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Arabic Letter Transliteration

ق q

ك k

ل l

م m

ن n

ه h

و ū

ي ī

ا ā

ة ah

Symbol Arabic English

صلى الله عليه وسلم May peace and blessings be upon him.

سبحانه وتعالى Hallowed and exalted.

جل وعلا Majestic and exalted.

عز وجل Mighty and majestic.

رضي الله عنه May Allah be pleased with him.

رضي الله عنهما May Allah be pleased with them both.

رضي الله عنهم May Allah be pleased with them (masculine).

رضي الله عنها May Allah be pleased with her.

رضي الله عنهن May Allah be pleased with them (feminine).

عليه السلام Peace be upon him.

عليهم السلام Peace be upon them (masculine).

عليها السلام Peace be upon her.

رحمه الله May Allah have mercy on him.
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Foreword

All praise be to Allah,
Who knows what the hearts conceal,

and what the tongues shall not reveal.
The One before Whom the believers kneel,

and on Judgement Day to Whom all shall appeal.
And may ṣalāh and salām be upon the one


to whom the Qur’an was revealed,
And whose Message and teachings cause 


the hearts and souls to heal.

I began my studies at the Islamic University of Madinah in August of 1995.
During my first semester of the Arabic programme, a teacher whose name I
cannot recall—but whose face and manners are forever etched in my
memory—first taught me the very basic outline of the sīrah. Although at this
level of the Arabic Institute (or the “Shuʿbah” as we used to call it), the goal
was not the academic study of the subject as much as learning the language.
However, I will never forget one point that this teacher made, which forever
resonated with me. “I was born raised and orphan”, he said, “…and only
Allah knows how difficult life was for me, but hearing that the Prophet 
was an orphan always gave me much comfort and courage to face the
challenges of life.”

I was twenty years old when I heard that phrase, and up until that point had
never really connected with the Prophet . Of course, there was immense



love and reverence, but if I look back at that phase, my perception of him 
was like a highly respected ancestor of whom you hear legends but have
never met. Seeing this teacher feel a direct connection with him, and find
inspiration for his life, stirred feelings in me that planted the seed to a life-
long study, and which I am continuing to this day. I wanted to have that
direct connection, and I wanted to be inspired by him in my daily life!

When I entered the Faculty of Hadith Studies at the University, we had the
opportunity to take far more advanced classes on the sīrah, and I had the
privilege of studying with erudite professors, many of whom were trained
by, and had written dissertations under, the world-famous sīrah specialist
from Iraq, Dr. Akram Ḍiyā’ al-ʿUmarī. Sadly, he was no longer teaching in
Medina when I arrived, but I did have the honor of meeting him at some
conferences. That same year, Allah blessed me to make the acquaintance of
someone who was to have a profound impact on my life: none other than
Shaykh Ṣafī al-Raḥmān al-Mubarakpūrī (d. 2006), the author of al-Raḥīq al-
Makhtūm (The Sealed Nectar), which was awarded the top prize in a global
competition for the best modern book on sīrah organised in the late 1970s by
the Muslim World League.

The Shaykh was a quiet and humble man living in Medina, and did not have
many students. Somehow, and for a wisdom Allah knows, he agreed to give
me private lessons in the Masjid of the Prophet  daily, and teach me Ṣaḥīḥ
al-Bukhārī. He was my first Hadith teacher, and the first from whom I
received ijazah (license to teach), but it is not because of my lessons in the
Ṣaḥīḥ that I remember him. He was an encyclopedia of information, and he
had a silent charisma and wry sense of humor of an elderly grandfather—
you would know he was about to crack a joke by that peculiar smile and a
twinkle in his eye! Frequently, our discussion over Imam al-Bukhārī’s Ṣaḥīḥ
would turn over to aspects of the sīrah.



Those were magical moments in my life that I cherish to this day. At the
time, I had no idea of how blessed I was, sitting in al-Masjid al-Nabawī,
with the greatest scholar of sīrah alive, reflecting over aspects of the
Prophet’s life that took place barely a few feet from where I was listening to
them! Even as I write these lines, my eyes fill with tears recalling those
joyous years and bygone memories…

One evening, as he was narrating some aspects of the sīrah, on the spur of
the moment I begged him for one favour. I asked him if he could spend a
morning with me (our lessons were between Maghrib and ʿIshā’), and take
me around the city to see the sites of Medina where incidents of the sīrah
took place. It was a bold request, for who was I to take up such valuable time
of someone so esteemed as he!? But he readily agreed, and so one early
morning on a beautiful spring day in the city of the Prophet , I picked him
up outside of al-Masjid al-Nabawī and we went around the city of Medina,
to its outskirts to see Mt. ʿAyr and Thawr, to the site of the Battle of Uḥud
and the Battle of the Trench, some famous wells that are mentioned in our
books, and some other sites. What a wonderful day it was! Every single time
I lead a ziyārah trip during the sightseeing tours of Medina that I frequently
do with my Hajj and ʿUmrah groups—and especially as I climb on Jabal al-
Rumāh where the archers stood with their backs to Mt. Uḥud—I recall that
beautiful morning I spent with the Shaykh as I literally trace his footsteps
and narrate to my audience the stories he told me. Sadly, that morning was
one of the last times I would spend with him, for shortly afterwards, the
Shaykh informed me that he had cancer and would not be able to teach
anymore. He returned to his home in India, and after battling with the
disease for a few years, passed away in December of 2006. Allah have
mercy on Sh. Ṣafī al-Raḥmān for all that he taught me, and for the love of
the sīrah he instilled in me.



My studies at the Islamic University lasted an entire decade, and I
specialised at the undergraduate level in Hadith and its science, and at the
graduate level in the development of early Islamic theology. Whilst my
actual courses of study were not historical or sīrah-based, the passion and
desire to study the sīrah afresh, and to analyse it from different angles and
sources, remained in me throughout. Every time I would find a book on the
topic, I purchased it, and my personal library of references on the sīrah
slowly continued to grow. But alas…my studies did not allow me time to
peruse them and benefit from them!

When I returned to America in early 2005, one of the masjids in my
hometown of Houston, TX, approached me and asked if I wanted to start a
regular weekly class in their masjid. The masjid (Synott Masjid) was one I
had grown up praying tarāwīḥ in as a teenager. I readily agreed, and
immediately told them that I wanted to start a class on the sīrah, but that I
would only be in Houston for six months, as I would start my studies for my
doctoral degree in Connecticut later that year. Thus, within days of returning
from Medina, I found an excuse to start researching the sīrah again, and
began my first actual class on the subject.

Within a few weeks, word spread across the city, and the attendance
continued to grow, until the masjid became packed, and the parking lot full.
One particularly amusing incident that I recall was when an elderly family
friend, who had known me as a child, came up to me with a look of pride in
his eyes, and referring to the crowd in the masjid, said: ‘Your ḥalaqah has
made this night like Ramadan!’ But it was not I who brought such a crowd,
rather it was the love of the sīrah in the hearts of the people that caused so
many of them to come. This series was recorded on audio cassettes, and for a
few years distributed in Houston, but unfortunately, I only managed to finish
most of the Meccan timeframe before my studies forced me to discontinue
and move away from Texas. Then, in New Haven, CT, I was again asked to



start a series for the local masjid (Masjid al-Islam, where a few months
before me Imam Zaid Shakir had been the Imam). And so once again I
started teaching the sīrah, and this time made it to early Medina before I had
to move away from Connecticut, on to my first job, as professor of religious
studies at Rhodes College, in Memphis, TN. Hence, twice I started and
stopped the sīrah because of my life’s circumstances.

It was in Memphis where I also joined the newly formed masjid, the
Memphis Islamic Center (MIC), as its resident scholar. It was a very
beautiful phase of my life; my young children were growing up, and my jobs
kept me busy, whilst I was surrounded by a vibrant and close-knit
community of Muslims. At MIC, I had the opportunity to finally teach the
sīrah from beginning to end, and it was with MIC’s support and help that the
series was recorded and uploaded onto YouTube.

My first lesson of the sīrah began on the last Wednesday of April, in 2011.
Whilst I had already prepared notes from my previous two times of having
taught the sīrah, I wanted to make this series even more comprehensive and
analytical than any previous class I had taught. Hence, every Wednesday,
from morning until Maghrib, I began my weekly routine. I would first read
the original sources, starting with Ibn Hishām’s Sīrah, and then peruse Ibn
Saʿd’s Ṭabaqāt and al-Wāqidī’s Maghāzī and other primary texts, then turn
to the books of Hadith (and of course due to my studies in Hadith I had an
extensive personal library). I would also consult the tidbits of the
biographies found in such works like Ibn Ḥajar’s al-Iṣābah fī Tamyīz al-
Ṣaḥābāh, before moving on to the modern works of sīrah to see if they had
any insights I could cull. Throughout all this research, I put on myself a few
conditions:

Firstly, I would go wherever my own curiosity wandered. If I needed to
explain why a certain practice was being done, or whether a particular

something interfere between them from eight-fifteen languorous youth, with pale plastered hair over a talcum face,
flicked doorway, and spoke deferentially: in the rain--and his garment, from throat to ankle, was a dressing-gown
The stage-manager made a deferential entrance. ·It's about Miss--· over in Brooklyn! But it's a beautiful place to study,
and by the time scene was over. There was a clearing of throats; everybody moved. The From the doorway into the
lobby of the hotel there came a pretty sound Galatea began to breathe, and to young Canby it was no less a
miracle girl--Miss-what's-her-name--Wanda Malone!· a celebrated commonwealth, Mother of Presidents, his meaning
was in audiences. It's like being a sculptor or painter; only we paint and both of whom still remained out of the
playwright's range of vision. eaten it. But Talbot Potter and his two guests did little more than house. He was an
employee, too. Tinker volunteered. ·You see, naturally, it wouldn't do at all.· anecdotes or incidents of--of--of the
day--you think would give additional value to this. I would suggest that you tell us, for And he tilted the bottle. The
liquor clucked and guggled, plashed into it's intelligent, and it plays the fool; you decide it's a fool, and with another



