
thercs.^nothing in* Shakespeare to;ln-'
dlcate that ;he

'
does—but •* why

"'
shouldn't

he?. ItAvould.add to -the* picture." It
jyotild..be :characteristic [of'/the Je-w

—
\u25a0

there
'
Is^in tiie •;Jew," 'oven the '-"Jew":'of

,to-day,; more th^h-.a- trace. 'of oriental-"
ism,' .with the oriental love ofiadorn-
.ment.and ifwas also a custom :ofr- the
time." m^jj&Bft
It la in this 'way,]:'\u25a0 with careful,'

thoughtful .consideration; of thc-mlnute*
and: seemingly.-, unimportant^'. details,

and ...with the"- deeplyJlntlmate tiinder-
standing :of-that; lafgerl1. sido- of ;;tiie
character— the cxaminatiotr of the.soul,
'

vthe:'searchlng
iforVthe ;;springs ;-"of; ?ac-

ttlori—that "Mr.;Hotaling "is? getting*his
'Shylock.'.ready.* ['!. ' J^*

"''
\ -/_'." s •".* ?:'-~'\'j

'
it'i.-.;as; every;one who' reads hls;morn-':

ing pnper knows .already," 1for sweet ''"char'r -
;ity'that;Mr;^Hotaling vlU^glveShlsfShy-"
-lock;1ifor

*
the

*
benefit fot^',the*> Doctor's

'

"Daughters, srwho'doi a beautif ul
-
aridrun6» »""

\u0084tentatious.work;of charity among ;the:m-
'{-'\u25a0•-:\u25a0'/\u25a0 \u25a0.•.-- \u25a0\u25a0

iLThe performance^ Is to be. at^the Majest-
','lci.Theater", on', Monday^ night. :December
:. 18; \u25a0 to]bo s followed bjI.'a', mat if.ee; the nnetx t

day, Tuesday afternoon. December _I'J.>V

...Mr.Hotaling, who Is an amateur actor.
In .the

'
true sensfi .' of

'
that;much-abused

word andnot: in" the common and pervert-

V;ed
*
meaiiIng".of \u25a0 iClwIU;be well suppor ted.

Mrs. "Mark:GerVtie.. who hasf^no .longer

'to'^ win!her;. laurels :.in.the; mimic', world,

'!who,\ like";Mr>Hotaling ',ls "not~-'a ,'pjrofes -1
islonal •,because", "she ;.already

r(
has^Vevcry"- '

-thing'that the' most'-toiiliant'success" could
,/give;i)eKflsUo'be^ the^JessicaJv;^ r;\ '.,';

''::
L^MhTs^OisaYAth'ertoni'^.whotappeaTed^ln'
"the

"ahiataur *production^ of
'
"The' Liars"

• -"I think," goes on Mr. Hotaling. toy-1
"

Ing with his mental. portrait of the abused,.
1 Jew. "that Ishall make Shylock darker ;
! than he Is usually made, • and, ? perhaps, ,'

not <julte so 01d.".. .
"Ir\'ing's Shylock Vvvas too papery-'

white, Ialways thought— too. old. and
'

shell-like, it seemed 'to me."
' *

"And to;me," agrees Mr. Hotaling, and
Iam grateful for his support in.my opln-'
ion of dissent:

'"His.Bhylock did not sat-'
Isfy me altogether;' it soirfehow seemed
lacking in humanncss.' Edwin Booth's
Shylock was the one that seemed, to me"
great. Those ? two were the only Shy-V

locks Ihave seen—and Iam not going
to see Mansfield's." .. . -^ \u25a0.•*.-''\u25a0•\u25a0- ;.

"Because— "*\u25a0 • " " " '
\u25a0'*'

"^
: \u25a0

"Because. I'have, my, own" conception of '-.
Shylock which Iwant to carry out, and—^
Oh, Itisn't vanity. ;I;Ijust;want ;to:keep,
my- own intact.;' Idon't' want. ity to be
affected, or.weakened, or blurred by 'any
other cdnceptlon, however greatl" . .

; "Ithink Ishall make Shylock darker;

it will be more and, anyway, he
might liaye been a Portuguese.

"Iplayed Shylock once." Mr. Hotaling
\u25a0smiles his whimsical smile again. "I
wa»-19."-.- ;-~'.

"How did you play him then?"
'.'Along Iloofh's lines. Ihad .seen

Booth's Shylock and admired him Im-
mensely, of course."

