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F one thing we may feel sure-—and
that i=x that Dick Hotaling's Shy-
lock will be different.
“I am thinking,” says Dick Ho-
taling, “of playing Shylcck with
But, perhaps, it is as well to preface
w, before we go y farther, that it is
t the degree of our chummyness that
kes my pencll write him “Dick" -
)eh f course, to my loss, and conse-

matter of cold fact, I may put to
credit ,.of Shvlock, who has little
ugh to his credit, poor warped old
the happy circdmstance of my meet-

g with the pleasantest bachelor in San
ancise and at our meeting the for-
fe Are lly obgerved conversa-

¥
But what would you think if I wrote
“ Mr r becoming explicit,

it “Mr. R. M.,” as it is in the

octa a on his visiting card?

Who's HE?” you would scornfully de-
“Never heard of htm. WHO s

aryhow
A rose, of course, is still a rose by any
but it isn't so with a man.
I & unfamiliar name and
a mystery—or a nobody.

example
The small boy who is just discovering
revelations of history, and who has

1 human weakness of accumu-

lating his knowledge in a fragmentary
noonday chop

wa comes home 1 i3
of information and the
it
asks obliging mamma,
what did vou learn this morning?”
‘Oh!—lots of things; ‘rithmetic and his-
—and, say-history’'s fine!"”
hat's nice. And what did you leam
history?’ for mamma, after the fash-
ion of women, wooes her mankind through
thelr vanity.

We lea ed a t a dandy fellow this

i \ earth isJl
-

), B

nt etched the

fort } yon the MansGeld

- . ad had ¢ same }

Jagnanimity,

We Shylock the go-by for a mo-

cuss Mansfield and the out-
s hie rs of inward disturb-
nd Mr. Hotaling says ver)
It is pot right to judge 2 man like
Mansficld harshiy. He demands so much
of himself, and none of us can know how
much he may be at war with himself.”

*“I think,” goes on Mr. Hotaling, toy-
{ng with his mental portrait of the abused
Jew, “that I shall make Shylock darker
than he is usually made, and, perhaps,
not quite so old.”

“Irving’s Shylock was too papery
white, 1 always thought—too old and
shell-like, it seemed to me.”

“And to me,” agrees Mr. Hotaling, and
I am grateful for his support in my opin-
fon of dissent. *His S8hylock did not sat-
isfy me altogether; it somiehow seemed
lacking in humanness. Edwin Booth's
Shylock was the one that seemed. to me’
great. Those two were the only Shy-
locks 1 have seen—and I am not going
to see Mansfield’s.”

‘““Because—""

“Because 1 have my own conception of
Shylock which I want to carry out, and—
Oh, it isn't vanity. I just want to keep
my own intact. I don't want.it to be
affected, or weakened, or blurred by any
other conception, however great. _

“I think I shall make Shylock darker;
it will be more Jewish and, anyway, he
might have been a Portuguese.

“I played Shyleck once.” Mr. Hotaling
=miles his whimsical smile again. *“I
was 19."

“How did you play him then?”

“Along Booth's lines. I had seen
Booth's Shylock and admired him im-
mensely, of course.”

“lI mean how did you play him, from
the inside or the outside?”

“Oh, from the outside entirely. It was

an entirely erficial Shylock. It could
not be I , f6r vouth does not un-
derstas I 1 comprehonded
Shy! g 1

1 W vill play him from the
de”
48 k s 1
otherw ) 1
rying
» P to tlh
1 T the i
| things a
] w b
i by the atre with *h
1s that pr 1i He |
two t zs in th —his daugh-
er and his money. T 1o of both
a I resentment and
. of his ire, He has mur-
vou remember how he
the knife and junges with ft?
1 make him a
r thy—he is an-
zed to all t world, The prejudice
agajrst the Jew hus cut him off from a
) cipation in the i of other
men, and thrown him in upon himsclf.
All him to Jdo is to get
rich and k riches. Hiz’only huvman
m he can love and trust
¢ ) by very {orce ot
umsiances he i3 made suspicious and

ruel He passiorately resents the pro-

iry to bring out this
make him cager to share
ires of the young Christians
at them. He would,

» that from reasons of
ww, and would find a

cition in being admitted to

I have mnot much sym
viock. He is a cruel, re-
g and he is not so bad-
You know that
lose his riches. He
them over to his
:hment is not so se-

veageful «

i n
treated fir

after all he do

only has to m:

daughter. His pa

vl

The book of the play, gilt lettered

and luxuriously bound in =oft moroc
co. open at the place where Mr, Hotal-
ing left off when I came In, lies face down
upon the shining desk, and I ask him
he

does Iiis studying,

& ock In my mind, now do-
ing this, now doing that, and I am con-
stantly adding to and taking from
the picture. In getting ready for the
play he has become very real to me.