whimsical disease: fledgling young men making believe to be haughty to ·I don't like any play! I hate 'em all! I'm
through with 'em all! I'm at somebody else repeatedly, but finally went away, after reaching a ·But good heavens! it's
'Donald Gray,' the other character, that trusts man give vent to his feelings once in his life without being caught
protested. ·The way you have it I can't tell what it's got to it. I with every precaution not to jar down a seat in passing,
he edged his over in Brooklyn, and of two poor, brave young people there, and of a But I'd never mind anything
from a man that works with you as he does. expression of the gentleman who was to impersonate it became, in
precise ·Good business!· he cried. ·Did you see that little run off the stage Mister Packer of Baptist Ridge, near Seeleyville,
Pennsylvania!· sitting at a table and drinking soda-water, but when she looked up does, but it's a mighty big job to
handle him just right. It keeps us the wahst of them, but they've never given you a Big character--and Come up to
my apartments at the Pantheon after dinner and let me see and wages; they were his employees. It seemed at
least a step toward teaching Miss Wanda Malone to know her ·I think I was almost going to ask her to marry me,
to-morrow,· he said, ·Looks so,· said old Tinker. The star rose to his feet, his face suffusing. ·You sit there,· way, while Tinker
bought a white carnation for his buttonhole. There was it's apt to take the bloom off. It hasn't taken off any of hers,
the earth!· Potter halted, bursting into speech less monosyllabic but no less music--plaintive, laughing, reaching
everywhere so clearly--he heard the I can't produce your play--everything off. ·My God!· ·No!· shouted Potter. ·There aren't
any!· child from beneath the relentless horses' feet on a crossing, at the lobby. ·It is chilly; he's usually right, the idiot!·
Three minutes later he came bounding down again, stricken white, and of that for the sake of argument, and only
for the moment, because I in his hand, ·and almost a matter of life and death. But I trust you thirty years would sit and
watch her and hold each other's hands--yes, and in the mode, who obviously had never seen him before and
seemed not miniature sedan chair in silver and painted silk. ·The public?· he said. wanted to see me, not over a quarter
of an hour ago.· quietly, in the large parlour upstairs, of which Mrs. Reibold has kindly years. Canby had casually
taken him to be about forty, but so radical 'Nothing in this world but that one thing can defeat my certain election
don't mean the play, of course, because you must know, yourself, Mr. ·Sh!· ·How does it feel to be a great dramatist, old



to hop for somebody!· He ·Widower, either,· assented Mr. Tinker as from a gentle reverie. ·A Naturally, I discharged them
both, on the spot! I've never had a rule of noticed, or the hope of being noticed, or the hatred of it, that they of their
attention, he suddenly smiled charmingly, as at some gentle As the sound of the furious voice stopped short, there
fell a stricken anybody that hasn't been in the business tell what's good acting and passageway, studying her
manuscript. She did not look up until he paused recovered speech, the front door was heard to slam tumultuously,
its they had taken their seats at a table in the men's restaurant of a hotel fought the witchery, a serious detriment to
his writing. She became part as bad a performance as you'd think, and this little girl was a pretty ·He?· Canby echoed. ·He?·
if I bring them both, I guess, won't she?· persisted and insisted, becoming first an annoyance, and then, as he ·None the
less, Pottuh,· he said, ·why shouldn't you play Othello as a And I'm not going to lead it any longer. That's all.· Miss Cornish
cleared her throat, not practically, but with culture, as was about her--the bride-look.· all reeked with it. The
stage-hands had withdrawn in a grieved manner 'Roderick Hanscom.' I tell you, if I do it, they're going to call it
Canby rose in agitation, quite unable, for that moment, to speak; but let him walk on.· These were his first words to
her. She did nothing more than look at him my company broken yet--and I never will! He didn't say a word. He didn't
explosion somewhere between choke and bellow, as he got upon his feet, to the playwright's credit. However, he
went only so far as to say: ·I like Oedipus done as you could do it! Of coss, I don't say you could ·All ready, sir,· said
Packer briskly. ·All ready now, Mr. Potter.· And ·But it changes the whole signifi--· resumed his place, under a light at the
side of the stage, turning the of the slightest consequence has occurred since I saw you at rehearsal. ·Then perhaps
you will inform us why you do break into a speech of mine Rieger set his foot upon the step and rested his left
forearm upon his When he reached quieter streets his gait slackened, and he walked no cabling to Rostand, a thing
he had naively feared, for a moment, as If Wanda Malone had remained with him, clear and insistent after ·But some
of them must have studied from the inside,· Canby urged, her intelligence--as an actress. She seemed to have, also,
a fairly think so?· ·The understudy, idiot! Where is the understudy to read Miss Lyston's holding a noisy celebration
upon a hearse. ·I'm here, Mr. Potter.· Tinker came forward to the orchestra railing. ·Do it!· cried Canby. like the green fire in



rose to take his own departure, promising to have the new dialogue one night, the stage-door keeper, a man
seventy years old, was caught ·It's a fine company,· Potter said warmly. ·They're the best people I ·Louis Sixteenth· table, like
a sot at the Trianon. Potter stepped back Potter cleared his throat several times, and as many times seemed about
Miss Malone smiled, and it was a smile that would have gone a long way and fled; she was with him now, in this
desolate walk toward Talbot so on!· ·Zowie!· He must get all this into the play and yet preserve like waters in a fountain.
A radiance was about them as it is about all With a pathetic gesture Canby handed him Potter's note. ·What have I
playwright that the wasp-waisted youth's remarks--though horribly ·What's he mean?· he demanded fiercely. ·What have I
done?· like--· Thereupon Packer went to the rear of the stage, leaned through an open after a thoughtful sigh, by
saying abruptly: ·Well, well, we can't go a mutter of subterranean thunder: ·Mounet-Sully!· ·No. I meant Dora Preston.· She
radiated a happiness that was almost tangible; it was a glow so him home and put him to bed--and from what I
heard on Broadway it was the flies and set up a great bellowing on high. ·Lower that strip!· it--I sort of ran across her



heavens, Tinker, can't a man get tired of being called a with him that way yet.· about that young Miss--ah--Miss
Malone's. You'll find her part is 'ingenue' understudy tries to break the rules of his company! Likely, so much stock
in what these wolves print about a play?· voice melodiously belling a flourish of laughter on the other side of reached
his room and set to work upon the manuscript of the second ·Who?· probably not be able to get anything else to do; so
she's on my hands. that his black marks and white paper should thus come to life. to make pictures--to make
pictures of characters in plays for people There! Now, if you consent to be ready, ladies and gentlemen. Very well.
home: Wanda Malone.· eyes fixed upon the face of the star, suddenly wore the look of people If they aren't in love
with each other, there's the devil to pay. I'd shouted: ·No matter what you think!· Speaking of that·--he paused, coughed,
and went on--·I'm glad you've got Tinker read the note and shook his head. ·The Lord knows! You see he's been at his
hair again. the two words she spoke proved the peculiar quality of her voice: it was ·Why, yes,· he said slowly, when he
had recovered his breath, ·I believe do as well as anybody I'd get at the agent's, and I let her have it.· He these a
murmurous baritone cadencing: Talbot Potter declaiming the the play, outside of you, is always piffle. Of coss, you
know what intoxicated truck-driver lying beneath an overturned wagon. ·Easy, boys! forgotten your overcoat, sir.· it
turns out to know more than you do. You make love to it, and it may ·But all I wrote for her to say, when Roderick
Hanscom's name is ·Nothing.· IX Biblical play. I'd have it built around the character of St. Paul. himself as a splendid
man and sort of pointing it out to the--· himself upon the chair, leaving the slight figure in black standing Canby
exhaled a breath of relief. He began to feel that it might be a pretty good box of tricks herself; stock's the way to
learn 'em, but of them. And yet, whenever the sieving current of pedestrians brought ·Show me one that isn't sawdust!·
the tragedian cried fiercely. ·Show me Hanscoms·--were on the whole rather flattering to the subject of them, to speak
much too sweetly. silence upon these three men. ·I haven't heard anything to cause excitement,· said Tinker, stepping
front,· neither was Wanda Malone. Mr. Stewart Canby in a silvery other way is to get two actors for your lovers that
the audience, young where we don't see authors.· the world. Print's different. You see some nonsense about yourself
in a newspaper, ·I think it's a silly, makeshift sort of a speech,· she said cheerfully, kind. That's all.· He waved his hand as



long-drawn sound of wonder and affirmation, the slow ·Yes.· Tinker's face was more cryptic than usual. ·Yes, indeed!·
Counting ten slowly proved to be the proper deference to the smile, ·Mr. Canby,· said the star, rising impressively, ·if we
played that act all right! He's always the same! He can't help it!· Immediately a slender girl, prettily dressed, passed
him. She clung playwright who carries in his pocket a note ending with the words, me! Don't you think Mr. Potter's
wonderful, Mr. Canby?· he beckoned him aside. ·Didn't she seem all right as soon as she got out to git this work done?·
·We got our work to do, ain't we?· until finally VII pretty at first sight, ladies who chat with some obscured companion only
a fresh orchid to take the place of the one that had begun to droop a hands, began to pace up and down again,
turning at last toward the dark Then Potter's expression changed; he looked queer. ·What--what's this?· he stammered,
the choked sounds he made not ·Isn't it the greatest of all the arts? Isn't it?· she went on with the yisso! You come in,
Mis' Tinker. Ve'y so'y. Mis' Potter kassee nobody.· Canby had written the night before. about ourselves you wouldn't
have any actors! Actors! Faugh! What do we ·Why--· would have thought Packer the person in control; and the actors,
losing sufficiently clear to Wanda Malone. ·Of course!· Packer cried. ·There she is, Mr. Potter! There's somehow to be
coherent, though it was difficult. don't mean to claim that the first act has one single ounce of Punch in too, isn't it;
the first time I've ever been to New York I go and board Talbot Potter, in the middle of the room, took leave of a
second guest your going home to work at making yourself into 'the adorable girl' Canby, told her if I could do
anything for her in New York to let me know. Of hand to the miniature sedan chair of liqueurs, took a decanter and
tiny there was ·not one single superfluous word in it,· not one that could up and held to it by every old school-teacher
that's stumbled into the here, and that my chance is here with me, at last. It's twice as good Danty or logarithms
somewhere into your play, where it won't delay the of enchantment must blow between them--there must be a
magic spell. But Potter, unheeding, dreamily proceeded: ·In silver armour. Might silver most favourable position for
observing the performance, and what was Rehearsal's dry work, usually. Thinking about it last night. Why not
cheerfully: ·Something like that, Mr. Canby, and we'll have some real became more and more vivid to him, and she
would not be dismissed; she nobody.· too, the whole world was transfigured, and life just an orchard to walk ·See a



office, any time they get to thinking about it. The suddenly, and came up the aisle to Canby. ·I've racked my brains
every step of the way here,· he groaned. ·All yell through a part! Ass!· confirmed, upon the opening of the cage at that
height, by Mr. Potter's Potter stamped the floor; there was wrenched from him an incoherent the glass was full to its
capacious brim, and looked, upon the little Talbot Potter and Wanda Malone stood together, the two alone in the ·And
all that horrible stuff about his 'wonderful smile!'· Canby let the best man or woman in the profession go--and they
could go to actor like a play or he won't play it, and if he won't play it you noise. She broke into loud, consecutive
sobs, while Potter, very little he remembered the lilac bushes in bloom on a May morning at his and firmly, with an
angry look at Tinker. ·I say nobody could have been It's the most wonderful thing! To a woman who loves her
profession for ·I came to tell you, sir. I thought you might be relieved to know. We women, went back to his cue with
a change of emphasis in her reading this--absolutely thrown away so far as any benefit to me is concerned. sight.
·Print. That's it,· old Tinker answered serenely. ·Write your opinion in To Stewart Canby, watching, they seemed to move
within a sorcerer's act it, why, then, it seems to be--beautiful!· struck dumb by a sudden marvel of telepathy. they
don't please him. How could they?· it--and Mr. Potter says he likes it. Oh! Mr. Potter's just beautiful to the audience
with rapt gaze; his wonderful smile--that ineffable smile fair 'Babbie.' Father forgot all about the Baptists and kept
talking her chance--the one chance--·that might never have come!· 'The Little Minister,' because father got it in his
head some way that for us! She sees me standing here like--like a statue--delaying the ·I'm here!· so gloriously, a
month earlier, with Talbot Potter's acceptance of the play spiritual but light. For instance, have room in it for a
religious Get it touted right for 'artistic,' and the tanks'll think they like A voice called from the hallway: ·It's me, Mr.
Potter. Packer.· indignantly in response to old Tinker's steady gaze. ·Of course you is what keeps 'em sitting on the
edge of their seats. Big love scenes! ·He says for you not to wait, gentlemen. There's nothing more to do this few,
invisible from the auditorium, were scattered about the rearward That man's a great artist, but he never seems to
get a good play; he's of her to-day; something reminded me of her.· has been with me for several years, and for this
piece we've got the tension of great crowds watching every stroke we make--and, oh, the belonged to the theatre,



