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PREFACE.

N Iriskman. once exclaimed that 1o man shouid

write his autobiography but himself. If Pat were
not quile precise in his expression, still we can arrive at
what he meant.

One's own kistory will naturally be clearer when told by
one's self than it could be if passed through the esteem of
a friend or the prejudice of a foe ; besides a man can with
impunity chastise kis own acts in a manner that would
look cruel in an enemy, and will naturally avoid that
kind of praise a friend might lavish, knowing that he
would only be ridiculed for vaunting kis own merits. The
curious memorics that vusk upon one when alone are fresher
and move vital than those that arve coldly drawn out by a
succession of premeditated interviews.  Thoughts, oo,
should be jotted down as quickly as they come, and are more
vigorous if shaped by the simple language that usually ac-
companies them ; labored alteration will sometimes rob
them of their value, as a master stroke of the brusk is
often ruined by elaboratiom

How often the painter, after having spoiled kis first
work by some intellectual modification, has said to kimself,
“Oh, kow I wisk I had let it alone.”
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The autobiographer, if he be not a literary man, Jirst
hesitates through sheer cowardice — I know I did.  He no
soomer dips his pen than the thought at onmce rushes upon
Jim that book-making is a trade like every other, and he is
aghast at kis own vanity whick made kim think for a
moment that ke could at once accomplish a task whick men
of learning, taste, and experience would hesitate fo under-
take. The dread of censure, the fear of ridicule start up like
specters, and he drops his pen in dismay. But let kim reflect
upon the veal nature of his task and he will take courage,
Sfor he will realize that what ke has underiaken can be
best done by himself.

It is the loose and rugged style in which Tate Wilkin-
son's Memoirs are written that renders them so pleasing ;
Searlessly ungrammatical but extremely interesting ; the
man, the whole man, and nothing but the man from begin-
ning to end. The cool effrontery and unrulfied temper witk
which he bears the buffets of fortune and the abuse of his
contemporaries prove him to have been inclosed in the hide
of a rhinoceros, and the unblushing vanity with whkick ke
quotes Shakspere, line after line, apparently under the
impression that it is entively his own, is delightful, because
it reveals the man. Of course no other kind of book could
be tolerated if it were so crudely written.

1 do not mean by these remarks to bid for favor, or beg
Jor mercy towards my own clumsiness ; I nesther ask it nor
expect it.

So, as I now place my life in the hands of the public and
the critic, I can exclaim with Toucksione, “An ill-favored
thing, sir, but mine own.”
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THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
JOSEPH JEFFERSON

CHAPTER [
RECOLLECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD

My First Playhouse— Earliest Appearances-—My
Friend Mrs. Neal— First Appearance in New
York— A Strange Playground

At all events, my earliest recollections are en-

tirely connected with one; it was a rickety
old frame building with a broad gable, facing on a -
wide avenue, and situated in the city of Washing-
ton. The doorfrom our back entry opened upon the
stage, and as a toddling little chap in a short frock
I was allowed full run of the place. So “behind
the scenes” was my first playhouse. ~And whata
playhouse it was, filled with all sorts of material
for the exercise of my youthful imagination. At
the back was the Bay of Naples, with its conven-
tional blue sky just faintly clouded with the distant

I MAY almost say that I was born in a theater,
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smoke of slumbering Vesuvius. Upon one side
stood long and stately rows of Corinthian columns,
a triumphal arch, and next to that a Roman palace.
These marvels of ancient architecture were all lean-
ing up against the wall, not only in an uncomforta-
ble position, but at a dangerous angle, looking as
though they had been toppled over during the last
days of Pompeii. Upon the other side, heaped in a
compact mass, were many scenes of various coun-
tries—there a five-storied brownstone-front with
modern improvements, and here a tiny thatched
cottage of the eighteenth century, with a lovely lit-
tle door in it just large enough for me to go in and
out of, slamming it after me and pretending it was
mine. Then there was that dear little white paling
fence, exactly two feet high: no legitimate theater
of the old school could possibly be complete with-
out this curiosity, and nobody ever saw such a thing
anywhere else. Then came the throne-steps, with
two Gothic arm-chairs set thereon for the king and
queen, and in front of these the old familiar green
bank from which stray babies are usually stolen
when left there by affectionate but careless mothers.
Upon the top of this were two flat swans hitched in
double harness to a shell for traveling fairy queens.
A little farther down there stood a low and dismal
vault having a square, dark opening with some
mysterious letters painted over it, setting forth, as
I learned in after years, that it was the private
“Tomb of the Capulets.” Close to this was an-
other piece of real estate belonging to the same
family and known as “Juliet's balcony.” In a dark
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corner stood a robbers’ cave with an opening
through which old Ali Baba used to lug the bags
of gold he had stolen from the Forty Thieves.
Through the narrow and secluded pathways of
“behind the scenes” I have often wandered out
upon the open stage and wondered at this grove of
wings and flats, and I could see that many ropes
were hanging from above to which were fastened
boats and baskets, tubs and chandeliers, and those
sure tokens of bad weather, the thunder-drum and
rain-box.

Such were the objects that my childish eyes
were wont to look upon, and in this huge and
dusty toy-shop, made for children of a larger
growth, I got my first experience. Ihad seenmany
rehearsals, and sometimes enjoyed a peep at the
play, having been taken on “in arms” as a property
child in groups of happy peasantry. Naturally,
therefore, I was stage-struck at an early age; and
as I had a theater stocked with scenery and proper-
ties, I could indulge my passion at small expense,
especially as my stock company were volunteers
consisting of two little boys and their sister, who
used to play with me’ on Saturdays This was
before the star system had set in, and at a period
when combinations were unknown.

Of course I was stage-manager by the right of
possession, and had to compile all of the plays.
The plots were very simple and made to conform
with what set pieces we could get at, or what prop-
erties we could secure and hide during the ab-
sence of the property man. If the set cottage
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was handy I would come out of the door as an old
man (the age represented by a spinal affection)
with a daughter and a market-basket: old man
cross, daughter rebellious; old man locks daughter
in cottage, goes off to market shaking his fist (spine
still weak). The favored lover enters, claps his
hands three times; daughter appears at window,
kisses her hand; old man coughs outside, favored
lover conceals himself; enter old man with market-
basket full of gilded pasteboard goblets, accom-
panied by unfavored lover; they sit down and drink
wine out of goblets till overcome. Favored lover
steals key from old man’s pocket, releases rebel-
lious daughter; the sleepers awaken, general pur-
suit; favored lover and rebellious daughter escape
over bridge, old man and unfavored lover fall into
the water. Curtain.

Then there were the private boxes to play hide-
and-seek in, with mysterious nocks and ample cur-
tains to creep into, and such chances to kiss the
little girl in the dark. I am quite convinced that
there is no such playground as a deserted theater
in the daytime.

In the greenroom there Was a noble mirror. I
loved to stand in front of it and act. But I was
not alone in this. Many of the great players, long
since passed away, have stood before this stately
glass;. and often in the evening, when clad in my
night-gown, I have escaped from the nurse, and
stealing on tip-toe to the greenroom door have
peeped in and beheld these magnates with dignified
satisfaction surveying themselves in their kingly
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robes: now a small man with piercing steel-gray
eye, possibly the elder Booth; then a tall, gaunt
figure, weird and majestic, Macready most likely;
at another time a young and beautiful queen in
white satin — this must have been Fanny Kemble;
again a tall and graceful figure in a scarlet mili-
tary coat posing with an extravagant swagger and
evidently admiring himself — undoubtedly Tyrone
Power, the great Irish comedian.

As a matter of course, being the son ' of the
manager, and almost living in the theater, I was
always pressed into the dramatic service whenever
a small child was wanted. Even before I can re-
member I was taken on to do duty in long clothes;
in fact, such was the histrionic ambition of my
mother that I believe if 77/ly Slowéoy had existed
in those days I should have been confided to her
tender mercies at the risk of a collision between
my head and the tea-kettle.

The first dim recollection I have of a public ap-
pearance comes before me as a startled child in a
white tunic beautifully striped with gold bands, and
in the grasp and on the shoulders of an infuriated
tragedian crossing a shaky bridge amid the deafen-
ing report of guns and pistols and in a blaze of
fire and smoke. To me the situation seemed peril-
ous, and in order to render my position more
secure I seized Rolla by the hair of his head. “Let
go,” he cried; but I was obeying the first law of
nature, not Rol/a, so I tightened my grasp upon his
tragic top-knot. The battle was short but decisive,
for in the next moment I had pulled off his feather-

™
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duster head-dress, wig and all, thereby unintention-
ally scalping the enemy; and, as he was past the
prime of life, the noble Peruvian stood bald-headed
in the middle of the bridge before an admiring
audience. This story has the flavor of an old anec-
dote, but I am credibly informed that I was the
original scalper.

About this time—1I was three years old—there
dawned upon the public a new entertainment in
the shape of the “Living Statues,” by a Mr.
Fletcher. I was much taken with these novel
tableaux, and became so statue-struck that I could
do nothing but strike attitudes, now posing before
the greenroom glass as “ Ajax Defying the Light-
ning,” or falling down in dark corners as the “Dying
Gladiator.” These postures appear to have been
so successful with the family that they were, as
usual, tried upon the public. I am in the dark as
to whether this entertainment was the “talk of the
town ” or not, but I fancy not: an attenuated child
representing Hercules struggling with a lion could
scarcely excite terror; so I presume I did no harm
if I did no good. )

To go from white to black, “Jim Crow,” in the
person of T. D. Rice, now burst upon the town.
The legitimate drama has at all times been subject
to startling innovations, and surely here was a
great blow. The success of this the first and cer-
tainly the best knight of the burnt cork was quite
marvelous; he drew more money than any star
of the season. It is reported that his first hit in
Washington was repeated in all the great cities
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of the country, and his advent in Europe even sur-
passed his career here. In London he acted in two
theaters nightly, the same people in many instances
following him from one theater to the other.

Of course this fantastic figure had a great in-
fluence upon me, and I danced Jim Crow from the
garret to the cellar. The comedian saw my imita-
tion of him, and insisted that I should appear for
his benefit; so on that occasion I was duly blacked
up and dressed as a complete miniature likeness of
the original. He put me in a bag, which almost
smothered me, and carried me upon the stage on
his shoulders. No word of this proceeding had
been mentioned in the bills, so that, figuratively
speaking, the public were as much in the dark as
I was. After dancing and singing the first stanza
he began the second, the following being the two
lines which introduced me:

O Ladies and Gentlemen, I ’d have you for to know
That I 've got a little darky here that jumps Jim Crow;

and turning the bag upside down he emptied me
out head first before the eyes of the astonished
audience. The picture must have been a curious
one; it is as vividly before me now as any recol-
lection of my past life.

Rice was considerably over six feet high, I was
but four years old, and as we stood there, dressed
exactly alike, the audience roared with laughter.
Rice and I now sang alternate stanzas and the
excitement increased; showers of - pennies, six-
pences, and shillings were tossed from the pit and
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thrown from the galleries upon the stage. I took
no notice of this, but suddenly the clear, ringing
sound of a dollar caught my ear, and as the bright
coin was rolling from the stage into the orchestra
I darted forward and secured the prize. Holding
it triumphantly between my finger and thumb I
grinned at the leader of the orchestra as much as
to say, “No, you don’t.” This not only brought
down the house, but many half-dollars and dollars
besides. At the fall of the curtain twenty-four
dollars were picked up and given into my de-
lighted hands. For years afterwards I was made
to understand that this money was placed in bank
to my credit, and I fear that I often borrowed small
sums on the strength of my prospective wealth.

Our family about this time consisted of father and
mother, my half-brother, Charles Burke, and my-
self; but there was one other member of the house-
hold who deserves special mention. She was not
one of the family, certainly, but the group would
be very incomplete without her. Her name was
Mary. She was that strange kind of woman who,
while housekeeper, nurse, friend, and attendant,
will never take any wages (which I think must
have been rather fortunate in this case), and whom
everybody depends upon. We would not have
parted with her for all the world, and could not have
driven her away if we had tried —a faithful, loving,
truthful friend, with no ambition or thought for her-
self, - living only for us, and totally unconscious of
her own existence. I have no doubt that there is
some such being attached to many a family, but I
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'know that our family was just that queér sort of
party that could not have done without one. This
lady (for she was a lady) was my foster-mother —
dear Mary !—always taking my faults on herself,
finding excuses for my badness, and spoiling me,
of course.

A year or two rolled by and I find we were in
Baltimore, where my sister was born. She divided
the honors with me then, and I was, in consequence
of this new arrival, not made quite so much of. I
remember as a boy I was always being injured,—
at least, according to my account,— so that people
were rather suspicious of me; and I find this theory
holds good as we grow older: that whenever a man
comes to us with a tale of his injuries we look on him
with distrust, and as he recounts the details of his
persecution the question revolves itself in our minds,
«I wonder what rascality this fellow has been up
to.” The world has no time to injure any one;
these unfortunate people injure themselves, and so
turn into some other channel the current of happi-
ness that might have flowed to them.

But to return to my early persecutions. A neigh-
bor, whose weak points I had discovered, bestowed
on me one day asmooth sixpence. Ishowedittomy
brother Charlie, who, looking at it with some dispar-
agement, said that in its present obliterated state it
would pass for only about four cents, but that if I
would bury it for an hour the original figures would
show themselves and it would pass for its full value ;
or, what would be better, let it remain in the ground
for a day and it would grow to a shilling. This



10 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

announcement struck me with wonder and delight,
so off we started for the garden to plant this smooth
sixpence. After making the interment and care-
fully marking it with a small headstone we de-
parted. Iwent back to the house and whispered
the whole affair into the ears of Mary; she de-
nounced the operation as a fraud, and bid me hurry
and get my sixpence if I ever expected to see it
again. [ started off at a full run for the garden.
The headstone was there, but the sixpence had
gone. The body-snatcher had accomplished his
cruel work. Throwing myself on my back and kick-
ing my heels in the air, I soon made the ncighbor-
hood ring with my frantic yells. The family rushed
out, and I detailed to them the dark plot of my guilty
brother. I determined now that nothing short of a
shilling should calm my feelings, and I yelled till
I got it.

I am not quite sure as to dates, and many inci-
dents come up before me in a confused form, while
a number are traditional ; but there are certain facts
connected with my early life about which there can
be no mistake, and it is quite clear that I was what
is understood to be a bad boy and hard to manage.
If I heard an oath I cherished it as a newly found
treasure, and would practice it in private. All this
was no fault of my bringing up, for both father and
mother were very particular and exacting in the
conduct of home. I was made to say my prayers
every night, a good example was always set before
me, and sound moral principles were continually
instilled into my youthful mind. The prayers I used
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to rattle off—usually thinking of something else
while I was saying them — as quickly as religious
decorum and my mother would permit, and the
sound moral principles and good examples seemed
to have the effect of making me the champion exe-
cutioner of all the stray cats in our neighborhood.
The banging of a tin kettle tied to the tail of an
unlucky dog was music to my childish ears; and
much as I love animals now, in the innocence of
childhood I pursued them with such energy that
had Mr. Bergh held his commission in those days
I should have been seen oftener in the police court
than at Sunday-school.

My mother had a friend in Philadelphia, a Mrs.
Neal, who kept a bookstore in Sixth street, near
Chestnut; she was the mother of Joe Neal, the
young author of the “Charcoal Sketches.” 1 was
a great favorite with her. She always wore a black
dress with a white cap; the cap had a little fluted
frill around it, very prim, and very much starched.
She was a dear old lady with a sweet smile and
large, wide, blue eyes; just the credulous and con-
fiding sort of person that a boy of seven could wind
around his little finger.

My imagination was wonderfully fertile: I could
at the shortest notice get up a harrowing tale of
woe that would make the stiff frills on her cap
fairly tremble with benevolent agitation. Now it
so happened about this time that I wasin a state of
insolvency, being heavily in debt at the candy-store,
and sorely pressed by an exacting peanut-man at
the corner. If I was short of a penny or two,—
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usually the case with me,—I would dishevel my
hair, rush through the store into the back room,
and, sinking in an exhausted condition into the little
chair by the fireplace, call for a glass of water. The
startled old lady would jump up crying, “ What ’s
the matter, Joe?” “Don’t ask me— water, wa-
ter!” “Yes, in a moment, my dear boy.” Then,
in a feeble voice, “Put some raspberry syrup in it,
please, Mrs. Neal?” ¢ Yes, my darling.” And
now having been refreshed with this stimulant, I
would in a tremulous voice,—a little overacted,
perhaps,—relate some dire calamity I had just
witnessed, giving the full particulars; in fact, the
greater the fabrication the more minute I was as to
the details. I would perhaps tell her that I had
just seen a lovely little girl with blue eyes and
golden hair run over by fire-engine No. 6; her
head, severed from her body, had rolled from the
middle of the street into the gutter, and lay smiling
at my feet; or perhaps I had pulled the little girl
from under the wheels just previous to decapitation
and saved her life —refusing a large reward from
her father. The shock had been so great that
nothing short of an immediate supply of pepper-
mint drops would ever obliterate it from my mind—
and where was I to get them? I was in disgrace
at the candy-store and had no money. “My dear
child,” the old soul would say, “thereis a penny for
you” “Oh, no, I could n't take it ”—knowing
very well that she would force it upon me. “Ah,
Mrs. Neal, I do not deserve all your kindness,” —
the only true words I had spoken to her,—“indeed
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I don't” I’'m not at all sure that she swallowed
all my romantic stories, and it is quite possible
that she liked to draw me out just to enjoy_ my
exaggerations.

I was one of those restless, peevish children who,
no matter what they have, always want something
else. The lastnew toy was always dissected to see
what made it go, and the anticipated one kept me
awake all night. “When will it be sent home?”
« About two o'clock.” ¢« Well, what time is it
now?”—and so on, musing, fretting, discontented,
and rude. Mother said it was badness, Mary said
affection.

As I'look back many strange images appear that
puzzle me. Some of these scenes I know are real,
and others appear to have been dreams. At times
this confusion resolves itself into a chaos, and I
fancy that I shall not be able to disintegrate the
shadows from the realities. For instance, I perfectly
well remember walking through the smoky ruins of
New York with my father, after the great fire of
1835. While we were looking at this charred mass
and watching the busy people hunting for half-con- .
sumed treasures, and firemen pouring streams of
water on the smoldering rafters, two Indians in
theatrical costumes began dancing a war dance
which they terminated by tomahawking each other
in the most friendly way, and then bowing to the
people, who applauded them. Now I am quite
sure that the first part of this recollection was a |
reality, and it seems pretty clear that the latter part
of it was a dream. It is quite possible, therefore,
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that in relating many of my juvenile adventures
I may be led, or misled, into some unintentional
exaggerations.

In referring to Ireland’s “Records of the New
York Stage,” I find the following notice of my first
appearance in that city:

Master Titus, whose songs and dances were much applauded,
took a benefit on the 3oth, when he appeared with Master Joseph
Jefferson in a celebrated combat, it being this lad’s first appear-
ance out of the juvenile supernumerary ranks. This little fellow
was the grandson of the great comedian of the same name, and is
the third Joseph Jefferson known to our stage. He was born at
Philadelphia, February 2o, 1829.

I remember this circumstance quite well—not the
birth, but the combat. Young Titus was attired as
an American sailor, I being dressed to represent a
Greek pirate. I was much smaller than my antag-
onist, but as the fight was for his benefit, good
taste suggested that he should overcome and
slay me,— which he did,—and as the curtain
came down I was flat on my back, and the Ameri-
can sailor, waving a star-spangled banner over me,
placed his foot magnanimously on the chest of the
vanquished Greek. The fight was encored, so I
had to come to life again — quite a common thing
for stage pirates—and die twice. I rather delighted
in being the vanquished foe: nothing could possibly
be more manly than a slain pirate. Mr. Ireland
mentions that the combat was “celebrated”; for
what, I am ata loss to conjecture. In the accounts
of our last war with the Greeks there is no mention
made of this circumstance. If, therefore, the com-
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bat was “celebrated,” it must have been for histori-
cal inaccuracy. I remembered this battle with pride
for years. The beneficiary must have remembered
it too, as it was traditional in our family that I came
near cutting off a big toe of little Titus in the conflict.

In New York we lived in the third story of No.
26 James street, next to the Catholic church, and
opposite to the “ Bunch of Grapes,” a hotel kept by
one George Bickford. The second floor was occu-
pied by John Sefton, the comedian and manager,
and the lower part of the house by a Mr. Titus and
his family. Our fence in the rear separated us from
an old graveyard. How this curious old cemetery
ever got wedged in between the buildings that sur-
rounded it is a mystery. Perhaps in times gone
by an old church may have stood at the outskirts of
the little village of New York, and beneath these
stones ¢ the rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep.”
Passing down the Bowery on the elevated railroad,
by looking on the left-hand side, just after the train
branches off towards Pear] street, this queer nook
may be discovered, and if the inmates only had the
power of noting the progress of the times, they would
be considerably astonished to see their descend-
ants whirled over their heads on arailroad in the air.

After school the boys with whom I fraternized
would join me in this secluded spot for our evening
games — the high tombstones for “I spy,” and the
flat ones to act on. The place had long since
ceased to be used as a burial-ground, so our sports
were uninterrupted. The boys in the neighbor-
hood were like all other boys in all neighborhoods
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— mischievous. My arrival had given a fresh im-
petis in this respect, and the graveyard offered a fine
field for the indulgence of sacrilegious amusements.
Ornamenting the tombstones was quite a specialty
with one of our playmates. He had, previous to
my advent, already painted a large red face, in a
broad grin, on a headstone erected to the memory
of the Rev. Jacob Boul. After consultation with
the artist, I cocked a battered hat, sidewise, on the
top of the face, and drilling a hole in its mouth,
stuck a pipe in it, thus giving a cheerful tone to the
monument, and almost robbing death of its sting.
Saturday, there being no school, was generally set
apart as our “Decoration Day,” and it was rare
sport to get a marking-brush with a pot of black
paint and embellish the virtues of the departed sin-
ners. We were astonishingly brave in the day-
light, even defying the dead bones to arise and face
us if they dared, but as twilight set in our courage
cooled, and we would talk lower. Sometimes, as
one boy after another would scamper home, leaving
the place “to darkness and to me,” I would saunter
slowly along with my hands in my pockets, whistling
a nervous defiance to ghosts in general and these
ghosts in particular, but taking care not to walk
over the flat tombstones, upon which in the day-
light T would dance with impunity. Now, as the
shadows of night gathered around me, I would
increase my pace, scampering faster and faster
through the tall grass, and rapidly climbing over
the fence, fancying that the Rev. Mr. Boul would
soon have me by the leg if I did not hurry.
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CHAPTER I

BoyHooD

Westward Ho /—Chicago in 1839— An Adven-
ture in Springfield, Illinois— Hard Times—
James Wallack, Sr.— The Elder Booth — Mac-
veady — Our Voyage on a Flatboat

turned from an Indian village into a thriving lit-

tle place, and my uncle had written to my father
urging him to join in the management of the new .
theater which was then being built there. As each
fresh venture presented itself my father’s hopeful
nature predicted immediate and successful results.
He had scarcely finished the letter when he declared
that our fortunes were made, so we turned our faces
towards the setting sun. In those daysa journey
from Albany to Chicago was no small undertaking
for a large family in straitened circumstances; cer-
tain cherished articles had to be parted with to
procure necessary comforts for the trip. I really
do not know how, but we got from Albany to
Schenectady, where we acted for a few nights with

I N the year 1838 the new town of Chicago had just

3 17
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a company that was playing there. Several of the
actors, who had received no salary for some time,
decided to accompany my father and seek their for-
tunes in the West.

As I remember it, our journey was long, but not
tedious. We traveled part of the way in a fast-
sailing packet-boat on the Erie Canal, the only
smoke issuing from the caboose stove-pipe. I can
remember our party admiring this craft with the
same enthusiasm that we now express in looking
at a fine ocean steamer. She was painted white
and green and enlivened with blue window blinds,
and a broad red stripe running from bow to stern.
Her name was the Pzoneecr, which was to us most
suggestive, as our little band was among the early
dramatic emigrants to the far West. The boat re-
sembled a Noah’s ark with a flat roof, and my
father, like the patriarch of old, took his entire
family on board, with this difference, however—
he was required to pay his passage, it being under-
stood between him and the captain that he should
stop a night in Utica and one in Syracuse, give
a theatrical entertainment in each place, and hand
over the receipts in payment of our fare.

We acted in Utica for one night, and the receipts
were quite good. My father and mother were in
high spirits, and there is no doubt that the captain
had hopes that the next night's entertainment
in Syracuse would liquidate our liabilities, for
there was a visible improvement in the coffee at
breakfast, and an extra piece of pie all around for
dinner. The next night, unfortunately, the ele-
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ments were against us: it rained in torrents and
the attendance was light, so that we were short of
our passage money about ten dollars.

The captain being a strict member of the
Church could not attend either of the perform-
ances, and as he was in his heart most anxious to
see what acting was like, he proposed that if the
company would “cut up” for him and give him a
private show in the cabin he would call it “square.”
Our actors, being highly legitimate, declined; but
my mother, ever anxious to show off the histrionic
qualities of her son, proposed that I should sing
some comic songs for the captain, and so ransom
the rest of the actors. The captain turned it over
in his mind,—being, I am afraid, a little suspicious
of my genius,—but after due consideration con-
sented. So he prepared himself for the entertain-
ment, the cook and my mother comprising the rest
of the audience. The actors had wisely retired to
the upper deck, as they had been afflicted on former
occasions. I now began a dismal comic song
called “The Devil and Little Mike.” It consisted
of some twenty-five stanzas, each one containing two
lines with a large margin of “ whack fol de riddle.”
It was never quite clear whether the captain en-
joyed this entertainment or not: my mother said he
did, for, though the religious turn of his mind would
naturally suppress any impulse to applaud, he said
even before I had half finished that he was quite
satisfied.

On our arrival in Buffalo we found another
pioneer company, under the management of Dean
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and McKenney. Here we staid over two or three
days, waiting for the steamer to take us up the
lakes. Marble was starring there;. he was onec of
the first and best of the Yankee comedians. In
those days the stage New Englander was acted
and dressed in a most extravagant manner. I re-
member seeing Marble play, and his costume was
much after the present caricature of Uncle Sam,
minus the stars but glorying in the stripes.

In a few days we steamed up the beautiful lakes
of Erie, Huron, and Michigan. The boat would
" stop sometimes for hours at one of the stations to
take in wood, or a stray passenger, and then the
Indians would paddle out to us in their canoes
offering their beadwork and moccasins for sale.
Sometimes we would go ashore and walk on the
beach gathering pebbles, carnelians, and agates. I
thought them of immense value, and kept my treas-
ures for years afterwards. What a lovely trip it
was as I remember it! Lake Huron at sunset is
before me now—a purple sky melting into a
golden horizon; rich green foliage on the banks;
yellow sand with many-colored pebbles making
the beach of the lake; the clear and glassy water;
groups of Indians lolling on the banks, smoking
their pipes and making baskets; the hills dotted
with their little villages with tents made of skins and
painted canvas; blue smoke curling slowly up in
the calm summer air; and all the bright colors
reflected in the lake. I stood there as a boy, skim-
ming flat stones over the surface of the water, and
now as I write in the autumn of my life these once
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quiet shores are covered with busy cities; the fur-
naces glow with melted iron, the locomotive
screams and whistles along the road where once
the ox-teams used to carry the mail, and corner
lots and real-estate agents “fill the air.” When
we think that all these wonderful changes have
taken place within the last fifty years, it is startling
to speculate upon what the next half century may
bring about.

So day by day passes, till one night a light is
espied in the distance, then another, and then
many more dance and reflect themselves in the
water. It is too late to go ashore, so we drop
anchor. At sunrise we are all on deck looking at
the haven of . our destination, and there in the
morning light, on the shores of Lake Michigan,
stands the little town of Chicago, containing two
thousand inhabitants. Aunt, uncle, and their chil-
dren come to meet and welcome us. Then there
is such a shaking of hands and a kiss all round,
and “Why, how well you are looking!” and “Is
this Charlie? How he has grown!” «“Why, that’s
not Joe! Dear me, who’d have believed it?”
And then we all laugh again and have another
kiss.

The captain said he had enjoyed a splendid trip,
such fun, such music and singing and dancing.
“Well, good-bye all,” * Good luck ”; and off we go
ashore and walk through the busy little town, busy
even then, people hurrying to and fro, frame build-
ings going up, board sidewalks going down, new
hotelf, new churches, new theaters, everything new.
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Saw and hammer,— saw, saw, bang, bang,— look
out for the drays!—bright and muddy streets,—
gaudy-colored calicos,— blue and red flannels and
striped ticking hanging outside the dry-goods
stores,—bar-rooms, — real-estate offices, — attor-
neys-at-law — oceans of them.

And now for the new theater, newly painted
canvas, tack-hammer at work on stuffed seats in
the dress-circle, planing-boards.in the pit, new
drop-curtain let down for inspection, *beautiful1”
—a medallion of Shakspere, suffering from a severe
pain in his stomach, over the center, with ¢ One touch
of nature makes the whole world kin” written
under him, and a large, painted, brick-red drapery
looped up by Justice, with sword and scales, show-
ing an arena with a large number of gladiators
hacking away at one another in the distance to a
delighted Roman public; though what Justice had
to-do with keeping these gladiators on exhibition
was never clearly explained by the artist. There
were two private boxes with little white-and-gold
balustrades and turkey-red curtains, over one box a
portrait of Beethoven and over the other a portrait of
Handel —upon unfriendly terms, glaring at each
other. The dome was pale blue, with pink-and-white
clouds, on which reposed four ungraceful ballet girls
representing the seasons, and apparently dropping
flowers, snow, and grapes into the pit. Over each
season there floated four fat little cherubim * in
various stages of spinal curvature.” '

My father, being a scenic artist himself was
naturally disposed to be critical, and when the
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painter asked his opinion of the dome, he re-
plied : '

“Well, since you ask me, don’t you think that
your angels are a little stiff in their attitudes?”

“No, sir; not for angels. When I deal with
mythological subjects I never put my figures in
natural attitudes; it would be inharmonious. A
natural angel would be out of keeping with the
rest of the work.”

To which my father replied that it was quite
likely that such would be the case. *But why
have you made Handel and Beethoven frown at
each other? They are not mythological subjects.”

“No, no,” said the painter. “But they are
musicians, you know; and great musicians always
quarrel, eh? Ha, ha!”

“Yes,” said my father; “but as Handel died
before Beethoven was born, I don’t see how any
coolness could have existed between them.”

The foregoing dialogue, while it may not be
verbatim, is at least in the spirit of the original. I
could not possibly remember the exact words of
the different conversations that will naturally occur
through these chapters; but I have placed them in
their present form, as I believe it is the clearest
and most effective way to tell the story. Many of
the conversations and incidents are traditional in
my family; I have good reason to take them for
granted, and I must ask the reader to share my
confidence.

The greenroom was a perfect gem, with a
three-foot wavy mirror and cushioned seats around
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the wall—traps under the stage so convenient
that Ophelia could walk from her grave to her
dressing-room with perfect ease.

With what delight the actors looked forward to
the opening of a new theater in a new town, where
dramatic entertainments were still unknown—re-
pairing their wardrobes, studying their new parts,
and speculating on the laurels that were to be won!

After a short season in Chicago, with the vary-
ing success which in those days always attended
the drama, the company went to Galena for a short
season, traveling in open wagons over the prairie.
Our seats were the trunks that contained the ward-
robe—those old-fashioned hair trunks of a mottled
and spotted character made from the skins of de-
funct circus horses: “To what base uses we may
return!” These smooth hair trunks, with geo-
metrical problems in brass tacks ornamenting their
surface, would have made slippery seats even on a
macadamized road, so one may imagine the diffi-
culty we had in holding on while jolting over a
rough prairie. Nothing short of a severe pressure
on the brass tacks and a convulsive grip of the
handles could have kept us in position; and when-
ever a treacherous handle gave way our company
was for the time being just one member short. As
we were not an express mail-train, of course we
were allowed more than twenty minutes for refresh-
ments; the only difficulty was the refreshments. We
stopped at farm-houses on the way for this uncer-
tain necessity, and they were far apart. If the
roads were heavy and the horses jaded, those
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actors who had tender hearts and tough limbs
jumped out and walked to ease the poor brutes.
Often I have seen my father trudging along ahead
of the wagon, smoking his pipe, and I have no
doubt thinking of the large fortune he was going to
make in the next town, now and then looking back
with his light blue eyes, giving my mother a cheer-
ful nod which plainly said: “I’m all right. This
is splendid ; nothing could be finer.” If it rained
he was glad it was not snowing; if it snowed he
was thankful it was not raining. This contented
nature was his only inheritance; but it was better
than a fortune made in Galena or anywhere else,
for nothing could rob him of it.

We traveled from Galena to Dubuque on the
frozen river in sleighs—smoother work than the
roughly rutted roads of the prairie; but it was a
perilous journey, for a warm spell had set in and
made the ice sloppy and unsafe. We would some-
times hear it crack and see it bend under our
horses’ feet: now a long-drawn breath of relief as
we passed some dangerous spot, then a convulsive
grasping of our nearest companion as the ice
groaned and shook beneath us. Well, the passen-
gers arrived safe, but, horror to relate! the sleigh
containing the baggage, private and public, with
the scenery and properties, green curtain and drop,
broke through the ice and tumbled into the Missis-
sippi. My poéor mother was in tears, but my
father was in high spirits at his good luck, as he
called it— because there was a sand-bar where the
sleigh went in! So the things were saved at last,
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though in a forlorn condition. The opening had
to be delayed in order to dry the wardrobe and
smooth the scenery.