"1 mean how did you play, him,"from

the. Inside or the outside?"
"Oh. from .tifie outside" entirely. It was

an entirely superficial- Shylock. It could
not be otherwise.-. for. youth does not un-
derstand. Idoubt-*' i' 1 cumpreh'.nded
Shylock tben-;!v.--

:.
•. "And Uow'i'oti will play him from the

Inside?"
"

• .
"ithink, so. Ithink It could not be

otherwise, now. . In'studying- the part I

am simply trying to put myself. in Shy-

•loek's pla'ct, to think ami feel as he would
undej the conditions of the play, and. to
do the 'things as he would do them.

"Shylock is not- an agreeable ol<Cman. ;
He is warDcd-by the prejudice against

the Jew*, and by the hatred with which
he responds to that prejudice, lie loves
only two things In this world—his daugh-

ter and his money. . The -loss of both
arouses all the passionate resentment and
vengeance of his nature. He has mur-?
der in his h«=art— you" remember how lie
matches at the knife ar.O lun*,'<*s with. It?

VI «2on't think -jou can make /him a
character toTarouFe sympathy— lk; is an-
tagonized to all th«l,world. The preju<li<;e
agairi-t the Jew has cut him off from ";t

happy j.artiripatlon in the life "of t>th»;r

men. and thrown him in upon himself.
All that is left iVi.-'hini to >U> Is to c«t ,

\u25a0

*. . .. \u0084 \u25a0

rich and love -riches. His 'only human
companion vhem he can lo\-e and:truat.
is his daughter. ;Thus by.vury force o£
circumstances he i3made suspicious. and ;•
cruel." He passioratc-ly resents the: pro;"'
script 'on he suffeis.. . . .- . . \u25a0 *\u25a0. \u0084 \u25a0

\u25a0 1
-

"Ithink Ishall try to bring out "this
side of him, and make him eager. to share
In ihe i'.ieasur» >» of the. young Christians

•
ii'.stcad cf mocking at them. He would.
It\u25a0 seems lo me, do that from' reasons of
expediency,'. .'anyhow; and would find a
certain gratiflcatlon in' being- admitted to •

\u25a0 their company.- . . a
\u25a0

"I'oraonally-I have not much syrri-*
I>athy withShylock. He is a cruel, re-
ve:igefcl old man, and hVls'not so-bad"-'
3y"treated in;the 'end. 'You know that
after all he dousn't lose his riches. ll*
only.has tto make* them over to his •

damsfhter.i His punishment is not'soVe- '\u25a0

vorel"
The t

book of the piny.
'
gilt lettered

.and,luxuriously .bound. 'in r-oft
"

inoroc- ,
-co. open at the place v/here Mr. llotal-
inglfftofj when Icame in, lies face down ,,
upon" tho. shining desk, and:Iask him"
how he do*s his 'studying. •\u25a0".:

"Isee. Shylock In-m>\ rriind, riow do- ;
ing: this, now. doing, that, and Iam con-

'•^tantly,' adding to
!

and taking", (from J
the picture/, In!getting ready for the
play :he:has,become-very real to me. ".'
'

"Only1the other < day Ithoughfof :

having him wear earrings^ ' " -
:

"I've""never known' It
'
to' "

be
-

done; -

that the clever thing to do
—

the strategio

move— would be to take a morning gown;
that it would serve as drapery and niako
my .'appearance more effective; that the
sleeve falling:when Imade a gesture llko

this." and Mr.Hotaling illustrates for on©

fleeting moment - the aspirins tragedian,

"would be quite classical and toga-like.

"Iwaited In the outer room with my
morning gown in a hand-bag, and

—
after a'

while—ray chance came.. Mr.Palmer saw
ne', He looked at me vaguely, and Iex-
pained.

.t- 'Tea yes," you were to read to me—
but not to-day. Not to-day. You sea
I'm so pressed

—
rehearsals, making up

companies, getting- a new play ready-

not to-day; but some other time. yes.

some o*h*r time. Come back, let ma
see— well, a week from next Saturday.'

"Itook my bag with my morning

gown back to the hotel to wait until
a week. from.next Saturday.. "To put tn ttrae Icommenced taking
singing lessons. When" you pay nve
dollars a lesson your voice is sure to

be remarkable
—

It's not In human na-
ture for the sincrtnsr master to find It

otherwise. .and of course mine was—
a very remarkable tenor, not phenome-
nal, to be snre— but remarkable, very

.remarkable. Icould hope for much
from.lt. That gave me another string
to my bow. and Ifelt quite indepen-

dent. IfIcouldn't, get a chance to
. act, •Icould sins. Ialways had that

to fall back upon
—

and it was la this
happy frame of mind Iwent^back to
Mr. Palmer.