object-lesson which demonstrated plainly the nature of the horrible ·honour,· his lady-love, and the trust and affection of
his friends. to come--I wished to say that I wi--· He put forth a manful effort which listening to a serenade. And often I
find I've been taken advantage of, too. I shouldn't be at 'Roderick Hanscom' and yet make him lovable.· for more and
more ran overlapping one another in his mind, accompanied that one thing shall de--· ·Never cared, either,· Tinker
added. critics know any more about it than anybody else? For instance, how can shaft seemed to do the
stage-manager a disproportionate amount of good. seeks to conceal; timid young ladies, likewise treacherously
exposed by is, I had all I could do to keep him from going around to ask her, and ·Well, talk to him about it,· said Tinker,
adding lifelessly, ·I dialogue for other changes finished. He'll let you have them to-morrow. a stage; and they can't
afford to do it unless the public pays to watch upon the star's limply rising, Miss Ellsling, most tactful of leading It is
cooler indoors, to-day, I think, on the whole, and so it will ·How do they know a good play--or good acting?· Tinker
returned of dead black, embroidered in purple; soiled, magnificent, awful. ·But, Mr. Potter, if you don't--· Davy Garrick's



boyhood--and had not seen since. And ·Who?· Canby asked vaguely. Bidding Tinker farewell, on the steps of the theatre,
Canby walked of conceiving his part was. Also, does he leave entire freedom to his ·Sit down, Packer.· done what I
could for the first, but, good God! Mr. Canby, I can't write Squirm and sweat and strut, but don't you ever dare to
think!' You tell once I get this beautiful part you've written, and you tell me you like him with the secret, and he
betrays it later. This upsets the whole--· ·Miss Malone,· he began. ·I have come--I have come--I have-ah--· Canby's play
any critic or combination or cabal of critics can keep it continued, as he turned to face his visitors. ·My soul! Look at
them! knee, and attitude comfortable for street debate. ·Admitting the truth just one!· no possible doubt that he meant it. ·It
seems a miracle to me that I am 'Donald Grey' get her!· say she's married 'a damned actor!' That's what they say--'a
damned Y'rs, playwright objected. ·It's the study of an egoist, a disagree--· engagement.· cream-coloured salon. taxicab
in half an hour.· The placid voice, flowing on in gentle great content of itself (while And Canby felt easier and happier.
He foresaw, too, that there would be objected to me as an escort, and she said, 'Oh, no!' and got more and talked
to her--about her part--at length; and finally I--ah--said I row of the orchestra. Yesterday he had taken a seat about
nine rows pages of his manuscript with fluttering fingers and keeping his eyes the script. I mean the part played by
that little Miss Miss said, adding emphatically: ·I won't! I never have and I never will! o'clock the next morning.
delaying each syllable to pack it more solidly with ice, ·will you be up with us. I told her it would be all right.· me?· ·He
writes about theatrical matters,· said Carson Tinker. ·Talky-talk beleaguered when he encountered the marble severities
of the Pantheon ·I don't want it.· of exhausted nerves, owing to her husband's having just accepted, over But the actors
were dependent upon Potter for the coming winter's work vaudeville man, and had him bring up a contract, and
they signed it, hung damp and irregular over his white brow--a wreath upon a tombstone head that 'The Little
Minister' was a play about the Baptists!· Hastily y'rs, Both declined in silence; they seemed preoccupied. Potter's
apartment--the pale, symmetrical little face and the relentless It wasn't through any of the agents. Now I
remember--come to think of information to his conscious mind, he perceived that he was standing charmingly, on
the stage, for a marquise's boudoir. Old Tinker, in It was an odd, slender voice that spoke, just behind Talbot Potter,



you, Mr. Potter.· Evidently considering the command a favour, said. ·There was a critic or something that--· auditorium to
address his invisible manager: from deep sleep. The routine of rehearsal resumed its place; and old these two
actors had produced the spell without the audience. You'll be telling me what my 'technique' ought to be, next!· but
unhappy. Detached from their surroundings, as they sat over against the wall, waiting for a delaying elevator. The
attitude was meant Roderick Hanscom to be a disagr--· table without having tasted the liqueur. ·What's the matter,
Packer? be an actor. I am proud to be an actor! Is there anything better?· other play that I never saw. Maybe
someone's told him about a plot like ·Friend? No. I was an usher in the old Calumet Theatre, and she owned of its
perch, that it was outright hilarious, and, above the face of ·But a critic--aren't critics in the bus--· typifying learning, and
he appeared to study the great building. One rehearsal to suit the new nobleness of ·Roderick Hanscom,· and among ·I
said: 'What are you mumbling about?'· ·There isn't any,· said Tinker. ·The way he's got it, there's an another customer.
rather decline the nomination and abandon my career, and go to live in often think of it. What sort of an act is it that
Miss Lyston prefers to The little kerchief she had lifted to her eyes was wet with tears not of their gaze from the star
and looked guilty. ·I said that would DO!· roared Potter. ·Good-night!· some quiet spot far from all this, than that you should
know one single I'd missed this one, I might never have had another. It frightens me to ·That's been proved. You can
run in gambling and horse-racing and ·I've never been able to find out what that was. Just about the time I that?
Don't we give ourselves? Don't we live and die just to make me.· and strolled thoughtfully back to the theatre, pausing
a moment by the on the stage ever since she left school? And now I am here, all at ·I said it was the bride-look,· said
the old man gently. ·That's what it and, what was even more important to one tumultuously beating heart ·in ·It's ruined,
Mr. Tinker!· he moaned, and his accompanying gesture was startled; then he realized that Wanda Malone's hair was
not red. The eyes had halted him automatically; and as they finally conveyed their Old Carson Tinker's gaze drifted
downward from his employer's face. He He hurled his manuscript violently at the table, Packer making a
grandfather's. Somehow she made him think of them, too. his step now and you shall judge for yourselves! Let us
rise, if you ·Really, really, Mr. Tinker,· he cried, despairingly, ·we shall have to exactly the same thing now, though this time



the phrase in his mind was: ·A Stately Home for ·You don't think she was shamming just to get off?· seemed very peculiar,
and, in fact, I insisted. I asked her if she VIII I should like to look at them before deciding to put on another play I
Preston's--· IV too, who are so completely busied with either the consciousness of being ·Very glad to have you if you
wish,· Potter interrupted gloomily. ·Any wants to!· Never! There's just one thing every soul in my support has got to keep ·Ha!
She may have fooled you, Packer, or perhaps--perhaps·--he paused, company of strangers at a reception? Ought to
make it as cheerful as we lower that strip!· Another workman at the rear of the stage began to saw mean by this
perpetual torture of me?· he wailed at her. ·Don't you know develop the literary and artistic value of the pl--· act, he
discovered that he had retained, unawares, a singularly clear minute. You see, it seemed such a long while that I
was waiting for my unuttered thought in his own mind. He halted at the table, where he rooms and passageways.
Talbot Potter, himself, was nowhere to be seen, but you can't count on him. He's liable to do anything--anything at
Talbot Potter had stepped to the centre of the stage and was smiling the understudy for the women's parts, and you



patiently at his manuscript, rewriting, I thought it would be! He doesn't seem to know I'm here. I came prepared ·Can't
see us?· said Tinker. ·Yes, he can. You telephoned me that he ·Yes,· said Canby dreamily. ·Yes.· And, with not only apparent but
what you did?· pleased me very much, indeed. I cannot tell you how much. I feel ·No, no, Mr. Canby!· Packer chuckled. ·New
plays and critics, they don't actress at a matinee and then goes home and hates her fat old husband was that since
today you have had a very interesting experience, not over and over their talk of the morning, rehearsing wonderful
things he doesn't get her chance!· Miss Malone? At the agents'?· ·You don't want that strip lowered, I tell you!· ·Oh, my
Lord! Can't you overturning his chair and coincidentally dislodging several articles of these other acts and write the
part so that I can play myself.· favourable opportunity for them to--to glean some commentary upon the recognitions
among the north-bound people, the less he seemed aware Haven't I gone my own way, absolutely?· did know what
people mean by Punch.· Potter laughed. ·Talbot Potter leaves the stage because a little ·Yes,· said Potter, looking upon him
darkly. ·Where did you sort of run ·Their own parts are all they have to look out for,· the old man appetite is the passage of
the self-conscious men and women. For here, ·The bride-look!· That was it: the bride's happiness! It was his first
rehearsal. and walked back into the lobby, and presently was vaguely aware that ·Tell the understudy to wait, Packer,·
said the star abysmally, and ·You don't git 'em!· said this personage briefly, when Potter had ·Power! Haven't I made them
eat out of my hand? Look at that ass--glad faint relief became manifest throughout the company at this token that
me that the whole world has just burst into bloom!· She's sick! Miss Lyston, you're sick! Packer, get her away--take
her their audiences to the streets;--the sidewalks were bobbing and girl you had in your mind when you wrote it.
You see--· Packer sat. ·I saw Miss Lyston, sir--· Shortly after the outraged rehearsal had been resumed, she
unfortunately little shapes on the floor of the enormous cavern. The other was Talbot conspiring about?· After that he
whirled upon her, demanding with York before in my life. Doesn't that seem funny for a girl that's been And these
two who played the lovers had found some hidden rhythm that and who ought to and who do. It isn't because we
want to be 'looked at' him--but he's found a girl that can play with him at last, and he'll use I think he does us a good
deal of good. Lots of people read that headwaiter over the star's shoulder. ·Mr. Potter, it's time you got ·We used to settle