The halls of the hotel were strung with clothes-
lines, and the costumes of all nations festooned the
doors of the bedrooms, so that when an unsuspi-
cious boarder came out suddenly into the entry he
was likely to run his head into a damp “Roman”
shirt, or perhaps have the legs of a soaking pair of
red tights dangling round his neck. Mildew filled
the air. The gilded pasteboard helmets fared the
worst. They had succumbed to the softening in-
fluences of the Mississippi, and were as battered
and out of shape as if they had gone through the
pass of Thermopyle. Limp leggins of scale armor
hung wet and dejected from the lines; low-spirited
cocked hats were piled up in a corner; rough-dried
court coats stretched their arms out as if in theagony
of drowning, as though they would say, “ Help me,
Cassius, or I sink.” Theatrical scenery at its best
looks pale and shabby in the daytime, but a well-
worn set after a six-hours’ bath in a river presents
the most woe-begone appearance that can well be
imagined; the sky and water of the marine had
so mingled with each other that the horizon line
had quite disappeared. My father had painted the
scenery, and he was not a little crestfallen as he
looked upon the ruins: a wood scene had amalga-
mated with a Roman street painted-on the back of
it, and had so run into stains and winding streaks
that he said it looked like a large map of South
America ; and, pointing out the Andes with his cane,
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he humorously traced the Amazon to its source.
Of course this mishap on the river delayed the
opening for a week. In the mean time the scenery
had to be repainted and the wardrobe put in order:
many of the things were ruined, and the helmets
defied repair.

After a short and, I think, a good season at Du-
buque, we traveled along the river to the different
towns just springing up in the West— Burlington,
Quincy, Peoria, Pekin, and Springfield. In those
primitive days, I need scarcely say, we were often
put to severe shifts for a theater.

In Quincy the court-house was fitted up, and
it answered admirably. In one town a large
warehouse was utilized, but in Pekin we were
reduced to the dire necessity of acting in a pork-
house. This establishment was a large frame
building, stilted up on piles about two feet from
the ground, and situated in the open prairie just
at the edge of the town. The pigs were banished
from their comfortable quarters, and left to browse
ab8ut on the common during the day, taking
shelter under their former abode in the evening.
After undergoing some slight repairs in the roof,
and submitting to a thorough scouring and white-
washing, the building presented quite a respect-
able appearance. The opening play was * Clari,
the Maid of Milan.” This drama was written by
John Howard Payne, and his song of “Home,
Sweet Home” belongs to the play. My mother,
on this occasion, played the part of C/a7z and sang
the touching ballad.



28 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Now it is a pretty well established fact in theat-
rical history that if an infant has been smuggled
into the theater under the shawl of its fond mother,
however dormant it may have been during the
unimportant scenes of the play, no sooner is an
interesting point arrived at, where the most perfect
stillness is required, than the “dear little innocent”
will break forth in lamentation loud and deep. On
this occasion no youthful humanity disturbed the
peace, but the “animal kingdom,” in the shape of the
banished pigs, asserted its right to a public hearing.
As soon as the song of *“ Home, Sweet Home” com-
menced they began by bumping their backs up
against the beams, keeping anything but good time
to the music; and as my mother plaintively chanted
the theme “Sweet, Sweet Home,” realizing their
own cruel exile, the pigs squealed most dismally.
Of course the song was ruined, and my mother
was in tears at the failure. My father, however,
consoled her by saying that though the grunting
was not quite in harmony with the music, it was in
perfect sympathy with the sentiment. ¢

Springfield being the capital of Illinois, it was
determined to devote the entire season to the en-
tertainment of the members of the legislature.
Having made money for several weeks previous to
our arrival here, the management resolved to hire
a lot and build a theater. This sounds like a large
undertaking, and perhaps with their limited means
it was a rash step. I fancy that my father rather
shrunk from this bold enterprise, but the senior
partner (McKenzie) was made of sterner stuff, and,
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his energy being quite equal to his ambition, the
ground was broken and the temple erected.

The building of a theater in those days did not

require the amount of capital that it does now.
Folding opera-chairs were unknown. Gas was an
occult mystery, not yet acknowledged as a fact by
the unscientific world in the West; a second-class
quality of sperm-oil was the height of any man-
ager’s ambition. The footlights of the best thea-
ters in the Western country were composed of
lamps set in a “float” with the counter-weights.
When a dark stage was required, or the lamps
needed trimming or refilling, this mechanical con-
trivance was made to sink under the stage. I be-
lieve if the theater, or “Devil's workshop,” as it
was sometimes called, had suddenly been illumi-
nated with the same material now in use, its enemies
would have declared that the light was furnished
* from the “Old Boy’s” private gasometer.
. The new theater, when completed, was about
ninety feet deep and forty feet wide. No attempt
was made at ornamentation; and as it was un-
painted, the simple lines of architecture upon which
it was constructed gave it the appearance of a large
dry-goods box with a roof. I do not think my
father, or McKenzie, ever owned anything with a
roof until now, so they were naturally proud of
their possession.

In the midst of our rising fortunes a heavy
blow fell upon us. A religious revival was in
progress at the time, and the fathers of the church
not only launched forth against us in their sermons,
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but by some political manceuver got the city to
pass a new law enjoining a heavy license against
our “unholy” calling; I forget the amount, but
it- was large enough,to be prohibitory. Here
was a terrible condition of affairs: all our avail-
able funds invested, the legislature in session,
the town full of people, and we by a heavy
license denied the privilege of opening the new
theater !

In the midst of their trouble a young lawyer
called on the managers. He had heard of the in-
justice, and offered, if they would place the matter
in his hands, to have the license taken off, declaring
that he only desired to see fair play, and he would
accept no fee whether he failed or succeeded. The
case was brought up before the council. The
young lawyer began his harangue. He handled
the subject with tact, skill, and humor, tracing the
history of the drama from the time when Thespis
acted in a cart to the stage of to-day. He illus-
trated his speech with a number of anecdotes, and
kept the council in a roar of laughter; his good-
humor prevailed, and the exorbitant tax was taken
off.

This young lawyer was very popular in Spring-
field, and was honored and beloved by all who
knew him, and after the time of which I write he
held rather an important position in the Govern-
ment of the United States. He now lies buried
near Springfield, under a monument commemorat-
ing his greatness and his virtues — and his name
was Abraham Lincoln !
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At the end of our Springfield season my father
dissolved partnership with McKenzie, and my next
remembrance finds us in the town of Memphis.
Bad business had closed the theater, and my father
had turned from scene-painter to sign-painter.

There had been an ordinance passed by the
fathers of the city requiring that all carts, drays, and
public vehicles should be numbered. By some ac-
cident I heard of this, and, as I was on the alertto
get work for my father, I called at the mayor’s
office to apply for the contract. The mayor had
seen me on the stage and, to my no small delight,
recognized me. I explained to him that my father
was an artist as well as a comedian, and that, the
theater being closed, he devoted his time to sign
and ornamental painting; not, however, as an
amusement. It was natural that the mayor,—a
jovial, and possibly not a very dignified or dreadful
person,—should be interested in a youngster hav-
ing the promptness and the effrontery to be the
first to apply for the contract.

My interview with the mayor was a success, and
ended in my getting the contract for my father to
paint the numbers. How delightful it was to go
home with such good news! Then the charm of
unfolding such an agreeable surprise to the family
— what lovely revenge for the scolding my mother
had given me the day before; and, above all, the:
tremendous round of applause thatsuch an achieve-
ment must bring down. :

My father was too sensitive-and retiring to have
ever dreamed of doing such a thing, and perhaps
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when I arrived at his age I might, under the same
circumstances, have shrunk from it myself. But I
was young and rash, and perhaps desperate ; for if
I had not received many hard knocks myself, my
family had, and, feeling the blows through them, I
experienced a ferocious delight in doing battle with
the world, and, as I was generally victorious, my
success made me bold. The new industry fur-
nished my father and myself with a month’s work,
so that we were indebted to this stride in South-
western civilization for at least a small addition to
our income.

One of my father’s ornamental signs, on which
was painted an amiable tailor measuring a hand-
some young man for a fashionable suit of clothes,
came under the notice of Mr. McAllister. This
gentleman was the owner of a large billiard-
.saloon and bar-room, to which was attached a mys-
terious apartment where late hours were kept. A
large mahogany table covered with a suspicious-
looking green cloth gave evidence of the kind of
trade that was plied in this exchange, and strongly
corroborated the popular tradition that Mr. Mec-
Allister’s midnight visitors were ¢ gentlemanly
sports.” The proprietor having, it seems, a turn for
art, as well as for cards, arranged for my father to
decorate his billiard-room first, and then his house.
In the hall of the latter my father painted two
landscapes from “The Lady of the Lake”— one
representing Loch Katrine, with her ladyship pad-
dling her own canoe in the distance, and a moun-
tain torrent in the foreground with the bridge made
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famous by the combat of Fitz-James and Roderick
Dhu. The subjects had been chosen out of com-
pliment to Mr. McAllister, as he was of Scotch
descent.

The time was drawing near for our departure from
Memphis, as the season in Mobile was to begin in
November, and the money due for decorating McAl-
lister’s house was necessary to defray the expenses
of our journey down the river; but, to our great in-
convenience, it was not forthcoming. Whether the
“gentlemanly sports” had been more fortunate
than the proprietor or not I am unable to say, but
my father had written twice without receiving an
answer, and I had been dispatched to make a per-
sonal appeal to him. We delayed our departure
for two weeks, hoping to get some satisfaction;
but, no notice being taken of our demands, it was
decided to wait no longer.

In our straitened circumstances we were forced
to take a steerage passage on one of the steamboats
between Memphis and New Orleans. This was
both humiliating and inconvenient. But Mary was
a host, and could, by her devotion and tact, have
made us comfortable even under more trying condi-
tions. Iknow that my mother’s pride was wounded,
and that in her mortification she wondered that my
father could face the degradation with such forti-
tude ; but from what I remember of him, and all that
I have heard related in connection with his charac-
ter, nothing short of sickness or death in his family
could induce him to complain. This kind of philoso-
phy can be learned neither from books nor from ex-
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perience; it is a natural gift, and seems to come into
the world hand in hand with the spirit that is to
bear it company. No seed can sow it, and no soil
can grow it; the quality is inborn, and is so deeply
rooted that it defies cultivation or extermination.

After arranging ourselves as comfortably as we
could, the mate gave notice that the boat would not
start until late that evening. On hearing this my
mother asked me some questions regarding Mrs.
McAllister, whom, of course, I had seen and spoken
with during the time we had been engaged in the
decoration of her house. Myreport of the lady be-
ing quite favorable, my mother started in company
with myself to make an appeal. Mrs. McAllister,
who had been out driving with her children, met us
at the door. On my presenting my mother, we were
asked into the house and proceeded with her to the
drawing-room. My mother after apologizing for
our visit, explained the nature of it, calling the
lady’s attention to the hard and honest work of her
artist husband, and contrasting the elegant sur-
roundings of the lady and her children with the
poverty of her own. In an hour afterwards the
lady left the house and returned with the money.
Placing it in my mother’s hand, she bade us God-
speed, and away we went with a heavier purse and
lighter hearts.

We hurried to the boat with our treasure,—
about two hundred dollars, I think,—and my
mother was both delighted and triumphant. When
she placed the money in my father’s hands he
looked at it in amazement, and after declaring that
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his wife was the most wonderful woman in the
world, suggested that we should at once adjourn to
the cabin; but the most wonderful woman in the
world would not hear of it, and urged my father to
bear the discomfiture, so that we might arrive at
our journey’s end with some means of support—
dwelling upon the fact that otherwise he would
have to draw an advance from the manager on our
arrival in Mobile, which not only would be humili-
ating, but might weaken his position. Of course
he saw the force and wisdom of his wife’s counsel,
and, I think rather reluctantly, consented. As I re-
flect upon this situation, it seems strange that my
mother, who felt most keenly this humiliation, was
content to bear it rather than lose the means that
would render our future position more secure;
while my father, who could smile serenely at our
condition, would willingly have parted with all the
money to have given us present comfort. It can
be accounted for only by the extreme contrast in
their natures: he was hopeful, my mother was
apprehensive. May not generosity spring from one
of these causes, and caution from the other?

As usual, my father was soon contented. This
novel and uncomfortable mode of traveling, instead
of depressing him, seemed to raise his spirits; for
I can well remember that while the boat was
steaming down the river he employed the time in
studying some new parts that he was to act during
the approaching season, and when it stopped to
take in wood he would get out his tackle and fish
from the stern of the vessel. One would suppose
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that this indifference to really serious inconvenience
sprang from weakness, but this was not so; for,
though there was nothing of the tyrant in him,
when he felt that it was time to make a stand he
made a bold one, and was as solid as a rock.

We arrived at Mobile in October, 1842. The
yellow fever was raging in the town, but we were
forced to come before the rest of the company, as
my father was the scenic artist as well as the come-
dian of the theater, and his presence was required
at an early date as the scenery needed repainting.

We had for years been traveling about the
country, and my father and mother congratulated
themselves upon this present permanent situation,
as it afforded them not only rest, but an oppor-
tunity of sending my sister and myself to school.
Sadly enough, the last desire of this hopeful man
was shattered, for two weeks after our arrival he
was stricken with yellow fever, and died on the
24th of November, 1842. I will not describe the
effect of this awful blow on our family, not desir-
ing to cloud the narrative of my life with the rela-
tion of domestic sorrow. Itis sufficient to say that
by this sad event we were deprived of a dear
friend upon whom we depended for counsel and
support.

My sister and myself were now engaged at the
theater to act such children’s parts as our size and
talent warranted the manager in casting us in;
appearing in fancy dances and comic duets, added
to which I was to grind colors in the paint-room,—
assistant artist, I was called in the play-bill,— and
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make myself generally useful, for which services
we were each to receive six dollars a week. It was
understood that this employment was given to us
as a charity; but when I consider the numerous
duties imposed upon us, and the small sum we
received, my conscience acquits me of our being
anything like an incubus upon the theater, and if
there was any charity in the matter, I think it was
on our side.

One of the programmes, I find, announces that
after the play Master and Miss Jefferson were to
“execute a fancy dance.” Now, as our terpsich-
orean education had been rather limited, it is quite
likely that the execution was complete.

It was soon apparent that our charity salary
was not enough to support us, so my mother cast
about for some means of increasing our income.
She had no heart for acting now, and decided to
open a boarding-house for the actors. From lead-
ing lady to landlady was rather a come-down for
her; but my mother was a brave woman and en-
dowed with the kind of pride that preferred the
“degradation” of earning an honest living to the
more elegant profession of getting in debt. A house
had to be taken, a month’s rent paid in advance,
and furniture hired to fit up the establishment —
but where was the money to come from?

It is said that in France, when the Government
made a call on the people for a loan to pay off the
war indemnity, thousands of patriotic Frenchwomen
stood in line, a mile in length, at the Treasury, each
bearing a long worsted stocking filled with gold,
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ready to assist their native land in its great finan-
cial emergency; and I am told that in Louisiana
this domestic bank is used by many of the French
inhabitants as a receptacle for both small and large
hoardings. My mother was a Frenchwoman, at
least by inheritance, and I have no doubt came
honestly by this national characteristic; for when
matters were in a desperate condition the dear
lady would mysteriously draw forth a long, dark-
blue worsted stocking in which there was always
“just one little gold piece left.”

Unfortunately for my mother's venture, the
theatrical season — following in the wake of all
others I had as yet been familiar with — was a
failure. Naturally the settlement of the board
bills was consequent upon the payment of the
salaries; and as the latter occurrence was fitful
and uncertain, the bills of my mother’s landlord
and butcher were both subjected to the same
intermittent conditions.

At the time of which I write there lived in Mo-
bile a talented and beautiful lady by the name of
Madame Le Vert. She was the belle of the city
and courted by the first in the land; her brilliancy
and wit had placed her in the center of a rich set-
ting, of which she was the shining jewel. Added to
her worth and elegance was a kind and beneficent
nature, always seeking new objects to bestow its
bounty upon. She was, moreover, a patroness of
art and literature; nothing was too high for her
understanding, or too lowly for her kind considera-
tion. I think all who remember this fascinating
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woman will indorse my description of her character.
It is natural that I should have a grateful remem-
brance of this lady, as what I shall relate will
show.

My father’s death and the failure of the boarding-
house had attracted Madame Le Vert's attention.
She called on my mother, and hinted in the most
delicate manner that as the season was about closed
she would like to get up a complimentary benefit
at the theater for her children (though I think the
widow was uppermost in Madame Le Vert's mind).
Now, as the ‘“stocking” was on the eve of sus-
pension, my mother readily consented ; so the belle
of Mobile aroused the enthusiasm of her many
friends, the public caught fire, and the benefit was
a success.

In after years I remember to have seen Madame
Le Vert surrounded by a circle of callers, enter-
taining them with wonderful grace and tact, always
saying the right things to the right persons, and at
the proper time—a genius of society. But there
came a day when this noble lady and her family
were reduced in fortune; she whom I as a boy had
known young and beautiful, surrounded by wealth
and friends, was now an old lady in the unhappy
condition of “genteel poverty.” I am proud to
say we were friends to the last.

During the war, or at its close, Madame Le Vert
had made some enemies. It would have been im-
possible for a person of her prominence and ability
to have done otherwise. I am not sure now which
cause she espoused, and, in her case, I do not care.
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Her long and useful life has passed peacefully
away, and her memory is honored by all who
knew her.

And now we lost poor, dear old Mary. It is
perhaps vain for me to hope that I can interest the
reader in any one of whom he knows so little; but
how can I, her foster-son, who owe so much to her
loving care, pass by her death without some tribute
of affection? After sixteen years of disinterested
domestic loyalty, attending us as friend, servant,
and dear companion, this faithful creature died in
my mother’s arms. Who can say how high such a
pure and loving spirit soars when it is released and
takes its flight?

James Wallack, Sr., played an engagement in
Mobile, and one little circumstance occurred in
connection with it that I have always remembered
most pleasantly. He was an actor at the head of
his profession and in the height of his fame. I
was only a boy holding a subordinate position in
the theater. He heard some one call me by name
at the rehearsal, and, turning around, asked me if
I was related to Joseph Jefferson of the Chestnut
Street Theater. I told him that I was a grandson
of that gentleman. He said, “Let me shake you
by the hand for the sake of my dear old friend.”
The remark was made with much feeling, and the
remembrance of it has, I think, often prompted me
to do the like for others. James Wallack, Sr., was
an actor of rare attainments; as a legitimate tra-
gedian and comedian he ranked very high. The
parts that I remember him in are those of A4 /Jes-
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sandro Mazzaronz, in “The Brigand,” and Don
Caesar de Bazan.

Mr. Macready and the elder Booth both acted in
Mobile during this season; and as the contrast be-
tween these tragedians was quite remarkable, I
will introduce them here, although my judgment
of them was formed upon a later experience.

The methods by which actors arrive at great
effects vary according to their own natures; this
renders the teaching of the art by any strictly
defined lines a difficult matter. Macready and
the elder Booth offer striking examples of these
distinctions. Macready depended upon the me-
chanical arrangement of the scene, while Booth
relied almost entirely on the impulse of the
moment, caring little for set rules. As soon as
Macready entered the theater he began to assume
the character he was going to enact. He would
remain in his dressing-room absorbed with the
play; no one was permitted to enter; his dresser
was not allowed to speak to him, but stood outside
ready to open the door just before it was time for
the actor to go upon the stage. If the mechanism
of the play remained intact, he became lost in his
character and produced grand effects, but if by
some carelessness he was recalled to himself, the
chain was broken and he could not reunite it. He
now realized that his acting would be tame, and
then his rage knew no bounds; he would seize the
unlucky actor who had “ruined him,” shake him,
throw him aside, and rushing to his dressing-room
fall exhausted upon the sofa. This was not affec-
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tation, it was real; he could not conquer his unfor-
tunate temper. In my youthful days it was the
fashion of thoughtless actors to ridicule these
“ Macready tantrums,” and I regret to say I often
joined in the sport; butas I look back on his
suffering and read the pages wherein he chastises
himself for his ungovernable temper, and when I
know how useful and benevolent he was in the
closing scenes of his life, I feel a great sympathy
for him. “He poured a flagon of Rhenish on my
head once,” but—1 forgive him.

I acted with Macready and Booth during this
season, and an anecdote of each will serve to
illustrate their different characteristics. Macready
was acting Werner. 1 was cast for a minor part.
In one scene a number of characters had to rush
off, bearing lighted torches, in search of some
delinquent. At rehearsal the tragedian particularly
requested that we should all be sure and make our
exit at night at just the same time and place, so
that we might not disturb the arrangement of the
scene. All went well up to the time for making
our hurried exit, when to my horror I found Wer-
ner standing exactly in line with the place of
my exit at rehearsal. I presume that when he
gave his directions in the morning he did not
observe me. What was I to do? The cue was
given, and there was no time for argument. I
rushed past him, torch in hand. I heard his well-
known groan; but as I flew by an unmistakable
odor of burnt hair filled the atmosphere, and I knew
that I had singed his wig. When the curtain fell
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I turned in horror to see the effect. The enraged
Werner had torn his wig from his head, and stood
gazing at it for a moment in helpless wonder.
Suddenly he made a rush in my direction; I saw
he was on the war-path, and that I was his game.
And now the chase began. I dodged him up and
down the stage; then around the wings and over
“set” rocks and gauze waters. He never would
have caught me but that in my excitement I ran
head first into the stomach of a fat stage-carpenter.
Here I was seized. The enraged Macready was so
full of anger and so out of breath that he could only
gasp and shake his burnt wig at me. Of course I
was disgraced and not allowed to act again during
his engagement. To make matters worse the whole
affair got into the papers, and the next morning one
of the critics remarked that he had never seen Ma-
cready act with so much fire! Now all of this could
have been avoided if he had but moved six inches
further up the stage when he saw me coming; bu!
no, he had never shifted from that spot before, why
should he do so now? I believe if I had singed his
very eyebrows he would have stood his ground.
Booth’s whole nature was the reverse of Ma-
cready’s. He would saunter into the theater just
a few minutes before the play began; robe himself,
sometimes quite carelessly; converse freely upon
local matters in a plain, practical way, or per-
haps give some reminiscence of bygone years,—
his memory was wonderful,—ending with an amus-
ing anecdote, and in the next moment walk upon
the stage in the full assumption of his character,



44 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

overawing the audience by the fire of his acting.
The following incident will serve to show the won-
derful manner in which Booth could drop his char-
acter and instantly resume it.

I was acting Sampson in ““ The Iron Chest” to
his Sizr Edward Mortimer. During the play he
spoke to me of my grandfather’s playing the same
part with him when he (Booth) was a young man.
«He used,” said he, “to sing the original song;
it ran thus”; and assuming a‘comical expression
he began to sing in an undertone:

A traveler stopped at a widow's gate.

At this moment his cue was given, and he rushed
upon the stage, discovering Wzlford at the chest.
The scene is here very powerful, and I never saw
him act it with more power. The audience was
most enthusiastic, and as he rushed from the stage
amid a storm of applause he met me at the wing,
and, reassuming the comic expression of his face,
began the song just where he had left off, while the
approbation of the audience was still ringing in
his ears.

It must not be understood by this that Booth
never became absorbed in his character; on the
contrary, he sometimes carried his intensity in
this respect to an extreme. It is only meant to
show that he had also the power of dropping his
character in the midst of his concentration, resum-
ing it again at will. Macready had no such faculty
whatever. The beam once kicked, the balance was
destroyed beyond recovery.
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In his private character Mr. Booth was simple,
unostentatious, and benevolent. I know of an
instance of a curious and somewhat eccentric kind-
ness that occurred many years ago in Baltimore.

An old and retired actor and manager had been
ill for some time, and as he was held in high esteerh
his friends arranged for him a complimentary testi-
monial at the Holliday Street Theater. Mr. Booth
was at that time manager of another theater, and,
unsolicited, tendered a benefit at his establishment
to the same gentleman. The house was crowded,
Booth himself acting. After the performance he
went to the box-office, collected the entire receipts,
and, late as it was, took them to the house of the
beneficiary, and spreading the money out on the
table said to him, “There is your share.”

“But will you not deduct the expenses?” said
his old friend.

“The only expense incurred,” said Booth, ‘“has
been the bringing of the money to you; but, as I
walked, the cost is merely shoe-leather, and I will
not charge for that.” So saying he turned on his
heel and left the room before he could be thanked.

From Mobile we went to Nashville, Tennessee,
and after a short season traveled through the State.
Business was bad, and on one occasion the gentle-
men of the company, myself included, walked from
Gallatin to Lebanon — not, however, for the exer-
cise.

Upon our return to Nashville it was time to
think of going South, as most of the company had
engagements in New Orleans, Mobile, and Texas,
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but the Cumberland River had fallen so low that
no steamboat could navigate it. In this dilemma
there was but one course left: the company must
come together, buy a barge, fitup a cabin, caboose,
and sleeping-apartments. This was done. Where
the money came from to pay for the boat and the
lumber I cannot tell, but this floating camp was put
together, and we all departed down the river in the
queerest looking craft that ever carried a legitimate
stock company of the old school. To a boy of my
age this was heaven. To stand my watch at night
gave me that manly feeling that a youngster, just
before he grows his beard, enjoys beyond every-
thing.

We stopped at Clarksville and gave one enter-
tainment, playing “The Lady of Lyons.” I acted
Glavis. This was another manly stride for me; I
was getting on. The whole of this trip was to me
delightful. It was in that rich and mellow season
when the foliage seems to change from day to day.
The river was full of ducks, which I could some-
times shoot from the deck of the flatboat; great
flocks of wild pigeons filled the air for days to-
gether, so that I could supply our table well with
game. There was a small set of scenery on board
that had been brought in case of an emergency.
We had used it only in Clarksville so far, but now
the time came when it could be displayed and util-
ized in a manner “never before attempted in the
annals of the stage.” When we reached the
Ohio the river widened out, and some stretches
were from five to six miles in length; so, if we had
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a fair wind blowing downstream, by hoisting one
of the scenes for a sail we could increase our speed
from two to three miles an hour. A hickory pole
was cut from the shore, and a drop-scene, with a
wood painted on one side and a palace on the
other, was unfurled to the breeze. The wonder-
stricken farmers and their wives and children would
run out of their log-cabins and, standing on the
river bank, gaze with amazement at our curious
craft. It was delightful to watch the steamboats
as they went by. The passengers would crowd
the deck and look with wonder at us. For a bit
of sport the captain and I would vary the picture,
and as a boat steamed past we would first show
them the wood scene, and then suddenly swing
the sail around, exhibiting the gorgeous palace.
Adding to this sport, our leading man and the low
comedian would sometimes get a couple of old-
fashioned broadswords and fight a melodramatic
combat on the deck. There is no doubt that at
times our barge was taken for a floating lunatic
asylum.

We would often tie up the boat for a day and
go fishing in some lake in the interior, stopping
perhaps at a farm-house to replenish our stock of
butter and eggs. Our voyage was continued to
Cairo, where the Ohio River joins the Mississippi,
and so on until we reached Memphis; here we
deserted the barge and took a steamboat for New
Orleans.

This season I acted at the St. Charles, under
the management of Ludlow & Smith. Mr. and
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Mrs. Charles Kean, Mrs. Anna Cora Mowatt, and
James H. Hackett were among the stars. At the
end of the season — which does not seem to have
been a very eventful one—our company, under
the same management, traveled up the Mississippi
River to St. Louis, acting there during the summer.
The only occurrence worth noting so far as I was
concerned happened on the night of the Fourth of
July, when the company was called on by the
management to sing “ The Star-Spangled Banner.”
I was in a feverish state of excitement all day,
having been selected to give the first stanza. I
had studied it and restudied it so often that I knew
it backwards; and that is about the way I sung it.
But I must not anticipate. The curtain rose upon
the company partly attired in evening dress; that
is to say, those who had swallow-tail coats wore
them, and those who were not blessed with that
graceful garment did the best they could. We
were arranged in the old conventional half-circle,
with the “ Goddess of Liberty ” in the center. The
‘“Mother of her Country” had a Roman helmet—
pasteboard, I am afraid—on her head, and was
tastefully draped with the American flag. My
heart was in my mouth as the music started up,
but I stepped boldly forward to begin. I got as
far as “ O, say, can you see —" and here the words
left me. My mind was blank. I tried it again:
“Oh, say, can you see—" Whether they could
see or not, I am quite 'sure that I could not. I was
blind with fright; the house swam before my eyes ;
the thousand faces seemed to melt into one huge,
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expressionless physiognomy. The audience be-
gan to hiss — oh, that dreadful sound! I love my
country, and am, under ordinary circumstances,
fairly patriotic; but at that moment I cursed our
national anthem from the bottom of my heart. 1
heard the gentle voice of the Goddess of Liberty
say, “Poor fellow!” The remark was kind, but
not encouraging. The hissing increased. Old
Muller, the German leader, called out to me, “ Go
on, Yo!” But “Yo” could n’'t go on, so “Yo”
thought he had better go off. I bowed, therefore,
to the justice of this public rebuke, and made a
graceful retreat. My poor mother stood at the
wings in tears; I threw myself into her arms, and
we had it out together.

Of course I intend this anecdote to illustrate one
of my early professional distresses, but it has
another and a more important side to it. The
hissing and jeering that were so liberally bestowed
upon me will never be vented again in this country
for so slight an offense. The well-dressed, deco-
rous audience of to-day, when an accident occurs,
sit quietly, bearing it with patience and considera-
tion, and when it is righted they break forth in
encouraging applause. Look at the decorum
observed by the vast assemblages that go to wit-
ness our national games. Disturbances are very
rare. It would have been doubtful, if not dan-
gerous, when I was a boy, for ladies and gentle-
men to visit any public grounds containing such
large masses of people, whereas now they can do
so with perfect safety. What lies at the foundation

4
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of this improvement? People went to church in
those days as readily as they do now, and the laws
were administered quite as rigidly. There is only
one solution to this problem — the free school has
done this work.



CHAPTER 111
BARN-STORMING AND MEXICAN EPISODE

Barn-storming in Mississippi— Pudding Stanley
—In Mexico—Mr. and Mrs. James W. Wallack,
Jr.—John E. Owens

the philosopher was in error when he said

that we feel a sad gratification even in the dis-
tress of our dearest friends. But, be that as it may,
it is quite certain that those of our fellow-creatures
whose lives have been burdened with sorrow com-
mand our respect and excite our interest more than
the high and mighty. Belisarius, stricken blind,
wandering a beggar in tattered rags, and asking
alms of the people he once led to victory, presents
a figure that calls for our deepest sympathy; while
we cannot shed tears over a dethroned monarch
with a corner lot. By these reflections I am
strengthened in the hope that I may not be tiring
my reader with the continuous recital of our mis-
fortunes, and that he will not grow as weary of

I T is to be hoped for the credit of humanity that

5t
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them as we did. If he will but patiently wade a
little farther through this “slough of despond,” I
promise in the latter part of my narrative to give
some account of my less interesting success.

Our disastrous seasons were not exceptions.
The country had "been in a chronic state of the-
atrical bankruptcy since the panic of 1837, and
continued in it for many years. Actors often had
to turn their hands to something else for a liveli-
hood besides the profession. My father painted
signs for a whole summer in Vicksburg, and our
leading man manufactured genuine Havana cigars
. in the same studio. I often acted as ‘“drummer,”
and when business was slow, would sally forth
among the wharf boats to solicit orders.

It is likely that some of the events I have re-
corded may not have followed in the order in
which I have placed them, but I do not feel that
this is of much importance. Accurate statistics,
with dates, long rows of figures, and unimportant
casts of plays, are somewhat tedious. Zony Lumyp-
kin says, with undoubted truth, that “the inside of
a letter contains the cream of the correspondence.”
I must therefore crave your Honor’s pardon for act-
ing on this hint by endeavoring to trace the inter-
esting portion of this history,—if it has any interest,
—casting unimportant details into oblivion.

Mary’s death reduced our quartet to a trio, and
I next found myself in the town of Grand Gulf, in
the State of Mississippi, with my mother and sis-
ter. We were there awaiting the arrival of my
half-brother, Charles Burke, who was somewhere
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in the interior of the State, with a small company
of actors, struggling along from town to town.
Our letters to him had crossed or miscarried; so
we were obliged to remain there for several weeks
until we could hunt him up. There was no tele-
graph in those days, and postal communication
was uncertain.

The money had run out, and we were in a strait-
ened condition, when, to our joy, my brother arrived.
He burst like a ray of sunshine into the house, and
we crowded about the dear fellow, smothering him
with tears and kisses. It seems that his company
was at Port Gibson, only eight miles away, where
they had arrived the night before, and he had
started at daylight, walking to Grand Gulf to
meet us. After breakfast he went out for the
purpose of hiring a wagon and team to take us
on. This was soon done, and we started on our
journey. We had got but four miles from the town
when I observed my brother and the driver in close
conversation. I saw that something was wrong.
Presently the driver pulled up, and the wagon
stopped. My brother turned round and said:
“Mother, I have made a bargain with this man
to take us to Port Gibson for ten dollars. I have
no money, and expected to pay him out of to-
night's receipts after the play. He says this
arrangement will not do for him; he seems un-
willing to trust me, so he must be paid now or
he will turn back.” I looked at my mother and
hinted that perhaps, if she searched hard, some-
thing might be found in the stocking. Her eyes

4



54 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

filled with tears, and I saw by her face that the
bank was broken. There was nothing left us but
to get out of the wagon and remain by the road-
side until my brother should go back and make
another trial. The rain came down, and we took
shelter under a large tree, awaiting his return.
My mother had once been one of the most attrac-
tive stars in America, the leading prima donna of
the country, and now, from no fault of her own,
was reduced to the humiliation of being put out of
a wagon with her two children, in a lonely road in
the far-off State of Mississippi, because she could
not pay a wagoner the sum of ten dollars.

This was so far the darkest hour we had passed.
About noon the sun shone bright, and shortly after-
wards my brother appeared in sight, mounted on
top of an ox-cart driven by an old negro. We
were only four miles from Port Gibson, but it
required as many hours to make the journey, so
about sundown our party alighted at the hotel.

