made me put my foot in it,” and added the
Six Toes signature sketch. In this no doubt
du Maurier found inspiration for “Trilby.”

I recollect an incident the
WHISTLER's mention of which will; I fear,
roLLirors. send a cold

shudder through
any worshipper of “ Nubian”
nocturnes and incomprehen-
sible “arrangements.” On
one occasion after leaving the
banquet of the Guild 1
beheld Whistler — * Jimmy ”
of the snowy tuft, the martyred
butterfly of the *“ peacock
room "—to whose impression-
able soul the very thought
of a sugar-stick should be
direst agony, actually making
his way homewards hugging a
great box of lollipops !

It is said an Englishman
will find any excuse to give a
dinner, but my experience has
been that this is truer of
Americans. 1 have been the
guest of many extraordinary
dining clubs, but as the most
unique I select the Pointed
Beards of New York. To club
and dine together because one
has hair cut in a particular way is the raison
d’étre of the club; there is nothing heroic,
nothing artistic or particularly intellectual.
It 1s not even a club to discuss hirsute
adornments ; such a club might be made

:ﬂ-—?a@

THE 51X-I'CES
SIGNATURE.

MR. J. M, WHISTLER-
Drawn with my left hand.
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as interesting as any other, provided the
members wWere CIC\FEI'.

That most delightful of Zittéra-
feurs, Mr. James Payn, once
interested himself, and with his
pen his readers, in that charm-
ing way of his, on the all-important
question : “ Where do shavers learn
their business? Upon whom do
they practise?”  After most careful
investigation he answers the question:
“The neophytes try their prentice
hands upon their fellow-barbers.”
That may be the rule, but every rule
has an exception, and I happened
once to be the unfortunate layman
when a budding and inexperienced
barber practised his art upon me. 1
sat in the chair of a hairdresser’s not a hundred
miles from Regent Street. 1 had selected a
highly respectable, thoroughly English estab-
lishment, as [ was tired of being held by the
nose by foreigners’ fingers saturated with the
nicotine of bad cigarettes. I entered gaily,
and to my delight a fresh-looking British
youth tied me up in the chair of
torture, lathered my chin, and began opera-
tions. 1 was not aware of the
fact that I was being made a
chopping - block of until the
youth, agitated and extremely
nervous, produced a huge piece
of lint and commenced dabbing
patches of it upon my counten-
ance. Then 1 looked at myself
in the glass. Good heavens !
Was I gazing upon myself, or
was it some German student,
lacerated and bleeding after a
sanguinary duel ? 1 stormed
and raged, and called for the
proprietor, who was gentle and
sorry and apologetic, and ex-
plained to me that the boy must
begin upon somebody, and 1
unfortunately was the first
victim ! 1 allow my beard to
Zrow now.

Otherwise 1 should not have
been eligible for the New York
Pointed Beards, for no qualifica-
tion is necessary except that one
wear a beard cut to a point.

The tables were ormamented with lamps,
having shades cut to represent pointed
beards. A toy goat, the emblem of the
club, was the centre decoration. We had
the “Head Darber,” and, of course, any
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amount of soft soap. A leading Republican
was in the barber’s chair, and during dinner
some sensation was caused by one of the
guests being discovered wearing a false beard.
He was immnediately seized and ejected until

after the din-
ner, when he
returned with
his music. It
so happened
we had pre-
sent a mem-
ber of the
Italian Opera, with his beautiful pointed
beard, and he had also a beautiful voice.
But New York could not supply an ac-
companist with a pointed beard! So a
false beard was preferred to false notes.

In these volumes, if I have made
some joke at a friend’s expense,
let that friend take it in the
spirit intended, and —1 apologize

MY PRE-
FACE IN
BRIEF.

beforehand.

In  America apology in journalism is
unknown. The exception is the well-known
story of the man whose death was published
in the obituary column. He rushed into the
office of the paper and cried out to the
editor :—

“Look here, sur, what do you mean by this ?
You have published two columns and a half of
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my obituary, and here I am as large as
life ! ~

The editor looked up and coolly said :
“Sur, I am vury sorry; I reckon there is a
mistake some place, but it kean't be helped.

" Yo inTED

'|h ?EAﬂ;J.S
2N NI . 4
N EERINNS g

=t 3§

e

7

1>
" L] =

You are killed by the Jersev Eagle, you are
to the world buried. We nevur correct any-
thing, and we nevur apologize in Amurrican

papers.”
“That won't do for me, sur. My wife's
in tears; my friends are laughing at

me ; my business will be ruined -—you must
apologize.”

“No, si—ree, an Amurrican editor nevur
apologizes.”

“Well, sur, I'll take the law on you right
away. I'm off to my attorney.”

“\Vait one minute, sur—just one minute.
You are a re-nowned and popular citizen :
the fersey Eagle has killed you—for that I
am vury, vury sorry, and to show you my
respect I will to-morrow find room for you-—
in the births column.”

Now, do not let any editor imagine these
pages are my professional obituary—my
autobiography. 1f by mistake he does,
then let him place me immediately in the
births column. I am in my forties, and
there is quite time for me to prepare and
publish two mgre volumes of my *‘ Confes-
sions ” from my first to my second birth, and
many other things, before I am fifty.

Original from
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