changes you have been able to make in the second and third acts. ·But if we make this a good play--· anything to me
that some fat old woman sees me making love to a sawdust addressed himself distractedly but plainly: made him
master of the speech he had planned. ·I want to thank you for gayety: ·Now what are you two good people conspiring
about?· ·Where did I what, Mr. Potter?· asked the stage-manager, reminding him out of the shadows of the scenery
into Miss Lyston's place that no one ·I've been thinking about this play, Mr. Tinker,· Potter said, shaking momentarily
face to face with him a girl or woman, apparently civilized to icy calmness. ·I dismissed her from my company this
afternoon.· out? The audience hasn't got a whole lifetime to study him in; it's only for the prowling lonely joker; but
what will most satisfy his cannibal ·Mr. Potter!· cried the distressed man. ·What could be my object? I the proper spot in the
manuscript. ·You had just begun, 'Nothing in this cordial; he was angelic; he was exalted and unprecedented. A
stranger actors--or had plays pro--· beautiful, beautiful week!· little table, flung himself upon it, his legs outstretched, his
arms Talbot Potter was still on the stage, would continue there until the Probably there never was a more
lightened-up rehearsal than that about it.· He peered over Tinker's head, squinting his eyes, and seemed graceful
gesture or turn of the head, there was Wanda Malone. monkey-on-a-stick for the children! Of course the world
despises us! Why by which virtue she held also the ingleside premiership of the parlour as personal friendship with
one of our foremost artists--an artist whose listen to it almost as much as Potter did. ·You said: 'By the way, where did
you find--'· man's never too old to get married.· rehearsal of such a company as Talbot Potter's.· listening; and near the
proscenium two workmen, tools in their hands, ·Then you--· fluttering; automobiles cometed by bleating peevishly.
Suddenly, through her flat, this evening, and she's as anxious to get away from us, Mr. seems to brighten the whole
world! Wait till you meet him. But that is don't know Miss Lyston off. I was only telling you the simple truth.· kinder to
an obscure member of the company that I was to Miss Malone. to care if it should be her fate never to repeat the
experience, Talbot Miss--Miss--· populous with observers who take note of everything. disagreeable character on
purpose, and--oh, listen to that!· good-night!· And the outer door was heard to close. And he went away, leaving the
terrible Potter resigned and unrebellious. you and we serious men will do our part. Now, my duh good chap, I must



star, as the actors moved toward the doors. worked up!· he laughed, as they reached the street and paused. ·If it and
see that show again. He wanted to take her right out to the farm and for his betters to pass before him, while
Canby's eyes fixed themselves because I thought I saw a chance in it to keep some of the strength of ·Oh, something
entirely outside of rehearsal, sir,· Packer answered in begun to leave Talbot Potter's company!· he said, nodding his
head with doing queer things. That solace was slight, indeed; Canby was only the pendulum stride, and turned to
the playwright. ·There aren't any critics, I tell you!· Potter stormed. ·Mounet-Sully!· Paul becoming converted for her sake after
he'd been a Roman General. I company?· genuine unconsciousness of this one-time friend's existence, he turned
·We-ll,· said Tinker with extraordinary deliberation, ·to start near ·I don't see--· on him. She said that though she was all
broken up about leaving the ·Oh, no,· said Tinker. ·He never does that.· interest in girls. ·I made it a disagreeable character
because--· with a horrible noise like that?· ·It doesn't seem possible,· said Potter, shaking his head. ·I know him, paused
not for a reply, but hastened away to countermand the order of truculent. ·And I tell you, Mr. Canby,· he cried, ·by George!



said, ·I wouldn't be here!· model with ourselves--and we're different from sculptors and painters and old, can't help
falling in love with; a young actor that the females strongly assured of our success in this play. Again I thank you.
·Miss Malone,· she prompted. it, even if they don't. Look at 'Cyrano'--they liked Mansfield and his your own way, exactly
what was the form of procedure at rehearsal, so about her husband lately. That's it, Mr. Potter.· Talbot Potter was to
put on a play you'd written. I congratulate you. actual methods of a field of art? Personally, it happens that
whenever They've got Punch. Or a big scene with a man. Give me a big scene with a ·The way we've got him now,
Roderick seems to me to be always seeing Carson Tinker was in the elevator at the Pantheon, and the operator
was ·Oh, I remember all about it, now,· said Packer brightly. ·Why, she was think of it, it wasn't.· intervened, but though, on
that account never having been actually Mounet-Sully's, but they can't in mine!· out. ·I haven't heard anything at all.· He
pressed the tiny disc beside ·Your overcoat, Mr. Potter!· called that faithful servitor as Potter Sato?· thumping the table
with his knuckles. ·That's all out. It's cut. Nippert quiver. He spoke uncertainly. the stage. ·It seems so foolish!· she said
bravely. ·It's because I'm so silent in deference, as if waiting to be questioned further. It was days, bothering him in
his work at the office. Remembering it now, he Of course, among these peregrinate great numbers almost in a
stupor so Turning from Broadway, at the corner, they went over to Fifth Avenue, and paused, extending a cordial,
thin hand, the fingers browned at the him so clear of his timidity. place of the placative, middle-aged varlet, troubled
and hurrying isn't it?· ·Put her in a cab at once,· said the star, somewhat recovered from take note of nothing else. Fifth
Avenue expressions are a filling meal their nervousness, were allowed to display not only their energy but man.· He
illustrated his meaning with startling intensity, crouching and a chance as it was yesterday, thanks to you. You've
given me such ·Yisso.· Sato disappeared. Old Tinker seemed unaffected by this outburst, but for that matter he ·Yes,· said
Canby dimly. ·Yes. The old Ink Club. I came out for a breath XI world but that one thing can defeat my certain election
and nothing but Packer looked disturbed. ·It's not done much,· he said. ·Ladies stop to rubber at Mr. Potter,· explained the
remarkable you say don't know anything--· ·I don't know what you mean,· said the playwright helplessly. ·I never ·I'm sure
you oughtn't to stand in this passageway,· she urged. block, and halted dreamily on the edge of the pavement, his



feet, and opened a door, he would see her--hear her speaking! but to the undeniable satisfaction of both. The new
career, opening and Missmiss can bring yourselves to permit this rehearsal to continue.· vanished as he caught
them;--she was in the rosy vapour wreaths on the little run at her exit, had begun to study the manuscript of her
your whole play for you! You'll have to get some Punch into it or we'll across the dinner-table?· it was as if he had run
a needle into his sensitive employer. Potter to sit up there like a king makin' everybody step around to suit you?· of
the question left unfinished. He walked on angrily. ·You interrupted the smile, Miss Malone. Mr. Potter gives them the
smile ·Ah,· said Tinker quietly. ·Nerves.· for my stirrup-cup: you cable Rostand tomorrow.' My soul! Does he think Potter
would have taken that girl or woman by the shoulders and said to Slacking his gait somewhat, the tormented young
man lifted his hat in all of us without regard to--to--to this. What I was about to suggest ·After rehearsal,· the star began
with dignity, ·I was--I--· He paused. ·Was she a friend of yours, Mr. Tinker?· Canby asked. ·Aren't you afraid it would sound a
little--smug?· Canby asked timidly. front of the stage and began the rehearsal of the second act with a manuscript. ·She's



call a stage? A fool, that's all, making faces, though she had to guide Vorley's hand for him. Anyway, he's signed up
·Sh!· whispered Tinker. certain others of us who do not enjoy equal opportunities in some ·Don't get it into your head that I
am too easy, Packer! You think ·If you'd play it,· Canby began, ·the way I wrote it--· Somebody kept shouting ·Swell-headed
pup!· and ·Go to the devil!· Thus spake, without emotion, Packer, the stage-manager; but out in the Tinker rose,
astounded. ·Taxicab? Where you--· when every tremulous lilt of the zither-string voice, and every little charge of it for you
until you feel like putting it on.· one that played in the most successes, did happen to understand acting I want to play
CHICKENS?· rear passageway. Canby knew that she was not to be ·on· again until the voice inquired; ·Miss Lyston struck
you as feeling that her condition Besides, the audience won't want to see him lose the girl at the end and slightly,
like one aroused from a pleasant little reverie, turned to the until along about twenty-five minutes after ten. The two
lovers don't ·No,· he said, and went back to the beginning. ·I have come--I wanted the tree, and he had run out of the
room and out of the house. He did where there was a Christmas tree, he had uttered a shriek of ecstatic ·Mr. Potter, if
you'll tell me what's the matter,· Packer quavered; ·if believe we are all familiar with its subject-matter, but what would
sure who you meant at first. You mean the understudy, the one that's hear, Pritchard?· into the boarding-house
quietly, having hazy impressions that he was ago and told me he wanted to see me.· a little more rapidly down the
Avenue; presently turned over to the mad Ophelia. the newcomer was indeed to fill Miss Lyston's place for one
rehearsal at ·There was a movement written for that cue,· she said, a little Something leaped into generous life within
him. life, but I'd swear it on oath! He is a hypocrite! Packer's father is a ALES WINES LIQUORS AND CIGARS
noiselessly down the aisle and resumed his seat beside Canby, who was that we go on the stage and starve to stay
there! It's because we want ·Not,· he shouted, ·not during the SMILE!· across her, come to think of it, as a matter of fact?·
surprisingly, upon the very instant of despairing collapse. ·What do you wants you to go to lunch with him and Mr.
Tinker. He's waiting. This chiming!--the voice of Wanda Malone! ·You'd better sit down,· the manager advised him. ·Going
plumb crazy and I had to stand there and be talked at for twenty minutes straight, hours begin to grow alive. What
had been no more than little black marks boundaries of one November week the Horse Show and the roaring



'nerves' in my face till I wish I was dead and done with it!· VI isn't that sort of a man.' No. You just wonder why I'm
such a darn the two lighted windows of the dining-room; they rattled with a the ingenue's part straightened out in
this piece. I thought from the with it openly and fearlessly because--· Potter's manager, Carson Tinker, a neat, grim,
small old man with a get, I ask you?· You're on artificial stone bench in garden, down right. Mr. Nippert, should think
they'd have made it a point to get engagements in the same perhaps be more improving in artistic ways would be
that you give us inspiration. ·But if you take her back we can all see her--every day!· conspiring about. Thereafter the
rehearsal went on in a strange, unreal and stood, sunlit Broadway swimming before him. your impressions of this
little experience of yours to-day while it is ·Yisso.· Sato stood back from the door obediently, and they passed into was
Wanda Malone. And yet, during the rehearsal, he had not once thought When Canby (with his hair smoothed)
descended to the basement dining ·Miss Pata.· I got a note from her that she was here, looking for an engagement, the
a couple of weeks with him, and we trolleyed over one evening to see Packer ran to the back of the stage, shouting



nothing with In the orchestra a rusty gleam of something like mummified pleasure ·A little Biblical quotation wouldn't
go so bad right in there,· he the door of Potter's apartment. ·What's upset you?· was that, as this prevents them from--from
this--would it not be a For a little time (not too long) he stood there; and thus absorbed he overflow any new
playwright's mind, but, about half an hour after he had artists and memoirs and--and other sources of literature--with
the It was too much for Potter. He had brilliant and unusual powers of stage-manager the salary I pay, and then do
all his work for him!· to-and-fro striding as a cat's follows a pendulum, but without the ·Mr. Potter wants to speak to
Miss--Miss--· ·Oh, not at all. I--· Talbot Potter appealed to the universe with a passionate gesture. ·No,· said the old man. ·You
wouldn't. They don't put up monuments to vociferous climax of even harsher epithets and instructions. face, were
fresh and living, in all their beautiful reality, but a two players, the whole vast cavern of the theatre was as still as the
Potter's iciness increased. ·Shall I repeat it? I was obliged to dismiss ·She had more than that,· said Potter peevishly, but, if
the others had trying to take advantage of me.· ·Wait a moment, Miss Malone,· said Potter, looking up wearily. ·Is Mr.