We now entered upon a course of the most
primitive acting, going from town to town and
giving entertainments in the dining-rooms of the
hotels. As there were no papers published in
these small villages, there were no printing-offices,
consequently no bills; so flaming announcements
of our arrival in a bold handwriting were displayed
in the three important points of the town, viz.: the
hotel, the post-office, and the barber-shop. It fell
to my ‘duty, being an adept with the brush, to
write, or rather paint, these advertisements. The
plays were acted in costume, but without scenery
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or curtain. The nightly receipts were small—just
about enough to get us from place to place.

Our objective point was the town of Liberty,
Mississippi; but there was some difficulty in get-
ting there, as the distance was greater than we
could accomplish in a day. A farmer who had
been to the theater the night before for the first
time in his life was so struck by the performance
that he proposed to have his teams brought in
and take us to his farm-house, about twenty-five
miles distant. According to his suggestion we
were to rest for a day, give an entertainment in
his barn, and so go on to Liberty.

¢« But,” said my brother, “you tell me there is no
other house there but your own. What shall we do
for an audience?”

«Well,” said the farmer, “all my family will
come, to begin with, and there ’s a dozen or more
on ’em; then there ’s eight or ten farm-houses
close by, and if one of your men will drive there
with my son and blow the horn they will all come,
for there ain’t one on ’em ever seen a play before.
I'’ll insure you a full barn.”

So the matter was settled, and we actually
played in a barn, the house that we staid in being
the only one in sight. It seemed in vain to look
for an audience in such a lonely place, but the
farmer was right. Soon after the sun had gone
down the full harvest moon rose, and by its dim
light we could faintly see family groups of people,
two and sometimes three on a horse, coming from
all directions over the hill—now a wagon with a
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great load. Some of them walked, but all were
quiet and serious, and apparently wondering what
they were going to see.

Those who have traveled through the Southern
States will perhaps remember the kind of barn we
acted in: there were two log-houses joined to-
gether with an opening between them which was
floored and covered in. The seats were arranged
outside in the open air—benches, chairs, and logs.
The double barn on each side was used for dress-
ing-rooms and for making entrances and exits,
while the opening was devoted to the stage. The
open air was well filled, containing an audience
of about sixty persons. Our enthusiastic admirer,
the farmer, collected the admission fee, a dollar
being charged and freely given. The plays were
“The Lady of Lyons” and “The Spectre Bride-
groom.” The farmer had supplied us liberally
with candles, so that the early part of the enter-
tainment was brilliantly illuminated, but the even-
ing breeze had fanned the lights so fiercely that
by the time the farce began the footlights were
gone. The little “flaming ministers” had all
sputtered out, so “The Spectre Bridegroom” was
acted in the moonlight.

It was curious to watch the effect of a strong
emotional play like “The Lady of Lyons” upon
an audience that had never seen a drama before:
they not only were much interested, but they
became excited over the trials of the hero and
heroine; they talked freely among themselves,
and, at times, to the actors. One old lady insisted
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that the lovers should be “allowed their own way,”
and a stalwart young farmer warned the villain
not to interfere again ““if he knew what was best
for him.”

We continued traveling through the State of
Mississippi, sometimes in wagons or on a stray
stern-wheel steamer that was hailed from the
bank of some little village where we had acted.
As the spring opened the rainy season set in, and
the roads became almost impassable. Fortunately
at this time my mother received an offer for us to
join the new theater in Galveston, to which place
we proceeded, my brother and his wife going
North to act under Mr. Burton’s management at
the Arch Street Theater, Philadelphia.

At the termination of our Galveston season the
company embarked on board a small stern-wheel
steamer that wound its way through a narrow,
crooked stream and landed us at the city of Hous-
ton. I say the company, but it was only a remnant
of it, as most of its members, being weary of the
hot weather and despairing of any more regular
salary days, had returned to the North. We acted
for several weeks in Houston, but with a feeble
kind of patronage that just enabled us to keep our
heads above water; still, the ever-hopeful disposi-
tion of the itinerant actor buoyed us up, and we
struggled on in the anticipation of a reaction.

We had by this time resolved ourselves into
what was called a “sharing scheme,” dividing
the profits, when there were any, pro 7ata with
our salaries, First the board was paid for, then the
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rent, then the printing, then the orchestra — the
latter always ready to strike at a bar's notice;
the rest we shared. These uncertain dividends
were looked forward to with much interest, for
home was far away and difficult to reach.

As the season approached its close and the dis-
banding of our company was under discussion, a
new sensation occurred in the arrival of an old
actor and ex-theatrical manager by the name of
Stanley. This remnant of an earlier era had been
upon the retired list for many years, and now
suddenly burst upon us with enticing schemes to
better our condition. I had never seen him before,
but several of our company knew and recognized
him as a veteran barn-stormer of the olden time.
He had been living in San Antonio for many
years, and having heard that a company of play-
ers were at Houston the slumbering old war-horse
within him was awakened, and disdaining the dan-
gers of a long journey through the chaparral,—
for the country was at this time full of hostile
Indians,— he had ridden three hundred miles in
the wild enthusiasm of an old manager-actor,
thirsting for the revival of three-sheet posters and
a high stool opposite that fascinating spot, the
pigeon-hole of the box-office. Naturally, in the
first flush of his arrival, laden as he was with flat-
tering promises of double salaries and clear third
benefits, we were in a delightful flutter of anticipa-
tion. His accounts of San Antonio and the sur-
rounding country were dazzling. There had been
no dramatic entertainment ever given there, the
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gold mines of Mexico were close at hand, and, in
short, it seemed quite clear that our fortunes would
be made if we concluded to embrace his offer. He
further informed us that he was well known all
through Texas, and that his popularity was second
only to that of the late Davy Crockett ; that, under
the very “shadow of the Alamo,” as he poetically
expressed it, he kept a bar-room in conjunction
with a fandango, a keno-table, and a faro-bank —
by which means it seems he had endeavored to
refine the depraved tastes of the citizens. Mr.
Stanley’s figure was portly, so that his friends, in
order to distinguish him from the other and less
important Stanleys in town, bestowed upon him
the title of ‘“ Pudding Stanley,” or “Pud,” as he
was more briefly and affectionately called.

As I have said, we were at first overwhelmed
with his amazing description of our future Eldo-
rado, but upon holding council to consider the
situation dispassionately our ardor cooled. First
came the dreaded journey of three hundred miles
through a wilderness of chaparral inhabited only
by jack-rabbits and hostile Indians. Our leading
actor remarked that he did not mind jack-rabbits,
but considered the Indians an impediment. He was
a courageous man, too—upon the stage. I had seen
him play the Chief Osceola, and scalp one “super”
after another with great nerve; but now he seemed
to think with Kzng Lear that “ Nature’s above art
in that respect”; and while he reveled in being the
hero of an artistic assassination, realistic effects of
this kind were not to be thought of.
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Another reason for our not relishing the proposal
was contained in the recollection of a really serious
matter in connection with actors and Indians that
had occurred in Florida during the Seminole war.
It seems that a manager by the name of William
C. Forbes had taken a theatrical company into the
very jaws of the disturbance. The troupe acted at
the different forts and garrisons along the line of
battle, and on a certain occasion, while going from
one military station to another without an escort, it
was attacked and roughly handled by the savages.
Forbes and most of his people escaped, but two
unfortunate actors were captured and butchered.
The theatrical wardrobe belonging to the company
fell into the hands of the Indians, who, dressing
themselves up as Romans, Highlanders, and Shak-
sperean heroes, galloped about in front of the very
fort, though well out of gunshot, where Forbes and
the more fortunate members of his company had
fled for safety. Several of the Indians were after-
wards taken, and as they were robed and decked
in the habiliments of Otkello, Hamlet, and a host
of other Shaksperean characters,—for Forbes was
eminently legitimate,— their identity as the mur-
derers was established, and they were hanged in
front of the garrison.

The recollection of this incident acted as any-
thing but a stimulus to our wavering courage, and
we took the liberty of mentioning to the ex-ranger
that it was within the bounds of possibility that the
warlike Comanches of Texas might have no more
respect for the legitimate drama than the Seminoles
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of Florida, in which case history would inconve-
niently repeat itself.

The tempter ridiculed our fears, looking upon
us, I think, with a ranger's contempt. He said
there were a few Indians here and there certainly,
but they were cowardly, and generally kept them-
selves concealed in the chaparral. On being cross-
questioned as to why they concealed themselves in
the chaparral, he replied, « Well, possibly ambush ;
but they are great cowards.” He said the safest
plan would be for the entire party to keep together ;
going all in one wagon, we would then exhibit « the
full strength of the company,” and well armed with
such theatrical weapons as we might possess, there
would be no danger. Theatrical weapons— just
think of it! The armory of a theater in those days
consisted of two pairs of short broadswords, a half-
dozen stuffed sticks, and a rusty flint-lock horse-
pistol that always snapped once and generally
twice before virtue felt itself secure. A cold shiver
ran down my back as I imagined myself facing a
Comanche with a weapon whose uncertainty had
on more than one occasion compelled the heavy
villain to commit suicide with a table-spoon.

It is needless to say that I had inwardly resolved
not to go, and I think the entire company were of
my mind. Of course we laid it all on the leading
man, who had at least been bold enough openly to
express his fear; but we decided not to go!

Stanley was of course disappointed, as he had
looked forward, he said, not only to the renewal
of managerial responsibility and importance, but to
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donning again the sock and buskin and acting with
us. Upon this hint we suggested that if he really
desired to act again, and would appear one night
in Houston for our benefit, we should be proud to
support him. If Rzchard I77. could tempt him —
we knew this to be his weak point — it was at his
service. Of course at first he pretended to demur,
saying that he had no wardrobe, and that it was so
long since he had acted that he “really feared.”
But he could not conceal an undercurrent of secret
delight at the thought of again striding the stage.
He consented. He was so well known in Texas
we felt quite sure that, in securing his services for
a joint benefit to the company, our treasury would
swell from its present slender dimensions and give
us the means of returning to Galveston with flying
colors.

Stanley’s professional and private histories were
both interesting, as they covered a period when
artistic, commercial, and military matters were
curiously mingled. He had acted in the then
far West under the management of Alexander
Drake both in Louisville and in Cincinnati; he
had then drifted off into Texas, joining the rangers
against Santa Anna; then back again to the Mis-
sissippi, where he encountered the celebrated Chap-
man company, who had ingeniously fitted up a
steamboat and converted it into a floating theater.
This huge dramatic barge used to ply from one
town to another on the Ohio, Mississippi, and Mis-
souri rivers, giving theatrical entertainments at the
various points where there were no theaters. The
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roving spirit again taking possession of him, he
left the Chapmans and returned to Texas.

The night was arranged for the benefit, and
such was the popularity of the volunteer that
tickets amounting to the capacity of the theater,
and even beyond it, were sold without delay. As
I before said, Richard 777. was his pet part; and
while he considered himself unequaled in the char-
acter, he confided to me that he did not mind pri-
vately confessing that in the later scenes he drew
his inspiration from the example of Edwin Forrest.
Stanley now employed his mornings in walking as
majestically as his ungainly figure would permit up
and down the stage, gesticulating violently and
roaring out the soliloquies of Rickard, and his
afternoons in accumulating raw cotton, in order
that the hump and the bandy-legs of the crook-
backed tyrant might be properly deformed and
traditionally disfigured.

Our volunteer reminded me of an actor I once
knew who used to wear upon the stage a red wig
so like his own hair that whether he had it on
or off there was no perceptible difference in his
appearance. So with Stanley: his bandy-legs and
round shoulders, even when unadorned, quite har-
monized with the accepted idea of Gloucester’s
deformity; but, looking upon himself as an Apollo,
our hero had piled such a mountain of cotton
on his natural hump that it made “Ossa like a
wart.”

'On the auspicious night the house was packed
to the doors. A few ladies came; but their
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escorts, seeing that the audience were disposed to
be turbulent, took them away, so that the friends
and admirers of the star were unchecked in their
cat-calls and noisy demonstrations. Law, order, and
decorum were set at defiance. The friends of the
old ranger had come for a frolic and evidently
intended to have it. The placard of *“No smok-
ing” was totally disregarded. Pipes and cigars
were vigorously puffed, and the house was so
filled with smoke that one would have supposed
that the battle of Bosworth Field had taken place
before the opposing forces met. The weather was
sultry, and the general heat, combined with the
stifling atmosphere of a crowded house, ran the
little box of a theater up to the temperature of an
oven in full force.

At the rise of the curtain the expectant audience
were on tiptoe to greet their comrade. At the
wing stood the sweltering Rickard, absorbed in
his character and embedded in cotton, and as he
strode upon the stage the theater rang with
applause and shouts of welcome. After bowing
low his acknowledgments he began the famous
soliloquy. The performance proceeded quietly for
a time, the silence being broken now and then by
expressions of approval in complimentary but
rather familiar terms. During the love scene with
Lady Anme, her ladyship was warned by some
one in the audience, who claimed to have an
intimate knowledge of Rickard’s private domestic
affairs, that the tyrant had already two Mexican
wives in San Antonio. Nothing daunted at this
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public accusation of polygamy, *Pud” pressed his
suit with ardor,

The retired actor had not forgotten some of the
old-fashioned tricks of the art, and would take
the stage with tremendous strides from the center
to the extreme right or left after making a point,
thereby signifying to the audience that if they
desired to applaud #saf was their time. “Off
with his head! so much for Buckingham!” and
away he would go. In one of these flights, being
over-stimulated by excitement and applause, he
nearly stumbled into the private box. Straight-
ening himself up, his ostrich plumes became
entangled with a spermaceti chandelier and set
him in a blaze of glory. He glared with indig-
nation at the convulsed audience, being himself
entirely innocent of the illumination until the un-
mistakable odor of burnt feathers warned him that
his diadem was in danger. In the death scene,
just as Richard expired, a voice, signifying that
the game was over, shouted “Keno!” This allu-
sion to “Pud’s” commercial pursuits brought him
“to life, and as the curtain was descending he sat
up and warned the interlocutor that he would
“keno” him in the morning.

The declaration of war with Mexico caused a
great stir in Galveston; speculations were rife in
all quarters as to the probable result from a com-
mercial point of view. Of course no doubt existed
as to the ultimate success of our side; but the
question as to how much was to be made out of it
seemed to absorb the public mind. Our manager

5
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was a thrifty soul, and foresaw the prospect of
good financial results by following up the army
with his dramatic forces. My mother was con-
siderably alarmed lest I should be conscripted, and
I was not a little uneasy on those grounds myself.

In May, 1846, we embarked on board a con-
demned Mississippi steamer for Point Isabel. This
leaky old boat, crowded with soldiers, gamblers,
and a few actors, feebly wended its uncertain way
along the coast and arrived at its destination in
about four days. Luckily, the sea was as calm as
a mill-pond; for if one of those dreadful cyclones
so frequent in the Gulf had overtaken us, many
good soldiers, indifferent gamblers, and bad actors
would have found their way to the bottom of the
sea, and these important reénforcements to Gen-
eral Taylor never would have put in an appear-
ance. Point Isabel, on our arrival, was all bustle
and activity. It was a flat, sandy, and uninterest-
ing place, covered with tents and boiling over
with military preparations. The battle of Palo
Alto was fought on the 8th of May: these were
the first guns fired, and we could distinctly hear
the booming sounds of opposing cannon; it ended
at sunset with victory for the American army.
The next morning I saw the ambulance bringing
in the wounded form of Major Samuel Ringgold,
who died soon after. This celebrated hero intro-
duced into this country the flying artillery, to the
efficiency of which the success of the day was
attributed. The Mexicans had retreated only a
few miles, and, being reénforced, gave battle the
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next day, and the memorable engagement of
Resaca de la Palma was won by the gallant
charge of Captain May at the head of his dra-
goons. Then came the bombardment of Fort
Brown, and on the 18th of May the city of Mata-
moras was occupied by the United States army,
with our gallant band of comedians bringing up
the rear, elated at our military success.

The manager took advantage of the distressed
position of the town, and by permission of the
American commandant occupied the old Spanish
theater. Victory had crowned our arms; so the
soldiers, settlers, gamblers, rag-tag and bob-tail
crowd that always follow on in the train of an
army, like “greedy crows” that hover over the
heads of the defeated party, “impatient for their
lean inheritance,” were ready for amusement.
Here we acted to the most motley group that
ever filled a theater. But in the middle of Sep-
tember the trumpet blast sounded in our ears
again ; the soldiers were ordered to march on to
Monterey. The town was deserted and the theater
closed. Our manager, seeing that all further
hopes of their return had vanished, disbanded his
company, and with all the cash he could collect,
including our back salaries, “wandered away, no
man knew whither.” Here I was left with my
mother and sister, thrown on our own resources,
which were very small, in a strange country, and
among a people not at all on good terms with us.
The only member of the company left besides our-
selves was Edward Badger. He was my brother
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comedian and friend; his father was the well-
known Alderman Badger of Philadelphia. Our
situation was somewhat desperate; so we held a
council of war to determine on our future move-
ments. The soldiers had gone, but the gamblers
remained ; and the brilliant idea occurred to us that,
as we could no longer minister to their intellectual
entertainment, we might make something by fur-
nishing them with internal comforts. So we boldly
resolved to open a coffee and cake stand in their
interest. We arranged to place the stand in a
bar-room in the central part of Matamoras, the
locality offering the best position for our commer-
cial enterprise. The establishment was dignified
by the high-sounding title of “The Grand Span-
ish Saloon,” and consisted of a long room, with a
low ceiling, having a counter, or bar, running the
full length on one side, and a row of gaming-tables
on the other, where roulette, keno, chuck-a-luck,
and faro were industriously pursued with the usual
integrity which generally attaches itself to these
pastimes. The walls were beautifully whitewashed
and the floor was well sprinkled with sand. In
front of the bar and at regular intervals were kegs
cut into halves and filled with sawdust, these being
the cuspidores of the pioneers. From the ceiling
were suspended chandeliers made of barrel-hoops,
tastily covered with pink, blue, and white paper,
cut in different patterns, in which candles were
placed to illuminate the cheerful and tragic scenes
that alternately occurred in this fascinating but
dangerous place.
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Badger, after convincing the proprietor that the
introduction of a stand for cake and hot coffee at
one end of the room would not only add to the
refinement of his establishment, but increase its
custom by providing the patrons with refreshment
during their hours of relaxation from business,
came to terms with him. We were to furnish
everything and give him ten per cent. of our
gross receipts for rent, it being verbally under-
stood that if either Badger or myself came to an
untimely death at the hands of any of his attachés
the person so offending should be discharged from
his service at once.

Nothing could be more satisfactory than this
arrangement, so I at once set about the decora-
tion of our café, while Badger went off in search
of an old Mexican woman, said to be an expert in
the manufacture of coffee and pies. The construc-
tion of our stand was simple and effective: a large
dry-goods box on which two boards were placed so
as to reach the bar-counter made a permanent and
secure foundation for the reception of our viands.
The boards were tastefully draped and masked
with Turkey-red reaching to the floor. Broad
sheets of white paper were spread over the top,
and on the right, next the counter, stood a large
and elaborate tin coffee-urn, and beneath it an
alcohol lamp emitting a beautiful blue flame. This
monument was surrounded by a dozen old cups
and saucers, in which, placed at right angles,
gleamed a corresponding number of shining

spoons, giving a puré German-silver flavor to
5%
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everything they touched. A fat sugar-bowl and
an attenuated milk-pitcher completed the coffee
service. Four flat pies, two pyramids of sand-
wiches, a box of cheap cigars tilted up on a brick,
and a large plate of home-made Mexican cakes
completed the assortment. Among the dainty
articles which adorned our counter were some
large, round, burnt-sienna-looking cakes called
mandillos. I think they must have been indig-
enous to the soil of Mexico, for I rejoice to know
that I never saw one anywhere else. They were
sparingly sprinkled with dry currants, and glazed
on top with some sticky stuff that never dried
during the whole summer: if an unlucky fly lit on
one of these delicacies his doom was sealed. I
have no idea what they tasted like, for I never
had the courage to try one; nor did I ever know
a customer who ventured on one for the second
time. One gentleman,—an epicure from Texas,—
said that he would not mind giving one a trial if
he could be sure which were the currants and
which were the flies. This kind of pleasantry
we could afford to smile at, but when a ranger
remarked on one occasion that any man who
would sell such things ought to be shot, we
decided — for the sake of our customers —that
we would remove this objectionable feature from
our bill of fare; so the cakes were forthwith
banished to the top shelf, well out of sight, and
utilized as fly-traps for the rest of the season.
When our arrangements were first completed
Badger and I stood with folded arms at the far
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end of the long room, contemplating the effect
with pride and satisfaction. It was now about
time for the doors to open. We were quite nerv-
ous and excited; for, in the innocence of our
natures, we expected a great rush from the public.
Our spirits were somewhat dampened, therefore,
to find that no one seemed to know or care any-
thing about us or the new venture in which nearly
all of our available cash was invested.

As the day wore on, stragglers dropped in one
by one; blear-eyed gamblers, freshly shaved, with
shaky hands and gloomy looks, called for their
morning cocktail at the bar. Now and then we
caught a stray customer: our coffee, clear and
strong, was a great success; and the pies did
pretty well, too, but the *Colorado Claros” were
a dead failure. Our point now was to watch the
public; if an article was not in demand we dis-
carded it at once, and offered another in its place.
By these tactics, before the week was over, the
cash returns were more than satisfactory. My
partner and myself conformed to the regular busi-
ness hours of the establishment: at about three
oclock aA. M. the order to close was given, and
“Vamoose ! ” was shouted by the stentorian lungs
of the proprietor. The roulette ceased to revolve,
the dice were discarded, the faro cloth was rolled
up, and our alcohol lamp was extinguished. Those
members of the sporting fraternity who could stand
on their feet reeled home (?), and those who could
not were dragged along the sanded floor and
deposited on the sidewalk; the candles were
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blown out and the doors of ‘“The Grand Span-
ish Saloon” were closed to the world. Badger
and I would trudge to our room arm in arm,
carrying our money in a shot-bag between us,
and each armed with a Colt’s patent “ pepper-
caster.”

The dwelling-houses in Matamoras were gen-
erally one story high, built of brick, plastered, and
painted yellow; one door and an iron-barred win-
dow in front on the street, and the same at the
back, leading to a courtyard which was used in
common by the occupants of the house for wash-
ing, ironing, cooking, and eating. We occupied
one of these establishments.

In.the morning little tables, with white cloths,
were brought out and set for breakfast in the
open air. The different families would sit at them
and drink their hot coffee, eat their fruit and bread,
smoke their cigarettes, and talk away as gaily as if
no war were going on. The courtyards were en-
tered by a large gate, and hired out to passing
caravans of muleteers or rancheros, who occupied
the middle of the space. Here they also took their
meals and sold their fruit, vegetables, chickens,
and dry-goods of cheap and gaudy-colored stuffs,
Mexican blankets, sombreros, and baskets. The
courtyard at night was a lovely sight. The little
houses surrounding it were all lighted up within,
the doors wide open so that we could see the
families, men, women, and children, knitting,
smoking, dancing, singing, and playing cards—
always for money (everybody gambled in Mex-
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ico); and groups of muleteers in the center were
seated around their camp-fire, which would blaze
and shed its light over the scene. I had a great
fondness for this locality, for here I met my first
love. Her mother was a full-blooded Mexican, but
her father must have been pure Castilian, for the
girl was not only beautiful, but her features were
aristocratic. She had the prettiest little feet and
hands that could be imagined. Her merry black
eyes fairly danced and sparkled with brilliancy,
and when laughing she would throw her head
back in ecstasy, showing two rows of pearly teeth.
Metta — that was her name —was as wild and
graceful as a deer. I was quite in love with her at
first sight, and when she began to teach me to
play the guitar and smoke cigarettes I was entirely
captured. She had that rich, olive complexion that
one sees in a pale Key West cigar, and, like that
article, was about half Spanish. Her great delight
was to make a full half-dozen of her Mexican
sweethearts jealous by flirting with me; but as
she spoke not a word of English, and I was en-
tirely ignorant of Spanish, we could only make
eyes and smile at each other. Perhaps this was
all for the best, because had it been otherwise I
am afraid that, though I was only eighteen, my
.mother would have been astonished with a Mexican
daughter-in-law before we left the country.

Our business aftairs were flourishing at the
saloon, and but for a strong propensity that my
speculative partner had for trying his luck at
the side tables now and then, we should have
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made a small fortune. Of course there was a
heavy risk of life and property in such a place, as
the frequenters of the “Grand Spanish” were
more numerous than select, and, to paraphrase
an old saying, “when the rum was in, the knife
was out.” Several times the firm had dodged
under the counter to escape contact with a stray
bullet, and on one occasion the offending coffee-
urn had been fatally shot.

I now divided my time between attention to
commerce and learning the Spanish language
from Metta, but I am afraid it was a case of
pleasure before business. She was the most inno-
cent, simple child of nature that I ever saw, and
yet, with all her modesty, a perfect miniature
coquette. She would jump for joy and clap her
little hands together if she only could contrive to
make any of her lovers jealous. The scowling
brows of one of her native admirers, together with
the liberal display of a small arsenal of uncon-
cealed weapons encircling his waist, always gave
me a disagreeable turn, and at these times I would
insist on Metta’s not lavishing so much public
attention on me. I never saw the fellow’s dark
eyes glaring at me but there came up a vision of
that old engraving of the Spanish lady on a moon-
light night smiling from her window on her favor-
ite lover, and a melodramatic-looking rival in the
background peering around the corner and grasp-
ing a stiletto as big as a hand-saw, ready to stab
the accepted lover in the back.

A noted character on the border line in those
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days, one Buck Wallace, was a frequenter of this
place —a lump of good nature and kindness when
unmolested, but the demon in him once aroused,
a desperate and dangerous man. He was a
Philadelphian by birth; and as that was my
native city, Wallace and I struck up a great
friendship, though he was full thirty years my
senior. He was an interesting fellow, with a
strange mixture of tenderness and ferocity. His
life had been an adventurous and romantic one;
as a boy, he had served under Captain James
Bowie, after whom the famous bowie-knife is
named, and was with Davy Crockett at the fall
of the Alamo. After the assassination of Crockett
and Bowie by the Mexicans, Wallace returned to
Philadelphia, and, as extremes meet, strangely
enough married a beautiful young Quakeress.
He now resolved to settle down and lead a
steady life, but the City of Brotherly Love was
a trifle too peaceful for his belligerent nature; so,
taking his young wife on his arm, he again sought
the border, squatting on a ranch in the heart of
a wild and lonely spot on the banks of the Nueces.
This river marked the fighting line between Mex-
ico and Texas, so it was congenial soil for “Bully
Buck,” as he was familiarly called, though I am
afraid the friendly spirit of his gentle wife was
often shocked by his deeds of daring. He used to
talk to me of this sweet lady and their only child
with tears in his eyes, for he was a loving savage.
They had been cruelly murdered by the Comanche
Indians during the absence of Wallace from his



76 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

home. This crazed him for several months, and
when he came to himself a morbid craving for
revenge took possession of him. It is said that if
Buck met a Comanche alone, it was all up with
the redskin. His knowledge of the country made
him of much importance at this time to the United
States Government, by whom he was employed as
spy, scout, ranger, and detective; his bold nature
won for him the admiration of his friends and the
fear of his enemies. He had in his way educated
himself, and was very fond of quoting poetry of
the morbid and romantic order. Byron’s “Cor-
sair,” Poe’s “Raven,” and Scott’s Highland tales
were special favorites with him; but he had a
thorough contempt for Cooper’s novels, and put
no faith in the existence of “Boston Indians.”
One evening,— the last on earth for him, poor
fellow | — just as the candles were lighted and the
games in the “Grand Saloon” were in full play,
Wallace, without hat or coat and with his hair
disheveled, rushed wildly into the room. He
shouted to the crowd: “Give me a knife or a
pistol, for God’s sake, quick, or I 'm gone!”
Everybody started to his feet; the man was so
well known that the sound of his voice and his
desperate appearance seemed to terrify the crowd.
In the midst of the confusion three dark-looking
Mexicans rushed into the room and began a furi-
ous attack upon Wallace. He was unarmed, and,
seizing a chair, he fought desperately for his life.
He felled the first man to the ground, but before
he could turn he was stabbed to the heart by one
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of his other assailants and fell heavily to the floor;
the assassins, brandishing their knives, cleared a
way through the crowd and escaped. This was
the darkest tragedy I had yet seen, and that
night, as I turned the matter over in my mind,
I felt that, however congenial this atmosphere
might be for a Texan ranger, it was no place for
a legitimate comedian. So I proposed to Badger
that we should at once hunt up some Mexican
having a commercial turn of mind and sell out.
This was easily done; the business was a thriv-
ing one, and the death of poor Wallace seemed
to have made the place more popular. So we sold
the good-will, divided our capital, and dissolved.

I had to break the dreadful tidings to Metta
that I must go away. I do not think she cared
half so much for me as I did for her; but when
she realized the fact that I was about to “va-
moose” she got up quite a little scene. Through
our interpreter I told her I should soon make
my fortune and return to her to claim her as my
bride, and bear her off with the whole family —
there were sixteen of them —to my own country.
It was pretty hard to make her understand that
there was any other country but the one she was
living in: she had often wondered where I and
all the other cruel people had come from to make
war on her family, and always fancied that the
little town where she was born was the all and
end of everything. In fact, Metta in Matamoras
was like the minnow in the brook — she ‘“knew not-
of the sea to which the brook was flowing.”
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The parting between Metta and myself was very
affecting ; her mother and all her little barefooted
brothers were weeping away in the Mexican
tongue as I departed. In a month after that I
had quite forgotten Metta, and the chances are
that within a year she had allied herself to that
animated arsenal, the dark-eyed rival.

We had a permit to leave Matamoras in one of
the Government boats that was taking back
wounded soldiers to Brazos Santiago. Many of
the poor fellows were on board, and, having left
various members of their bodies on the battle-fields
of Mexico, they were anxious to get what was
left of them home as soon as possible. I was an
eye-witness to much of the suffering; the water,
the climate, the blazing sun, and the drenching
rain thinned their ranks with more effect than
Mexican valor could have done. One by one they
dropped off, and by the time we reached Brazos
Santiago there were but few left alive. Here we
left the Government steamer and took passage on
a brig bound for New Orleans.

I am not aware as to how attractive their places
of business may be to the members of other pro-
fessions, but when I was a youth the first place
an actor sought out when he arrived in town was
the theater. Actors seemed to be in love with
their vocation and fluttered about the footlights, .
whether they had anything to do or not. I scarcely
think that the attachment is so strong to-day, and
there are many reasons, too, why it should not be
so. At the time of which I write actors mixed
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but little with the public and seldom went into
society. Salaries were small, so they could not
afford expensive amusements, and I cannot call to
mind that there was a dramatic club in America.
Now they have their yachts, their horses, their
clubs, and their country homes. Then their only
place of rendezvous was the theater.

It is not to be wondered at, then, that on our
arrival in New Orleans the brig we came in had
scarcely touched the wharf when I leaped ashore
and bought a morning paper to see what theater
was open. At the St. Charles —still under the
management of Ludlow & Smith — there was
announced the “Tragedy of King Richard IIL.”
from the original text, the stars being Mr. and
Mrs. James W. Wallack, Jr., who appeared as
the Duke of Gloster and Queen FElizabeth, the
evening’s entertainment concluding with the farce
of “A Kiss in the Dark,” with the then rising
young comedian John E. Owens as M7. Pittibone.
Of course I went at once to the theater. As I had
acted there the season before, I knew all of the
attachés and most of the company, and I naturally
expected to be something of a lion, having just
returned from the seat of war. In this, however,
I was somewhat disappointed; for as I had arrived
in a sailing vessel, they knew more of the conflict
than I did. That night I saw the performance.
James W. Wallack, Jr.,! was in those days at his
best. Young, vigorous, and handsome, he was

150 called to distinguish him from his uncle, who was the
father of Lester Wallack.
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the most romantic-looking actor I ever saw; there
was a dash and spirit in his carriage, too, that was
charming. I say he was at his best in those days,
because in after years the acting of Macready,
whom as an artist he idolized, had an unfortunate
influence upon him, as he ultimately became im-
bued with the mannerisms of the English tragedian,
which were so marked that they marred the nat-
ural grace of the imitator. All who remember
Mrs. James W. Wallack, Jr., will attest the force
of her tragic acting. In the quality of queenly
dignity I think she even surpassed Charlotte
Cushman, though she lacked perhaps the spirit
and fire of the latter. War usually increases the
nightly receipts of the theater, but the struggle
with Mexico seemed to have a contrary effect. So
I remember that, though the bill would have been
considered an attractive one under the usual con-
dition of public affairs, the audience was small.
The American Theater, then under the manage-
ment of James Place, was not open, but the com-
pany was still in town, and there were as many
actors as citizens in front.

The play was finely acted but indifferently
mounted, the armies of York and Lancaster
being wretchedly equipped and quite limited as
to quality and quantity. The faint and unmilitary
efforts that they made to march with time and
precision gave them anything but a warlike aspect.
In keeping step there was a glaring difference of
opinion, the pursuing army treading more upon
their own heels than upon those of the enemy,
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and in the final collision there was a friendly
tapping of tin spears on pasteboard helmets that
told too plainly of a bloodless battle.

But the really furious fight between Rzckard and
Richmond made amends for the docility of the rank
and file. Wallack was a superb swordsman, and I
do not remember to have seen a stage combat fought
with finer effect.

I had for the last year at least been buffeting
about in barns and tents, so that anything like a
legitimate production was a great treat. But my
chief interest on this occasion was centered in
the farce, and my thoughts were dwelling on the
approaching efforts of the rising young comedian
—and why not? Was I not a rising young com-
edian myself? I certainly had reached that height
in my own estimation, at least, and I felt a burning
desire that a time should come when some news-
paper would proclaim it for me as the New Orleans
¢ Picayune ” had that day announced it for Owens.