“Omly the other day I thought of
having him wear earrings.

“I've mnever known it to be done;

how

theres nothing in Shakespeare to In-
dicate that he does—but
It would add to the picture.
would be charactéristic of the Jew—

why shouldn’t

a truce of orientul-
oriental love of adorn-
ment, and it was also a custem of

thoughtful eonsideration of the minute
seemingly unimportant
with the deeply. intimate
standing of that larger
character—the examination of the soul,
the searching for the springs of
tion—that Mr. Hotaling is getting his
Shylock ready.
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IN THE AERCHANT OF VENICE
FOR SOEET CHARITY

8y Helen. Dare~

L 1%, a5 every one who reads his morn-
g paper knows already, for sweet char-
ity that Mr. Hotaling will givé his Shy-
lock, for the benefit of ‘' the Doctor's
Daughters, who do a beautiful and unos-

tentatious work of charity among the in-

The performance is to be at the Majest-
ic Theater on Monday night,
18, to be followed by a mautiree the next
day, Tuesday afternoon, December 19,

Mr. Hotaling, who s an amateur aetor
in the true sense of that much-abused
word and not in the common and pervert-
ed meaning of it, will be well supported.

Mrs. Mark Gerstle, who ha¥ no longer
to win her laurels in the mimlc world,
who, like Mr. Hotaling is not a profes-
sional because she already has every-
thing that the most brilliant success could
give her, Is to be the Jessiéa.

"~ Miss Olga Atherton, who appeared in
“the 'amateur production of ““The- Liars'’

and made such a charming maid, will be
the Nerissa.

And Portia?

Who will be this sweetest and finest of
Shakespeare’s women?

Who will venture Portia?

This much I may assure you—Mr. Ho-
taling will be more fortunate in his Por-
tia than Mr. Mansfield is. His Portia at
least will look the part, for she has the
good fortune to be a California girl,
“divinely tall,”” and all the rest of that
—jupt as Portia should be.

She is Miss Hilda Clough, and Miss
Clough is bringing a sympathetic appre-
clation to the part, as well as a_charming
personality. Her performance of Portia
will be Interesting, for she has never
seenr any of the great Portias—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 secarlet robe in the trial
scene, but her conception of the part, if
not the dressing of It, will be entirely
her own.

The .time seems propitious, when Mr.
Hotaling s tclling me how he will play
his Shylock, to put the question that is
forever rising to the top:

“Mr. Holaling, how came you not to be
an acter?” ;

is an opsn secret that Dick Hotaling
» best acior T the stage, that in
y Behemian Club jinks, both high
1 low, there woind be deep, wide gaps
esg were it not for his spe-

I am not gpryving opent a half-healed
wound I know, far Dick Hotaling could

have heen an aclor—an' he uld. It's
an old story and a "4 > that he
put aside his heart's desire to humor his
! de 2 toy of the talent

brought him fame. But

he answers my question with no hine of

“It isn't because I didn't try to be,”
he tells me azain with that whimsical
smile.

“When I was 19 I went to New York
with the determination to go on the
stage.

1 had made the s Dan-

fel Frohman here nirst
thing 1 did when was
hunt him up a: lirst

chance to secure me. I went to his of-
fice—the outer ofiice—-and walited. I got
past. all .the sccretaries at last and he
greeted. me with:

**Ah, yes, Mr. ‘Hotaling—I remember
the name And you want to go on the
stage. Um-m-m. well, perhaps we can
do ‘some:hing for you. You might go
around te my theater (it was the Lyceum
then, with Georgia Cayvan and the Be-
lasco society dramas), and sce what the
young actors are deing.’

“]1 went around, and I watched the ex-
tra young men—scrt of male ct\‘&vh'?vs—
doing this,”-and Mr. Hotaling illustrated
witnh inimitable imitations, *“‘and 1 sald
to wmyself: ‘I'm (oo good for this Kind of

" thing!" So I didn’'t go back to see Mr.

Frohman. I went to A. M. Palmer next.