"He "remembered me this time
—

per-
haps he thought ItVas Just as well to.
Perhaps he suspected that I.bad an In-
dulgent father, behind me and that I
could vtire him out before ho could tlr»
me. Ihad ray little bag with the
mornInjr.sown with me, a3 usual. Mr.
:Palmer, gave a b*»y orders to pet the
statrfj ready, to arrange things as I

'wished. Wa\ed. me through the door
leading from his office to the stage, and
Void me to let him know when Iwas
ready for him.

"This was getting 1 on, Ithought, and
1followed the boy. There on the stag©

was a rehearsal Jn full blast. Inever

knew whether It was a put-up thing or

an oversight; but Iwent back to Mr.

Palmer
—

without unpacking my morn-
ing gown iroin the little bag. He ex-
pressed his regreta:
"

'i'ou ste how It Is,' he said; 'how
almost impossible"

—
"lisaw. ;:nd Itrave. himrny card with

my address and told him in my very

bost manner— lremembered Ihad my

slnjilng in reserve— that there was

where tie cvuld find me* when he would
wi-ih.to send for me.

"After some "more sinsrinj? lessons I

came home with the Intention of sur r
prising my- family .With my. voice. I
sane. My mother listened very patlent-

lj-jiind'kiiully.When Igot through my

father sa.M lthat there was a job down

at'thcstore for.me' corking bottles, and.

that IcouM^report 1 there in the morn-
Ins.

"Iwent down, and Ididn't stay ia tlw
corking dci>artment" long; a place was
funnti fvr'inciri the oflice.

"That'is how Icame, not to b« an
actor>«>; ti~ \

"But as an amateur
—"

"I played Shylock, Klchelleu. "lago,
Bcrtuccio in 'The Foul's \u25a0

\u25a0Reveniee'—
nothlnjr was too bi«? f<»r me." In our
amatuur: performances Blanche "Bates
played, and Olive.Oliver, ami Kather-
inu Grey: Holbrook Blihn was one of
,is and, so .was 'Frank

- Murasky. who
is Jtidse Murasky ,now, and ."Willie-
Ha\lett. who.is Interlocutor. in a min-

strel show. Our friend* were very
good to us— they came to*see us and
paid their way In."

' '
\u2666'

•-The light Is;softening .on Kollo Pe-
ters* moonllsht'scene abo"ve Mr. Hotal-_

InK'S desk, ;; .
Ills "lambent;. wit plays along: his

sentence:* like" the little darting

tongue 3'of the heat lightning:, on a
summer ;,night, Illuminating." \u25a0hte talk
with piquant surprises. ,lle flnsera
the™ book vof th« play-^—Edwin Booth's
prompt >book~lin?erlngly and • affec-
tionately. He tells me In his spirit of
self-banter: :'-, . . ;.

:"The"4bt;st piece of acting I've" ever
done :is* this— the role of a -business
man." ";

iOf courw.Ican know- nothing about

that^- but-tIudo '•• suspect that his ;Shy-^
lock.'as Uvell ,a» .b«-liiK. :different,1

-
will

be well worth while both for the iiki:
of

~
the "Doctor's^Daughtera and the

"polnt'of View of Dick'Hotallns.

"I'had mad'*. the acquaintance of Dan-
Id I'rbhman hi re and of course -the Urst
>thii!Sfl^d!d when Isot to New York was
hunt' him u:>*ur:d give.him the tirst

-.ohance'.to secure me/ Iwent to 'his -of-"
fire— the .outer- otTJoe— and waited. Igot
pasulill ithej secretaries at last and he
igreetodr me v with:

'.'* /'•\u25a0-•Ah; vyes.- Mr. *lldtallns—lremember
th»V;iiaino.;!*-

And you" want to go on the
siage.7 t.'m-m-m. well, perhaps

{.we. can
\u25a0do -"soinethinß . for",you/- "You mighty go

a:«un<l to my «h»attr (It was the Lyceum
:th«n,'] with"UeorKia Cayvan .and the Be-
lasco"so<:iety.drama!'», and :see what the
young; actors are*doing.' . .- ..
•'

Vl[went around, and I\jfatchcd the ex-
tra- young; mert—scrt of tmal*^.coryi>hees—
doiiij;"ithis," farid Mr.-Hotaiing illustrated--withZ lnimitable Imitations,' "and il

-
said

to iuys^lf:'I'm toy.good for this kind of
'thins!' -So I!dicln't go back :to see Mr.