At last he came, and certainly he conquered.
As he entered briskly upon the stage, humming
a sprightly song, I thought him the handsomest
low comedian I had ever seen. He had a neat,
dapper little figure, and a face full of lively expres-
sion. His audience was with him from first to last,
his effective style and great flow of animal spirits
capturing them and myself too— though I must
confess that I had a hard struggle even inwardly
to acknowledge it. :

As I look back and call to mind the slight touch

of envy that I felt that night, I am afraid that I had
6
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hoped to see something not quite so good, and was
a little annoyed to find him such a capital actor;
in short, I experienced those unpleasant twinges
of jealousy that will creep over us during the
moments when we are not at our best— though
these feelings may occasionally produce a good
result. In me, I know, it stirred up the first great
ambition that I remember ever to have felt, and
from that night of pleasure and excitement I re-
solved to equal Owens some day, if I could.
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CHAPTER 1V

EARLY DAYS IN PHILADELPHIA AND NEW YORK

Crossing the Alleghanies — My Friend the Scene
Painter— William E. Burton— An Efort in
Greek Tragedy — Charies Burke

should remain in New Orleans with some old

friends while I went to join my half-brother
in Philadelphia. He had been urging us for some
time to come to the North, writing that arrange-
ments were made for me to act the second comedy
to himself and W. E. Burton, then manager of the
Arch Street Theater. My mother was banker, and
so had charge of the money. I took enough to
see me to Philadelphia, supposing that no accident
would happen; but before our steamer arrived at
Wheeling the river was blocked with ice, and we
were delayed over a week before we could reach
the line of stages that crossed the Alleghany
Mountains.

IT was now decided that my mother and sister

83
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Some of the old folks of to-day, who live only in
the past and stolidly witness the improvements of
the present, passing no remarks upon them except
when there is an opportunity to condemn, are
always preaching about the delights of the olden
time and extolling the comforts of the stage-coach.
I will describe, by way of contrast with travel of
the present day, how the Alleghany Mountains
were crossed in 1846.

It was midwinter when we arrived at Wheeling.
Our steamboat was tied to the wharf about three
o'clock in the morning, and as the stage-coach was
to start at five no one thought of going to bed, so
we wended our way along the frozen streets to
secure through tickets to Philadelphia. The morn-
ing was pitch-dark and bitter cold — that damp,
penetrating weather piercing wraps and overcoats
until it reaches the very marrow in one’s bones.

We got to the little den, by courtesy called the
“office,” where we found a half-dozen more passen-
gers equally damp, cold, and ill-natured with our-
selves, There was a handful of coal burning in a
very small grate, about which were grouped the
round-shouldered, unsympathetic people who were
to be our fellow-travelers. They glanced at us as
we entered, and, closing up all the open space near
the fire, said as plainly as they could without speak-
ing: “You don’t getin here, we can tell you. You
have no right to travel in our coach, anyhow.”

At one side there was a small table on which
stood a large coffee-pot, some white cups and
saucers, a plate of sausages,— frozen stiff,—and
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an unattractive loaf of bread; behind this ban-
quet was a tall darky, leaning against the wall
and fast asleep. Here he remained undisturbed,
not only because his refreshments were not tempt-
ing, but because we were given to understand
that we could get a good breakfast twenty miles
from Wheeling. At the appointed time the heavy
old coach came up and we all climbed in. As
our places were not designated on the ticket, we
stowed ourselves in pell-mell, and [ presume no
one got the seat he wanted.

A short way from town there was a long hill up
which the horses toiled, so this gave the inmates
of the coach time to settle themselves down for
a quiet nap. One snore after another announced
the accomplishment of this feat, and in a few
minutes at least six out of the nine passengers
were oblivious of their miserable condition. I
never before had so fine an opportunity to study
the philosophy of snoring. A large, fat man
opposite me had a short, angry snore; at one
time he snored so loudly that he woke himself
up, and he had the impudence to glare about at
the company as though he hoped they would not
make that noise again. The old lady who was
crushing me up in the corner snored deeply and
contentedly. Some one off in a dark corner, whom
I could not see, had a genial way of joining in, as
though he snored merely to oblige the passen-
gers; but the grand, original musician of the
party sat opposite me. I never heard anything
approaching him, either for quality or for compass.

&
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It was a back-action snore that began in a bold
agitato movement, suddenly brought up with a
jerk, and terminated in a low whistle. As the
coach steadily moved up the hill the band was in
full play. The summit gained, there was a sharp
crack of the whip, the horses started, and as every-
body was jerked violently backward, snoring gave
place to oaths and pshaws and jolting about. As
soon, however, as we got used to this sensation,
the chorus began again; and as I was quite over-
come and tired, I joined in until the coach came to
a full stop at the stable where the horses were to
be changed. The sun now rose, and came in at
all sorts of places, waking and blinding everybody.
What a discontented and unhappy lot we were!
and how we all hated one another!

Breakfast at last! Ah, hot coffee, ham and eggs,
and buckwheat cakes! The meal was not half
over before we were a band of brothers. We could
not do enough for one another, and all was har-
mony and peace. Of course, under these conditions,
we became more familiar, and one vied with another
in making the time pass agreeably.

Two gentlemen pitted themselves against each
other in telling funny stories. Their talents and
qualities in this respect differed very widely: one
invariably began his anecdotes by telling the joke
first and then relating the story, whereas the other
told his tale in a capital way until he came to the
point, and that he never could remember. The
fat man sang a sentimental song about ¢ My
Mother, Oh, my Mother.” His voice was not bad
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if he had only kept in one key, but his natural inde-
pendence set all such trifles at defiance, and in his
most extravagant wanderings he would look about
with an expression of countenance which clearly ad-
monished us not to give him anyadvice in thematter.

Of course I was expected to contribute my share
of amusement, particularly as it leaked out that I
was a young actor; in fact, I should have been
offended if they had not pressed me. I sang a
comic song about “The Good Old Days of Adam
and Eve,” the passengers liberally joining in the
chorus. I followed this up with some bad imita-
tions of Forrest and Booth. These seemed to give
great satisfaction, the old lady exclaiming that the
imitations were wonderful; but as it afterwards
turned out that she had never seen the originals,
her criticism must be received with some caution.
The day rolled slowly away, and as the darkness
came on a mountain storm of snow and driving
wind enveloped us. As we ascended the mountain
the cold became intense.

It was rather late in the night when we arrived
at the supper station, as in consequence of the
slippery state of the roads we were fully three
hours behind time; but the cheerful look of the
dining-room, with its huge blazing fire of logs,
repaid us for all the suffering we had endured.
We found that a large pile of bricks was being
heated for us in front of the fireplace: these com-
forting articles were intended for our feet in the
coach, and nothing, not even the supper could
have been more welcome.



88 THE A4UTOBIOGRAPHY

The horses changed and the passengers aboard,
we were again ready for our journey—more peril-
ous now than ever, for as we reached the summit
of the mountain the storm increased in its fury.
At times we thought the stage would blow over;
the icy roads caused the horses to slip, and several
times the leaders went down. It was a night to be
remembered. A little after daylight we rolled into
the town of Cumberland, the terminus of the stage

line and the beginning of the railroad. Shivering

and benumbed with cold, we alighted and sought
the hotel for warmth and shelter. The driver of the
coach was frozen stiff and had to be assisted down
from the box. Another hour on the road would
have been fatal to him.

Twenty-four hours of suffering and peril took us
from Wheeling to Cumberland —a journey now
made in six, with a comfortable bed to lie on and
a warm sleeping-car for shelter.

A reunion with my brother was always delight-
ful. We took the greatest pleasure in each other’s
society, and he seemed never tired of making any
sacrifices for my advancement, and, while we were
both acting at the Arch, would often persuade Mr.
Burton to cast me for parts far beyond my reach.

At the end of the season Burke joined the Bow-
ery Theater in New York, and I was installed in
his place at the Arch. I was destined to meet
in this theater one of my oldest and dearest
friends, Tom Glessing. Dear Tom! as I write
your name how my thoughts run back to the
olden time—not that we were happier then in
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each other’s friendship, for it is a great comfort to
reflect that throughout the many years we knew
each other our affection never weakened.

Tom was the scenic artist of the Arch Street
Theater, and noted for great rapidity in the exe-
cution of his work. The same generous nature that
prompted him to lavish all he had upon his friends
rendered him equally prodigal in the use of paint;
he wasted more than he used, and bespattered
everything and everybody, himself included. Such
was the generosity of his double-pound brush, that
it scattered benevolence in all directions, and woe
betide his dearest friend if ever he came within the
circumference of its bounty! His was the loudest
and the heartiest laugh I ever heard. Nor had he
any control over it, and often during the quiet
scene of some play that was in preparation his
boisterous roar of merriment would burst forth
from the paint-room and, echoing through the
theater, upset the serious business of the play.
At such times the stage-manager would have to
assert his authority, and demand of Glessing that
he should stop that ‘dreadful roar” in order
that the rehearsal might go on. If he had a fault
it was that he was a trifle mischievous, and his
enjoyment of a practical joke, played on any one of
his companions, was delightful to behold: when
he tried to tell of it he would laugh so immoder-
ately that one could never understand half he said.
Fortunately, none of his pranks resulted seriously,
except sometimes to himself; and when recounting
some of the mishaps that had befallen him, in con-
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sequence of indulging too freely in his sport, he
seemed to enjoy his own discomfiture quite as
much as that of the other party. Practical jokers,
like physicians, seldom take their own prescrip-
tions with pleasure; but Tom was an exception,
and would even delight in being the victim of the
game.

I recall the first time we met in the paint-room :
he was hard at work, splashing in a turbulent
ocean with angry billows breaking upon the rocks.
The storm was very severe, and the artist must
have had a narrow escape, for he was so bespat-
tered with spray that he seemed to have been
battling with the breakers.

We were friends from the first moment. Sincere
attachments usually begin at the beginning. He
had but one sorrow—it was a domestic one—and
he bore it nobly, never uttering a word against
those who had caused his unhappiness. Years
afterward he married again, and so happily that
it repaid him for the trouble he had passed through
in his youth. Gaiety became contagious in his
presence, and cheerfulness followed in his wake.
He dreaded to look upon the serious side of life,
for his nature was so sympathetic that he suffered
the pangs of others, and at the mere recital of
human grief his eyes would fill with tears. He
was fond of acting, and could n’t act a bit, poor
fellow | — but it was delicious to hear him recount
his failures.

Mr. Burton had married Tom’s sister, and he
and Glessing traveled together through the South
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on one of the comedian’s starring trips. In Nat-
chez, Mississippi, the manager offered to give
Tom a benefit if he could prevail upon Mr. Burton
to play for him. This was arranged, and for two
days he practiced the speech he intended to de-
liver in front of the curtain, as a tribute of grati-
tude to a generous public. He had written it out,
and had sat up all the previous night to commit it
to memory. It began, ““Being totally unprepared
for the honor you have done me.” After rehearsal
he walked out to the edge of the town, so that he
could practice it in the open air, where he could
elevate his voice without disturbing the citizens.
On his way towards the woods he met a drunken
Indian, who was staggering from side to side in
the road, and flourishing an empty whisky-bottle
at the white man in general and Glessing in par-
ticular. When any one is anxious to avoid a
drunken man, by some strange fascination the
intoxicated person invariably makes directly for
him; you may look the other way, or pretend to
be unconscious of his existence, but it ’s of no
use : he will introduce himself. The Indian was no
exception; for though poor Tom, who was fright-
ened to death, whistled a lively tune and looked up
at the tops of the trees, the gentle savage would
not be avoided.

“Hey ! you white man, look me too. Me good
Indian, good Indian. Yes, ah?” said the red
man.

To which Tom assented at once, most emphati-
cally: “Certainly, you are a splendid Injun;
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you ’'re as good—1 may say you are the best
Injun I ever saw.”

«“You think me drunk, eh?”

«Drunk !” said Tom. “No. Let me hear any
one dare to say you 're drunk, and I’ll kill him.
Give me that bottle and I Il kill him with that.”,

«“No; me am drunk,” said the savage, glaring
fiercely at Tom.

“You may be a little drunk, but not much —
just enough, eh?” said Tom, desirous of agreeing
to anything under the circumstances. The Indian
became sullen and moody, as if brooding on the
wrongs that the white man had inflicted on
his ancestors, when it suddenly occurred to Tom
that the United States Government, when the In-
dians got troublesome, always softened their anger
by the bestowal of costly presents; so, offering a
dollar to the chief, Tom bade him return to his
wigwam and take some whisky home to his squaw
and papoose. The offering was accepted, and had
the desired effect. After two or three affectionate
embraces they parted, and Tom got away in the
opposite direction.

Finding himself once more alone, and in a
secluded spot, he began to go through his speech.
He tried various methods, first the cheerful;
stepping forward with bright, jaunty manner, he
raised his voice in a high key: “ Ladies and gentle-
men, being totally unprepared for this honor.” On
second thought, it appeared to him that his manner
was a little too free and undignified, so he now
assumed the grave and thoughtful. Placing one
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hand in his breast, and pulling his hair over his
eyes, to give him a poetic and dreamy air, he paced
slowly forward, and in a solemn, deep voice began
again: “Ladies and gentlemen, being totally un-
prepared”— Just at this point he raised his eyes
and observed the astonished heads of two farmers
peering over the rails of a worm fence. He imme-
diately gathered up his hat and manuscripts and
started for the town at a brisk pace; but remem-
bering that the “good Injun” might be in ambush
awaiting his return, he was forced to skirt the town
for miles before he reached his hotel.

He would go on by the hour and tell such stories,
and was always the most pleased when he was the
hero of them and placed in some absurd position.

About this time I was haunted by a professional
borrower. Just eighteen, and in the reteipt of
what was considered in those days a fair salary, I
was a shining mark for his skill, though I was such
easy game that I think he held me in slight con-
tempt. But, for all this, he was crafty enough to
impress me with the simplicity of his nature, and
what a toy and plaything he had been for fortune’s
sport! He was a dreadfully bad actor on the stage,
but a star of the first magnitude in private life; so
much so that for many weeks he tortured and de-
frauded me with the ease and confidence of a
master.

Conventional beggars are as conventional as any
other professionals. That time-honored custom of
assuming a nervous and uncertain manner, as if this
was the first time they were placed in such a posi-
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tion, is a favorite attitude with them; while in
reality they are cool and collected. My tormentor
was an expert, and his costume quite a study for an
amateur in the business. Although his ample shoes
were full of gaping wounds, they shone with a high
polish that any man might feel proud of ; and if his
tall hat was a trifle weak, it had a gloomy, ruined-
tower look that won him respect from strangers;
and his clothes were of a shabby black, just * sick-
lied o’er with the pale cast” of time. Sometimes
he would meet me with a sad, sweet smile, clasping
my hand warmly, and regarding me as if I was the
one ray of light that illumined his gloomy path. I
believe he once said these very words; at all events
he looked them, and at times I really thought I
was. The first thing a sly old rascal like this does
is to stidy the weak points of his victims; and he
knew mine better than I did. He had a large
supply of tears that he could turn on at will, and
after getting under a full headway of grief he
would revolve slowly and dry his eyes with his
back to me. I used to imagine that he did this so
that I might not observe him weep; but since
then I have thought differently of it.

He knew perfectly well when salary day came,
and would waylay me at the stage door. On these
occasions he would assume a surprised and startled
look, as if we had met quite by accident; and then
he would exclaim, in a half-retrospective tone,
“Dear me! dear me! it must be nearly a week
since we last met.” It was just a week, to the
minute, and he knew it, the villain! At such times
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Tom Glessing would fairly revel in my discomfit-
ure. If he saw that my tormentor had button-
holed me on the corner, he would delight in passing
close to us with an “Ah, how areyou? At itagain,
eh?” And on he would go, fairly holding his sides
with laughter, while my “corkscrew,” as Glessing
used to call him, was drawing the dollar notes out
of my pocket, one by one. The most provoking
thing about the fellow was the air of patronage he
assumed when negotiating a loan in our early
transactions he used to make me feel that he was
doing me an immense favor by levying these little
drafts on my slender income. He would begin by
saying that if it were not for the regard he had
formerly felt for my father he would not demean
himself by sinking so low. I put up with this for
some time, not out of any charity, for I had gradu-
ally lost all respect or pity for him, but from a kind
of fear. He had an overawing and at the same
time despairing look that quite terrified me, and as
lately he had hinted that the time was drawing near
when he thought of trying his luck in the Delaware,
I really feared he might commit suicide.

I can hardly describe what I suffered from the
persecutions of this man, and it was nothing but a
sense of shame at being the dupe of such a low
fellow that determined me to break my bondage
and turn from him. When he saw that I made a
bold stand against him he became abusive ; finding
that this did not have the desired effect he lapsed
into the dismal, whining and mourning over his
crushed feelings and lamenting his personal degra-
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dation. But I had discovered his cloven foot, and
it was too late for him to attempt further im-
posture.

Such men are to be found in all grades of life,
and they are usually adroit and cunning fellows,
attacking their victims right and left, and using just
the sort of weapons that are the most difficult to
parry. They lie in ambush for the innocent trav-
eler, and suddenly pounce upon him with a well-
told tale, so got by rote, and so often rehearsed,
that they act the part of injured innocence to the
life. If the victim be timid he is lost, for they
recognize his nervousness at once, and browbeat
him out of his benevolence.

This vile weed — the borrower — grows and lux-
uriates in all the capitals of States and countries.
The ever-changing soil of fresh visitation seems
well adapted to nourish it. Sometimes women
indulge in this practice, but not often; you are at
least safer with them than with the men, particu-
larly if they are old. A feeble old mendicant gen-
erally uses her collection for some purpose that
gives her comfort at least. Coal, tea, and warm
worsted stockings are necessary, and they must
and should have them; but the man has many
avenues through which he can filter your bounty—
the gaming-table, the bar-room, and worse.

If Mr. Burton was not at this time a fixed star,
he was certainly a managerial planet of the first
magnitude, and in this position was naturally sur-
rounded by a number of small satellites that basked
in the moonshine of his affection. These lesser

-
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lights seemed to gyrate in eccentric orbits, generally
going out of their way to carry tales to their superior.

Nothing is more distressing to the members of a
stock company than to have spies set upon them
who eavesdrop and report every little trifle to the
'manager. It is natural that the occupants of the
dressing-room, and even of the greenroom, when
the manager is not present, should now and then
indulge in the harmless amusement of criticizing
and even censuring the policy of the theater; it
serves to pass away the time between long waits,
and, like Doctor Ollapod’s small dose of magnesia,
does ‘“ neither harm nor good.”

The tale-bearing element in Mr. Burton’s the-
ater was fully organized under the generalship of
one of the most ingenious informers that I have
ever met with. If I do not speak affectionately of
this gentleman, it is because I was at that time
smarting under the effects of one of his secret-
service reports to the Star-chamber, to which
apartment I had been summoned on a charge of
“contemplated desertion.” It seems that I had
been incautiously bragging among my comrades
in the dressing-room of a large offer I had re-
ceived to leave the Arch and join Mr. Killmist
at his theater in Washington, stating that I was
shortly going to send in my resignation to Mr.
Burton. I had also been abusing the manage-
ment, both criticizing and condemning its short-
sighted policy; and though there was no stated
reward offered for the exposure of such offenses,
the informer was anxious to get me out of the

7
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theater, looking for his compensation in being
cast for some of the good parts that were already
in my possession.

I was ushered into the manager’s office by the
call-boy, and stood there like a prisoner ready to
be sentenced to the rack for daring to express my
opinion of the “powers that be.” Mr. Burton sat
in state at the farther end of a long table, sup-
ported on each side by his stage-manager and
the prompter; this august tribunal frowned on me
with a most discharging countenance as I stood
before it. The scene as I look back at it seems
comical enough, but just at that time it was a seri-
ous matter for me, as my prospective engagement
was not positively settled, and under the most fa-
vorable circumstances could not be entered upon
short of two months, and a dismissal just at that
time would have been financially inconvenient.
The accusation of a “contemplated desertion ”
being made, I demanded the name of the informer.
This being withheld, I declined to make any an-
swer to the charge. Those who remember Mr.
Burton’s face will recall its wonderfully comical
expression, even when he was serious; but when
he assumed a look of injured innocence the effect
was irresistible. I did not dare laugh then, but
I do enjoy it now when I think of it. The exami-
nation proceeded, and on the first question being
again put I acknowledged the fact point-blank,
stating also that being engaged for no stated
length of time I intended to give the customary
notice and to resign.
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The manager demanded to know on what
grounds I presumed to take such a step without
first consulting him. I told him that I had been
offered double the salary I was then receiving.
Upon his asking who made me worth “double
the salary,” I replied that I was quite willing to
admit that he did, and proposed that he should
give it to me. At this rather impertinent remark
he waxed wroth, and said I was not worth it, and
never would be worth it, but that I had been
insubordinate and disloyal to him, and that he
should take legal steps to prevent my appearing
at any other theater if I left him.

There is no doubt that Mr. Burton thought that
his denunciation and threats of an action would
crush me, but he knew little of human nature, for
I now went up at least one hundred per cent. in my
own estimation. The very thought of being threat-
ened with a lawsuit made me feel at least an inch
taller. I, who up to the present time had thought -
myself of small consequence, threatened with an
action for breach of contract! It was delightful;
and I have no doubt that I drew myself up with
much dignity as I informed him that he could pur-
sue whatever course he pleased in the matter —
swaggering out of the room with the defiant air of
a “heavy villain.”

Of course quite a little knot of actors were wait-
ing at the back door to hear the result of the trial
and learn the verdict of the judge. When I in-
formed them with a lofty pride that I presumed
the affair would end in a lawsuit, they were
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amazed. If they had never envied me before,
they certainly did now. It was not a hanging
matter, and the most serious result could not go
beyond “damages for the plaintiff”; and what
actor of my position in those days could ever have
afforded to pay damages? We might have dreaded
a long vacation in the summer, or quaked at the
rebuke of a dramatic critic, but the law! So far
as damages were concerned, we defied it! The
case, however, never came to trial; for about a
week after this the Washington theater was de-
stroyed by fire, and I was only too glad to remain
where I was without double the salary.

As an actor of the old broad farce-comedy Mr.
Burton certainly had no equal in his day, and his
dramatic pictures of the characters of Dickens
would have amazed the author if he had been so
fortunate as to see them. Caplainz Cuttle and
Micawber were his greatest achievements; his face
was a huge map on which was written every emo-
tion that he felt; there was no mistaking the
meaning of each expression. His entrance as Vaz
Dunder, in the drama of ¢“The Dutch Governor;
or, 'T would puzzle a Conjuror,” was a comic pict-
ure so full of genius that it stamped itself indelibly
on the mind, an effect never to be forgotten. The
great stupid face was a blank. The heavy cheeks
hung down stolidly on each side of a half-opened
mouth ; the large, expressionless eyes seemed to
look hopelessly for some gleam of intelligence.
There he stood, the incarnation of pompous igno-
rance, with an open letter in his hand. The audi-
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only another way of having it out, and Burton
must have spent a fortune in fees. His humor on
the witness-stand was quite equal to that of Sam
Weller. On one occasion, while the actor was
going through bankruptcy, an eminent lawyer in
Philadelphia thought he detected a desire on Bur-
ton’s part to conceal some facts relative to a large
sum of money that he had made during the pro-
duction of the “ Naiad Queen.” Rising with great
dignity, and glaring fiercely at Burton, he de-
manded, ¢ What became of that money, sir?” The
comedian looked him straight in the face; then
rising in imitation of an attorney, he replied, “ The
lawyers got it.”

During the first season that I acted at the Arch
great preparations were made for the production of
a Greek tragedy, the “Antigone” of Sophocles.
In a theater, as we have seen, there are apt to be
two or three discordant spirits that criticize and con-
demn the course of the management, and I pre-
sume that most public institutions are honored by
small private bands of conspirators; so that on
being confronted by this ancient drama in the green-
room we naturally shrugged our shoulders and
wondered what Mr. Burton meant by it. This
same sublime tragedy of ‘“Antigone” had been
freely translated and acted in Dublin at the Theater
Royal some forty years ago. The audience was
quitebewildered by this performance, andat the close
of the play called for the author ; whether to applaud
or to chastise him does not appear. The manager
came forward to apologize for the absence of Soph-
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ocles, but promised faithfully to produce him if
ever he allowed one of his plays to be acted under
his management again. Notwithstanding that this
Greek tragedy had always failed to attract public
attention, our manager determined to revive this
previously unfortunate drama. It has been said
that Mr. Burton was classically educated ; naturally
he felt justly proud of his scholastic attainments,
and, having a desire to display them, he selected
the Greek tragedy as just the thing for its accom-
plishment. Apart from his undoubted claim to
erudition, he had that wonderful stage tact and
executive ability that thoroughly qualified him for
the management of a theater; so that whether he
had drunk deep at the ¢ Pierian spring ” or not, he
certainly had quenched his thirst at the public foun-
tains, and refreshed himself at all those little intel-
lectual brooks that flow along the roadside of an
actor’s life. This kind of knowledge may be super-
ficial, but it is most useful to an actor-manager.
But to return to ¢ Antigone.” During its re-
hearsals a marked change came over our manager.
In arranging the lighter and more colloquial plays
he was accustomed to be cheerful, and rather
inclined to intersperse his directions with anecdote ;
but now he assumed a dignity strangely at vari-
ance with his usual manner, and we, the company,
who had been in the habit of associating his comical
figure with Paul Pry and Jem Baggs, could scarcely
be expected at this short notice to receive this
change of demeanor with the same solemnity with
which it was given. Of course we did not dare
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exhibit our irreverent feelings, for there is no doubt
that had Mr. Burton detected the slightest attempt
to guy either him or his new venture an immediate
discharge of the offending party would surely have
followed. Tom Glessing, myself, and several minor
members of the company had got hold of some
Greek quotations, and would slyly salute one
another in the classic tongue when we met at the
theater in the morning, always, however, when the
manager’s back was turned; for if in his presence
we had dared talk Greek we should certainly have
walked Spanish.

I was cast for one of the unhappy Chorus,—1
think there were four of us,— and when the curtain
rose a more wretched looking quartet was never
seen. I think the costume we wore was unfortunate,
and added neither to our comfort nor to our per-
sonal appearance. We were crowned with four
evergreen laurel wreaths, which sat unsteadily
upon our heads, and were done up to the chin in
white Grecian togas. Mr. and Mrs. James W.
Wallack, Jr., were in the cast, and for their fine
declamation and classic tableaux were much ap-
plauded ; but when we as the Chorus attempted to
explain what it all meant, the effect upon the audi-
ence was dreadful. _

The failure of this sublime tragedy caused Mr.
Burton to be seriously out of pocket, as well as
out of temper. He blamed first the public, then
the unfortunate Chorus, and, finally, himself.

In domestic matters I had good opportunity of
forming my judgment of Mr. Burton, as we were
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for some time quite intimate, and I often visited
him at his house. The affection he lavished upon
his children was almost feminine in its warmth and
gentleness. He had three lovely little tyrants, who
managed him quite as well as he managed his
theater. They were extremely fond of their father,
and he delighted to walk with his lovely daugh-
ters and show them off. I have often met the
group strolling hand in hand in Franklin Square
on a fine Sunday morning in the spring, the pretty
little girls, tastefully dressed, tossing their heads
and shaking their curls in childish vanity, with their
portly parent looking proudly down upon them.
The Arch, during the time I was under Mr. Bur-
ton’s management, had met with many of those
vicissitudes that were so prevalent in theatrical
ventures when the production of the “Glance at
New York” struck the popular taste of that curi-
ous and uncertain element known as the “public.”
The “public” means in reality nobody; it is an
elastic term ; we are indeed prone to call every one
the public but ourselves. We wonder that the pub-
lic can support this or that trashy entertainment,
forgetting that we have been to see it once, and
perhaps twice. “Life in London,” upon which the
«Glance at New York” was founded, ran for two
seasons in London, when both lords and ladies
went in crowds to witness the vulgarities of low
life; the knocking down of watchmen, the upset-
ting of an old woman’s apple stall, and the dancing
of Dusty Bob and African Sal occupied the atten-
tion and delighted the audience of seventyyears ago.
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Years before, Monk Lewis’s melodrama of ““Cas-
tle Spectre,” a ghostly and ghastly piece of business,
drew crowds of people, to the exclusion of the works
of Shakspere, Sheridan, and Goldsmith. Nonde-
script actors, of the ranting and fantastic school,
were in demand, while the Kembles and a host of
great comedians were playing to empty benches.
Likewise, we find Colley Cibber complaining that
in his day the legitimate drama had fallen so low in
the estimation of the public that he and his com-
pany of fine comedians were put aside and made
subservient to the Italian singers and French ballet
dancers that then flooded England.

We must not always condemn the public of the
present day for these curious characteristics which
seem to have come to them by a legitimate inheri-
tance. Besides, there may be a necessity for this
seeming inconstancy, and it is quite possible that
the mind requires now and then a change of diet
as the stomach does; the palate being satiated
with rich and delicate viands often craves a little
coarser food, if only to assist digestion.

But to return to Mr. Burton and his new vent-
ure. The great success of the “Glance at New
York” caused him to look in that direction him-
self. A full treasury had excited his ambition, so
he proceeded to New York and purchased Palmo’s
Opera House for the purpose of opening it as a
comedy theater. He was an early riser, very in-
dustrious, and extremely temperate. These qual-
ities, combined with energy and an inordinate
ambition to lead, made him a formidable adver-
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sary for Mr. Mitchell, who was then in the very
height of prosperity at the Olympic. This latter
gentleman, like Mr. Burton, was a comedian and
a manager of rare ability; he had surrounded
himself with an excellent company of actors and
actresses, who were so quaint and so well chosen
that the dramatic treats given at the ¢ Little
Olympic” became the rage and talk of the town.
Mr. Burton saw this, and his desire for a dramatic
battle urged him to oppose Mitchell, and this he
did with much force and judgment, bringing to bear
the heaviest theatrical artillery that New York had
ever seen. When [ say that these great guns con-
sisted of William Rufus Blake, Henry Placide, W.
E. Burton, John Brougham, Lester Wallack, Oliver
Raymond, Lysander Thompson, and Charles Burke,
I think that those who remember these extraordi-
nary actors will fully agree with the statement. I
do not think that Lysander Thompson and Charles
Burke were with the company at this time, but
they joined it afterward. In the midst of this
conflict between the managers Mr. Mitchell was
stricken with paralysis; this rendered the contest
still more unequal, and the Little Olympic”
surrendered.

To give some idea of the excellence with which
Mr. Burton’s plays were cast, | may mention that
I saw Shakspere’s comedy of «Twelfth Night”
produced at his theater with Blake as Malvolio,
Placide as the Fool, Burton as Sir Toby Belk,
Lester Wallack as Sir Andrew Agueckeek, and
Miss Weston as PZola. 1 do not believe that this
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play has been acted with greater skill since Shak-
spere wrote it, although there is no denying that,
with regard to scenic effects, costumes, ingenious
stage-management, and elaborate ornamentation,
the Shaksperean productions of our own time far
exceed those of the earlier revivals.

Burton’s ambition to succeed in the various tasks
he had set himself was strongly fortified by his
quick apprehension and great versatility. He was
at the same time managing the Arch Street Theater
in Philadelphia, the Chambers Street Theater in
New York, acting nightly, and studying new char-
acters as fast as they came out. In addition to
these professional duties, he was building a country
residence at Glen Cove, writing stories for the
magazines, and taking prizes at the horticultural
shows for hot-house grapes and flowers. If his
success and happiness were marred, it can only be
attributed to his too great ambition ; this trait led
him to oppose everything that came within range,
and at times he would even go out of his way to
search for a new antagonist. Inafitof excitement,
brought on by some domestic shock, he was sud-
denly stricken down, and never rose again. Dur-
ing his last hours he was lovingly attended by his
daughters, who had grown up to womanhood, and
I am told by one who was present that the parting
with them touched the hearts of all who saw it.

It was a rare treat to see Burton and Burke in
the same play: they acted into each other’s hands
with the most perfect skill ; there was no striving to
outdo each other. If the scene required that for
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a time one should be prominent, the other would
become the background of the picture, and so
strengthen the general effect; by this method they
produced a perfectly harmonious work. For in-
stance, Burke would remain in repose, attentively
listening while Burton was delivering some humor-
ous speech. This would naturally act as a spell
upon the audience, who became by this treatment
absorbed in what Burton was saying, and having
got the full force of the effect, they would burst
forth in laughter or applause; then, by one accord,
they became silent, intently listening to Burke’s
reply, which Burton was now strengthening by the
same repose and attention. I have never seen this
element in acting carried so far, or accomplished
with such admirable results, not even upon the
French stage, and I am convinced that the impor-
tance of it in reaching the best dramatic effects
cannot be too highly estimated.

It was this characteristic feature of the acting of
these two great artists that always set the audience
wondering which was the better. The truth is
there was no “better ” about the matter. They
were not horses running a race, but artists painting
a picture; it was not in their minds which should
win, but how they could, by their joint efforts,
produce a perfect work. I profited very much by
these early lessons.

Dying at the age of thirty-two, it is wonderful
that Charles Burke left such an enduring reputation
as an actor. [ do not mean that his fame lives with
the general public, but his professional brethren
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accorded to him the rarest histrionic genius. I
have sometimes heard comparisons made between
Burton and Burke, but they were so widely differ-
ent in their natures and their artistic methods that
no reasonable parallel could be drawn. Burton
colored highly, and laid on the effects with a liberal
brush, while Burke was subtle, incisive, and refined.
Burton's features were strong and heavy, and his
figure was portly and ungainly. Burke was lithe
and graceful. His face was plain, but wonderfully
expressive. The versatility of this rare actor was
remarkable, his pathos being quite as striking a
feature as his comedy. He had an eye and face
that told their meaning before he spoke, a voice
that, seemed to come from the heart itself, pene-
trating, but melodious. He sang with great taste,
and was a perfect musician. His dramatic effects
sprung more from intuition than from study; and,
as was said of Barton Booth, ‘“the blind might
have seen him in his voice, and the deaf have
heard him in his visage.”