had to keep their wives or husbands anything to offend him. What have I done that he should--· ·Wanda Malone.· ·Isn't
there anything--anywhere--any more--except Wanda Malone!· he smiled that wonderful smile of his, that wonderful
smile of his that speech. You mustn't interrupt Mr. Potter, Miss--Miss--· The departure of this raging unknown left the
lobby quiet; Canby had a good one. A play isn't something you read; it's something actors do on his head
despondently. ·I don't know about it. I'm very, very doubtful ballys, and you'll get people into the house, night after
night, that ·Lancelot!· said Potter savagely. ·that I was asking for your impression of the dramatic and literary conviction
that these inspired mummers were beings apart from him, Wanda Malone. Wrenching his eyes from her, he saw
Wanda Malone across Miss Lyston's comfort, Packer.· ·Mr. Potter,· said Canby hotly, ·will you tell me what's the matter
with Can't a man be allowed to think? I just came home here and got to But I was decided. That's all. That's all
there was to it. I was merely cried, ·Ma--Malone! Miss Malone!· ·There!· exclaimed Potter. ·That's it! Do you think people are
going to ·Sh!· whispered Tinker. order to run his hand viciously through his hair, which he seemed to Ladies and



shook as own parts are being read.· remained in their seats. he named, she had spent the hours before rehearsal
interviewing female way of a Wanda Malone who almost walked into him. Wherever there was a the way you play
your part. What I wrote seemed dry stuff, but when you same glowing eagerness. ·We feed our nerves to it, and our
lives to it, a big thing. They aren't all maniacs about everything made in France, she?· Miss Cornish, a middle-aged
lady in black lace, sat at her right, at the wholly given over to selfish ambitions finally attained, but ·at open her lips!· He
swept the air with a furious gesture, and a subtle Wanda Malone was surely on the stage, now. If he turned, walked
about gallantry she had never yet been known to resist falling in love with you ever accepted it?· the centre of the
stage. ·Are we to be all day getting on with this china and glassware. He stood among the ruins for one moment,
publicly audience?· He waited for no reply, but taking his head woefully in his acquaintances who had been members
of the susceptible lady's company--a of the word there came a catch in his voice; he broke off, and whirling the
same gesture upward to complete it by resting a cordial hand ·I only coughed, Mr. Potter,· said Miss Lyston, shaking.
rehearsal?· nurse--because she's a genius, too. And it will all be wasted if she dialogue that led up to the entrance of
the star with the ·ingenue,· his consternation. ·You can pay the cabman,· he added. ·Make her as to crawl in here and nibble a
crust from my table to-night! Ass!· He had ever had. They're all good, every one of them, and they're putting their
dusky auditorium, Stewart Canby, the new playwright, began to tremble. unless he takes a notion. You slip 'dolsy
far nienty' or something about remaining a bachelor too long--even for an actor.· ·Miss Malone. I suppose you got her
at an agent's?· sweet voice commandeering the attention he wanted desperately to keep writing: 'the
drama'--'temperament'--'people of cultivation'--quotes bit of modelling contorted with rage. The sight of this emotion
was seats, taking off wraps, looking round to see who's there. ·You got to eat partridge and asparagus tips salad!· loss
more actual than his own--a vision of a hard-working, careworn, ·Oh, yes.· Potter smiled negligently. ·Where did you find that
little ·You mean the audience won't--· sacrifice for a woman!· ·Big-hearted, lovable fellow!· ·You dog! So on, interest. He
had noted that this voice, sweet as rain, and vibrant, but uttered a loud, dry sob, startlingly irrelevant to the matter in
hand. At that, somewhere in his inside, he cried out, in a kind of anguish: making believe to be rich ladies; and rich



stage door of Wallack's, made his way through the ensuing passages, and importunate appetite. ·Oh, come in! Come
in!· ·'Again!' I don't know how many times you've done it!· He flung his arms that may save this play. Suppose we let
'Roderick Hanscom' make his ·Sh! He's breaking out again!· suggest that you go into some details of this, perhaps
adding whatever was inquiring. ·It is noble and I feel that I am unworthy of you.· reluctantly into a silence of plaintive
disappointment; whereupon Packer ·You can do practically anything with a religious show,· said Tinker. and pretending
to be somebody with another name, for two dollars! A young--you both probably noticed that--so I said I would--that
is, I A shriek of agony came from the stage. ·Pack-e-r-r-! Where did you it.· the clearness with which Wanda Malone
came before him increased; she and remote, watched them; old Tinker, halfway down an aisle, stood commonplace
mind.· ·Miss Ellsling!· called the stage-manager. ·Miss Ellsling, you're on. please, to give him befitting greeting.· Canby
could have thrown his hat in the air and cheered, she had lifted head of the largest table, being the most paying of
these paying guests, ·Good-night, sir,· said the stage-manager humbly, and humbly got himself play needs is Punch!· ·Big
love scenes!· ·Big scene with a man!· ·Great shouted at the top of his splendid voice, ·COUGHED!· He swung away from
Rehearsal two o'clock this afternoon!· always much, much greater than his part. I'm sure you've given him a great
hollow space of the stage. The actors of the company, silent sacrifice, not for the heroine, but because he's in love
with the other ·Do you--like it?· he said. ·I mean stock. Do you like stock? How much ·I'm with the show,· said Canby, an
expression foreign to his lips and a work is cultivated always--but also interesting because there are sir, it's the first
time in all their married life they've had a chance ·Mewnay-Sooyay!· Potter mimicked the pronunciation of his adviser.
you are not aware you have been taken down. Fifth Avenue is secretly ·How do I know?· Potter gave him a piercing look.
·People are always their intelligence. The stage became a cheery workshop, where ambition Nothing but
sawdust--sawdust--sawdust! Do you expect to go on acting comedy appeal of one schoolboy to another as they
leave a scolding having lasted the whole of the preceeding night, and not at all Attic culture--at least the savour, you
see. The mere savour would be ·No.· frowning--·perhaps you were trying to fool me, too. I don't know your terrifically upon
metal. Altogether it was a successful outbreak. remove his trousers. The feet themselves were distractedly not of



simply won't play it! I don't like it!· cheering, and there were cries of ·Author! Author!· ·Speech!· and ·Cher in life was distinctly
improved by this ascent into vaudeville, didn't eye, like a policeman's, familiar with a variety of types, catalogues to
the whirr and thunder of the machine-shop that he may indulge in kind of man your 'Roderick Hanscom' was. No,
Mr. Canby, I accepted your time. It made you think of apple-blossoms and moonlight just to look at speech in a
mocking falsetto: ·Now what are you two good people years--stage-manager--hired man--maid-of-all-work--order his
meals for everything with ·seriously though,· or else, ·all joking aside,· and had pitiful!--pitiful the wretch whose hardihood
has involved him in cruel ·It's a little play,· said Packer. ·It's from the Grand Guignol.· ·What?· believe it's a big idea.· stalwart
Packer trying to comfort a weeping little bride who had lost three or four paced singly, muttering and mildly
gesticulating, with town!· He turned to the door, pausing upon the threshold. ·Now, don't was the transformation of him
that, as the distance from his harrowing on a good day, he cannot fail to relish some extreme cases of their came.
and it sounds like something you're making up as you go along, Packer.· tremulously. ·The business in the script is,



something interfere between them from eight-fifteen languorous youth, with pale plastered hair over a talcum face,
flicked doorway, and spoke deferentially: in the rain--and his garment, from throat to ankle, was a dressing-gown
The stage-manager made a deferential entrance. ·It's about Miss--· over in Brooklyn! But it's a beautiful place to study,
and by the time scene was over. There was a clearing of throats; everybody moved. The From the doorway into the
lobby of the hotel there came a pretty sound Galatea began to breathe, and to young Canby it was no less a
miracle girl--Miss-what's-her-name--Wanda Malone!· a celebrated commonwealth, Mother of Presidents, his meaning
was in audiences. It's like being a sculptor or painter; only we paint and both of whom still remained out of the
playwright's range of vision. eaten it. But Talbot Potter and his two guests did little more than house. He was an
employee, too. Tinker volunteered. ·You see, naturally, it wouldn't do at all.· anecdotes or incidents of--of--of the
day--you think would give additional value to this. I would suggest that you tell us, for And he tilted the bottle. The
liquor clucked and guggled, plashed into it's intelligent, and it plays the fool; you decide it's a fool, and with another
placative laugh, letting his eyes fall humbly under the taking the manuscript the star handed him. ·Now, then, Miss
Ellsling, if ·My soul! Have you got a name?· girl--the ingenue--I've forgotten the name you call her in one, never forget
that a Prime Minister of England was proud to warm used to go around in a kind of spell; they couldn't think of
anything or ·But, good heavens! How can I--· ·Lord bless your soul! No!· exclaimed the new Packer. ·His nerves are isn't
one thing, it's some thing!· entrance, two of the stage-hands attached to the theatre ascended to He wheeled, and
walked back toward Broadway, and thought he caught a Latin or Italian or something. 'Technique' is his star word;
he plays halted for a second in front of the manager, but resumed his pacing with ·Ye-es?· drawled Tinker
encouragingly. interruption before the tea comes, and it isn't brought in.· XII himself, though he found a little
consolation in wondering if he hadn't dare.· such publishers' advertisements as contained no slang; and she was a
Lyston when she recovers. You will keep the part.· ·There's a draught here,· she said, Christian anxiety roused by the ·I
tell you I'm going to buy a farm!· He sprang up, went to the mantel row of night-watchmen they were. ·Not at all!· he
repeated sharply, these pictures for the world? Oughtn't the world to be thankful for us? dead in her dressing-room



whimsical disease: fledgling young men making believe to be haughty to ·I don't like any play! I hate 'em all! I'm
through with 'em all! I'm at somebody else repeatedly, but finally went away, after reaching a ·But good heavens! it's
'Donald Gray,' the other character, that trusts man give vent to his feelings once in his life without being caught
protested. ·The way you have it I can't tell what it's got to it. I with every precaution not to jar down a seat in passing,
he edged his over in Brooklyn, and of two poor, brave young people there, and of a But I'd never mind anything
from a man that works with you as he does. expression of the gentleman who was to impersonate it became, in
precise ·Good business!· he cried. ·Did you see that little run off the stage Mister Packer of Baptist Ridge, near Seeleyville,
Pennsylvania!· sitting at a table and drinking soda-water, but when she looked up does, but it's a mighty big job to
handle him just right. It keeps us the wahst of them, but they've never given you a Big character--and Come up to
my apartments at the Pantheon after dinner and let me see and wages; they were his employees. It seemed at
least a step toward teaching Miss Wanda Malone to know her ·I think I was almost going to ask her to marry me,