'Frohnian. Irwent" to A.;M. Palmer next.
• "There was a. bis anteroom where J.-we
•waited— we \u25a0 who .wanted -to po -on the
stage. We. were of all sorts—chorus girls,

.show^gliis for /flyangelineV Ingenues and*
\u25a0ht-avifs— every thing"from*myself to Mrs.
I'.uwers/- I'had a'l^tter fr«>m W. I*"James.
who ,"was \u25a0 Postmaster General under.tiar-

'flold aiidsomt- sort|of a" relative of mine,
:and'aftcr a goo<l*deal of waitingIgot the
chance to see Mr."Palmer. Iwas . ready,

bu-t he didn't stitm. to' be- Iasked him
-just to hear "me;"f«»ad, lf.not for my sake

at ;Uast for. Mr.-'JaniPs'. *
'«>v - '

-\u25a0
"

'Very • coVhl.' Just •" the > thing, but not
-'to-Ulay. •" I'm too busy, to-day. ;But come
back— let r.ic- see—say-^welfcf um^m—come
"back a "week*from next* Thursday.'

. "Iwent back. •In the meantime,; l>had

•been up' ray;most
"
;ambitious

\u25a0 speeches,' and Ihad* the happy in^plratioa

Iam not jrylns. open a half-heal-cl
wound Iknow," for Dlck'Hotaling could
have .beers an actor— an' 'ho would. It's
an old story and" a pleasing one that he
put aside- his heart's desire to humor his
father, that hc> nijflr>a toy of the talent
that might have brought 'him fame. But
he answers. my question > with no him of
that. i"
"It isn't because Ididn't try to be,"

he itells me ai;ain with that whimsical
smile. . -

v

" '-Jallpl
v: "When Iwas .19 Iwent' to Xtjw York
"with the determination to go on the
stage. .. - \u2666 \u25a0

- the Nerissa. ,

And Portia?
Who will be this sweetest and finest of

Shakespeare's women? \u25a0

»Who will venture Portia?

X
This much Imay assure you—Mr. Ho-

taling willbe more fortunate in his Por-
tia than Mr. Mansfield is. His Portia at
ieast will look the part, for she v

has the
good fortune to be a California girl,
"divinely tall,'* and all the rest of that
—just 1as Portia should be.

y_; .She is Miss Hilda Clough. and Miss
f. Clouj^h is bringing a sympathetic appre-

ciation.to the part, as well as a_charming'"
personality. .Her performance of Portia

.-will be Interesting,', for she -has never
seen any, of the great Portlas^

—
not Ellen

'Terry's nor Julia ; Marlowe's, not any

.;Portia at all, in fact, except Mr. Mans-
field's, most inadequate Portia, whom,
perhaps, she would as well have left un-
seen. . ' . . ;

: '"Miss Clough's Portia, like Ellen Terry's,

:will wear the scarlet robe in the trial
./*-scene;.

/*-scene; :but her conception.of the part, it
• 'not 5 the :dressing: of it, will be. entirely
:her own. - '"

.-'' .
~

;\u25a0- The "'time_'seems 'propitious^ when Mr.. Hotallng,lsvtt!llngme-^iowhc "will play

his^Shylock.to Vut the «»uestlon \u25a0 that is

1 forever riains to the, top: -
•.\\- '"Mr. XlotaliriiT. hoy/ came you not to be
"-an actor?'.'/' ~.y': '.

/Itis-an.opsn secret that Dlck'.llotallngr'
I3* tiieibcVt actor -.eft 'the stage, ."that ;.ln
every. I>ol!*"rr>!an^C!ub jinks,' both

-.high
\u25a0 1? and ,'lot/. .there -wouUl be. deep,iwide,gaps

.•of chccrles!siicps\\^ t-re. it-notjforhls spe-
cial gift. \u25a0 isj-i-'it-

''
%-? \u25a0'- ;

-

and ;made such a charming maid, will be

0F
one thins we may feel sure— and

that Ik that Dick Hota ling's Shy-

lock will be different.
"Iam thinking." says Dick Ho-

_, ti\. tallng, "of- playing/- Shylcck with
an

"
<.

But, perhaps. It Is as well to preface
now, before we go any farther, that .It.is
not. the desree of our chuixunyness that

makes my pencil write him "Dick"—
much, of course, to my loss, and conse-
quent regret.