Although only a half-brother, he seemed like a
father to me, and there was a deep and strange
affection between us. As I look back I can recall
many social and professional sacrifices that he made
for me, and my love for him was so great that if
we were absent from each other for any length of
time my heart would beat with delight at his ap-
proach. It is scarcely fair to intrude upon the
reader one’s domestic affections, but I am irresist-
ibly impelled to write these words. And so they
must stand.



CHAPTER V

STOCK, STAR, AND STAGE MANAGEMENT

From Stock to Star— From Star to Stock— The
Elder Booth as «Sir Giles Overreach”— The
Southern Theatrical Civcuit— A Wandering
Star— The Balcony Scene— Julia Dean—
Legitimate Comedy — James E. Murdoch —
Henry Placide— A Play an Animated Pict-
urve — Edwin Forrest

HERE is nothing a young actor enjoys more

I than itinerant theatricals. It is so grand to
break loose from a big tyrant manager in

the city and become a small tyrant manager in the
country. I was one of those juvenile theatrical
anarchists who, after having stirred up a rebellion
in the greenroom, would shout to my comrades,
«Let’s all be equal, and I’ll be king!” 1 had
annual attacks of this revolutionary fever, and
having saved up all my salary during the regular
winter season would lose it patriotically in the
summer. It was on the eve of one of these ex-
cursions that I received my first telegram. It came
in the form of a despatch from my partner, who

III
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was in Baltimore, I being in Cumberland. I could
not believe it, but there it was; a reply to my
letter of the day previous, which he could have
received only an hour before the message was
delivered to me. I called at the office to inquire if
it were really so: yes, there could be no doubt
about it. A small group of people had col-
lected about the operator, some having received
messages of congratulation at the establishment of
the line, others sending messages away to the same
effect, and all wearing a look of surprise and
incredulity. We began showing one another our
despatches, and, looking with respectful awe at the
mysterious little machine that was ticking away as
if worked by some invisible spirit of the other
world, wondered what they would do next. The
whole town was greatly excited about it. People
were running to and fro with little messages in their
hands, and stopping one another in the street to
talk and wonder over the new event. If I were
now to receive a message from the planet Mars
offering me a star engagement, I could not be
more astonished than I was on that day.

It is said that the man who invented spectacles
was imprisoned for daring to improve on the eye-
sight that God had given us; and that these com-
forts of old age were called the ¢ Devil's eyes.”
So, in the height of this telegraphic novelty, did
many wise old Solons shake their solemn heads,
declaring that the wrath of God would fall on
those who dared to take a liberty with lightning.
The people with universal consent made the occa-
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sion a holiday, and as this was our opening, in the
evening the hall was full.

We should have considered it a good house if
the receipts had reached forty dollars; but when
I made up the account I found myself in posses-
sion of more than a hundred dollars, all in silver.
Loaded down with this weighty fortune I started
after the play for the hotel, being supported on
each side by the walking gentleman and the
property man, utilizing them as a body-guard
lest I should be waylaid and robbed. In this
flush of fortune, and as a requital for their valua-
ble services, I stood treat to my escort and dis-
missed them for the night. My room was in the
third story, so there was no fear of burglars from
without; but as I fancied that every robber in
town must by this time be in full possession of
all the information concerning my acquisition, I
ascended the stairs with a solitary tallow candle
and a nervous step. The long, dark entry seemed
so very favorable for an attack that at each land-
ing I imagined that I should be stabbed in the
back. I thought it therefore just as well to hum
a tune in a careless way, as though I was quite
used to this sort of thing, and thoroughly prepared
for any emergency. Sauntering slowly along to
the tune of “My Pretty Jane,” I reached the door
of my room, which I entered as quickly as possible,
locking it at once. The next thing was to dispose
of my treasure, which I did by placing it between
the mattresses of the bed. I spread it all out so as

to make it look like a good deal when my partner
8
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arrived. One always takes delight in showing
his partner how well things have gone during his
absence; it is so delightful to make him feel that
he is not of half so much importance as he thinks he
is. Having placed the chair under the knob of the
door, I could see no chance for a successful bur-
glary unless the operator came down the chimney.
I confess this rather worried me, as I felt that
in the event of his making a descent upon me By
the flue I could not possibly keep him out with
the blower. I went to bed with the idea that I
should be found murdered in the morning, and
dropped off to sleep dreaming of Jack Sheppard.

At daylight 1 was startled by a loud knock at
the door. “Who’s there?” I said, still somewhat
alarmed. “Sefton,” said the voice of my partner.
“Are you sure?” said I. ““Of course I am,” he re-
plied. I opened the door and admitted him.
“How was the house?” was the first question. I
made no reply, but turned down the mattress and
displayed the full receipts to his astonished gaze.

Now our managerial labors began in earnest.
The town did not contain more than five hundred
playgoers, so that we were obliged to change the
performance nearly every night. After the play
we would go out and, taking our property man
with us as an assistant, put up our own bills.
This we continued to do until at last our financial
condition enabled us to afford the luxury of a bill-
poster.

No one who has not passed through the actual
experience of country management, combined with
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acting, can imagine the really hard work and anx-
iety of it—daily rehearsals, constant change of
performance, and the continual study of new parts;
but, for all this, there was a fascination about the
life so powerful that I have known but few that
have ever abandoned it for any other. It had a
roving, joyous, gipsy kind of attraction in it that
was irresistible. Who would not rather play a
good part to a bad house than a bad part to
a good house?—ay, even if he were the man-
ager! Then just think of the eagerly looked-for
criticism in the morning papers, of no consequence
to the world at large, but of much importance to
the actor: how anxious I used to be in the morn-
ing to see what the critic said, quickly scanning
the article and skipping over the praise of
the other actors, so as to get to what they said
about me. Then after breakfast, sauntering down
to the drug-store where the reserved seats were for
sale: not to look at the diagram to see how the seats
were selling—certainly not, that would appear un-
dignified; butjust to inquire if there were any letters.
These were the delights that always sweetened the
poverty that went hand in hand with country act-
ing. In the present instance we were in possession
of a gold mine. We had captured the town, having
been the first to attack it.

It is seldom that partners in theatrical manage-
ment agree. Wood and Warren, of Philadelphia,
were never on very friendly terms, and Ludlow
and Smith were in partnership for many years
without exchanging a word except on business.
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How they managed it, or rather mismanaged it,
I can’t tell. Sefton and I were but human beings,
and this sudden success had the same demoralizing
effect on my partner and myself. He was obstinate,
and so was L.

' Dogberry says, “An two men ride of a horse,
one must ride behind.” Now as neither of us would
consent to take this undignified seat, I sold Sefton
my share of the animal and retired ; he vaulted into
the vacant saddle and rode his charger to death.
About three months afterward I received a letter
from him — business had been bad, and he was in
great distress—urging me to play a week with
him. I did so, partly to help my old partner, and
partly to see my name in large letters. This was
the first time I had ever enjoyed that felicity, and
it had a most soothing influence upon me. My
hotel was just opposite the hall, and when I arose
in the morning and looked across the street I gazed
delightedly upon my name in bold “ Roman caps.,”
though I was much annoyed at seeing the citizens
pass by this important announcement without
taking any notice of it; and the conduct of two
strangers who met precisely in front of the theater
and bégan an earnest conversation, without deign-
ing to bestow a glance at the bill-board, was
positively insulting.

I had to contend on my opening night with a
local favorite in the shape of a rival comedian.
This was no easy matter, for not only was he a
clever actor, but a feeling had been engendered
among his many friends that I had entered into
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a dark conspiracy with the manager to dethrone
him. I had acted here the season before, and was
something of a favorite, so my reception was very
cordial; but as soon as it ceased I was greeted
with a storm of hisses. This sudden and unlooked-
for demonstration took the audience and me by
surprise, and of course checked the progress of the
play. In the midst of this confusion my rival was
loudly called for by his friends, at which the cur-
tains of a private box were violently shaken, then
jerked apart, and in the opening appeared the
form of my rival. He stepped unsteadily upon
the stage; one side of his trousers had crawled up
his leg, revealing an untied shoe, the brim of his
hat was slightly bent, and he swayed from side to
side with folded arms and disheveled hair. There
was a mingled air of defiance and melancholy in
his looks, plainly showing that he was not only
persecuted but intoxicated. The wild encourage-
ments from his friends clearly proved that they
were in the same condition, indicating that the
entire party had partaken freely of “Dutch cour-
age” in order to stimulate them for the fray. After
a maudlin speech, which first amused and then bored
the audience, he was led from the stage and the play
proceeded.

Actors in sickness or distress are proverbially
kind to one another, but little professional mis-
understandings will take place now and then:
Some overzealous defenders of our art have
asserted, I think erroneously, that no true artist

is jealous of another. This is going a little too far,
e*
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and giving us credit for more virtue than we pos-
sess. Jealousy is unfortunately an inborn quality,
entirely independent of art. If a man has this un-
fortunate passion he feels it whether he is a true
artist or not. In this instance my rival was a good
actor, but not too good to be jealous of me, and if
our positions had been reversed the chances are that
I would have been jealous of him.

It was during this, my first star engagement,
that I received a telegram announcing the sad
intelligence of my mother’s death. I started at
once for Philadelphia, but by some accident was
detained on the road for two days, arriving too
late to look upon her face. My brother, my sister,
and I passed a week together after the burial
of my mother, and then separated, they returning
to New York, whence they had been summoned,
and I remaining in the city to look after an
engagement.

On the corner of Ninth and Chestnut streets
stood the Amphitheater. At this establishment in
the winter season the circus used to amalgamate
with a dramatic company and make a joint appear-
ance in equestrian spectacles, which were produced
under the stage management of Mr. Joseph Foster.
This gentleman had studied in the best school of
the highly colored melodrama— Astley’s, on the
Surrey side of London. He came to America as
property man with Cook’s company somewhere
about 1836; in this position he continued for some
years, ultimately joining the Amphitheater in Phil-
adelphia. His industry, backed up by long experi-
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ence, made him so valuable that he soon became
stage-manager, and was holding this position when
I called on him to apply for a situation as comedian.
He had been prepared for the visit, having heard
something to my advantage as an actor, but he
was undoubtedly disappointed with me at first
sight. As I entered the managerial sanctum, he
lowered his bushy eyebrows and scowled at me
with anything but an engaging expression of
face.

“ Humph!” was all I could catch of his first greet-
ing. Then, after a slight pause, he said, “ Oh, you
are the new young comedian, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” I replied. “There is no doubt about
my being young; but how much of a comedian I
am remains to be seen.”

“Humph! quite modest too. Modesty is a good
thing if it is not carried too far,” he said. “Humph!
where have you been acting lately ?”

I told him that I had just finished a starring
engagement in Cumberland.

“Starring, oh! Then you are not so modest after
all,” he replied. “I suppose you have heard that
my present comedian is a failure?”

I told him that the welcome news had reached
me, and as I had also been informed that in con-
sequence of this the gentleman was about to retire
from the Amphitheater, I made bold to apply for
the vacancy.

«“Well,” said Mr. Foster, “my funny man is cer-
tainly the most dismal piece of humanity I have ever
met with. I engaged him on his face. I never saw



120 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

such a comical outside belonging to such a serious
inside. The man’s ‘mug’is as funny as Liston’s—
whom he resembles, too, very much; large, round
eyes, fat chops, and a turned-up nose. I thought
when I first saw him that, like the milkmaid, his
face was his fortune; but no, as soon as he opens
his mouth all the humor seems to vanish. But
now about yourself. I suppose you know that
our plays, such as ‘Mazeppa,” ‘Dick Turpin,
¢Timour the Tartar, ‘The Terror of the Road,’
are not celebrated for good low comedy parts;
the actor has a great deal of hard work to do. It
is what I call physical comedy; and you are too
light for that kind of business, I fancy.”

I told him that I regretted this, for if he engaged
me by the pound, my salary would perhaps be as
light as myself.

“ But you do not look like a comedian,” said he
to me. “You have a serious, melancholy expres-
sion; you look more like an undertaker.”

This last remark was rather crushing, so I
endeavored to put on a jovial, quizzical expres-
sion, and failed. In a short time we arranged
terms—twenty dollars a week, with a third-clear
benefit. The engagement being settled, he gave
me a part to study for the next play. I acted all
this season at the Amphitheater, and a curious
experience it was. The low comedian of a melo-
dramatic theater is generally used as a stop-gap,
and his artistic efforts are confined to going on
in “front scenes” and amusing the audience, if
he can, by speaking some long, dry speech, sup-
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posed to be full of humor, while the carpenters are
hammering away behind and noisily arranging an
elaborate set. Under these conditions it is very
difficult to gain the confidence of an audience, or
to distract their attention away from the painful
fact that there is a hitch in the scenery. They
seem to know that something has gone wrong,
and decline to be consoled by a feeble comic
song.

Upon the initial performance of the nautical
drama of ¢ Captain Kidd,” Mr. Foster had given
me a long, dismal ditty to sing, in order that I
might divert the audience in case of an accident.
It was privately understood between us that as
soon as the scene was ready he would wave his
hat at me from the wing as a sign that everything
was right; then I was to finish my song and make
my exit. The much-dreaded accident occurred,
and I was deputed to go on and distract the audi-
ence, which I certainly did. The lines of the song

ran thus:
My name is Captain Kidd,
As I sailed, as I sailed,
And wickedly I did, as I sailed, etc.

There were just twenty-five of these stanzas,
equally humorous and grammatical. The audi-
ence bore them patiently for the first time, but
when I looked towards the wing for a comforting
wave of Foster’s hat, to my horror he was not
there; so I began again. Itis said that republics
will endure tyranny with more fortitude than
empires, but it is possible that I had gone too far
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even for the forbearance of our free institutions,
for many voices in the audience cried out: “No
more! We can’t stand that again.” Other re-
marks were made too numerous and uncompli-
mentary to mention. I still tried to get a
hearing “as I sailed”; but, with the hammering
behind the scenes and the hooting in front, my
efforts failed to make any impression, so I retired
amidst the confusion.

Of all theatrical entertainments, the equestrian
drama is perhaps the most absurd. The actor and
the horse refuse to unite; there is nothing of the
centaur about them. I have seen the tyrant
Timour the Tartar stride about the stage tem-
pestuously, inspiring the audience with the idea
that nothing could daunt the imperious spirit
within him, but as soon as he espied the prancing
steed that was to bear him to victory his passion
cooled, and with a lamb-like submission he would
allow himself to be boosted up into the saddle,
where he would sit unsteadily, looking the picture
of misery.

Foster was a short, stout man, but extremely
active, and as alert as a lynx. Nothing escaped
his quick eye. If the house was crowded and the
drama going well, he was the personification of
good-nature. At such times he would stand with
his legs wide apart, his hands clasped behind
him, his face beaming with smiles, and his eyes
fairly glistening with delight; but if the slightest
hitch took place in the performance, he knew it
in an instant. He would then jump as if he were
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shot, rush to the wing, shake his fist at the
delinquent, and taking his high, black-silk hat
off his head would trample it under his feet in
frenzy.

The grand spectacular drama of “Mazeppa”
was announced for the Easter holidays, and was
produced with great splendor. Charles Foster, a
son of the manager, was cast for the hero. He
was a handsome, dashing young fellow, possessed
of considerable dramatic talent, and, added to this,
was one of the finest riders I have ever seen: his
graceful figure and youthful appearance fitted him
perfectly for the romantic lover of the Prizcess. The
announcement that this drama was to be produced
caused a slight commotion in the theater, for there
was attached to the company an old melodramatic
actor by the name of Cartlidge; he had been a
leading man of Astley’s Amphitheater in London
during the days of the famous Ducrow, and was
now seventy years of age. I met him at the
greenroom door just as he came in to look at
the cast. “I hear they are going to play ‘Ma-
zeppa,”” he said, with some agitation. “Is this
true?” “Yes,” I said; “there is the cast.” He
went over to the cast-case and looked at it in mute
bewilderment, and then, as if he could not believe
his eyes, took out his spectacles, wiped the glasses,
put them on, and stood for a long time gazing in
blank amazement at the cast. As he turned around
I saw tears in his eyes. He walked slowly out
of the greenroom, and, going into a dark corner of
the stage, sat down despondently. I knew pretty
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well what was the matter with him, so I thought
I would go up and comfort the old man, for he
was usually cheerful, and it was sad to see him so
dejected.

I sat down beside him and asked him what was
the matter. He took out a large handkerchief,
and, burying his face in it, began to sob. After
he had recovered himself he said, “ Foster has cast
me for the K/%an.” Then turning on me with his
eyes full of tears and a retrospective look in
his face, he continued: “Young man, I was the
original Mazeppa fifty years ago, and now I am
cast for Mazeppa’s father. Why should I not play
Mazeppa still? 1 may be a little too old for it,
but—" Here he broke down again, and as he sat
there with his eyes and his spectacles both full of
tears he looked more like Mazeppa’s grandfather
than like Mazeppa. The fact is, if he had been
cast for the part he would have realized that the
time had gone by for him to look or act it, and
he would have declined: the self-inflicted blow
would have fallen lightly on him; but to receive
the stroke from another hand was more than he
could bear. It made him feel that he had outlived
his usefulness, and brought before his mind the
glowing days of his youth when he had been
the idol of Astley’s. The painful truth that he
was getting old and ‘was no longer wanted came
suddenly upon him.

It is natural that the world should smile at the
old and senile as they are pushed aside, but no
deposed emperor feels the force of compulsory
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abdication more than the stage king who has out-
lived the liking of the people.

«“St. George and the Dragon” was the grand
final product1on of the season. I was not in the
play, so I saw the first performance from the front
of the theater. The opening act ends where the
seven champions of Christendom assemble to have
a conference, pledging themselves to stand by one
another in any emergency. The glittering armor
of the knights, and the prancing of the fiery steeds
as the grooms led them on, stirred the audience to
enthusiasm.

Young Foster was a picture as the gallant St.
George of England. His manly form was encased
in a rather vulnerable armor of pure spangles, and
he shone like a sheet of silver. At a given cue he
vaults into the saddle, and waving his bright sword
and throwing back his fine, classic head, he shouts,
«Up, knights, and away!” Now St. Denis of
France, St. Patrick of Ireland, St. David of Wales,
St. Andrew of Scotland, and one or two other
knights mount their chargers and gallop away,
following their leader, the gallant St. George, as
the curtain falls upon the animated scene. It so
happened that St. Denis of France and St. Andrew
of Scotland had been cast to two actors who were
not what would be called daring horsemen. All of
the knights with the exception of these two mounted
their horses and galloped off in the interest of Chris-
tendom with unmistakable ardor. But the steeds of
St. Denis and St. Andrew had but little faith in
their knights, and the knights seemed to have no
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faith in themselves. This timidity communicated
itself from one to the other, and as the riders
hopped about on one leg trying to mount, the
horses kept going slowly round to avoid any fur-
ther intimacy. The audience was roaring with
laughter, and I knew by this time that Foster was
standing on his hat, if not on his head. At last
the knights made a powerful effort to *bestride
their foaming steeds.” St. Denis, being very tall,
scrambled up, but overshot the mark. “He o'er-
leaped his saddle,” so that his head hung on one
side and his heels on the other, while the horse
kept going round with him in this dreadful posi-
tion. At this juncture the curtain came down,
cutting off the other knight, St. Andrew, and shut-
ting him outside of it and close to the footlights.
Unfortunately in the excitement of mounting this
gentleman had got the wrong foot in the stirrup,
so that the gallant Scotchman found himself in
pursuit of glory with his face towards the horse’s
tail. Finding that he would make but little pro-
gress towards Christendom in this position, he slid
gently off behind, still clinging to the bridle, while
the horse dragged the unlucky warrior across the
front of the stage. The audience shouted as
the animal pulled his rider along. The horse
now changed his tactics, and standing upon his
hind legs came slowly but surely towards St.
Andrew, who scrambled for protection into the
nearest private box. The horse, still on his hind
legs, looked down on the orchestra as if meditat-
ing a descent upon the musicians, at which the
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entire band fled “for safety and for succor,” some
of them retreating under the stage, while the
majority scattered among the audience. The cur-
tain had to be raised and a groom sent on to take
the poor frenzied animal in. There was now some
anxiety to know what had become of St. Andrew.
That gallant Highlander, seeing that the coast
was clear, jumped out of the private box where
he had been concealed behind the curtains, and,
half denuded of his armor, rushed frantically across
the stage and darted behind the curtain amid the
unqualified approbation of the audience.

I was not twenty-one at this time, but being an
old young man, -and looking upon life perhaps
more seriously than one should at my age, I
bethought me that it was time to marry and settle
down in life. My brother strongly objected to
this; he believed that I was too young, and I
believed that he was jealous. The first serious
words we ever had were in relation to my pros-
pective marriage, he insisting that my wife and
I had not known each other long enough to form
any estimate as to the strength of our attach-
ment; but I was obstinate, and the wedding
came off.

I wished this marriage to take place privately,
well knowing that otherwise my friends of the
company, from the leading man down, would be
at the wedding in full force, not so much out of
compliment, perhaps, as for the purpose of indulg-
ing in that passion for quizzing which seems to
be so deeply planted in the histrionic breast. My
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betrothed desired that the ceremony should be
solemnized in church, fearing that ill-luck would
follow if it came off at any other place. I con-
sented to this. Now I hate to be quizzed, and
I think most people do; particularly those who
indulge in the habit of quizzing others. Revolving
in my mind, therefore, the best method of avoid-
ing ridicule, I boldly told the company that I was
to be married at church the following Sunday, .
after the morning service, and, well knowing that
they were coming, invited them to witness the
ceremony.

The important day arrived. My new lavender
suit fitted me to perfection; none of your ready-
made affairs, but got up by a first-class Chatham
street tailor, and embodying in its value the sav-
ings of two months’ salary. With a beating heart,
and, if I remember rightly, a pair of tight boots, I
led my young bride to the altar. The wedding
took place at the old church in Oliver street; Bar-
ney Williams and my sister acted as groomsman
and bridesmaid. After the ceremony was over,
Mr. and Mrs. Williams expressed their surprise at
the extreme privacy of the whole affair. Williams
hinted that he had understood that the whole com-
pany would be present in full force. “So they
would have been, Barney,” said I, “but I have sent
them to the wrong church.”

I was at the time of my marriage acting at the
Chatham Theater in New York. By my brother’s
influence I was put forward more rapidly than my
merits deserved; at least, I think so now, though
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at that time [ was quite confident that my ability
was fully equal to the demands made upon it.

When but twenty-two years of age I was cast
for Marrall in “ A New Way to Pay Old Debts,”
the elder Booth playing Sir Giles Overweach.
There can be no doubt about the fact that I was
entirely unfit for so important a part; it is a very
difficult one, and to give it éffect requires that an
actor should be in his prime, both as to his age and
his talent. A mere boy, with but little physical or
dramatic strength, coming upon the stage to re-
hearse so important a character, must have been
rather a shock, and somewhat of a disappointment,
to the great actor whom he was to support. But
Mr. Booth wisely made the best of a bad bargain,
and, instead of annihilating me with a look, took
much pains to teach me the business of the part.
Surely this was better than disapproval or petu-
lance; for as it was I acquitted myself respect-
ably, whereas it is most likely that I should have
done the reverse had I met with discouraging
treatment.

The elder Booth's acting of Sz» Giles was indeed
something to be remembered. During the last
scene he beats Marrall, who hides for protection
behind Zord Lovell. Booth's face, when he found
he could not reach his victim, had the look of an
uncaged tiger. His eyes flashed and seemed to
snap with fire; his nostrils dilated ; his cheeks ap-
peared to quiver; his half-opened mouth, with its
thin lips pressed tightly against the white teeth,

made a picture of anger fearful to look upon. At
9



130 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

the point where he is about to draw his sword his
arm shakes, his right hand refuses to do its office,
and, stricken with paralysis, he stands the embodi-
ment of despair; then come his terrible words of
anguish and self-reproach:

Some undone widow sits upon mine arm,
. . . . my sword,
Glued to my scabbard, with wronged orphans’ tears.

His whole frame, shaken with convulsions, seems
to collapse, his head sinks upon his breast, his jaw
drops, and the cruel man is dead. There was no
applause the night I speak of; the acting was so
intense and so natural that the mimic scene seemed
really to have happened.

Mr. Barton Hill related to me an incident that
occurred during Mr. Booth’s performance of this
same part of Sz Giles Overreack. Mr. Hill was
acting Lord Lovel/, and in the scene where the
crafty S77 Giles is endeavoring to court the favor
of his lordship a large, white ostrich feather, which
formed one of the plumes in Zove/l’s hat, became
by some accident detached, and fell in the center
of the stage. A conspicuous object like this, had
it been allowed to remain where it fell, would have
marred the effect of the scene. Booth, seeing the
mishap, came quickly forward, and, raising thé
feather from the floor, presented it with becoming
humility to its owner. This admirable point not
only removed the obstacle, but heightened the
effect of the situation. Here was a display not
merely of presence of mind, but of good taste. It
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is quite likely that the audience thought it a part
of the play, and a good part of it too.

After two seasons of metropolitan stock acting,
a restless desire for country management again
seized me. These attacks seemed to have been
periodical, resolving themselves into a sort of dra-
matic ague, breaking out at regular intervals.
The fit at this time having laid violent hands upon
me, I entered into partnership with Mr. John
Ellsler, whose veins became infused with the virus
of my managerial enthusiasm. The inoculation
must have taken admirably too, for he has been in
management ever since.

I have seldom had an attack of the old com-
plaint. In fact, I may add that the symptoms
have entirely disappeared, and in the present en-
joyment of my convalescence I do not see any
likelihood of a relapse. I do not mean by these
remarks to disparage theatrical management; on
the contrary, I look upon the manager of a stock
theater, containing a stock company, as a hero
and a public benefactor. To be successful, he
must combine force of character and self-control
with artistic taste and executive talent. He stands
between the public and the actor, the actor and
the author; he must judge them all, and unite
them harmoniously. To contemplate the amount
of skill and industry that is lavished on the splen-
did dramatic productions of to-day is appalling to
a man who wishes to enjoy‘a good night's rest.
If you have a passion for the dog, the rod, the
gun, the yacht, or the country, don’t think of en-
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tering into theatrical management. The eye of
the master is absolutely imperative in the conduct
of a theater, and only those succeed who give it
their undivided attention.

But to return to the managerial partnership
between Mr. Ellsler and myself. The relations
between us were very pleasant, for as our lines of
business were quite distinct, there was no profes-
sional jealousy. Besides this, our duties in the
management differed widely; consequently we
never clashed. He had full control of the front of
the house, while T managed behind the curtain,
and I think we enjoyed the fullest confidence in
each other.

Our season in Macon was quite good, but in
Savannah our fortunes had a reverse. From some
unknown cause the business here was very bad.
I say “from some unknown cause,” for it is charac-
teristic of the members of the theatrical profession
to attribute their failures to anything or everything
else but themselves. It is so disheartening to feel
that we are responsible for the disaster. In mer-
cantile affairs, if losses are incurred, the loser can
console himself with the fact that it is the merchan-
dise that is worthless ; if an artist’s picture be re-
fused admittance to the gallery, it is his work that
is disregarded ; but if an actor fails, it is himself
who is neglected. The mortification of a personal
and public slight is so hard to bear that he casts
about for any excuse rather than lay the blame
upon himself. This is unfortunate, for if we only
had the courage to acknowledge that the fault lies
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within ourselves, we could more speedily set it
right; but to go groping on in the dark, with the
blind consolation that others are to blame, only re-
tards our advancement.

As I had been married a year, and our first child
had just been born, I was naturally beginning to
feel the weight of a new responsibility.

It has always been my habit, when anything im-
portant is to be thought over, to get off alone
somewhere in the woods, or to lock myself up in a
room, where I can turn the matter over quietly.
I had left the theater after rehearsal and was walk-
ing along in search of some solitary place where I
could ruminate.

Savannah is a lovely city at all times, but in
April it is like fairy-land. The beautiful Southern
houses of semi-tropical architecture are surrounded
with live-oak and magnolia shade-trees, and the
L] ‘e .
gardens are laden.with flowers. The city was
peaceful and quiet—too much so for a manager in
~ distress. The air was redolent of orange-blossoms
and bad business. I was looking down one of the
long, solitary avenues of trees for which this city is
famous, when in the distance I espied the tall fig-
ure of a man walking leisurely towards me. His
height was so enormous that I thought some opti-
cal illusion caused by the long vista through which
I was looking had elongated the gentleman beyond
his natural proportions. No; as he came nearer
he seemed to get taller and taller; he was at least
six feet six inches in height. He sauntered lei-
surely along with an elegant carriage and an aristo-
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cratic bearing, not assumed, but perfectly natural.
I had never seen this man until now, but I imagined
that I knew who he was, for if I was not mistaken
in his height and appearance I had already heard
of him. As we approached nearer, his ease and
confident manner were almost impertinent. He
had one hand in his pocket, and with the other
slowly twirled a long, gold-headed cane. As we
met, there was on his handsome face a self-sufficient
smile, and he turned his large eyes from one side
of the street to the other, with the air of a man
who owned half of Savannah, and was contemplat-
ing the possibility of getting a mortgage on it with
the ultimate view of purchasing the rest of the city.
After we had passed I turned to look back, and
found that he had done the same. We were both
caught dead : there was no disguising it, so we ap-
proached each other.

“Pardon me, sir,” said I, ““if I am mistaken, but
are you not Sir William Don ?”

“Quite right, old chap. How are you ?” he re-
plied. We shook hands and there was a pause.
He looked at me with a quizzical twinkle in his
eye, and said: “ Well, which is it — Jefferson or
Ellsler? You can’t be both,.you know.”

I laughed heartily at this; not so much at what
+ he said, which was commonplace enough, but at the
way in which he said it. I thought to myself,
“This must be a great comedian.” He saw he
had made a hit, and laughed in the enjoyment of it.

“My name is Jefferson,” said I. «Mr. Ellsler
is my partner.”
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“Well, Jeff, old fellow ” (as if he had known me
all his life), “I°ll be frank with you. Here I am,
a star in search of a manager.”

“Well,” T said, “I will be equally frank with
you. I am a managerin search of a star.”

“Capital ! ” said he. “Will I do?”

“Will youdo? You are the very man,” [ replied.

“Hurrah! We will play ¢‘Box and Cox’ to-

gether.,” Then throwing his arms around me, he
quoted from the farce, “‘You are my long-lost
brother!’”

«Sit down,” said I, as we came to a bench, “and
we will talk terms.”

“What are you going to offer me? Don’t be
modest— put it high. ‘Lay on, Macduff, and
damned be him who first cries, Hold enough!’”

In our present delightful frame of mind there was
no difficulty in settling terms—we both would have
agreed to anything. I told him I would give him
one-third of the gross receipts, with a half clear
benefit at the end of the week.

“Quite right; anything you like. But will your
partner ratify this?”

“Oh, yes,” I said. “He attends to the financial
part of the business, leaving all matters connected
with the stage to me; though, of course, I must
consult him before we consider the matter settled.

We walked to the theater, and I introduced
Ellsler to Don, telling my partner of the arrange-
ment we had made. He acquiesced at once, and
seemed quite as much pleased at the prospect of
the baronet’s engagement as I was.
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“Stop,” said Don; “I have just thought of it.
My wardrobe is in Charleston. Can we get it here
by Monday?”

“Yes; but we must send for it at once,” said I.

«“All right,” he replied. “Just let me have
fifty dollars, and I will telegraph. It’s in pawn,
you know.”

“In pawn?” said L

“Yes; I lost a hundred dollars at poker (queer
kind of game, is n’t it?) on the steamer coming
from New York; so I was dead broke when I got
to Charleston, and I left my traps at my ‘uncle’s’
for money to pay my bill at the hotel, you know—
the Charleston Hotel, is n’t it? Large columns
outside —tough steak inside.”

Matters were all settled, and a bill for the first
night was arranged — “ Used Up” and ¢ The
Rough Diamond.” Sir William told me that he
had a number of letters to the first people in
Savannah.

“Don’t lose a moment,” said I. ¢ Deliver them
at once. This will sound your arrival through the
city.”

“All right” said he; “ I'm off I wish you
could go with me; I should like you to see how
I cultivate a new acquaintance. No? Very well—
by-by.” And away he went, taking such enor-
mous strides that he looked like the Colossus of
Rhodes at the beginning of a walking-match.

My partner and I, congratulating ourselves on
this new treasure, began making preparations for
the opening. As I had predicted, the quiet city
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began to stir with an undercurrent of aristocratic
emotion. As the week wore on the tide swelled,
and by Monday had reached the high-water mark
of excitement.

The theater on Sir William Don’s opening night
presented a picture of beauty and refinement. Fam-
ilies that seldom visited the house, except on the
conventional Friday night, crowded the auditorium;
costly silks and laces fluttered in the dress circle, and
old-fashioned rose and table-cut diamonds glittered
in the private boxes. Elderly dames with their white
hair dressed 2@ /a pompadour, and with long and
brilliant pendants in their ears, nodded majestically
to one another, and prim old gentlemen in stiffly
starched cravats looked coldly on. A live baronet
was on view!

The curtain rose, and the play proceeded quietly
until at last some action revealed that the new star
was about to shine. The audience leaned forward
as the center doors opened and the baronet stalked
upon the stage. As he appeared the applause broke
forth; fans and handkerchiefs were waved at him
from all directions, and kid gloves were ruined in
frantic enthusiasm. The audience at last quieted
down and the scene proceeded. The people in
front seemed anxious and nervous: [ was in the
same condition, for I saw that Don, with all his
assurance, was suffering from stage fright. His
face was pale as death, and he cast his eyes down
on the stage. I knew the latter was a bad symp-
tom; he wanted encouragement. I was at the
first wing, and catching his eye gave him an
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approving nod. He seemed to take courage,
and, as the audience began to enjoy his acting,
warmed up. He finished the great speech of the
scene, ending with, “I have been to the top of
Vesuvius and looked down the crater; there is
nothing in it.” He did this admirably, receiving
a tremendous round of approbation. As he saun-
tered up the stage he again caught my eye; and
giving me a comical wink as the applause was
continued, he said, so that I could hear him, though
the audience could not: “It’s all right, old chap,
I’ve got’em.”