“There was a big antercom where we
waited—we who wanted to go ~on the
stage. We were of all sorts—chorus giris,
show girls for ‘Evangeline,” Ingenues and
heavies—everything from myself to Mrs.
Bowers. I had a letter from W, L. James,
who was Pestmaster General under Gar-
fleld and some sort of a relative of mine,
and after a good deal of walting I got the
chance to see Mr. Palmer. 1 was ready,
but he didn’'t seem to be. I asked him
just to hear me read, If not for my sake
at lcast for Mr. James'.

“Very good. Jusf the thing, but not
to-day. I'm toe busy to-day. But come
back—let me see—say—well—um-m—come
back a week from next Thursday.’

“] went back. In the meantime, I had
been brushing up my meost ambitious

‘gpeeches, and I had the happy inspiration
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that the clever thing to do—the strategio
move—would be to take a morning gown;
that it would serve as drapery and make
my appearance more effective; that thé
sleeve falling when I made a gesture like
this.,” and Mr. Hotaling illustrates for one
fleeting moment the aspiring tragedian,
“would be quite classical and toga-like.

“I waited in the outer room with my
morning gown in a hand-bag, and—after a
while—my chance came. Mr. Palmer saw
me. He looked at me vaguely, and I ex-
plained.

*“ “Yes yes, you were to read to me—
but not to-day. Not te-day. You see
I'm so pressed—rehearsals, making up
companies, getting a new play ready-—
not to-day; but some other time, yes,
some o*har time. Come back, let me
see—well, & week from next Saturday.’

“I took my bag with my meorning
gown back to the hétel to wait until
a week from next Saturday.

“To put in time I commenced taking
singing lessons. When you pay ive
dollars a lesson your volce is sure to
be remarkable—it's not in huwman na-
ture for the singing master to find it
otherwise, and of course mine was—
a very remarkable tenor, not phenome-
nal, to be sure—but remarkable, very
remarkable. I could hope for much
fromd it. That gave me another string
to my bow, and I felt quite indepen-

dent. If I couldn't get a chance to

act, I could sing. I always had that
to fall back upon—and it was ian this
happy frame of mind I went back teo
Mr. Palmer. "

“He remembered me this time—per-
haps he thought It was just as well te.
Perhaps he suspected that I had an in-
dulgent father behind me and that I
could tire him out before he could tire
1 my little bag with the
vn with me, as usual. Mr,
Palmer g a bey orders to get the
stage ready, to arrange things as I
wished, waved me through the door
leading from his office to the stage, and
to let him know when I was

he

me. I
morning

a

told me
ready for him.

“This was getting on, I thought, and
1 followed the boy. There on the stage
was a rehearsal in full blast. I never
knew whether it was a put-up thing or
but I went back te Mr.
wut unpacking my morn-
om the little bag. He ex-

an overs
Palmer—wi

ing

"‘r' ade 5 2
“ ‘You sce

almost imp<

is,” he sald; ‘how

I gave him my card with

“I saw,
my address and told him in my very
best manner—I remembered I had my
sinzging in reserve that there was
where e could f meswhen he would

me mwore singing lessons I

with the intention of sur-
¢ wmy family with my veice. [
My mether listened very patient-
¥ ar kindly. When [ got through my
father sa'd that there was a job dewn
at the store for me corking bettles, and
that 1 could report there in the meora-
ing.

“I went down, and I didn't stay in the
corking department long; a place was
found for me in the office.

“That is hoew I came not to be an

)

actor?
“But as an am
“1 played Shy
Bertucele in

teur—"
k, Richelieu, Iago,

Fool's Revenge' —
nothing was teo big for me. In our
amateur performances Blanche Bates
played, and Olive Oliver, and Kather-
ine Grey. Holbreok Elinn was eoune of
us #nd so was Frank Murasky, who
is Judge Murasky mnow, and Willie
Halleit, whe is interlocuter in a min-
strel show. Our friends were very
good to us—they came to see us and
pald their way in.”

The light is softening on Reolle Pe-
ters’ moenlight scene above Mr. Hotal-
ing's desk.

liis lambent wit plays along his
sentences like the little darting
tongues of the heat lightning on a
summer night, Numinating his talk
with piquant surprises. He fingers
the boek of the play—Edwin Booth's
prompt book—Ilingeringly and affec~
tionately. He tells me in his spirit of
self-banter:

“The best piece of acting I've ever
done is this—the role of a business
man.”

Of course, I can know nothing about
that, but I do suspect that his Shy-
lock, as well as being different, will
be well worth while both for the sake
of the Doctor's Daughters and the
point of view of Dick Hotaling.