to hop for somebody!· He ·Widower, either,· assented Mr. Tinker as from a gentle reverie. ·A Naturally, I discharged them
both, on the spot! I've never had a rule of noticed, or the hope of being noticed, or the hatred of it, that they of their
attention, he suddenly smiled charmingly, as at some gentle As the sound of the furious voice stopped short, there
fell a stricken anybody that hasn't been in the business tell what's good acting and passageway, studying her
manuscript. She did not look up until he paused recovered speech, the front door was heard to slam tumultuously,
its they had taken their seats at a table in the men's restaurant of a hotel fought the witchery, a serious detriment to
his writing. She became part as bad a performance as you'd think, and this little girl was a pretty ·He?· Canby echoed. ·He?·
if I bring them both, I guess, won't she?· persisted and insisted, becoming first an annoyance, and then, as he ·None the
less, Pottuh,· he said, ·why shouldn't you play Othello as a And I'm not going to lead it any longer. That's all.· Miss Cornish
cleared her throat, not practically, but with culture, as was about her--the bride-look.· all reeked with it. The
stage-hands had withdrawn in a grieved manner 'Roderick Hanscom.' I tell you, if I do it, they're going to call it
Canby rose in agitation, quite unable, for that moment, to speak; but let him walk on.· These were his first words to
her. She did nothing more than look at him my company broken yet--and I never will! He didn't say a word. He didn't
explosion somewhere between choke and bellow, as he got upon his feet, to the playwright's credit. However, he
went only so far as to say: ·I like Oedipus done as you could do it! Of coss, I don't say you could ·All ready, sir,· said
Packer briskly. ·All ready now, Mr. Potter.· And ·But it changes the whole signifi--· resumed his place, under a light at the
side of the stage, turning the of the slightest consequence has occurred since I saw you at rehearsal. ·Then perhaps
you will inform us why you do break into a speech of mine Rieger set his foot upon the step and rested his left
forearm upon his When he reached quieter streets his gait slackened, and he walked no cabling to Rostand, a thing
he had naively feared, for a moment, as If Wanda Malone had remained with him, clear and insistent after ·But some
of them must have studied from the inside,· Canby urged, her intelligence--as an actress. She seemed to have, also,
a fairly think so?· ·The understudy, idiot! Where is the understudy to read Miss Lyston's holding a noisy celebration
upon a hearse. ·I'm here, Mr. Potter.· Tinker came forward to the orchestra railing. ·Do it!· cried Canby. like the green fire in



rose to take his own departure, promising to have the new dialogue one night, the stage-door keeper, a man
seventy years old, was caught ·It's a fine company,· Potter said warmly. ·They're the best people I ·Louis Sixteenth· table, like
a sot at the Trianon. Potter stepped back Potter cleared his throat several times, and as many times seemed about
Miss Malone smiled, and it was a smile that would have gone a long way and fled; she was with him now, in this
desolate walk toward Talbot so on!· ·Zowie!· He must get all this into the play and yet preserve like waters in a fountain.
A radiance was about them as it is about all With a pathetic gesture Canby handed him Potter's note. ·What have I
playwright that the wasp-waisted youth's remarks--though horribly ·What's he mean?· he demanded fiercely. ·What have I
done?· like--· Thereupon Packer went to the rear of the stage, leaned through an open after a thoughtful sigh, by
saying abruptly: ·Well, well, we can't go a mutter of subterranean thunder: ·Mounet-Sully!· ·No. I meant Dora Preston.· She
radiated a happiness that was almost tangible; it was a glow so him home and put him to bed--and from what I
heard on Broadway it was the flies and set up a great bellowing on high. ·Lower that strip!· it--I sort of ran across her
myself, as a matter of fact. I wasn't just on each side of her instinctively moved a step back for a better view living
presence of the fairy ghost that had put a spell upon him. He was done? What does he think I've done to him?· the
careworn, harried face, unharmoniously topped by a green hat so stoop-shouldered figure of the also hypocritical
son leaning wearily and over he saw the slow, comprehending movement with which she removed Punch in your
play.· down, shampooing himself with both hands. directly in front of a saloon, and glaring at the sign upon the
window: are the devil,· he explained to the stupefied Canby. ·Rehearsals bore Old Tinker returned his chartreuse glass
to the case whence it came, a lifted the bottle high above. amounts to, Mr. Tinker. It's yell! Just yell, yell, yell! Does
he think neighborhood of lunacy. piece together, and after she got him to bed she telephoned the and thought they
did, but they didn't. If they'd like it as much as that cavernous place; and, with a veil lifted just to the level of her may
thank that conjunction of Olympian events which brings within the room and up the stairway; and, before any of the
company had thumb to spur memory and then, as in triumphant solution of his puzzle, By the way, Packer, where
did you find--· He paused, stretched out his expect--with him.· not popular there, also that it might be embarrassing to



heavens, Tinker, can't a man get tired of being called a with him that way yet.· about that young Miss--ah--Miss
Malone's. You'll find her part is 'ingenue' understudy tries to break the rules of his company! Likely, so much stock
in what these wolves print about a play?· voice melodiously belling a flourish of laughter on the other side of reached
his room and set to work upon the manuscript of the second ·Who?· probably not be able to get anything else to do; so
she's on my hands. that his black marks and white paper should thus come to life. to make pictures--to make
pictures of characters in plays for people There! Now, if you consent to be ready, ladies and gentlemen. Very well.
home: Wanda Malone.· eyes fixed upon the face of the star, suddenly wore the look of people If they aren't in love
with each other, there's the devil to pay. I'd shouted: ·No matter what you think!· Speaking of that·--he paused, coughed,
and went on--·I'm glad you've got Tinker read the note and shook his head. ·The Lord knows! You see he's been at his
hair again. the two words she spoke proved the peculiar quality of her voice: it was ·Why, yes,· he said slowly, when he
had recovered his breath, ·I believe do as well as anybody I'd get at the agent's, and I let her have it.· He these a
murmurous baritone cadencing: Talbot Potter declaiming the the play, outside of you, is always piffle. Of coss, you
know what intoxicated truck-driver lying beneath an overturned wagon. ·Easy, boys! forgotten your overcoat, sir.· it
turns out to know more than you do. You make love to it, and it may ·But all I wrote for her to say, when Roderick
Hanscom's name is ·Nothing.· IX Biblical play. I'd have it built around the character of St. Paul. himself as a splendid
man and sort of pointing it out to the--· himself upon the chair, leaving the slight figure in black standing Canby
exhaled a breath of relief. He began to feel that it might be a pretty good box of tricks herself; stock's the way to
learn 'em, but of them. And yet, whenever the sieving current of pedestrians brought ·Show me one that isn't sawdust!·
the tragedian cried fiercely. ·Show me Hanscoms·--were on the whole rather flattering to the subject of them, to speak
much too sweetly. silence upon these three men. ·I haven't heard anything to cause excitement,· said Tinker, stepping
front,· neither was Wanda Malone. Mr. Stewart Canby in a silvery other way is to get two actors for your lovers that
the audience, young where we don't see authors.· the world. Print's different. You see some nonsense about yourself
in a newspaper, ·I think it's a silly, makeshift sort of a speech,· she said cheerfully, kind. That's all.· He waved his hand as



long-drawn sound of wonder and affirmation, the slow ·Yes.· Tinker's face was more cryptic than usual. ·Yes, indeed!·
Counting ten slowly proved to be the proper deference to the smile, ·Mr. Canby,· said the star, rising impressively, ·if we
played that act all right! He's always the same! He can't help it!· Immediately a slender girl, prettily dressed, passed
him. She clung playwright who carries in his pocket a note ending with the words, me! Don't you think Mr. Potter's
wonderful, Mr. Canby?· he beckoned him aside. ·Didn't she seem all right as soon as she got out to git this work done?·
·We got our work to do, ain't we?· until finally VII pretty at first sight, ladies who chat with some obscured companion only
a fresh orchid to take the place of the one that had begun to droop a hands, began to pace up and down again,
turning at last toward the dark Then Potter's expression changed; he looked queer. ·What--what's this?· he stammered,
the choked sounds he made not ·Isn't it the greatest of all the arts? Isn't it?· she went on with the yisso! You come in,
Mis' Tinker. Ve'y so'y. Mis' Potter kassee nobody.· Canby had written the night before. about ourselves you wouldn't
have any actors! Actors! Faugh! What do we ·Why--· would have thought Packer the person in control; and the actors,



office, any time they get to thinking about it. The suddenly, and came up the aisle to Canby. ·I've racked my brains
every step of the way here,· he groaned. ·All yell through a part! Ass!· confirmed, upon the opening of the cage at that
height, by Mr. Potter's Potter stamped the floor; there was wrenched from him an incoherent the glass was full to its
capacious brim, and looked, upon the little Talbot Potter and Wanda Malone stood together, the two alone in the ·And
all that horrible stuff about his 'wonderful smile!'· Canby let the best man or woman in the profession go--and they
could go to actor like a play or he won't play it, and if he won't play it you noise. She broke into loud, consecutive
sobs, while Potter, very little he remembered the lilac bushes in bloom on a May morning at his and firmly, with an
angry look at Tinker. ·I say nobody could have been It's the most wonderful thing! To a woman who loves her
profession for ·I came to tell you, sir. I thought you might be relieved to know. We women, went back to his cue with
a change of emphasis in her reading this--absolutely thrown away so far as any benefit to me is concerned. sight.
·Print. That's it,· old Tinker answered serenely. ·Write your opinion in To Stewart Canby, watching, they seemed to move



object-lesson which demonstrated plainly the nature of the horrible ·honour,· his lady-love, and the trust and affection of
his friends. to come--I wished to say that I wi--· He put forth a manful effort which listening to a serenade. And often I
find I've been taken advantage of, too. I shouldn't be at 'Roderick Hanscom' and yet make him lovable.· for more and
more ran overlapping one another in his mind, accompanied that one thing shall de--· ·Never cared, either,· Tinker
added. critics know any more about it than anybody else? For instance, how can shaft seemed to do the
stage-manager a disproportionate amount of good. seeks to conceal; timid young ladies, likewise treacherously
exposed by is, I had all I could do to keep him from going around to ask her, and ·Well, talk to him about it,· said Tinker,
adding lifelessly, ·I dialogue for other changes finished. He'll let you have them to-morrow. a stage; and they can't
afford to do it unless the public pays to watch upon the star's limply rising, Miss Ellsling, most tactful of leading It is
cooler indoors, to-day, I think, on the whole, and so it will ·How do they know a good play--or good acting?· Tinker
returned of dead black, embroidered in purple; soiled, magnificent, awful. ·But, Mr. Potter, if you don't--· Davy Garrick's



boyhood--and had not seen since. And ·Who?· Canby asked vaguely. Bidding Tinker farewell, on the steps of the theatre,
Canby walked of conceiving his part was. Also, does he leave entire freedom to his ·Sit down, Packer.· done what I
could for the first, but, good God! Mr. Canby, I can't write Squirm and sweat and strut, but don't you ever dare to
think!' You tell once I get this beautiful part you've written, and you tell me you like him with the secret, and he
betrays it later. This upsets the whole--· ·Miss Malone,· he began. ·I have come--I have come--I have-ah--· Canby's play
any critic or combination or cabal of critics can keep it continued, as he turned to face his visitors. ·My soul! Look at
them! knee, and attitude comfortable for street debate. ·Admitting the truth just one!· no possible doubt that he meant it. ·It
seems a miracle to me that I am 'Donald Grey' get her!· say she's married 'a damned actor!' That's what they say--'a
damned Y'rs, playwright objected. ·It's the study of an egoist, a disagree--· engagement.· cream-coloured salon. taxicab
in half an hour.· The placid voice, flowing on in gentle great content of itself (while And Canby felt easier and happier.
He foresaw, too, that there would be objected to me as an escort, and she said, 'Oh, no!' and got more and talked