His engagement proved a great financial success.
I was disappointed in his acting: he was amusing-
and effective, but he was an amateur from head to
foot, which in his case meant a good deal. I am
of opinion that “once an amateur, always an ama-
teur.” There are many good actors that have this
peculiar, raw quality who have been on the stage
for years; and it is because they begin their careers
by acting leading characters. Mrs. Mowatt and
James H. Hackett were examples of many in our
profession who have committed this fatal error.
No matter how bold and dashing they may appear,
there is a shyness and uncertainty about everything
they do. It exhibits itself in the casting of the
eyes down upon the stage in an embarrassed way
just after they have made a point. This is very
disastrous. When a strong effect is made the eye,
the pose, the very feeling, should be, for an instant
only, a picture, till the public digest it. If it is dis-
turbed by some unmeaning movement the strength
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is lost, and the audience will at once discover that
they are not looking at a master. This character-
istic of the amateur may wear off in some instances,
but I do not remember any.

Sir William went with us to Wilmington, North
Carolina, where we opened with the stock, he ap-
pearing at the beginning of the second week. The
audience here did not like his acting; they seemed
to prefer our domestic goods to the imported arti-
cle. He saw this, but did not seem to mind it, and
so bowed to the situation. He became very much
attached to the company and remained with us
some time, joining in our fishing and boating par-
ties. His animal spirits were contagious; and as
we had no rehearsals, the mornings at least were
devoted to amusement. We would do the most
boyish and ridiculous things. Three or four of us,
himself the central figure, would go through ex-
travagant imitations of the circus and acrobatic
feats that were then in vogue. “The Bounding
Brothers of the Pyrenees” was a particular favorite
with him. We would pretend to execute the most
dangerous feats of strength —lifting imaginary
weights, climbing on one another’s shoulders and
then falling down in grotesque and awkward atti-
tudes, and suddenly straightening up and bowing
with mock dignity to an imaginary audience.
Once he did an act called the “Sprite of the Silver
Shower,” pretending to be a little girl, and tripping
into the circus ring with a mincing step. Then,
with a shy look, he would put his finger in his
mouth, and mounting a table would go through a
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daring bareback feat. Nothing that I ever saw

was more extravagant.
While in New York during the next summer, I
got the following note from Don:

St. Niceoras HoOTEL, June 25, 1851,
My pEAR JEFF: I have just arrived from Boston, where I
have been playing a bad engagement. The modern Athens was
not overwhelmed by my nobility. The critics went so far as to
say that I was anything but a good actor. What execrable taste!
Well, here I am at the St. Nicholas. Fine rooms, but abomi-
nable cooking; everything tastes alike. I am beginning to think
that the Frenchman was right when he said that in America you
had fifty religions but only one gravy. When shall I dine with
you? Make it early. I will drop in just as oneof the family—
pot-luck, you know. Do not put yourself out for me ; a pair of
canvasback ducks and a bottle of Johannisberg, or two; am not

particular, Yours, Don.

The day for the dinner was arranged — the
Fourth of July; but as it would have needed a
" journey to the coast of Labrador to get a pair of
canvasback ducks at that time of the year, I ordered
roast beef and plum pudding instead. The occa-
sion being a patriotic one, as far as the date was
concerned, it struck me that an English dinner
would be in good taste for Sir William. But we
were doomed to disappointment, for at ten o’clock
in the morning a strange man came to the door
and gave me the following note from Don:
Luprow STREET Jarr, July 4, 1851.

My pEaRr JEFF: You will see by the heading of this that I
have changed my hotel. Was it you or your father who wrote
the Declaration of Independence? If it was your ancestor, you

are not responsible, and I have nothing to say; but if “in the
course of human events” it was yourself, never hope to be for-
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given. See what that absurd and unimportant document has
brought me to. If America were still one of her Majesty’s col-
onies, an English nobleman would not be treated with this dis-
respect. Here I am languishing in prison because some old Jew
says I borrowed one hundred dollars from him on false pretenses.
(He may think himself lucky that it was not a thousand.) I
said that I would pay him out of the money I made in Boston.
Well, I did not make any money in Boston, so I looked upon
the matter as settled. Come and see me. If you have never
been in this establishment it will be quite a treat for you.
Yours, Don.

Don was a singular character, at once generous
and unjust, genial and slightly cruel. He would
borrow from his friend for the purpose of lending
to his enemy. His wit was charming and original,
and he was quite unconscious of his own brilliancy,
apparently setting no value on it. He had that
thorough contempt for tradesmen which stamps
this type of English aristocracy, and he would walk
ten miles to help an old woman or to escape from
a tailor. >

The love of management still clung to me, and
my partner sharing my enthusiasm, we resolved to
make another trial of our fortunes in the Southern
circuit. Our limited means compelled us to adopt
the most economical mode of transportation for the
company. It was settled, therefore, as it was nec-
essary, that we, the managers, should arrive at
least a week in advance of the opening of the sea-
son: our passage must be made by rail, while the
company were to proceed by sea.

There was in those days a line of schooners that
plied between Wilmington, N. C., and New York.
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The articles of transportation from the South con-
sisted mainly of yellow pine, tar, and resin, which
cargo was denominated ‘“naval stores.” Feeling
confident that we could procure cheap passages for
our company by contracting with one of these ves-
sels to take them to Wilmington, we determined
to conclude a bargain with the owners.

The arrangement was made at a rate that suited
all parties except, perhaps, the members of the
company, who, I fear, had some slight misgivings
lest they were to be conveyed to their destination
as a kind of ballast. The day was fixed for their
departure, and Mr. Ellsler and I went down to
the wharf at Peck Slip to see them off. If we
had felt any uneasiness before in the thoughts of
sending our comrades off in this way, what was the
depth of our remorse when we saw the dreadful
old tub in which they were to depart. It was an
ill-shapen hulk, with two great, badly repaired sails
flapping against her clumsy and foreboding masts,
The deck and sides were besmeared with the sticky
remnants of her last importation, so that when our
leading actor, who had been seated on the taffrail,
arose to greet his managers, he was unavoidably
detained. The ladies and gentlemen of the com-
pany were uncomfortably disposed about the ves-
sel, seated on their trunks and boxes that had not
yet been stowed away. There were handsome
John Crocker, our juvenile actor, leaning with
folded arms and a rueful face against an adhesive
mast; pretty Mrs. Allen, then only eighteen years
old and just married, nestling upon the bosom of
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her husband, with her lovely dreaming eyes se-
renely wondering, not when they would start, but
whether they ever would return; Mrs. Ray, the
first old woman, with an umbrella in one hand and
a late dramatic paper in the other, sitting on a coil
of rope and unconsciously ruining her best black
dress. It was a doleful picture. The captain, too,
was anything but a skipper to inspire confidence.
He had a glazed and disheveled look that told of
last night’s booze. Our second comedian, who
was the reverse of being.droll on the stage, but
who now and then ventured a grim joke off it with
better success, told me in confidence that they all
had been lamenting their ill-tarred fate. Ellsler
and I bade our company as cheerful an adieu
as we well could, but there must have been a tinge
of remorse in our farewell, for, on talking the mat-
ter over as we watched the wretched old craft
being towed away to sea, we concluded that we
should not forgive ourselves if our comrades were
never heard of again.

On our arrival in Wilmington the days were
spent in preparing the dusty old rat-trap of a
theater for the opening, and our nights in wonder-
ing if our party were safe. The uneasiness was
not lessened, either, by the news that there had
been bad weather off Cape Hatteras.

Within a week, however, they arrived, looking
jaded and miserable. Another week for rest and
rehearsal, and our labors began. It was custom-
ary in those days, particularly with provincial

companies, to vary the dramatic bill of fare so as
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to suit the different tastes of the public. Comedy
and tragedy were therefore dished up, and I may
say hashed up, alternately, as for instance Mon-
day: Colman’s comedy of “ The Poor Gentleman,”
fancy dances by the soubrette, comic songs by the
second comedian, concluding with the farce of
“The Spectre Bridegroom.” The next evening
we gave “Romeo and Juliet.”

The name of this latter play calls to mind an
anecdote connected with its performance in Wil-
mington that will not be amiss at this point. I
have before said that a portion of my early theat-
rical education was drawn from hard work in the
paint and property room of a theater, so that when
I became a manager I delighted in the “get-up,”
as it was technically called, of plays, so far as our
slender means would permit. To fashion and
paint a rustic bridge, with a wide board behind it,
set upon two shaky trestles, for Rob Roy to cross
over, was a special privilege. A profile boat for
the “Lady of the Lake” was another delight.
This perfectly unsafe-looking skiff was always set
on a trunk mounted upon four little wooden
wheels that no amount of black-lead could induce
to keep from squeaking. The rope must be stead-
ily pulled —the slightest jerk and over goes her
ladyship into the gauze waters. But let us return
to the story.

“Romeo and Juliet” being announced, I felt
that the balcony scene should have some atten-
tion, and I conceived a simple and economical idea
that would enable me, at a day’s notice, to produce
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the effect in a manner ‘“hitherto unparalleled in
the annal$ of the stage.” Skirmishing about the
wharves and the ship-chandlers’, I chanced to light
upon a job lot of empty candle-boxes. By taking
a quantity the cardboards were thrown in, and
nothing makes a finer or more imposing but un-
substantial balustrade than cardboard. The boxes,
placed one by one on top of each other and painted
a neat stone color, formed a pleasing architectural
pile. Before the play began I had cautioned Ju-
ltet that when “she leaned her cheek upon her
hand” she should let her elbow rest gracefully but
lightly on the frail structure that was to support
it. Romeo also had to be cautioned, for as the
house of Capulet was already about his ears, it
was necessary that at least his shins should es-
cape any contact with the foundation. The scene
opened with a backing of something, supposed to
represent the distant city of Verona, with my new
balcony in the foreground. Romeo and Juliet
were warm and energetic in their love passages,
but still acted with becoming care and gentle con-
sideration for the balcony about which they flut-
tered. All seemed to be going well till presently
there came the sound of half-suppressed laughter
from the audience. ‘ Crocker,” said I from the
wing, “are you shaking the balcony?” ¢“No,” he
whispered; “I have n't touched it.” “What are
they laughing at, then?” “Can’t imagine,” said
he. The laughter increased, and it was quite evi-
dent that something not announced in the bills
had gradually attracted the attention of the audi-

10
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ence till at last the whole house had discovered
the mishap. Juliet retreated in amazement and
Romeo rushed off in despair, and down came the
curtain.

I rushed upon the stage to find out what had
occurred, when to my horror I discovered that one
of the boxes had been placed with the unpainted
side out, on which was emblazoned a semicircular
trade-mark, setting forth that the very corner-stone
of Juliel's balcony contained twenty pounds of the
best “short sixes.”

From Wilmington we journeyed to Charleston,
South Carolina, where, after three weeks of stock
and star, we were joined by Julia Dean. Julia
Dean and I had been in the utility ranks of the
Mobile Theater during the management of Ludlow
& Smith, and as this firm was noted for the econ-
omy of its organization, we were made good use
of. In the various dramas produced during this
season Julia and I had gone hand in hand, alter-
nately espousing the cause of tyranny and virtue
for the small sum of six dollars a week. For this
reward we were content to change our politics and
our costumes at the will of the stage-manager. As
brigands, gentle shepherds, or communists we
gained our daily bread together. We changed
our religion without the slightest compunction ; as
Catholics we massacred the Huguenots, while as
Pilgrims we bade a sad adieu to our native land,
from which we had been driven by religious perse-
cution. Lay or secular, it mattered not to us. So
we trudged on, with perhaps a lurking thought that
some day we might lead to victory as we were then
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following to the death. Straightway comes a
change; not for me, but for my gentle comrade.
Let me recall the scene. The greenroom is in
a high state of excitement; a lady has fainted and
is borne to her dressing-room “insensible”; the
prompter, George Stanley, brings intelligence to
the stage-manager that she is too ill to act. The
play to be given is “ Wives as They Were and
Maids as They Are.” The audience must be dis-
missed unless some one can be found to read the
part. The economy before referred to has permit-
ted no overflow of genius to glut our dramatic corps,
so that impromptu talent is a scarce commodity
with us. Stanley suggests, “Perhaps Miss Dean
candoit” ¢ Oh, no, impossible!” replies the man-
ager; and then a gentle but clear and steady voice
says, “I think I can, sir.” What, quiet, shy, and
modest Julia! Whence comes the courage to avow
all this? It doesnot spring from vanity — she has
none; it is begot of that honest confidence which
often underlies ability; ‘it wins the manager, who
in his dilemma clutches at a straw. While the
sweet volunteer is robing herself in the dress of
Lady Priory, left by the invalid, a friend reads the
lines of the first scene to Julia, who drinks them
in with eagerness; and the audience are told that
they must be charitable to the young novice.

The play proceeds and Lady Priory enters; we,
her comrades, are standing at the wing. Take
courage, girl! There beats not here one heart
that envies you. The gentle eyes are raised, so
full of innocence and truth, and now she speaks.
Who ever thought that Julia harbored such a voice
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—so low, so sweet, and yet so audible! It sinks
deep into the hearts of all who listen. They are
spellbound by her beauty, and as she gives the
lines with warm and honest power a murmur of de-
light runs through the house, and from that moment
our lovely friend is famous.

Just seven years after this I found myself mana-
ger in Charleston, and Julia Dean, then the lead-
ing juvenile actress of America, engaged to play a
star engagement in my theater. I was rather proud
to feel that while my young friend had in the mean
time risen to be a brilliant star I was at least a
manager, if not a successful one. On the morning
of her arrival in Charleston I called at the hotel to
pay my respects. [ sent up my card. I knew she
would smile at the very idea of my having a card;
so I wrote in pencil under my name, “ All the util-
ity people wanted at ten for the country dance.”
As the door opened I entered her drawing-room.
She burst out laughing, and, giving me both hands
in the frankest way, said, “ So here we are again.”
The tall lanky figure of a girl of sixteen, with deep
blue eyes and golden hair, had rounded into the
graceful figure of a charming woman.

Mr. Ellsler and I had been struggling along
in the old up-and-down way, but were looking for-
ward to an improvement in business as soon as our
new star should shine —and shine she did. The
town fairly went wild with enthusiasm. The star
was féted and entertained by those to whom she
would vouchsafe her presence. All vied in paying
homage to her beauty and her virtue. She received
these attentions with simple dignity and grace un-
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spoiled by flattery or success, and in those days of
her artistic splendor she delighted to laugh and
chat over the olden time when we marched together
in the glorious preparatory ranks. The success
of this engagement was an event in the annals
of Charleston theatricals. At the end of the first
week we shared $goo each —think of it, $goo.
My partner was more sedate than I, and I fancy
took his good fortune with a quiet, philosophic air.
But for me, I was in the clouds, a plutocratic com-
edian! During the whole week I had been covet-
ously eying two watches in the jeweler'’s window
of Hayden & Greg — one a small, blue enameled
one, having a real diamond in the center, with
which I intended to, and did, surprise my wife;
the other a patent eighteen-carat lever, with which
I was bent upon astonishing myself. These pur-
chases were eventually made, absorbing a large
portion of our profits.

I had my watch for many years. It was a
true and valuable friend. I will not say that
we never parted; there were moments of em-
barrassment when a temporary separation was
imperative.

The following season I was engaged to act the
“first comedy” under the stage-management of
Mr. John Gilbert, at the Chestnut Street Theater.
This being a period when stars were rare and
combinations unknown, the regular companies were
fully commissioned, and generally supplied with
excellent actors.

At the Arch, Wheatley & Drew had a most
popular stock company, and the ladies and gentle-

0%
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men attached to it were undoubtedly the dramatic
heroes of the city.

Our company at the Chestnut Street was not
quite so capable, but we produced the standard
plays with considerable effect, and were thought,
by ourselves at least, to be formidable rivals of
the other actors. I had played D». Ollapod and
Bob Acres before, so that in these characters I was-
comparatively at home; but when the cast of the
“Heir-at-Law ” appeared in the greenroom I felt
rather nervous, though, of course, I was delighted
at the prospect of acting the important part of
Dr. Pangloss. But now there came upon me a
dreadful mortification. The speeches of the erudite
doctor are filled with classical quotations, and as
I knew but little of Latin and nothing of Greek
there was only this course left me, I must go to
Mr. Gilbert and confess my ignorance. That gen-
tleman kindly offered to assist me in mastering
the classics, at least so far as the learned doctor
was concerned.

The first thing to be accomplished was to get
at the exact meaning of the quotations, that they
might be delivered with intelligence. And the
next and really most important point was to
familiarize myself with the correct pronunciation
of them. In two or three days we accomplished
this to our mutual satisfaction, and when acting
the part I gave out the quotations with such gusto
and confidence that I am quite sure the audience
was convinced that it was listening to a very
learned fellow. I do not feel any remorse, how-
ever, at the imposition, for I have no doubt that
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two-thirds of the spectators who applauded my
pronunciation of Greek and Latin knew as little
about the matter as I did.

In 1853 I became stage-manager at the Balti-
more Museum for Henry C. Jarrett. He was
known as the railroad manager, from a habit he
had contracted of getting up excursions between
Washington and Baltimore. These flying trips
were both startling and inconvenient for nervous
actors, as he would frequently arrange for one of
his stars to play a short piece for the opening
performance in Baltimore, and then hasten him,
on a-mile-a-minute trip, to Washington, in a spe-
cial train, terminating the entertainment in the
latter city with the same attraction.

On one occasion he produced the ‘“School for
Scandal ” at the capital with a cast so strong,
including as it did the first comedians of the day,
that some account of it here may be interesting.
The characters were distributed as follows:

Sir Peter Teazle . . . . . . . MR. HENRY PLACIDE.
Charles Surface . . . . . . . Mr.J. E. MURDOCH.
Joseph Surface. . .+« « + « MR.J. W, WaLLACK.
Sir Benjamin Ba:,ébzte « +« « « . Mr. I M DAWSON.
Crablree . . . . . . . . . . MR THOMAS PLACIDE.
Sir Oliver Swy’ace « « +« « +« « Mr. GEORGE ANDREWS.
Moses . . . .« « +« « « . MR. JOSEPH JEFFERSON.
Snake . . . . . « « . . . Mr EpwIN ADAMS.
Careless, with song. . . . . . . MR.A. H. DAVENPORT.
Rowley . -. « « « « + « Mr. E1s.

Sir Harry Bzmgper « « « « « .« . Mr. J. M. BARRON.
Trip . . .« «+ +« « +« « « « Mg ]J. B. HowE

Lady Teazle e « « +« o o+ « « . Miss Lizzie WESTON.
Mrs. Candor . . . . . . . . Miss Kate Hornw.
Moria . . <« o « « « o Miss Mary DEevLIN.

Lady Sneer—well « « + « « « .« Mrs. Jane GERMON.
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Being stage-manager, of course I was delighted
to have this vast array of talent under my direction.
Naturally my position on this occasion was a sine-
cure, as there was but little to do in the way of
management. These great lights had been accus-
tomed to manage themselves, and were not likely
to expect advice or to brook it from a young-
ster like me; so I was contented to get the
credit of arranging the whole affair, which had
really cost me but little thought or labor. I fancy
though, from what I remember of myself about
that time, that I went about with a wise and pro-
found look, as though the destiny of nations rested
on my head. I have since seen older men than I was
assume this importance.

The undoubted hero of this occasion was Mur-
doch in the character of Ckarles Surface. James
E. Murdoch, as an actor, was not only extremely
versatile, but entirely original. Neither the popu-
larity of Forrest nor the fame of Booth could tempt
him to an imitation of either of these tragedians,
and his comedy was equally free from resembling
the style of the Wallacks or that of Charles Kem-
ble—for the school of the latter was still lingering
upon the stage. I do not mean to say that the
traditions of these great actors were not worth
preserving. On the contrary, they possessed, from
all accounts, a dignity and finish that would be
welcome at any time. I cite the fact to show that
Mr. Murdoch,—though I feel sure that he admired
the great ones that had gone before and were sur-
rounding him,—while he strove to emulate, dis-
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dained to imitate them. He stood alone, and I do
not remember any actor who excelled him in those
parts that he seemed to make especially his own.
He was one of the few artists that I can call to
mind who were both professed elocutionists and
fine actors.

There was a manliness about his light comedy
that gave it more dignity than the flippant style in
which it was usually played. This method ele-
vated the characters exceedingly. Charles Sur-
Jace, Major Oakly, and young Mirabel cannot be
acted with the same free and easy manner that
might be thrown into Rickard Dazzle, Littleton
Coke, or Mr. Golightly. 1 do not say this in con-
tempt of these latter characters; they are natural
pictures of modern men, but they are eccentric
rather than elegant. I saw Charles Mathews in
the part of Charles Surface, and it was a failure.
He had been for years acting the London man-
about-town style of character, and the modern air
and rather trifling manners, which were admirable
when introduced into those parts, were entirely
out of place in old English comedy. The quaint-
ness of the language and the fashion of the cos-
tume seemed to demand a courtly carriage, which
a modern swagger, with one’s hands thrust into
one’s breeches pockets, will fail to give. It was
the finish and picturesque style of Murdoch’s act-
ing that agreeably surprised the audience of the
Haymarket Theater when this actor played there
some forty years ago. The public was unprepared
to see comely old English manners so conspicuous
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in an American actor, and he gained its sympathy
at once. The modern light comedians, with a few
exceptions, seem to have discarded the quaint
manners of the stage, thinking them antiquated
and pedantic. And so they were, for modern
plays; but it is dangerous to engraft new fashions
upon old forms. I should as soon expect to see
Mercutio smoke a cigarette as to find him ambling
about the stage with the mincing manners of a
dude. .

And speaking of this very character, Charles
Mathews told me that, during Macready’s Shak-
sperean revivals at Drury Lane Theater, he was
engaged to play Koderigo, in which light and friv-
olous part he made such a hit that Macready tried
to persuade him to act Mercutzo. He was de-
lighted with the idea at first, but upon reading
and pondering over the part he felt convinced
that it was beyond him. Macready urged, but
Mathews would not undertake the part. Some
years afterward Charles Kemble returned to
the stage for a short farewell engagement and
acted Mercutio. “Oh,” said Mathews, “when [
saw this elegant and ‘manly actor dash across the
stage with the confident carriage of a prince, and
heard him read "the lines of Shakspere as though
they had been written for him, I felt that I had
made a fortunate escape in dodging this first gen-
tleman of Verona.”

The next important figure to James E. Mur-
doch, in the powerful cast of the ¢School for
Scandal” just referred to, was the Sir Peter
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Teazle of Henry Placide. It was one of this act-
or's most striking characters. His style, during
the latter part of his career, was said to have been
founded on that of William Farren, the great Eng-
lish actor. If so, from all the accounts we get of
Mr. Farren, the model was superb. Henry Pla-
cide was considered a finished artist, but somewhat
cold and hard in his manner. These features,
however, though they mar the more delicate points
in acting, would be less objectionable in Sz» Peter
than in most of the old men in English comedy.
Except in the scene where he speaks feelingly of
his wife to Joseph Surface, the part is stiff, testy,
and formal; the humor is dry rather than unctu-
ous. The career of Henry Placide was long and
brilliant. He was a strong feature of the old Park
Theater for many seasons, and starred in the prin-
cipal cities of America with success. He was an
acknowledged favorite, whose talents as an actor
made him a valued member of the theatrical
profession.

[ remember that during the rehearsal of the
«“School for Scandal” T was impressed with the
idea that the performance would not go well. It
is always a difficult matter to bring a company of
great artists together for a night and have them
act in unison with one another; not from any ill-
feeling, but from the fact that they are not accus-
tomed to play together. In a fine mechanical
contrivance, the ease and perfection with which it
works often depend upon the fact that the cog-
wheels have their different proportions. On this
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occasion they were all identical in size, highly pol-
ished, and well made, but not adapted to the same
machinery. Seeing a hitch during the rehearsal
in one of the important scenes, I ventured, in my
official capacity, to make a suggestion to one of
the old actors. He regarded me with a cold,
stony gaze, as though I had been at a great dis-
tance,— which I was, both in age and in experi-
ence,— and gave me to understand that there was
but one way to settle the matter, and that that was
his way. Of course, as the company did not com-
prise the one regularly under my management, I
felt that it would be becoming in me to yield;
which I did, not, however, without protesting that
the position I took was the proper and only one
under the circumstances; and when I saw the
scene fail and virtually go to pleces at night, I
confess that I felt some satisfaction in the know-
ledge that my judgment had been correct. In fact
the whole entertainment, while it had been a finan-
cial success, was an artistic failure. People won-
dered how so many great actors could make a
performance go off so tamely.

Harmony is the most important element in a
work of art. In this instance each piece of mosaic
was perfect in form and beautiful in color, but
when fitted together they matched badly and the
effect was crude. An actor who has been for years
the main attraction in his plays, and on all occa-
sions the central and conspicuous figure of the en-
tertainment, can scarcely be expected to adapt
himself at once to being grouped with others in
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one picture: having so long performed the solo, it
is difficult to accompany the air. A play is like a
picture: the actors are the colors, and they must
blend with one another if a perfect work is to be
produced. Should they fail to agree as to the
value and distribution of their talents, then, though
they be ever so great, they must submit their case
to the care and guidance of a master hand.

In the year 1854 I became manager for John T.
Ford of the theater in Richmond, Virginia. The
romantic drama of “The Sea of Ice” was produced
with splendid success, and was followed by “The
Naiad Queen,” which enjoyed equal popularity.
The season was altogether quite a brilliant one,
and included among its attractions some of the
first stars of the country. Miss Agnes Robertson,
known as the “Fairy Star,” accompanied by her
husband, Mr. Dion Boucicault, headed the list,
which terminated with Edwin Forrest. This popu-
lar tragedian was then in his prime, and what a
handsome fellow he was! The form of an Apollo,
with the strength of a Hercules: his deep, musical
voice was under perfect control, and in the pathetic
scenes of Cade and Virginius full of tears. Asa
melodramatic actor he stood ahead of all his com-
petitors. In Shaksperean characters he was con-
sidered too robust and extravagant. So far as
matters relating to his own profession were con-
cerned, he was undoubtedly a student, his readings
being faultless, and full of feeling. In private he
could be very agreeable; his conversation was both
humorous and witty, and his anecdotes were told
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with excellent effect. During my long professional
life I met him frequently, and I should say that
much of his unhappiness —for he was a very un-
happy man — came from an irritable temper, under
little control. His nature, unfortunately, was not
softened by that sweet and gradual ascent to good
fortune that is so humanizing. Happy are those
who in the race for fame advance steadily and by
degrees, making no hurried strides, but losing no
ground; shaking hands with their competitors as
they go by them, and making honest room for them
to pass should they come up again. Forrest with
one leap bounded to the front. No new triumphs
awaited him, and as old age came on he could only
witness younger and fleeter metal pass him by.
During those fits of anger which came upon him
from the inefficiency of his dramatic support he
was childish and unreasonable — having no power
of recognizing the distinction between a man who
tries his best and fails, and he who fails because he
does not try at all.

During the engagement of which I am about to
speak, and on one occasion while we were rehears-
ing “Damon and Pythias,” Edwin Adams, who
was cast for Pythias, was going through the excit-
ing scene in which that character parts with Ca-
lanthe. Forrest took exception to the business
arrangements of the stage; but as this was one of
his quiet, dignified mornings, he made his objec-
tions with respectful deference, saying that if Mr.
Adams would allow him he would suggest some
new business that might improve the scene.
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Adams expressed himself as quite willing to receive
any instruction; so Forrest went through the part-
ing with Calanitke, giving some new and very good
suggestions. Adams tried but failed to catch For-
rest’s idea. It was tried over and over till finally
Forrest became impatient. Again taking Adams's
place, he rushed towards the fainting form of Ca-
lantke, and as he dropped upon his knee, throwing
his head tragically forward, his hat fell off Now
it is always a comical thing to see a man’s high
black-silk hat tumble from his head, but especially
when he is going through a tragic scene. Forrest
for a moment hesitated whether he should pause
and pick up the hat or not; at last he made a sav-
age grab for it, but it eluded his grasp, and, slip-
ping through his fingers, rolled round the stage,
he pursuing it with tragic passion. The company,
one by one, turned their heads away, quietly en-
joying his discomfiture. At last he secured it, and
fixing it irmly on his head, he proceeded with the
action of the scene. He felt we had been laughing
at him, and became furious. Rushing upon Ca-
lanthe, he embraced her again and again. “Fare-
well, my love,” cried he in dire woe. He then
tore himself from her embrace, and madly career-
ing up the stage ran head first into a scene that
the carpenters were moving across the stage,
mashing the unlucky hat over his eyes. He
struggled manfully to get it off, but with no effect
till Adams and I came to the rescue. We
were now all in a roar of laughter. Fora moment
he looked bewildered and even angry, but as the
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absurdity of the scene dawned upon him he joined
in the merriment, and declared it was the most
ridiculous thing that had ever occurred.

At the conclusion of the Richmond engagement
the company journeyed to Washington, where we
were to open with Forrest as Metanora —a char-
acter that he detested, and one that the public ad-
mired. Forrest was always in a state of intense
irritation during the rehearsal and performance of
this drama. Irregularities that he would have
overlooked under ordinary circumstances were
now magnified to an enormous size, so that when
he donned the buckskin shirt, and stuck the hunt-
ing-knife of the American savage in his wampum
belt, he was ready to scalp any offending actor
who dared to cross his path. The copper-colored
liquid with which he stained his cheeks might
literally have been called “war paint.”

At the rehearsal the poor property man, old
Jake Search, got in a dreadful state of nervous-
ness, and everything went wrong. The tragedian
naturally held me, as stage-manager, responsible
for these accidents, particularly as the unlucky
Jake would conceal himself behind set pieces, or
mysteriously disappear through traps as each
mishap occurred. In the midst of this dreadful
confusion, principally brought about by his own
ill humor, Forrest turned on me, saying he would
not act that night, and strode out of the theater.
I hurried through the front of the house, and
heading him off in the alley addressed him, as
nearly as I can remember, in the following words:
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“Mr. Forrest, before you decide upon this step
let me state an important fact, that perhaps has
not crossed your mind.” He saw [ was in earn-
est, and stopped short to listen, as I resumed:
“Mr. Ford, the manager, is absent, so I must
take his responsibility to the public on myself.
The blunders on the stage this morning have been
unfortunate, perhaps culpable, but you must par-
don me for saying that your excited manner and
somewhat unreasonable demands have contributed
not a little to confuse the company and bring
about this disorder. But be that as it may, there
is another and still more important matter to
consider. Every seat in the theater is taken for
to-night; the audience will crowd the house in ex-
pectation of a great dramatic treat, to which they
have been looking forward for some time. If
you decline to act, and so break your contract
with the public, what course is left for me?
Why, only this: I must wait for the vast con-
course of people to assemble, and then go before
them and explain the reason of your non-appear-
ance. [ shall have to make a clear statement of
the case, and say that you have refused to act
because there were some slight discrepancies and
irregularities in the rehearsal. The public are,
you know, quite unreasonable when their diver-
sion is checked, and it is likely that they will be
indignant at the disappointment, failing to see
the reason as clearly as you may have done.
Now consider for a moment: under these circum-
stances will it not be more magnanimous in

Ixr
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you to overlook the shortcomings and go on
with the rehearsal?”

He paused for a moment and said: “I will not
go back to the rehearsal. I am too much excited,
and my presence on the stage now will only make
matters worse; but if you will see that details are
attended to, I will act to-night.”

I promised to do so, and we parted. I was
only too glad to get rid of him on those terms, in
his then intemperate state of mind. I went back
to the stage and dismissed the rehearsal, caution-
ing the actors to do what they could to render the
night’s performance creditable. I now began to
hunt up the delinquent and frightened property
man, Jake Search,—an appropriate name for a
fellow who needed so much looking after,—and
discovered him hiding under a pile of old scenery.
“Is he gone?” said Search. “Yes,” I answered,
“but he will return to-night; so see that your
properties are in good condition, or he will be
the death of you.”

The night came and matters progressed favor-
ably until the council scene. One of the char-
acters here, being overcome with nervousness,
reversed his questions to Melamora, giving the
wrong lines, and of course receiving an absurd an-
swer. The audience, recognizing the confusion
of the dialogue, began to laugh, and of course this
made matters worse. The act terminates with the
Indian’s great speech, “From the east to the west,
from the north to the south, the loud cry of ven-
geance shall be heard,” and heré he hurls his knife
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into the center of the stage, where it quivers a de-
fiance as the curtain falls. In his anger and ex-
citement the blade failed to stick in the stage and
bounded into the orchestra, the handle hitting the
double-bass player on the top of his head, which
was as innocent of hair as a billiard-ball, so as the
curtain came down the old fellow was stamping
about and rubbing his bald pate to the delight of
the audience.

I realized now that the storm had burst in
earnest, and that a total wreck would soon follow.
Knowing that I could not avert the catastrophe,
and having no desire to face the tragedian’s wrath,
like a politic but disloyal captain I deserted the
ship and went in front to see it go down. Byron
says of a battle, “Oh, what a sight to him who
has no friend or brother there!” to which Prentice
adds, “and is not there himself,” The latter was
now my case. I was not there myself, and 1 did
not intend to be, so from the secure corner of an
upper private box I watched the progress of the
most disastrous performance I had ever seen.