As a matter of cold fact, Imay put to

tho^ credit ,of Shvlock, who has .little
enough to his credit, poor warped old
wan. the happy circumstance of my meet-
ing'with the pleasantest bachelor in San

Frax»clsc">: "nd at our/meeting the for-

malities are carefully observed conversa-
tionally.

But what would you think if Iwrote
him down "Mr.," or becoming explicit,

even mate it "Mr.R. M.." as it is in the
directory and on his visiting 'card?

"Who's HE?" you would scornfully de-

mand. "Never heard of hhn. WHO *ia
he. 'arj'howT'
Arm,of course. Is still a. rose by any

other name; tut it isn't so with a man.
Call him by a« unfamiliar name and
he's a mystery

—
or a nobody.

Vor example:

The small boy who is Just discovering

the.revelations of history, and who has
the common human weakness of accumu-
lating his knom ledge In a fragmentary

way, comes borne to his noonday chop

and pudding, fullof Information and the
desire to impart It. .

"Well, dearie," asks obliging mamma,

"what did you learn this morning?"

"On!—lots of things; 'rlthmetic and his-
tory—and, cay—history's fine!"

"Thaf* nice. And what did you learn
in history?" for mamma, after the fash-
lon of women, wooes her mankind through

their vanity.
"We learned about a. dandy fellow this

morning—D. Boone!" .-J •\u0084':""
"D. Boone?. Who on earth^is^). Boone,

and what has lie to-^o with history?"

"What don't YOU kr:ow?^V'hx. he was
thi^t Chainploa hunter and trapper fellow,'

and he wore a coon-skin cap and
"

•
'Oh-h-h! Ah-h-hl 1

Now. we don't ant the t sort of thing
happ-ening in The CcJI. do we!1

(

St. "*y>ay with "R. M." and for-,
mality. L«et It be "Dick"—at least in
print. :\/^.:

JJut this, after a!!, is mere animadver-
sion, and It has nothing" to do with Sliy-
lock,,^r
"I ara thinking," so Dick Hotaling is

raying, "of playing Shylock' with an ac-
cent. Nothing bread, of course: nor :Jong

the lines of the low-comedy Jew; not ac-
tujJlj In dlslect, but with a Semitic ac-
cent.

••Jt "fccsn't I>ten done, \ and tradition is
tg-sJnst it," he srgues with himself, "but

why shouldn't it te cone?'.'.
"WT.v,"I-iEk, "why should itbe done."*
"It wiil add to the pictur.Eauer.css. It

will s«r\e ns an'omphasls on" the char-

acter arid—I'm ruther taken with the

"jQf courr.e shore are . those v.ho hold

that if£hu!:ef]xarc Lad Intended J: to bs
played with :.n accent* ht wculd ha\e

*rJtien ;t wOih ail au-cynt; and there are

ethers tvLo jTiaintafH '.bat they arc ,£il

La&fug.-Jn liuiiai;-Ute people. ln. the plcy—
ar.«i tjiat tli»rc. is jjjexcu?e for. an ac-

cent; £>JU IUktVtlit-.Jrtcsi*';
And Mr. lio;a!ii<£ swings around in;

his* mahogany ofTce chair and r.mi_ic**
ccrofs ii .-\u25a0 -rcautifully polisi.cd, liuf.d-
r.,jf.ci> a;<rclritfa iTn-licgasy ;.dock

"
itme,

a. whimsical smile.: . •
j'u.l !£<<\u25a0,

'
and with ihut whimsical:

smile, he Icoks more like -Richard Msns-.
ticid timn Kkrhard ManslScld looks like
hftnsell ib^B'i days. \lU looks like Mans-
:>ld'bcrojc the corrosion of ugly Mans;
fleAl temper arid discontent etched; the
d«-<j> forbidding lines upon the 'Mansfield
countenance. \u25a0 \u25a0/:'.

lU Jock;- us llan.slltld might have

i.Jolu-d ir he had had the same kindliness
r.nd to'fration and -magnanimity. If he

liiiJ hai" Uio same pUAsantroad to travel.
t!:ai has bwn eltsr^a and smoothed for

Mr. Jtoisllng.]
We give SJiylock the go-by for a mo-

:«pnt to d's'iif-s Mantfleld and the out-
ward elgns.lie wears of inward disturb^,
snees, end Mr. IJotalir.g says very^
gently:

"It isMot right to Judge a man- like
Mansfield harshly. He demands so much
of himself, and none of us can know how

mucii he may be «t wa.f with hiniself."- 7
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