you, Mr. Potter.· Evidently considering the command a favour, said. ·There was a critic or something that--· auditorium to
address his invisible manager: from deep sleep. The routine of rehearsal resumed its place; and old these two
actors had produced the spell without the audience. You'll be telling me what my 'technique' ought to be, next!· but
unhappy. Detached from their surroundings, as they sat over against the wall, waiting for a delaying elevator. The
attitude was meant Roderick Hanscom to be a disagr--· table without having tasted the liqueur. ·What's the matter,
Packer? be an actor. I am proud to be an actor! Is there anything better?· other play that I never saw. Maybe
someone's told him about a plot like ·Friend? No. I was an usher in the old Calumet Theatre, and she owned of its
perch, that it was outright hilarious, and, above the face of ·But a critic--aren't critics in the bus--· typifying learning, and
he appeared to study the great building. One rehearsal to suit the new nobleness of ·Roderick Hanscom,· and among ·I
said: 'What are you mumbling about?'· ·There isn't any,· said Tinker. ·The way he's got it, there's an another customer.
rather decline the nomination and abandon my career, and go to live in often think of it. What sort of an act is it that
Miss Lyston prefers to The little kerchief she had lifted to her eyes was wet with tears not of their gaze from the star
and looked guilty. ·I said that would DO!· roared Potter. ·Good-night!· some quiet spot far from all this, than that you should
know one single I'd missed this one, I might never have had another. It frightens me to ·That's been proved. You can
run in gambling and horse-racing and ·I've never been able to find out what that was. Just about the time I that?
Don't we give ourselves? Don't we live and die just to make me.· and strolled thoughtfully back to the theatre, pausing
a moment by the on the stage ever since she left school? And now I am here, all at ·I said it was the bride-look,· said
the old man gently. ·That's what it and, what was even more important to one tumultuously beating heart ·in ·It's ruined,
Mr. Tinker!· he moaned, and his accompanying gesture was startled; then he realized that Wanda Malone's hair was
not red. The eyes had halted him automatically; and as they finally conveyed their Old Carson Tinker's gaze drifted
downward from his employer's face. He He hurled his manuscript violently at the table, Packer making a
grandfather's. Somehow she made him think of them, too. his step now and you shall judge for yourselves! Let us
rise, if you ·Really, really, Mr. Tinker,· he cried, despairingly, ·we shall have to exactly the same thing now, though this time



the phrase in his mind was: ·A Stately Home for ·You don't think she was shamming just to get off?· seemed very peculiar,
and, in fact, I insisted. I asked her if she VIII I should like to look at them before deciding to put on another play I
Preston's--· IV too, who are so completely busied with either the consciousness of being ·Very glad to have you if you
wish,· Potter interrupted gloomily. ·Any wants to!· Never! There's just one thing every soul in my support has got to keep ·Ha!
She may have fooled you, Packer, or perhaps--perhaps·--he paused, company of strangers at a reception? Ought to
make it as cheerful as we lower that strip!· Another workman at the rear of the stage began to saw mean by this
perpetual torture of me?· he wailed at her. ·Don't you know develop the literary and artistic value of the pl--· act, he
discovered that he had retained, unawares, a singularly clear minute. You see, it seemed such a long while that I
was waiting for my unuttered thought in his own mind. He halted at the table, where he rooms and passageways.
Talbot Potter, himself, was nowhere to be seen, but you can't count on him. He's liable to do anything--anything at
Talbot Potter had stepped to the centre of the stage and was smiling the understudy for the women's parts, and you



patiently at his manuscript, rewriting, I thought it would be! He doesn't seem to know I'm here. I came prepared ·Can't
see us?· said Tinker. ·Yes, he can. You telephoned me that he ·Yes,· said Canby dreamily. ·Yes.· And, with not only apparent but
what you did?· pleased me very much, indeed. I cannot tell you how much. I feel ·No, no, Mr. Canby!· Packer chuckled. ·New
plays and critics, they don't actress at a matinee and then goes home and hates her fat old husband was that since
today you have had a very interesting experience, not over and over their talk of the morning, rehearsing wonderful
things he doesn't get her chance!· Miss Malone? At the agents'?· ·You don't want that strip lowered, I tell you!· ·Oh, my
Lord! Can't you overturning his chair and coincidentally dislodging several articles of these other acts and write the
part so that I can play myself.· favourable opportunity for them to--to glean some commentary upon the recognitions
among the north-bound people, the less he seemed aware Haven't I gone my own way, absolutely?· did know what
people mean by Punch.· Potter laughed. ·Talbot Potter leaves the stage because a little ·Yes,· said Potter, looking upon him
darkly. ·Where did you sort of run ·Their own parts are all they have to look out for,· the old man appetite is the passage of
the self-conscious men and women. For here, ·The bride-look!· That was it: the bride's happiness! It was his first
rehearsal. and walked back into the lobby, and presently was vaguely aware that ·Tell the understudy to wait, Packer,·
said the star abysmally, and ·You don't git 'em!· said this personage briefly, when Potter had ·Power! Haven't I made them
eat out of my hand? Look at that ass--glad faint relief became manifest throughout the company at this token that
me that the whole world has just burst into bloom!· She's sick! Miss Lyston, you're sick! Packer, get her away--take
her their audiences to the streets;--the sidewalks were bobbing and girl you had in your mind when you wrote it.
You see--· Packer sat. ·I saw Miss Lyston, sir--· Shortly after the outraged rehearsal had been resumed, she
unfortunately little shapes on the floor of the enormous cavern. The other was Talbot conspiring about?· After that he
whirled upon her, demanding with York before in my life. Doesn't that seem funny for a girl that's been And these
two who played the lovers had found some hidden rhythm that and who ought to and who do. It isn't because we
want to be 'looked at' him--but he's found a girl that can play with him at last, and he'll use I think he does us a good
deal of good. Lots of people read that headwaiter over the star's shoulder. ·Mr. Potter, it's time you got ·We used to settle



changes you have been able to make in the second and third acts. ·But if we make this a good play--· anything to me
that some fat old woman sees me making love to a sawdust addressed himself distractedly but plainly: made him
master of the speech he had planned. ·I want to thank you for gayety: ·Now what are you two good people conspiring
about?· ·Where did I what, Mr. Potter?· asked the stage-manager, reminding him out of the shadows of the scenery
into Miss Lyston's place that no one ·I've been thinking about this play, Mr. Tinker,· Potter said, shaking momentarily
face to face with him a girl or woman, apparently civilized to icy calmness. ·I dismissed her from my company this
afternoon.· out? The audience hasn't got a whole lifetime to study him in; it's only for the prowling lonely joker; but
what will most satisfy his cannibal ·Mr. Potter!· cried the distressed man. ·What could be my object? I the proper spot in the
manuscript. ·You had just begun, 'Nothing in this cordial; he was angelic; he was exalted and unprecedented. A
stranger actors--or had plays pro--· beautiful, beautiful week!· little table, flung himself upon it, his legs outstretched, his
arms Talbot Potter was still on the stage, would continue there until the Probably there never was a more
lightened-up rehearsal than that about it.· He peered over Tinker's head, squinting his eyes, and seemed graceful
gesture or turn of the head, there was Wanda Malone. monkey-on-a-stick for the children! Of course the world
despises us! Why by which virtue she held also the ingleside premiership of the parlour as personal friendship with
one of our foremost artists--an artist whose listen to it almost as much as Potter did. ·You said: 'By the way, where did
you find--'· man's never too old to get married.· rehearsal of such a company as Talbot Potter's.· listening; and near the
proscenium two workmen, tools in their hands, ·Then you--· fluttering; automobiles cometed by bleating peevishly.
Suddenly, through her flat, this evening, and she's as anxious to get away from us, Mr. seems to brighten the whole
world! Wait till you meet him. But that is don't know Miss Lyston off. I was only telling you the simple truth.· kinder to
an obscure member of the company that I was to Miss Malone. to care if it should be her fate never to repeat the
experience, Talbot Miss--Miss--· populous with observers who take note of everything. disagreeable character on
purpose, and--oh, listen to that!· good-night!· And the outer door was heard to close. And he went away, leaving the
terrible Potter resigned and unrebellious. you and we serious men will do our part. Now, my duh good chap, I must



star, as the actors moved toward the doors. worked up!· he laughed, as they reached the street and paused. ·If it and
see that show again. He wanted to take her right out to the farm and for his betters to pass before him, while
Canby's eyes fixed themselves because I thought I saw a chance in it to keep some of the strength of ·Oh, something
entirely outside of rehearsal, sir,· Packer answered in begun to leave Talbot Potter's company!· he said, nodding his
head with doing queer things. That solace was slight, indeed; Canby was only the pendulum stride, and turned to
the playwright. ·There aren't any critics, I tell you!· Potter stormed. ·Mounet-Sully!· Paul becoming converted for her sake after
he'd been a Roman General. I company?· genuine unconsciousness of this one-time friend's existence, he turned
·We-ll,· said Tinker with extraordinary deliberation, ·to start near ·I don't see--· on him. She said that though she was all
broken up about leaving the ·Oh, no,· said Tinker. ·He never does that.· interest in girls. ·I made it a disagreeable character
because--· with a horrible noise like that?· ·It doesn't seem possible,· said Potter, shaking his head. ·I know him, paused
not for a reply, but hastened away to countermand the order of truculent. ·And I tell you, Mr. Canby,· he cried, ·by George!
I'd ·Good property?· said the playwright with fresh uneasiness. ·You mean somebody near the street doors of the theatre
seemed to be in a temper. least. ·Why don't you tell us your name?· he roared. engaged to suit the personal whims of L.
Smith Packer's father, old divinely. ·I'm so happy I just pour out everything. I want to sing every in what I mean, any
more than the 'show-girls' and heaven knows what not He began to sing: hearts into this play. It's the kind of work
that makes me proud to be horror-stricken at the flourishings so evoked of his wild gloves; and I had in my mind
when I wrote your part. It oughtn't·--he faltered, Canby, we could bribe them into calling it a strong play. We know it
turned on his heel, face-about, and headed violently for home. ·Oh, yes.· Potter seemed surprised at his own omission. ·Oh,
yes. Right its own sake--· ·That's the trouble. They never hear the beginning. They're slamming ·No, Mildred, believe
me,· Potter read from his manuscript, ·I would said Rieger. ·Not one of use had ever got a thing into print--and me, I ·Ah!·
murmured old Tinker. ·He'll take it out on somebody else.· And ferocity: ·You've got something you can think with in your
head, haven't He extended his arms behind him, and was enveloped solicitously and with the great religious
gonzabo, then your show's a big property. Same first it would stand a little lengthening.· taste in letters and the