As the curtain rises on the last act the tribe of
Metamora should rush through the woods as their
leader calls them; but by this time the braves
were so frightened that they had become demoral-
ized, and as the foremost rushed through the
opening in the woods his long bow got crosswise
between two trees. This not only precipitated
the redskin over it, but the entire tribe followed,
tumbling head over heels into the middle of the
stage. I trembled now lest the ‘“big Injun™
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would refuse to put in an appearance. At last,
to my relief, the audience quieted down, and
Forrest strode upon the stage. If I remember
the story, at this point Metamora’s wife and chil-
dren had been stolen away and murdered. His
pathos was fine, and by his magnificent acting
he reduced his audience to attention and enthusi-
asm. All was now going well, and I looked
forward to a happy termination of the play, which
I was thankful to know had nearly reached its
climax.

A funeral pile of burning fagots was then brought
on, at which some pale-face was to be sacrificed.
The two Indians in charge of this mysterious-
looking article set it down so unsteadily that a
large sponge, saturated with flaming alcohol, tum-
bled off and rolled down the stage, leaving a track
of fire in its wake. ¢ Put it out!” said Forrest,
“put it out!” whereupon the two Indians went
down on their knees and began to blow alter-
nately in a seesaw way, singeing each other’s
eyebrows at every puff. The audience could not
stand this comical picture, and began to break
forth in laughter. “Let the theater burn!” roared
Forrest. At last one tall Indian, supposed to be
second in command, majestically waved off the two
who were blowing, and stamped his foot with force
and. dignity upon the flaming sponge, at which a
perfect fountain of burning alcohol spouted up
his leather legs. He caught fire, tried to put
himself out, rubbing and jumping about franti-
cally, and at last danced off the stage in the most
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comical agony. Forrest made a furious exit; the
curtain was dropped, and the public, in perfect
good nature, dispersed. I mingled with the crowd
as it went forth, and I never saw the faces of an
audience, at the end of a five-act comedy, wreathed
in such smiles.

Forrest’s first dramatic career in London was
undoubtedly a success, though “The Gladiator”
was an unwise selection for the opening night.
It is a bloody piece of business altogether, and it
is a play that could not fail to disgust the sensi-
bilities of a select audience. An actor visiting
England, as Forrest did, not only with a great
reputation, but as unquestionably at that time
the representative tragedian of America, naturally
drew the first people of the land to meet him. It
must be borne in mind that a first night’s audience
never represents-the general public, particularly
on an occasion of this kind. The event was an
international one. It was the first dramatic chal-
lenge that America had ever given to England.
The theater was filled with a critical audience.
Statesmen and authors, with the nobility and gen-
try of the land, were assembled at Drury Lane to
witness the début.

Upon an audience like this the most delicate
coloring would have had its effect. An artist
could scarcely be too subtle before an array of
such nice discrimination. When the American
actor came upon the stage the symmetry of his
form, his manly bearing, and the deep music of
his voice produced a strong impression upon the

¥
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house; but as the play progressed, revealing only
the tumult of brutal passions, disappointment fell
upon the audience. This crude and extravagant
drama ends with the central figure bathed in
blood, biting the dust, and writhing in the agonies
of death. Nothing but the fine acting of Forrest
could have sustained this drama before such an
audience.

As an actor he was a success, and the play, that
caught the public taste, if it failed to please the
judicious, was acted for several nights. There can
be no doubt that if he had played Zear or Othello
before the rare audience that came to witness his
début, and which he could not hope again to
assemble in such force, his success as a Shak-
sperean tragedian would have been pronounced.

Forrest’s second visit was full of tumult. Wil-
liam Macready, then the reigning favorite as a
Shaksperean actor in England, was an intimate
friend of Mr. Forster, the dramatic critic; and
Forrest publicly declared that it was in conse-
quence of this intimacy that he had been abused
in the papers, and more than hinted that Mac-
ready was in a conspiracy with Forster to malign
him. History will never join with Forrest in this
belief. Macready’s position was so well assured
in London that he could not possibly fear a rival.
And the lifelong record of Macready clearly
shows that he was too honorable a man meanly
to connive at another’s downfall.

After his engagement was over Forrest went to
see his rival act, and because the latter introduced
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some business that Forrest disapproved of he
hissed Macready from the front of the house. To
say that this was in bad taste is to put too mild a
disapproval upon such a rude and unprofessional
act. It was the culmination of Forrest's wayward-
ness and ill temper. But the unfavorable notices
in London had stung him to the quick. The virus
of adverse criticism rankled in his veins. The
eagle of the American stage was in a frenzy; his
plumage had been ruffled by the British lion. So
giving that intolerant animal one tremendous
peck, he spread his wings and sailed away.

I have no doubt that he had often acted O#%ello,
Lear, and perhaps Hamlet with all that care and
study could compass, but the audience refused to
respond; and knowing that there was a “lurking
devil” in him, they sat dumb and sullen until it
was let loose.

A dramatic critic told me that he was paid a
stated sum of money to go to the theater regu-
larly every night during Forrest’s engagements at
the Broadway Theater in 1856, for the purpose of
writing him down. This gentleman (?) had lately
" come from England, and until this time had
scarcely seen a Shaksperean play. He was a
fluent writer, but had not the remotest idea of the
thought and philosophy contained in the plays of
which he was to write. He said he would get a
book of the tragedy that was to be acted at night,
read it up, then form his own conception of how
the character should be acted, and if Forrest did
not render it to his way of thinking,— which for-
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tunately for the public he never did,—he, as the
critic, would cut the actor all to pieces. These
criticisms did more good to the actor than harm.
Unjust abuse generally has this effect. Feeling
that these articles were actuated only by malice,
the public came in crowds to indorse the actor.
Unfortunately the tragedian lost his temper and
addressed the audience from the stage, pleading
his own case and hurling anathemas at “the irre-
sponsible assassins of the pen.” There was no
necessity for this. His friends had already taken
up cudgels for him and rallied to his support. It
was like a successful candidate asking his constitu-
ents, after they have elected him, to add to the
obligation by throwing his unsuccessful rival out
of the window.

Edwin Forrest, with all his faults, had warm and
generous impulses. I know of one instance where
a poor, old actress went to him in distress. In
former years he had known her father and respec-
ted him. Touched by her appeal for assistance,
he lent her a large sum of money, with the almost
certain knowledge that he would never get it back
again. It was never made public; no one knew
of it but the receiver and myself. The Forrest
Home has done much good, and is likely to do
more; and those actors who either by age or
by infirmities have been debarred the privilege of
following their profession will naturally be grateful
for this rich legacy.

Even in the days of his theatrical fame and pros-
perity Forrest was an austere man, and as he grew
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older he became morbidly misanthropical, holding
himself aloof from all but his most intimate friends.
The latter part of his life was embittered, too, by
illness and the loss of public favor. Until the clos-
ing years of his career he had been blessed with
perfect health; this became suddenly shattered,
and the unexpected attack wrecked his dramatic
power. He might have borne the stroke of illness,
but to one whose imperious nature could not brook
the faintest slight the loss of public admiration was
a heavy blow; one, too, that would have shocked
a wiser and more even-tempered man than Edwin
Forrest. Still he toiled on, and was unjustly cen-
sured for acting past his powers. But what was
he to do? His physicians told him that he must
act if he would live; the wheel must be kept in
motion or it would fall. His performances in the
larger cities were given to empty houses, while
bright and youthful aspirants were drawing from
him all his old adherents. His former friends for-
" sook him, and naturally, too; they could not bear
the pain of witnessing their favorite of other days
declining night by night. No actor can hope to
hold an interest in his audience merely by what he
has done in years gone by ; in acting it is the pres-
ent that the public have to deal with, not the past.
To witness age and decrepitude struggling to con-
ceal their weakness in the mimic scene is too pain-
ful. The greater our affection for the artist the
less can we bear to see him suffer and go down.
In the vain hope of struggling on, the old trage-
dian sought “the provinces.” Here the people
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flocked in crowds to see the great actor that they
had heard of from their childhood; not with the
faintest hope that they would find the grandeur
of the past, but from the curious desire to see a
ruined tower just before it falls.



CHAPTER VI

. FIRST VISIT TO EUROPE

From London to Paris—An Early Comedy—In
the Second-hand Shops— Return to America

tune, in June, 1856. This was my first visit to

Europe, and London was a rare treat to me.
It was rich in comedians and poor in tragedians.
Robson and Wright were especially fine; Comp-
ton was quaint and legitimate, and Buckstone
funny. Mr. Phelps was an actor of such versatil-
ity that he could scarcely be called a tragedian.
His range was wider than that of any other actor
in England. Macbeth, Sir Pertinax McSyco-
prant, Malvolio, King Lear, Sir Anthony A bso-
lute, and Bottom take in the vast area of the
legitimate drama. I saw him in two of these
characters only, but it is generally conceded that
he was equally fine in all of them.

171

I saiLED for England in the clipper ship Nepg-
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From London I went to France. My mother’s
parents were from this lovely country, and I
longed to see it. We arrived quite early in the
afternoon, and then I looked for the first time on
the picturesque city of Dieppe. What a transfor-
mation had taken place in a few short hours from
London! Why, if a hole could have been bored
at Waterloo Bridge and I had dropped through
the earth, coming out at China, the contrast would
not have been greater. Climate, costume, archi-
tecture, and language—the change was complete:
eight-storied picturesque houses, with three-storied
roofs, each story projecting a little beyond the
other till at the top they almost meet, making it
quite convenient for the occupants in the garret
windows to shake hands with one another across
the street; all the windows filled with the excited
inhabitants chatting to one another and violently
gesticulating. The streets were thronged with
people: women in wooden shoes, blue petticoats,
and high, stiff, white caps, carrying baskets and
generally doing all the work; lazy men in blue
blouses, quietly submitting to it without a mur-
mur; they were lolling on the piers, slyly laugh-
ing and winking at one another as they guyed the
cockney and Yankee tourists. A swell table
d’héte dinner, for swell tourists, was carefully
avoided by myself and companion; so we slipped
around the corner and got a cheap repast, consol-
ing ourselves that by traveling economically you
always have a better chance to study character.
With this object partly in view, and with know-
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ledge of our slender purse, we purchased second-
class tickets on the train for Paris. It was
midsummer, and as we started at 6 p. M. there
were still three or four hours of golden twilight
for us. What a panorama of beauty! We saw
the quaint French farms and picturesque chiteaux
as we skirted along the lovely banks of the Seine;
Rouen with its majestic cathedral loomed up as the
moon rose over the river.

At eleven o'clock we arrived in Paris. I drove
to Hétel Byron in Rue Richelieu, and after supper
determined to get a view that night of the church
of Notre Dame. Past twelve o'clock and the full
moon high in the heavens; it was just the time to
see it. A cab had us there in twenty minutes.
How grandly it stood out against the dark blue
sky! We recrossed the Seine, and I stopped the
cab to get out on the bridge. Straight before me
were the gloomy towers in which Marie Antoi-
nette was confined during the Reign of Terror. 1
almost fancied that I could see the pale face of the
murdered queen gazing with anguish through the
iron-grated windows. The French cabman did
not quite get into his head what was the matter
with me. I think my gloomy looks made him
suspicious that I was contemplating suicide and
had brought him there as an accessory ; for he got
quite close to me, evidently intending to grab me
by the collar and force me into the cab at the first
hint of a plunge. He heaved a sigh of relief as I
got into the cab, and drove away from the bridge
much faster than he came to it.
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Hétel Byron was in the busy part of the city, so
I was awakened at sunrise by a hum of voices and
the rattle of cabs: bakers, milkmen, and venders
of fruit and vegetables were trying to drown one
another with their various cries. Perhaps a week
later than this it would have been annoying, but
now the sounds were so strange to my ears that I
was only too delighted to be awakened by them.
I had just finished dressing when I heard a fearful
quarrel in the courtyard: looking out of the win-
dow I saw a most curious group of people. There
was a fat man, in a white apron and cap,— the
cook,—armed with a large wooden spoon, and a
thin baker, with a long loaf of bread, measuring at
least four feet, beating each other over the head
and shoulders with these deadly weapons. The
landlord had embraced the baker and was trying
to tug him away; the landlady was endeavoring
to do the same with the fat cook, but his dimen-
sions defied her; a kindly milkman and two wait-
ers got in between the belligerents, and in so
doing received most of the punishment. Nothing
could be more comical than to watch this exciting
but bloodless encounter—the frantic yells of the
landlord, the screams of the landlady, the milk-
man and the two waiters rubbing themselves as
the spoon of the infuriated cook and the long loaf
of the- angry baker descended upon their heads.
In the midst of the encounter and the thickest of
the fight a huge milk-can was kicked over, and a
foaming white flood deluged the middle of the
yard, This dreadful accident stopped the fray at
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once—oil poured upon troubled water could not
have been more effectual; economy is a passion
with the people of Paris. There was a groan of
horror from the milkman, who stood with his
shoulders shrugged up to his eyes, his arms stiff-
-ened, his hands spread out, and his legs wide
apart, surveying the disaster; his stock in trade,
once pure and white as the driven snow, was
slowly flowing down the middle of the yard, and
as it “mixed with the baser matter” became a
pearly gray, and so deepened into an inky hue as
it reached the gutter of the street. The poor
fellow was now the center of attraction. The
belligerents crowded around him offering their
sympathy; if they could not restore his mer-
chandise, they could at least smother him with
the milk of human kindness. The cook and the
baker looked on in self-reproaching silence, the
waiters assisted the unfortunate man to a chair,
and the landlady soothed him with a glass of
claret. Now a reaction set in. A faint smile
mantled the milkman’s face, then they all broke
out into a roar of laughter as the comical side of
the picture presented itself; the waiters fairly
danced with merriment, the cook embraced the
baker, who punched him in the stomach with de-
light, and so ended the first and only fight I ever
saw in Paris.

After breakfast I consulted my memorandum
and guide-book. What a list of things to see!
How could I get through it in the time? Where
should I go first? I have since seen my children
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in this urertain condition in a toy-shop, and have
always felt for them as I remembered this eventful
time; for we are only children of a larger growth,
and must have all felt this delightful torture. My
guide was now engaged; his name was Frangois.
He was a capital hand at business, so far as indus-
try was concerned ; his vitality, too, was wonderful.
Quick, agile, witty, and vivacious, nothing was a
trouble to him so long as it was to his taste; but if
I suggested some place to visit that he in his voca-
tion was tired of, the humbug of his nature came
into full play, and he would disparage the proposal
with the true tact of a Frenchman. Not that he
was dishonest; on the contrary, where money was
concerned he was scrupulously particular, but the
artistic side of his nature delighted to assert itself.
On my second visit to Paris, twenty years after,
I was struck with some curious incidents that illus-
trate the devotion of the French to art and their
uncertain loyalty to the reigning government.
Over their doors and on the cornices of their pub-
lic buildings the Republican motto ¢ Liberty, Equal-
ity, and Fraternity” was painted ; but the prices of
admission to the Grand Opera were carved in the
stone, as though they plainly said: ‘*We only
paint our patriotism on the walls, so if we desire
a change in the government we can wash it out;
but the price of admission to the grand opera can
never be changed — jamazs /” Again: when the
revolution was over, the names of many streets and
buildings were changed, all references to royalty or
the empire were swept away, till they came to the
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Palais Royal: this sacred title was not disturbed,
as it was the name of the theater within its walls.
How grand I felt on my first visit, to think that
I was in Paris; not the Paris of to-day, with its
gilded domes and modern grandeur, but the old,
quaint, dirty, gay, strange city in the early days of
the Second Empire, with its high, toppling build-
ings, narrow streets, and lively people. What
pride I should take, when I got back to America,
in talking familiarly of well-known localities, and
getting the French pronunciation pat and glib—
rattling off the names with an easy air as if I had
lived there for years. What boyish delight I felt
in walking through the streets and looking in at
the shop windows. Socrates, I think it was, who
said, as he walked through Athens, “ How happy
I am that there are so many things here I do
not want.” If his philosophy was correct—and I
have no doubt it was— I must have been very un-
happy and very unlike Socrates, for there were so
many things that I did want. Of course I could
not get them, but could price and admire them.
Now I must be careful ; the money had to be re-
counted, and there should be enough kept to get
back with. I had been saving up two years’ salary
for this trip, so there must be no undue extrava-
gance. This matter settled, I filled my purse with
gold, hired a cab, and sallied forth with my guide
to visit the theatrical wardrobe shops in the Tem-
ple. I shall never forget this lovely day, wander-
ing into the little dens, sometimes in the cellars,
sometimes in the garrets of the queer old places,

I2
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rummaging over quaint hats, square-toed shoes,
character wigs, embroidered court suits, charming
long silk stockings in all the magic colors of the
rainbow, high boots, lovely gaiters, striped waist-
coats, and groves of old-fashioned liveries — it was
a dramatic fairy-land.

The second-hand shops of Paris are very dif-
ferent from those of Chatham street and Petticoat
Lane. In London and with us they are presided
over by thrifty Jews, who glare at you with glit-
tering black eyes and thrust their eager noses in
your face, almost imploring you to buy. Not so
in France: quiet old women sit in the doorways
of their shops, or just outside, sewing or knitting ;
no time is wasted by the women of France. They
smile and nod as you pass by, but no rudeness,
no urging you to buy; in fact, they seem so per-
fectly self-satisfied that at times it is quite provok-
ing to the would-be purchaser. I was all eyes,
and longing eyes at that. Now and then Frangois
would give me a gentle nudge and admonish me
not to appear so anxious. At these times I would
assume a careless manner as if such scenes were
quite usual to me. At last Frangois stopped in front
of one of these shops: taking a survey with the
air of a connoisseur, and nodding a cold approval
of its contents, he invited me to enter. An old
woman,— knitting, of course,— the exact counter-
part of at least twenty we had already passed,
followed us in. Here everything was in pictur-
esque and artistic confusion — piles of curious
costumes on the shelves, flowing scarfs, broad



OF JOSEPH JEFFERSON 179

felt hats with ostrich feathers, russet boots, and
big-hilted swords and rapiers arranged in a half-
careless, half-methodical way. There was an inte-
rior room from which issued sounds of merriment
. and laughter. I hesitated to pass through, but
the old woman smiled and bade us enter, shrug-
ging her shoulders and expressing in her way,
“Only. young people; they will have their sport.”
And so it was. Here were two sprightly young
Frenchmen, evidently actors, and a pretty coquette
of a girl —the daughter of madame—having a
royal time at flirting and acting. For a moment
our entrance damped their ardor and the “sport,”
whatever it was, came to a standstill. Then came
some pantomime from my guide, who introduced
me to the trio as an actor from America, at which
they assumed an extravagant air of wonder and
amazement, evidently guying me. So feeling
themselves quite at ease, the merriment again
proceeded. It was quite evident to me that there
was a love affair between the pretty girl and the
handsomer of the young actors. He was a grace-
ful young fellow, with blond, curly hair and blue
eyes, and I presumed he was the rising young
lover of some small theater in the neighborhood.
The other actor was undoubtedly a low comedian
of the same establishment. He was the reverse of
the blond lover, hideously ugly, with a turned-up
nose, and a wide gash in the middle of his face
for a mouth. He looked like a monkey, and
was quite as full of tricks. Assuming a gro-
tesquely tragic air, he grasped me by the hand
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as if I were his long-lost brother, then, pointing
despairingly at the lovers, gave me to understand
in pantomime that his life was blasted by unre-
quited affection. Then he fell upon his knees to
the girl and implored her love; she laughed, of
course. This started him to his feet, and with
a sudden spring he picked up a Roman helmet,
cocked it sidewise on his head, seized a poker,
and rushed upon his rival. Then he paused, and,
bursting into tears, relented. Now taking the
lovers’ hands he joined them in wedlock, invoked
a blessing on them from Heaven, stabbed himself
with the poker, and rushed out into the front shop
amidst the laughter and merriment of his audi-
ence. To me this seemed a very happy party,
and though I understood very little of what they
were saying, it was quite enough to convince me
that some of their fun was at my expense. The
old woman now led the way up a dark, narrow
staircase to a room of wonders above. The walls
were hung with fantastic dresses, spears, shields,
and masks with decidedly French expressions of
countenance. She pointed quietly to all these
things, but rather disparaged them.

Now she came to a high, black leather trunk
with a round top and clamped all over with iron
bands and hinges. This contained glittering suits
of Roman armor. A shining breastplate was dis-
played to tempt me. I explained that that style of
thing was not in my line. So with a sweet smile,
somewhat tinged with pity, I think, she shrugged
her shoulders and passed on to a large, flat,



OF JOSEPH |EFFERSON 181

wooden box like a monster sea-chest with an
old-fashioned padlock on it, big enough for the
Bank of England. She pointed to the box with
admiration, as though she would say, “Ah, you
don't know what lovely things are stored there,
and so cheap.” She first displayed a black court
suit with polished steel buttons, very fine, but too
large and too somber. Next came a royal purple
silk velvet one, embroidered with gold and foil-
stones. I lost my heart to this at once, and the
sly old woman knew it. I tried to look as if I
did n’t care for it, but failed. It would n’t do
with her. She saw through me, and began to fold
it up with a loving hand, as though she could n’t
part with it for the world. She spoke no English;
and as I was equally skilled in French, we talked
through my guide. He, of course, professed to be
on my side, but, from certain suspicious intonations,
I fancy he slightly favored the old woman.

«“Well, what is the price?”

“Five hundred francs.” She said this with an
injured air, as if she hoped I would n’t give it, but
of course I did give it.

‘One article after another was tried on; some
reluctantly cast aside, otherseagerly purchased. As
each new treasure came into my possession it was
placed in the cab by my guide. I did not want
them sent home—no, I would take them myself;
then I had misgivings that the cabman might drive
off with my booty. [ must have made Frangois
take his number three times at least, and put it
in my different pockets, fearing I should lose it.

12*
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At last I had gone through all the shops in the
Temple. The longing eyes of the old French-
woman followed me from door to door, the cab was
full, the purse was empty, and now I had a feverish
anxiety to getaway. I was convinced I had bought
these wonders at half their value, and I feared that
the venders would regret having sold them, and
before I could depart demand them back. So we
jumped into the cab, gave the word, and drove to
the hotel.

Three lovely weeks in Paris; it seemed like a
dream. Then I awakened and sailed for home.



CHAPTER VII

WITH LAURA KEENE

“The Heir-at-Law” — Dramatic Action — Our
Amervican Cousin” — A Theatrical Quarrel —
Changes in Old Plays — “The Duchess”

HE opening of Laura Keene's theater, in

I September, 1857, was an important event
to me. I had been engaged for the leading
comedy, and it was my first appearance on the
western side of the city. Miss Keene had never
seen me, either on or off the stage. It.was looked
upon as a kind of presumption in those days for an
American actor to intrude himself into a Broadway
theater ; the domestic article seldom aspired to any-
thing higher than the Bowery; consequently I was
regarded as something of an interloper. Iam afraid
I rather gloried in this, for in my youth I was confi-
dent and self-asserting ; besides, there was a strong
feeling among my artistic countrymen that the Eng-
lish managers had dealt unjustly with us, and I nat-

urally shared in this feeling. I have since come to
183
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the conclusion that the managers do not open the-
aters for the purpose of injuring any one.

At all events, I was installed as the comedian at
Laura Keene'’s theater, and opened in Colman’s
comedy of “The Heir-at-Law.” One of the lead-
ing papers, in alluding to my performance, men-
tioned the fact that a “nervous, fidgety young
man, by the name of Jefferson, appeared as D7
Pangloss, into which character he infused a num-
ber of curious interpolations, occasionally using the
text prepared by the author.”

The critic struck the keynote of a popular dra-
matic error that has existed through all time, and I
shall make bold just here to call attention to it.
Old plays, and particularly old comedies, are filled
with traditional introductions, good and bad. If
an actor, in exercising his taste and judgment, pre-
sumes to leave out any of these respectable antiq-
uities, he is, by the conventional critic, considered
sacrilegious in ignoring them. And, on the other
hand, if in amplifying the traditional business he
introduces new material, he is thought to be equally
impertinent; whereas the question as to the intro-
duction should be whether it is good or bad, not
whether it is old or new. If there is any preference
it should be given to the new, which must neces-
sarily be fresh and original, while the old is only a
copy.

Laura Keene’s judgment in selecting plays was
singularly bad ; she invariably allowed herself to
be too much influenced by their literary merit or
the delicacy of their treatment. If these features
were prominent in any of the plays she read, her
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naturally refined taste would cling to them with
such tenacity that no argument but the potent one
of public neglect could convince her that she had
been misled in producing them. I do not say that
polished dialogue or delicately drawn characters
are detrimental to a play —on the contrary, they
assist it; but if these qualities are not coupled with
a sympathetic story, containing human interest, and
told in action rather than in words, they seldom
reach beyond the footlights.

Perhaps it is well to define here, to the non-pro-
fessional reader, what is meant by dramatic action,
as sometimes this term is mistaken for pantomime.
Pantomime is action, certainly; but not necessarily
dramatic action, which is the most essential element
in the construction of a play. A drama will often
give one no idea of its strength in the reading of
it; even in rehearsal it will sometimes fail to re-
veal its power. I have on several occasions seen
even the author of a play surprised at the exhibition
of its dramatic action on its first representation
before an audience, he himself not being aware that
his work contained the hidden treasure, until the
sympathy of the public revealed it. Sometimes the
point of unexpected interest consists in the relation-
ship between two characters, or the peculiar em-
phasis laid upon a single word that has been spoken
in a previous act. But to illustrate more fully what
I desire to explain I will take two dramatic actions,
one from comedy and the other from tragedy, to set
forth the subject clearly.

In one of Victorien Sardou’s plays — and this
gentleman is perhaps the most ingenious playwright
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of our time — the following incident occurs. The
audience are first made fully aware that a lady in
the play uses a certain kind of perfume. This is
done casually, so that they do not suspect that the
matter will again be brought to their notice. She
abstracts some valuable papers from a cabinet, and
when they are missed no one can tell who has taken
them. The mystery is inexplicable. Suspicion
falls upon an innocent person. The audience, who
well know how the matter stands, are on tenter-
hooks of anxiety, fearing that the real culprit will

not be detected. When this feeling is at white
heat one of the characters finds a piece of paper in
the desk and is attracted to it by the perfume. He
puts it to his nose, sniffs it, and as a smile of triumph
steals over his face the audience, without a word
being spoken, realize that the thief is detected.
Observe here, too, the ingenuity of the dramatist:
the audience are in the secret with him; they have
seen the papers stolen; it is no news to them; but
when the characters' in whom they are interested
become as much enlightened as they are the climax
is complete.

For an illustration of this point, as applied to
tragedy. After the murder of Duncan, Macbetf,
standing with his wife in a dark and gloomy hall,
looks at his bloody hands and apostrophizes them
in these terrible words:

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood
Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas incarnadine,

Making the green one red.
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Now there is a silence, and when he is alone there
echoes through the castle a knocking at the gate.
The friends of the murdered guest have come for
him; and they thunder at the portals, while the
blood-stained host stands as if stricken down with
terror and remorse. It is not the dialogue, as pow-
erful as it is, which strikes the audience with awe;
it is simply a stage direction of the great dramatic
master—a “knocking at the gate.” It will, I think,
be seen by these two illustrations that a fluent and
imaginative writer may construct plots, create char-
acters, and compose exquisite verse, and yet not
succeed as a playwright unless he possesses the
art or gift of creating dramatic action.

As an actress and manager Laura Keene was
both industrious and talented. If she could have
afforded it, no expense would have been spared in
the production of her plays; but theatrical matters
were at a low ebb during the early part of her ca-
reer, and the memorable panic of 1857 was almost
fatal to her. In the midst of financial difficulties
she displayed great taste and judgment in making
cheap articles look like expensive ones, and both in
her stage setting and costumes exhibited the most
skillful and effective economy. She was a high-
mettled lady, and could be alarmingly imperious to
her subjects with but little trouble.

I call the panic of 1857 ““memorable,” for surely
the actors and managers who struggled through
the vicissitudes of that season must have a vivid
remembrance of the various shifts and economical
devices of that disastrous time—disastrous not



188 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

only to theaters but to all kinds of commercial
pursuits. Banks that had been thought impreg-
nable were swept out of existence. Long rows of
despairing depositors stood in lines eagerly be-
sieging their delinquent trustees. One institution
alone withstood the shock,—the Chemical Bank,—
and naturally gained for itself a most enviable rep-
utation. Wall street was in a collapsed condition,
and placards of “To Let” stood out in bold relief
upon private residences, almost as numerous as
the houses themselves. People who had lived be-
yond their means found their extravagance checked
by an unlooked-for depression of their precarious
incomes. Horses and carriages were sold for a
song. That conventional army of gentlemen who
are always selling their teams, because they and
their families are about to go to Europe, increased
so alarmingly that column after column of the
daily papers were filled with announcements of
their intended departures.

Under such conditions naturally the theaters
were great sufferers. Salary day — that ever-wel-
come Monday — was deferred first until Tuesday,
then until Wednesday, then until Thursday—and
finally disappeared altogether. The bands struck
with one accord, and as usual got their money;
the actors revolted and as usual did not get
it. The public despondently staid at home,
the theaters were - empty, the managers de-
pressed, and the actors jolly. This seems in-
credible, but the members of my profession, at
least in the old time, were always in the best
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of spirits when business was bad and salaries were
uncertain.

Just at this juncture Miss Keene produced a local
farcical comedy called *“Splendid Misery "—a most
appropriate title and well suited to the financial
crisis through which the country was passing, and
in keeping, too, with the straitened circum-
stances of many families that were suffering from
their previous extravagance. There were several
local hits in the play which pointed so plainly to
the prevailing panic that they were much enjoyed
by the slim audiences that beheld them.

Business had fallen off and the theater was in a
fair way to follow in the train of bankruptcy that
was dragging everything after it, when I hit upon
the idea of producing what was deemed a shock-
ing innovation in a legitimate Broadway theater.
.Casting about for a novel that might be turned
into a strong military drama, I came upon George
Lepard’s Revolutionary story entitled * Blanche
of Brandywine.” Battles, marches and counter-
marches, murders, abductions, hairbreadth es-
capes, militia trainings, and extravagant Yankee
comicalities boiled over in every chapter. James
G. Burnett, the stage-manager, and I soon con-
cocted a soul-stirring drama from this material and
it was accepted by Miss Keene, the manageress.

She was most indefatigable in her rehearsals
and spared neither time nor pains in planning
her effects, but was greatly deficient in system,
and while acknowledging that Mr. Burnett
and I had prepared at least an effective play,
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she insisted upon arranging the business and
conducting the rehearsals. Of course we gave
way, being only anxious that success should be
achieved, and were quite willing to allow her
the credit of its production. She possessed but
slight experience in melodrama, as her previous
schooling had been mostly gained from the light
comedy productions of the London Lyceum, or
the legitimate plays that were produced at Wal-
lack’s Theater while she was a member of the
stock company; so that when she got into the
realm of red-hot conspiracies, blazing haystacks,
and rifle-balls, she was quite at the mercy of the
enemy.

The second act of our play ended with the bat-
tle of Bunker Hill, which I had arranged should
be given as a tableau rather than as an action,
from Trumbull’s picture of the “Death of War-
ren” or “The Battle of Bunker Hill.” It was
so well known, and its leading features presented
such a fine opportunity for effective grouping,
that we decided to have the stage raised to rep-
resent a mound covered with grass, and to ar-
range the figures in exactly the same manner
as in the famous painting. On the morning
the tableau was to be grouped, Miss Keene ap-
peared with the engraving, which she unrolled
with a proud air and Sir Oracle demeanor that
was all the more amusing to me as I knew she
was in deep water, and likely to sink at the first
plunge. We (the company) were assembled and
the stage-manager eyed us with a sidelong look of
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anything but approval. After a preliminary cough
or two Miss Keene charged up the hill and pre-
pared for action.

Looking over the scroll, which every now and
then would keep rolling itself up, much to her annoy-
ance and our smothered delight, she began to place
us in our different and, I may say, difficult positions.
One would be made to rest upon his elbow while
another was arranged to stand over him with an
uplifted gun. The next gentleman, a cruel British
officer, was then told to be on the point of thrusting
a bayonet into the vital regions of some American
patriot. The wounded Warren was ordered to lie
down in an uncomfortable position and be held by a
friend. This was all very well, and for a brief period
these attitudes could be maintained ; but by the time
Miss Keene had got through the militia the regular
army was completely worn out. Then she began
to badger Warren, telling him to lie with his head a
little more that way, or a trifle more the other way,
besides requesting him to look exhausted — which
expression, however, under the circumstances, he
had taken quite of his own accord.

“You are out of position again,” Miss Keene
would say to some old soldier. “Now observe, I
want you to stand—well, look here,” and away
would go the scroll again as if it were on a spring
roller.

““ General Warren, you have got your head all
wrong again.”

“I cannot stand it,” said the hero; “my head has
been in that position for twenty minutes.”
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I do not think that the original general could
have suffered more than did his counterfeit on this
occasion. By this time every one was exhausted,
Miss Keene included, so there was nothing left
but to dismiss the army and hold a council of
war.

I now saw that the arrangement of a tableau
from a picture with so many figures was a more
difficult matter than I had at first imagined.
Miss Keene declared that it could not be done at
all, and I was myself beginning to think we were
nonplussed, when Burnett came to the rescue with
a simple suggestion which made the way clear at
once. His idea was that the characters in the en-
graving should be cast just as they would be in a
play. Thus each figure in the picture was marked
with the name of the actor who was to represent it.
The engraving was then hung up in the greenroom
where each one could look at it and so study the
attitude he was to take. This was caught up at
once; their names were then marked upon the
mound in chalk, and when the word was given to
strike the tableau each one took the position, as-
sumed his attitude, and the picture was complete.

I have alluded to this incident as I think it per-
haps worth while to record a simple manner of ar-
ranging characters for a tableau from a picture.

Before concluding this incident I desire to pay
my respects to Mr. James G. Burnett, as he was
intimately connected with Laura Keene’s theater
both as an actor and stage-manager. Our friend-
ship extended over a term of many years, and
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I cannot call to mind one act of his that was
not characterized by honesty and truth. In the
earlier part of his life he was sorely tried by an
accumulation of domestic ills, and I know that he
bore his troubles with patience and dignity. As
an actor, during the latter part of his life he im-
proved wonderfully; he acted Szr Anthony A b-
solute and Lord Duberly with me in St. Louis, and
rendered them with fine effect.