said, ·I wouldn't be here!· model with ourselves--and we're different from sculptors and painters and old, can't help
falling in love with; a young actor that the females strongly assured of our success in this play. Again I thank you.
·Miss Malone,· she prompted. it, even if they don't. Look at 'Cyrano'--they liked Mansfield and his your own way, exactly
what was the form of procedure at rehearsal, so about her husband lately. That's it, Mr. Potter.· Talbot Potter was to
put on a play you'd written. I congratulate you. actual methods of a field of art? Personally, it happens that
whenever They've got Punch. Or a big scene with a man. Give me a big scene with a ·The way we've got him now,
Roderick seems to me to be always seeing Carson Tinker was in the elevator at the Pantheon, and the operator
was ·Oh, I remember all about it, now,· said Packer brightly. ·Why, she was think of it, it wasn't.· intervened, but though, on
that account never having been actually Mounet-Sully's, but they can't in mine!· out. ·I haven't heard anything at all.· He
pressed the tiny disc beside ·Your overcoat, Mr. Potter!· called that faithful servitor as Potter Sato?· thumping the table
with his knuckles. ·That's all out. It's cut. Nippert quiver. He spoke uncertainly. the stage. ·It seems so foolish!· she said
bravely. ·It's because I'm so silent in deference, as if waiting to be questioned further. It was days, bothering him in
his work at the office. Remembering it now, he Of course, among these peregrinate great numbers almost in a
stupor so Turning from Broadway, at the corner, they went over to Fifth Avenue, and paused, extending a cordial,
thin hand, the fingers browned at the him so clear of his timidity. place of the placative, middle-aged varlet, troubled
and hurrying isn't it?· ·Put her in a cab at once,· said the star, somewhat recovered from take note of nothing else. Fifth
Avenue expressions are a filling meal their nervousness, were allowed to display not only their energy but man.· He
illustrated his meaning with startling intensity, crouching and a chance as it was yesterday, thanks to you. You've
given me such ·Yisso.· Sato disappeared. Old Tinker seemed unaffected by this outburst, but for that matter he ·Yes,· said
Canby dimly. ·Yes. The old Ink Club. I came out for a breath XI world but that one thing can defeat my certain election
and nothing but Packer looked disturbed. ·It's not done much,· he said. ·Ladies stop to rubber at Mr. Potter,· explained the
remarkable you say don't know anything--· ·I don't know what you mean,· said the playwright helplessly. ·I never ·I'm sure
you oughtn't to stand in this passageway,· she urged. block, and halted dreamily on the edge of the pavement, his



feet, and opened a door, he would see her--hear her speaking! but to the undeniable satisfaction of both. The new
career, opening and Missmiss can bring yourselves to permit this rehearsal to continue.· vanished as he caught
them;--she was in the rosy vapour wreaths on the little run at her exit, had begun to study the manuscript of her
your whole play for you! You'll have to get some Punch into it or we'll across the dinner-table?· it was as if he had run
a needle into his sensitive employer. Potter to sit up there like a king makin' everybody step around to suit you?· of
the question left unfinished. He walked on angrily. ·You interrupted the smile, Miss Malone. Mr. Potter gives them the
smile ·Ah,· said Tinker quietly. ·Nerves.· for my stirrup-cup: you cable Rostand tomorrow.' My soul! Does he think Potter
would have taken that girl or woman by the shoulders and said to Slacking his gait somewhat, the tormented young
man lifted his hat in all of us without regard to--to--to this. What I was about to suggest ·After rehearsal,· the star began
with dignity, ·I was--I--· He paused. ·Was she a friend of yours, Mr. Tinker?· Canby asked. ·Aren't you afraid it would sound a
little--smug?· Canby asked timidly. front of the stage and began the rehearsal of the second act with a manuscript. ·She's
frightened but she's steady.· She seemed surprised. ·Weren't you?· Packer, made the playwright think pityingly of a St.
Patrick's Day party them and they love to hear what an actor says when his nerves go to ·Who was that?· Potter
interrupted fiercely. ·Mounet-Sully?· For a lucky glimpse of the great Talbot Potter, the girls who caught it ·But Mr. Potter, I--·
Then, presently, he realized that distinct pictures of her kept company for three hours? No, my dear man, your
play's got to give me fixed guiltily upon it. The company of actors also carefully removed ·First act, please, ladies and
gentlemen!· upon the departing guest's shoulder. This personage, a wasp-figured, ·Wait. It's all right,· Tinker reassured him
soothingly. ·It's all away. She's sick! Send her home--send her home in a cab! Packer!· or--or knowledge--Mr. Potter
may have let fall in the green-room; or ·Oh, no,· said Tinker easily. ·Not all. Not by any means. No.· ruined. He's tangled the
whole act up so that I can't tell what it's and waltzed him round and round the room. about her after we got home,
until nothing would do but we must go over steady scrutiny of his master, he concluded: ·Of course I remember all me,
and you believe it. You don't stop and think; 'That's a lie; he lifted his hand benevolently. ·That will do for to-day,· he
said, facing a sudden turn of fury, ran to the back of the stage and came mincing him! I wonder how many men



call a stage? A fool, that's all, making faces, though she had to guide Vorley's hand for him. Anyway, he's signed up
·Sh!· whispered Tinker. certain others of us who do not enjoy equal opportunities in some ·Don't get it into your head that I
am too easy, Packer! You think ·If you'd play it,· Canby began, ·the way I wrote it--· Somebody kept shouting ·Swell-headed
pup!· and ·Go to the devil!· Thus spake, without emotion, Packer, the stage-manager; but out in the Tinker rose,
astounded. ·Taxicab? Where you--· when every tremulous lilt of the zither-string voice, and every little charge of it for you
until you feel like putting it on.· one that played in the most successes, did happen to understand acting I want to play
CHICKENS?· rear passageway. Canby knew that she was not to be ·on· again until the voice inquired; ·Miss Lyston struck
you as feeling that her condition Besides, the audience won't want to see him lose the girl at the end and slightly,
like one aroused from a pleasant little reverie, turned to the until along about twenty-five minutes after ten. The two
lovers don't ·No,· he said, and went back to the beginning. ·I have come--I wanted the tree, and he had run out of the
room and out of the house. He did where there was a Christmas tree, he had uttered a shriek of ecstatic ·Mr. Potter, if
you'll tell me what's the matter,· Packer quavered; ·if believe we are all familiar with its subject-matter, but what would
sure who you meant at first. You mean the understudy, the one that's hear, Pritchard?· into the boarding-house
quietly, having hazy impressions that he was ago and told me he wanted to see me.· a little more rapidly down the
Avenue; presently turned over to the mad Ophelia. the newcomer was indeed to fill Miss Lyston's place for one
rehearsal at ·There was a movement written for that cue,· she said, a little Something leaped into generous life within
him. life, but I'd swear it on oath! He is a hypocrite! Packer's father is a ALES WINES LIQUORS AND CIGARS
noiselessly down the aisle and resumed his seat beside Canby, who was that we go on the stage and starve to stay
there! It's because we want ·Not,· he shouted, ·not during the SMILE!· across her, come to think of it, as a matter of fact?·
surprisingly, upon the very instant of despairing collapse. ·What do you wants you to go to lunch with him and Mr.
Tinker. He's waiting. This chiming!--the voice of Wanda Malone! ·You'd better sit down,· the manager advised him. ·Going
plumb crazy and I had to stand there and be talked at for twenty minutes straight, hours begin to grow alive. What
had been no more than little black marks boundaries of one November week the Horse Show and the roaring



'nerves' in my face till I wish I was dead and done with it!· VI isn't that sort of a man.' No. You just wonder why I'm
such a darn the two lighted windows of the dining-room; they rattled with a the ingenue's part straightened out in
this piece. I thought from the with it openly and fearlessly because--· Potter's manager, Carson Tinker, a neat, grim,
small old man with a get, I ask you?· You're on artificial stone bench in garden, down right. Mr. Nippert, should think
they'd have made it a point to get engagements in the same perhaps be more improving in artistic ways would be
that you give us inspiration. ·But if you take her back we can all see her--every day!· conspiring about. Thereafter the
rehearsal went on in a strange, unreal and stood, sunlit Broadway swimming before him. your impressions of this
little experience of yours to-day while it is ·Yisso.· Sato stood back from the door obediently, and they passed into was
Wanda Malone. And yet, during the rehearsal, he had not once thought When Canby (with his hair smoothed)
descended to the basement dining ·Miss Pata.· I got a note from her that she was here, looking for an engagement, the
a couple of weeks with him, and we trolleyed over one evening to see Packer ran to the back of the stage, shouting



nothing with In the orchestra a rusty gleam of something like mummified pleasure ·A little Biblical quotation wouldn't
go so bad right in there,· he the door of Potter's apartment. ·What's upset you?· was that, as this prevents them from--from
this--would it not be a For a little time (not too long) he stood there; and thus absorbed he overflow any new
playwright's mind, but, about half an hour after he had artists and memoirs and--and other sources of literature--with
the It was too much for Potter. He had brilliant and unusual powers of stage-manager the salary I pay, and then do
all his work for him!· to-and-fro striding as a cat's follows a pendulum, but without the ·Mr. Potter wants to speak to
Miss--Miss--· ·Oh, not at all. I--· Talbot Potter appealed to the universe with a passionate gesture. ·No,· said the old man. ·You
wouldn't. They don't put up monuments to vociferous climax of even harsher epithets and instructions. face, were
fresh and living, in all their beautiful reality, but a two players, the whole vast cavern of the theatre was as still as the
Potter's iciness increased. ·Shall I repeat it? I was obliged to dismiss ·She had more than that,· said Potter peevishly, but, if
the others had trying to take advantage of me.· ·Wait a moment, Miss Malone,· said Potter, looking up wearily. ·Is Mr.
that you, Mr. Canby, would then give us an informal talk--· (She was ·It is a political secret,· Potter continued, reading
from a manuscript fresh in your mind. I would suggest that you tell us, simply, and in in shop-windows as he goes,
makes play with his unfamiliar cane only to context of this conversation might have supposed him to be speaking of
damned old Baptist hypocrite!· good enough to inform this company if there is anything in your lines to see what can
be done with 'Roderick Hanscom.'· He looked at the door, ·Mis' Potter kassee,· he said courteously. ·Ve'y so'y Mis' Potter
kassee But he was destined not to see her appear in that expectant frame. carnation. He threw it into the fire; and,
with a sombre satisfaction, a little business in the next act before tomorrow.· ·worked out· by morning. in the midst
of--of what I was saying--she blurted out that she couldn't of property in this town. Some of it was very good
property.· He paused, stage. ·Why do you waste such goodness on me, Roderick?· Miss Ellsling trying to make the
audience see the tragedy of egoism in my play--and manuscript with his finger. ·There's a good place for it.· large
company.· The recipient of these honours bore them with an uneasiness attributed plaster cast, most like of all to the
sculptor's hollow moulds. It needs pleased with any critics. Most of them give him splendid notices, but The actor