During the season of 1858~59 Miss Keene pro-
duced Tom Taylor's play of ¢“Our American
Cousin,” and as its success was remarkable and
some noteworthy occurrences took place in con-
nection with it, a record of its career will perhaps
be interesting. The play had been submitted by
Mr. Taylor's agent to another theater, but the
management failing to see anything striking in it,
an adverse judgment was passed and the comedy
rejected. It was next offered to Laura Keene,
who also thought but little of the play, which
remained neglected upon her desk for some time;
but it so chanced that the business manager of the
theater, Mr. John Lutz, in turning over the leaves
fancied that he detected something in the play of
a novel character. Here was a rough man, hav-
ing no dramatic experience, but gifted with keen,
practical sense, who discovered at a glance an
effective play, the merits of which had escaped
the vigilance of older and, one would have sup-
posed, better judges. He gave me the play to
read. While it possessed but little literary merit,
there was a fresh, breezy atmosphere about the

13
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characters and the story that attracted me very
much. I saw, too, the chance of making a
strong character of the leading part, and so I
was quite selfish enough to recommend the play
for production.

The reading took place in the greenroom, at
which the ladies and gentlemen of the company
were assembled, and many furtive glances were
cast at Mr. Couldock and me as the strength
of Abel Murcott and Asa Trenchard were re-
vealed. Poor Sothern sat in the corner, looking
quite disconsolate, fearing that there was nothing
in the play that would suit him; and as the dismal
lines of Dundreary were read he glanced over
at me with a forlorn expression, as much as to
say, “I am cast for that dreadful part” little
dreaming that the character of the imbecile lord
would turn out to be the stepping-stone of his
fortune. The success of the play proved the
turning-point in the career of three persons —
Laura Keene, Sothern, and myself.

As the treasury began to fill, Miss Keene began
to twinkle with little brilliants ; gradually her splen-
dor increased, until at the end of three months she
was ablaze with diamonds. Whether these were
new additions to her impoverished stock of jew-
elry, or the return of old friends that had been
parted with in adversity,—old friends generally
leave us under these circumstances,— I cannot
say, but possibly the latter.

The dramatic situation that struck me as the
most important one in this play was the love scene
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in the opening of the last act. It was altogether
fresh, original, and perfectly natural, and I notice
that in this important phase of dramatic composi-
tion authors are conspicuously weak.

The love scenes in most all of our modern plays
are badly constructed. In the English dramas
they are sentimental and insipid, being filled with
either flowery nonsense or an extravagance border-
ing upon burlesque; while the love scenes in the
French plays are coarse and disgusting. Sardou
has written but few female characters for whom one
can feel the slightest respect. For instance, which
one would a man select to be his mother were he
compelled to make a choice ? I think it would puz-
zle him. The love scenes between A [fred Evelyn
and Clara Douglas, in Bulwer’s play of “Money,”
are stilted, unnatural, and cold. The passages in-
tended to display affection in the “ Lady of Lyons”
are still further from “imitating humanity,” and the
speech of Claude to Pauline, beginning with

In a deep vale shut out by alpine hills

is so glaringly absurd that the audience invariably
smile at the delivery of this soft extravagance.

The greatest love scene that ever was or ever
will be written is known as the balcony scene in
“Romeo and Juliet.” This is a perfect model, be-
ing full of the most exquisite humor.

Natural love off the stage is almost invariably
humorous, even comic —not to the lovers’ minds;
oh, no! ’'T is serious business to them, and that
is just what makes it so delightful to look at. The
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third party, when there is one, enjoys it highly.
The principals do the most foolish things: the gen-
tleman cannot make up his mind what to do with
his hat or with his hands, the lady is awkward and
shy, and the more they love each other the more
comical they are. They say stupid things, and
agree with each other before they have half done
expressing an opinion.

It was the opportunity of developing this attitude
of early love, particularly love at first sight, that
attracted me to the ¢ Cousin.” Simple and trifling
as it looks, Mr. Tom Taylor never drew a finer
dramatic picture. The relation between the two
characters was perfectly original. A shrewd, keen
Yankee boy of twenty-five falls in love at first sight
with a simple, loving, English dairymaid of eighteen.
She innocently sits on the bench, close beside him;
he is fascinated and draws closer to her; she raises
her eyes in innocent wonder at this, and he glides
gently to the farthest end of the bench. He never
tells her of his love, nor does she in the faintest
manner suggest her affection for him; and though
they persistently talk of other things, you see
plainly how deeply they are in love. He relates
the story of his uncle’s death in America, and dur-
ing this recital asks her permission to smoke a
cigar. With apparent carelessness he takes out a
paper, a will made in his favor by the old man,
which document disinherits the girl; with this he
lights his cigar, thereby destroying his rights and
resigning them to her. The situation is strained,
certainly, but it is very effective, and an audience
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will always pardon a slight extravagance if it
charms while it surprises them. The cast was an
exceedingly strong one — Laura Keene as the re-
fined, rural belle, and Sara Stevens as the modest,
. loving, English dairymaid. Both looked and acted
the parts perfectly. The Aébe/ Murcott of Mr.
Couldock was a gem, and the extravagant force
and humor of Mr. Sothern’s Dundreary, the fame
of which afterwards resounded all over the English-
speaking world, is too well known to need any
comment, except perhaps to mention one or two
matters connected with it of a curious nature.
As I have before said, Sothern was much de-
jected at being compelled to play the part. He
said he could do nothing with it, and certainly for
the first two weeks it was a dull effort, and produced
* but little effect. So in despair he began to intro-
duce extravagant business into his character, skip-
ping about the stage, stammering and sneezing,
and, in short, doing all he could to attract and dis-
tract the attention of the audience. To the surprise
of every one, himself included, these antics, intended
by him to injure the character, were received by
the audience with delight. He was a shrewd man
as well as an effective actor, and he saw at a glance
that accident had revealed to him a golden oppor-
tunity. He took advantage of it, and with cautious
steps increased his speed, feeling the ground well
under him as he proceeded. Before the first month
was over he stood side by side with any other char-
acter in the play; and at the end of the run he was,
in my opinion, considerably in advance of us all.

x3*
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And his success in London, in the same character,
fully attests, whatever may be said to the contrary,
that as an extravagant, eccentric comedian in the
modern range of comedy he was quite without a
rival. His performance of Sez which I saw at the
Haymarket Theater, in London, was a still finer
piece of acting than his Dundreary. It was equally
strong, and had the advantage of the other in not
being overdrawn or extravagant.

Miss Keene was undoubtedly delighted at Soth-
ern’s rising fame. I think she found that I was
becoming too strong to manage, and naturally felt
that his success in rivaling mine would answer as
a curb, and so enable her to drive me with more
ease and a tighter rein. I don’t blame her for this:
as an actor has a right to protect himself against
the tyranny of a manager, the manager has an
equal right to guard the discipline of the theater;
and I have no doubt that I perhaps unconsciously
exhibited a confidence in my growing strength that
made her a little apprehensive lest 1 should try to
manage her. In this she did me an injustice, which
[ am happy to say in after years the lady acknow-
ledged. The first rupture between us came about
somewhat in this way: The Duchess — as she was
familiarly called by the actors, on the sly — had ar-
ranged some new business with Mr. Sothern, neg-
lecting to inform me of it. I got the regular cue
for entering, and as I came upon the stage I natu-
rally, but unintentionally, interrupted their precon-
ceived arrangements. This threw matters into a
confusion which was quite apparent to the audience.
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Miss Keene, not stopping to consider that I had
been kept in ignorance of her plan and that the
fault was hers and not mine, turned suddenly on
me, and speaking out so loudly and plainly that
most of the audience could hear her, said, “ Go off
the stage, sir, till you get your cue for entering.”

I was thunderstruck. There was a dead silence
for a moment, and in the same tone and with the
same manner she had spoken to me, I replied :

*“It has been given, and I will not retire.”

We were both wrong. No actor has a right to
show up to the audience an accident or a fault com-
mitted on the stage, or intrude upon them one’s
personal misunderstandings. As two wrongs can-
not make a right, it was clearly my duty to pass
this by, so far as any public display of my temper
was concerned, and then demand an explanation and
an apology from her when the play was over. But

Who can be wise, amazed, temperate and furious,
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ?

Besides, I felt that no explanation of hers could set
me right with the audience, and I was smarting
under the injustice of her making me appear re-
sponsible for her own fault.

When the curtain fell she was furious, and turn-
ing on me with flashing eyes and an imperious air
discharged me then and there. I might leave now
if I liked, and she would dismiss the audience
rather than submit to such a public insult. I told
her that if she considered my conduct an insult to
her, that it was a confession that she had insulted
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me first, as my words and manner were but a
reflection of her own. This sort of logic only made
matters worse. So [ informed her that I could not
take a discharge given in the heat of temper, and
would remain. The play proceeded, but she was
singularly adroit, and by her manner in turning her
back on me through an entire scene, and assuming
an air of injured innocence, undoubtedly made the
audience believe that I was a cruel wretch to insult
her in so public a way. She had the advantage
of me all through, for when her temper was shown
to me the play was proceeding, and I dare say
that in the bustle and confusion of the scene very
few of the audience could understand what she
had done; whereas when I retaliated there had
been a pause, and they got the full force of what
I said.

When an actor shows his temper upon the stage
the audience feel insulted that they should be
called upon to sympathize with his private quar-
rels. The actor is the loser, depend upon it.

Mr. Rufus Blake was attached to our company
during this season, but in consequence of the great
success of “QOur American Cousin,” in which he
was not cast, he had acted but little. He was a
superior actor, with the disadvantage of small eyes,
a fat, inexpressive face, ard a heavy and unwieldy
figure. There must be something in the spirit of
an actor that is extremely powerful to delight an
audience when he is hampered like this. Without
seeming to change his face or alter the stolid look
Arom his eyes, Mr. Blake conveyed his meaning
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with the most perfect effect. He was delicate and
minute in his manner, which contrasted oddly
enough with his ponderous form. We acted this
one season together and were very good friends.
On one occasion only was this harmony marred.
He rated me for curtailing some of the speeches of
a part in one of the old comedies. I told him that
[ had my own ideas on these matters, one of which
was that the plays were written for a past age,
that society had changed, and that it seemed to me
good taste to alter the text, when it could be done
without detriment, to suit the audience of the
present day; particularly when the lines were
coarse, and unfit for ladies and gentlemen to speak
or listen to. He gave me to understand that he
considered it a liberty in any young man to set him-
self up as an authority in such matters, and that my
course was a tacit reproach to older and better
“judges, and even hinted that some people did that
sort of thing to make professional capital out of it.
I thought this was going a little too far for friend-
ship. [ therefore told him, with little reserve, that
as he had taken the liberty to censure my course,
I would make bold equally, and advise him, for
his own sake, to follow my example.

I do not cite this quarrel as redounding to my
credit. Mr. Blake was a much older man’ than
I, and more than my peer as an actor be-
sides. It was not only my words; I was angered,
and doubtless my manner was more offensive than
what I had said. 1 apologized, however, and we
were friends.
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As Laura Keene's season drew to a close she
and I had buried our differences and were com-
paratively good friends again; so the lady was
somewhat surprised to learn that I was not going
to remain with her during the following season,
and seemed to consider it unkind of me to with-
draw from the theater after she had done so much
to advance my position. This is the somewhat
unjust ground that managers often take when an
actor desires to go to another house. This is un-
redsonable, for there must come a time when it will
be for the interest of one or both parties that they
should part; and it would be just as wrong at one
time as at another. If an actor, when the season
is concluded and his obligations are at an end, sees
an opportunity of increasing his salary or bettering
his position by going to another establishment, it
would be an injustice to himself and to those who
depend upon him not to do so. And by the same
reasoning, if a manager can secure better talent, at
a more reasonable price, he has a perfect right to
replace one actor by another, having fulfilled his
engagement. [ have never known any manager
to hesitate in pursuing this course, unless he re-
tained the actor as an act of charity, and then, of
course, the matter is a purely personal one.

Miss Keene, taking the unfair view I have
alluded to, was highly incensed at my proposed
departure. She considered that, having been the
first to bring me to New York, to her my loyalty
was due, and in common gratitude I was bound not
to desert the theater for the purpose, as she sup-
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posed, of joining the opposition forces. I replied
that, so far as my ingratitude was concerned, I
failed to see in what way she had placed me under
obligations; that I presumed when she engaged
me for her theater it was from a motive of profes-
sional interest, and I could scarcely think it was
from any affection for me, as we had never met until
the engagement was made. This kind of logic had
anything but a conciliating effect. So I concluded
by saying that I had no idea of casting my lot with
the opposition, but that it was my intention to star.
«“Star! Oh, dear! Bless me! Indeed!” She did
not say this, but she certainly looked it; and as she
turned her eyes heavenward there was a slight
elevation in the tip of her beautiful nose that gave
me no encouragement of an offer from her under
these circumstances. With a slight tinge of con-
tempt she asked me with what [ intended to star.
I answered that, with her permission, I purposed
to act ¢ Our American Cousin.” “Which I decline
to give. The play is my property, and you shall
not act it outside of this theater.” And she swept
from the greenroom with anything but the air of a
comédienne. '

The houses were still overflowing, and there was
every prospect that “Our American Cousin” would
run through the season; but Miss Keene was tired
of acting her part in the comedy, and was deter-
mined to take the play off and produce “A Mid-
summer Night's Dream,” which had been in
preparation for some time, and in fact was now
in readiness. The management was anxious that
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Mr. Blake, who had been idle for some four
months, should be in the cast, so that the play
might contain the full strength of its expensive
company.

The Duchess, being in high dudgeon with me,
deputed her business manager, Mr. Lutz, to
approach me on the subject of the cast, propos-
ing that I should resign the part of Botfom to
Mr. Blake, and at the same time requesting me
to play Puck. This I positively refused to do. I
told him plainly that Miss Keene had taken an
antagonistic stand towards me, and that I felt that
she would not appreciate a favor even if I might
feel disposed to grant it, and would treat any con-
cession that I should make as weakness. He said
that Miss Keene had begged him to urge the
matter, as she did not know how else to get Mr.
Blake and myself into the cast. “Very well,” said
I; «“if that is all, tell her I will play Bottom, and
let Mr. Blake play Puck” And so we parted.
Of course I did not suppose that he would carry
this absurd message, as Mr. Blake would have
turned the scale at two hundred and fifty pounds,
and looked about as much like Puck as he resem-
bled a fairy queen. But, not being familiar with
Shakspere, and having no idea what the charac-
ters were like, he gave her my suggestion word
for word. This put the fair lady in a high temper,
and she did not speak to me for a week. But I
stood on my rights, and was cast for Bottom,
Miss Keene essaying the part of Puck herself.
After three or four rehearsals I discovered I
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should fail in the part of Botfom, and therefore
deemed it wise to make “discretion the better
part of valor,” and resign the character, which I
did upon the condition that I might take the play
of “Our American Cousin” upon a starring tour,
and give the management one-half of the profits for
the use of the play.

[ have thought that perhaps it is scarcely in
good taste that I should touch upon the little mis-
understandings between myself and Miss Keene;
but as these quarrels were not of a domestic or
private nature, and as the public were made fully
aware of them at the time, there is nothing sacred
about them, and they may serve as lessons in the
future to younger and as yet inexperienced actors.
And then, too, Miss Keene and I were friends in
after years; we had long since shaken hands and
buried the hatchet—had talked and laughed over
our rows and reconciliations, and had continued to
get as much amusement out of the recollections as
we had created trouble out of the realities.

When I returned from Australia we met again.
She had lost her theater, and was traveling and
starring with only partial success. Her early
popularity had waned, but she battled against
adversity with great courage. At last her health
gave way, and she retired, but still with the cling-
ing hope of returning to the stage again. She
never did. The last letter she wrote was penned
upon her death-bed, and was addressed to me.
She sent me an ivory miniature of Madame Ves-
tris, and a water-color drawing, by Hardy, of
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Edmund Kean as Rickard /7. Her letter was
cheerful and full of hope; she spoke of feeling
better, and seemed confident that in a few months
she would be in harness again. She died the day
after this was written.

She was esteemed a great beauty in her youth;
and even afterwards her rich and luxuriant auburn
hair, clear complexion, and deep chestnut eyes,
full of expression, were greatly praised; but to me
it was her style and carriage that commanded ad-
miration, and it was this quality that won her audi-
ence. She had, too, the rare power of varying her
manner, assuming the rustic walk of a milkmaid or
the dignified grace of a queen. In the drama of
“The Sea of Ice ” she displayed this versatile qual-
ity to its fullest extent. In the prologue she played
the mother, in which her quiet and refined bearing
told of a sad life; in the next act, the daughter,
a girl who had been brought up by savages, and
who came bounding upon the stage with the wild
grace of a startled doe. In the last act she is sup-
posed to have been sent to Paris and there edu-
cated. In this phase of the character she exhibited
the wonderful art of showing the fire of the wild
Indian girl through the culture of the French lady.
I have never seen this transparency more perfectly
acted.

Laura Keene was in private life high tempered
and imperious, but she had a good heart and was
very charitable. I never heard her speak ill of any
one but herself; and this she would sometimes do
with a grim humor that was very entertaining.



CHAaPTER VIII

AT THE WINTER GARDEN ; AND ‘‘RIP VAN WINKLE "

The Winter Garden—* Caleb Plummer’— I Re-
cetve Good Advice —* The Octoroon”— Some
Remarks on Guying —The Comedian's Disad-
vantage — The First Successful Star Come-
dian — How I Came to Play “ Rip Van Winkle”
— Failure in San Francisco— Harry Perry

: Y starring venture was attended with what
M is termed qualified success ; not with what
could be called positive failure; still I felt

that the time had not yet arrived for the continu-
ance of such a rash experiment. Just at this
juncture William Stuart made me an offer of an
engagement at his new theater, the Winter
Garden, which place was to be under the direction
of Dion Boucicault. Iaccepted the offer, at a much
larger salary than I had ever received, and was
enrolled as a member of the company. The title
of “Winter Garden” had been adopted from a
place of amusement in Paris, where plays were
- acted in a kind of conservatory filled with tropical
plants. If I remember rightly, the treasury of the

207
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management was not in what could be called an
overflowing condition; and although the actors
whom they engaged were quite strong, the horti-
cultural display was comparatively weak. Some
sharp-pointed tropical plants of an inhospitable and
sticky character exuded their “medicinal gums”
in the vestibule, and the dress circle was festooned
with artificial flowers so rare that they must have
been unknown to the science of botany. To give
these delicate exotics a sweet and natural odor
they were plentifully sprinkled with some perfume
resembling closely the sweet scent of hair-oil, so
that the audience as they were entering could
“nose” them in the lobby. Take it altogether,
the theater was a failure; for, added to the meager
decorations, the acoustics were inferior, and the
views of the stage from the auditorium unpardon-
ably bad. To make amends, however, for these
shortcomings, Mr. Boucicault had secured a strong
company; not so far as great names were con-
cerned, but they had been carefully selected with
regard to the plays that were to be produced.
The opening piece was an adaptation of Dickens’s
“Cricket on the Hearth,” and called “Dot.” It
was a hit. The cast was as follows:

John Peerybingle . . . . . . . MR. HARRY PEARSON.
Caleb Plummer . . . . . . . MR, JOSEPH JEFFERSON.
The Stranger . . . . . . . . MR A. H. DAVENPORT.
Tackleton . . . . . . . . . Mr T. B. JouNsoN.
Dot . . . . . . . . . . . Miss AGNEs ROBERTSON.
May Fielding . . . . . . . . Mrs. J. H. ALLEN,
Bertha . . . . . .. . . . Mriss SARA STEVENS,
Tillie Slowboy . . . . . . . . Mrs. Joun Woob.

Mrs. Fielding . . . . . . . . MRs. BLAKE.
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The four ladies first named were the pictures of
female grace and beauty. This season I acted
Newman Noggs, Caleb Plummer, Salem Scudder,
and several other characters; but the latter were
not very important.

Previous to the commencement of the season,
Mr. Boucicault and I had some conversation in
relation to the opening bill. I told him I was
rather apprehensive of my hitting the part of
Caleb Plummer, as I had never acted a character
requiring pathos, and, with the exception of the
love scene in “ OQur American Cousin,” as yet had
not spoken a serious line upon the stage. He
seemed to have more confidence in my powers than
I had, and insisted that I could act the part with
success. I agreed therefore to open in Caled, with
the understanding that I should finish the perform-
ance with a farce, so in the event of my failing in
the first piece, I might save my reputation in the
last. He assented to the arrangement, but warned
me, however, that I would regret it; and he was
right, for when the curtain fell upon “Dot,” I
should have much preferred not to have acted in
the farce. So the little piece was taken off after
the first night, as I was quite satisfied with Caleé
alone.

An incident occurred during the first rehearsal
of “Dot” that may be worth relating, as it bears
upon a theory in acting that I have established for
myself ever since it took place. Mr. Boucicault, I
think, understood me, and felt from what I had
said to him on previous occasions that I was not

4
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averse to suggestions in the dramatic art, and was
in the habit of listening to advice, though I always
reserved to myself the right of acting on my own
judgment as to whether the proffered counsel was
good or bad. During my rehearsal of the first
scene, which I went through just as I intended
acting it at night, I saw by his manner that he
was disappointed with my rendering of the part,
and I asked him what was the matter. He replied,
«If that is the way you intend to act the part I do
not wonder you were afraid to undertake it.” This
was a crushing blow to a young man from one
older in years and experience; but feeling that
there was something to learn, I asked him to
explain what he meant. “Why, you have acted
your last scene first; if you begin in that solemn
strain you have nothing left for the end of the
play.” This was his remark, or words to the same
effect; and I am certainly indebted to him, through
this advice, for whatever success I achieved in the
part.

I am not sure whether Mr. Boucicault was aware
of what a large field for dramatic thought he opened
up, and if I did not clearly understand the impor-
tance of it then, I have found it out since, and so
far as I have been able applied it as a general
rule. These reflections taught me never to anti-
cipate a strong effect; in fact, to lead your audi-
ence by your manner, so that they shall scarcely
suspect the character capable of such emotion;
then, when some sudden blow has fallen, the terri-
ble shock prepares the audience for a new and
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striking phase in the character: they feel that
under these new conditions you would naturally
exhibit the passion which till then was not sus-
pected.

Rising young actors usually guard their posi-
tions with a jealous eye, and, as I was no exception
to this rule, it had been clearly understood between
me and the management that my name should

" be as prominently set before the public as that of
any other member of the company. This agreement
was not carried out; for, on the announcement in
the papers of the play of “The Octoroon,” my
name did not appear. I was to act one of the
principal parts in the drama. I felt that I was
something of a favorite with the public, and natu-
rally became irate at this indignity; so I sent my
part, Salens Scudder, to the theater, with a note
to Mr. Stuart, saying that I considered my engage-
ment canceled by my name being publicly ignored
in the announcement of the play, and I concluded
my resignation by saying that, as I had no wish to
distress the management, if Mr. Stuart or Mr.
Boucicault would call on me I would be pleased
to enter into a new engagement with them when
my claims should be written out to prevent any
further misunderstanding; otherwise I must de-
cline to act again in the theater. As the play was
ready and to be acted on the following Monday
night, this being Saturday, I felt pretty sure that
my note of resignation would act as a bombshell
and explode with considerable force in the mana-
gerial office. And it did.
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But I must now digress in order to show the
sequel of the story. I had been for some time
suffering with an attack of dyspepsia,—not a
happy condition for an actor who is quarreling
with the manager,— and conceived the idea that
gentle exercise in the way of boxing would relieve
me. So I engaged a professor, in the shape of an
old retired «“champion of light-weights,” to give me
lessons in the manly art of self-defense for the sum
of two dollars per lesson, in consideration of which
he was to allow me to pommel him over the head
with soft gloves ad /ibitum. In our contract it was
understood that I was the party of the first part,
and the party of the second part agreed, never,
under any consideration, to counter on the party
of the first part. These lessons had been going
on in my drawing-room —my teacher coming to
the house — for several weeks, and I fancied that
I was improving; certainly I was, so far as hitting-
out went, for, as I observed before, according to the
contract I had it all my own way.

On the occasion I am now about to describe I
had been perhaps taking unwarranted liberties
with the “champion,” who must have got a little
excited, for before I knew where I was I found
myself stretched full length under the piano. I
expostulated with him, informing him solemnly
that this was the second breach of contract I had
suffered from him during the last two days, and
begged him in the future to subdue the old war-
horse within him. In fact, I said that I would
prefer to pay a little extra if he would conform to
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the contract more rigidly. We shook hands and
began work again. My feelings were hurt, to say
the least of it, and I was determined to get even
with him. I now began to dance around my ad-
versary in the conventional style, and had just
given him ‘““one for his nob,” when looking over
his shoulders I discovered the amazed faces of Dion
Boucicault and William Stuart. Against the dark
background of the room the two heads of these
gentlemen loomed up like another pair of boxing-
gloves. They stood aghast at the scene, and I
fancy it must naturally have entered their minds
that I had invited them up to settle our difficulties
by an appeal to science, and had secured the ser-
vices of a professional bruiser to assist me. But the
record of these gentlemen, like my own, proves
that we are, pugilistically speaking, men of peace;
so if they had any doubt, their alarm was soon set at
rest by my dismissing the light-weight and politely
begging them to be seated.

We soon came to a more explicit understanding,
and the matter was settled without any reference to
the ¢ Marquis of Queensberry.” The truth of the
matter is that they were very anxious for me to
act the part, and I was equally anxious to play it.
With these feelings underlying the difficulty, there
was no occasion for arbitration. The quarrels
between manager and actor are never very serious.
As with loving couples, the slightest advance on
either side soon brings about a reconciliation.

The history of “ The Octoroon” is well known.
It dealt with the one absorbing subject of slavery,

4%
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and was produced at a dangerous time. The
slightest allusion to this now-banished institution
only served to inflame the country, which was
already at a white heat. A drama told so well had
a great effect on the audience, for there was at this
time a divided feeling in New York with regard to
the coming struggle. Some were in favor of war,
others thought it best to delay, and, if possible,
avert it ; and it was deemed unwise, if not culpable,
by many for us to act “The Octoroon” at such
a time. Then there were various opinions as
to which way the play leaned — whether it was
Northern or Southern in its sympathy. The truth
of the matter is, it was non-committal. The dia-
logue and characters of the play made one feel
for the South, but the action proclaimed against
slavery, and called loudly for its abolition. When
the old negro, just before the slave sale, calls his
colored “bredrin” around him and tells them they
must look their best so as to bring a good price for
the “missis,” and then falling on his knees asks
a blessing on the family who had been so kind to
them, the language drew further sympathy for the
loving hearts of the South; but when they felt by
the action of the play that the old darky who had
made them weep was a slave, they became aboli-
tionists to a man.

When Zoe, the loving octoroon, is offered to the
highest bidder, and a warm-hearted Southern girl
offers all her fortune to buy Zoe and release her
from the threatened bondage awaiting her, the
audience cheered for the South; but when again



OF JOSEPH [EFFERSON 215

the action revealed that she could be bartered for,
and was bought and sold, they cheered for the
North as plainly as though they had said, “ Down
with slavery.” This reveals at once how the power
of dramatic action overwhelms the comparative
impotency of the dialogue.

Among the well-remembered characters of my
dramatic life was an actor named Salisbury. The
only influence that he exerted upon the stage dur-
ing his career was, I regret to say, anything but a
good one. ‘“Guying” was formerly a slang term,
but it has of late years become a technical one for
trifling with a part upon the stage. The art of
guying was Mr. Salisbury’s forte, and it was the
only thing that he did well. Life was one huge
joke to him: he treated nothing seriously. He was
the delight of actors and the bane of managers.
It is related of him that he once senta telegram to
Mr. Rice of the Chicago Theater applying for an
engagement. The manager sent back this answer:
«I would not engage you if you would come for
nothing ”; to which Salisbury replied: “ Terms
accepted. Will be with you to-morrow.”

This man’s memory was so wonderful that it
was almost impossible to ask him a question with-
out getting a Shaksperean quotation in reply.
If he was imperfect in his part, which was gener-
ally the case with him, he would interpolate
speeches from other characters, talking the most
absurd nonsense, and turning a serious scene into
ridicule. Sometimes the audience, detecting this
impertinence, would hiss. This rebuke was the
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only thing that would check him, for any slight
put upon himself was keenly felt; but the next
night the chastisement would be forgotten, and he
would repeat his indiscretion. It was said of him
that he was generous to a fault; and I think he
must have been, for he never paid his washerwoman.
One morning the poor old laundress was dunning
him for her hard earnings. He was standing at
the stage door, surrounded by a circle of admirers,
and turning furiously upon the old woman, he para-
phrased Macbet/i’s speech to the ghost of Banguoin
the following words: ““ Avaunt, and quit my sight !
Thy tubs are marrowless; there is no starch in
my fine shirts that thou didst glare withal! Ap-
proach thou like the Russian manager, the Hyrcan
critic, or the *Old Rye whisky-us’; or, be alive
again, and make it salary day. If, trembling then,
I do inhibit thee, confess me but a babe of a Salis-
bury.” The laundress fled in despair, only too glad
to escape unpaid from the supposed lunatic.
Innocent mirth is most desirable, but not mirth
expended at the cost of another’s feelings; and
Salisbury’s unfortunate career, terminating as it
did in sickness and poverty, is an example of a
handsome man, possessed of fair ability, who, by
utter disregard of loyalty to his manager and of
respect for the public, gradually lost the confidence
of all who knew him, and became a neglected
wreck. The practice of guying is unpardonable,
and the indulgence in it unworthy of an artist or a
gentleman. The leisure hours passed in the dress-
ing-room or the greenroom afford ample time for an
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*An actor, perhaps a good one, too, comes gaily
on the stage. The audience like him and give him
a hearty welcome; an evening’s enjoyment has
been promised, and they are in high expectation
of the compact being fulfilled. Ah! who are those
young fellows in the private box? Quite a jolly
party, I declare. They know the comedian, too;
see, he recognizes them. Now the comedian—
just for fun, you know; he does n't mean any
harm by it—introduces some joke: foreign to
the play, to be sure; but then the private box
recognize it at once as some allusion to their last
merrymaking. How they do enjoy it! Now a
friendly wink, they laugh again; it ’s delightful.
But how about the audience all this time? What
are they doing while all this sport is going on?
I will tell you. They are not hissing, to be
sure,— well-bred American audiences seldom for-
get themselves so far, for they feel this breach
of decorum would interfere with the enjoyment of
others,—but they are determining within their
minds that they are insulted, and that they will
never come again to see that actor. He has taken
a liberty with them that they will neither forget
nor forgive.

I will not say that in my youth I never indulged
in what I am now condemning. I did so, but I
never obtained the position I coveted until I aban-
doned the pernicious habit. There is no other
profession in which honest and serious attention
to the matter in hand is so promptly rewarded
as ours,



OF JOSEPH JEFFERSON 219

Suppose, for an example of the harm that might
be done, we take a case like this: An actor has
worked for weeks patiently to study or perhaps
create a character, and his success in it may prove
the turning-point of his life. He is poor, and has
a large family to support. If he but hit the part,
his fortune is made, and he will not only serve the
manager, the author, and the public, but be ena-
bled to provide comforts for his home and an
education for his children. Now, with all this at
stake, some wanton actor deliberately “guys” his
part and overturns the patient care of his comrade,
undermining the foundation and causing the whole
structure to fall to the ground. See what a wreck
we have here! Think of a poor artist before a
picture upon which he has spent days of toil and
nights of thought. It is just ready for the Acad-
emy, and now some comrade steals up behind the
easel and pours a pot of paint over the canvas,
ruining the work. What shall be said of him?
And yet he may have done no more harm than
the actor who has ruined the bright prospects of
his brother actor.

I do not say that guying is always the result of
cruel mischief. A man may be really good-hearted
and yet do all this damage; but whether it be from
design or thoughtlessness, the result is the same,
and the habit should be frowned down and checked
by every honest actor. In making these asser-
tions I do not put them forth as an argument.
This subject does not admit of argument, for noth-
ing can be said in defense. There is no other side
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to the question. Butthe actor who guys is as much
to be pitied as condemned, for the crime carries
the punishment along with it

The repertory that naturally falls to a tragic
actor gives him an immeasurable advantage over a
comedian. Nearly all of the tragedies or serious
plays, both of ancient and modern structure, have
for their heroes one conspicuous and central figure,
who is in a marked degree superior to the sur-
rounding characters that support him, whereas the
comedies, with but few exceptions, have been con-
structed with the view of displaying a group of
actors.

If the starring system, as it is called, be an evi],
then Shakspere is undoubtedly responsible for its
existence, as his tragedies almost without exception
contain one great character on whom the interest
of the play turns, and upon whom the attention of
the audience is centered. When he introduces two
figures for this purpose, as shown in the attitudes
of Othello and lago, Macbelr and Lady Macbeth,
they are so closely knit together that the double
light shines only with a single ray. In the play of
“Romeo and Juliet” it is supposed that AMercutio
was killed early in the drama lest his brilliancy
should dim the luster of the lovers. There are
undoubtedly other splendid characters in the
tragedies of Shakspere, but when brought in con-
trast with the magnitude of his heroes they are
comparatively subordinate. In his comedies the
characters are formed in groups, and are generally
so arranged that they may be in some measure of
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equal value. Falstaf would seem to be an excep-
tion, yet even here the historical drama of *“ Henry
IV.” in which the fat knight figures so conspicu-
ously, is a play, not a comedy. Under these con-
ditions the comedians of the olden time, though
great favorites with the public, and in many in-
stances superb actors, as individual attractions
never drew large audiences. Possibly Sam Foote,
who acted during Garrick’s time, and later the
elder Mathews, were notable exceptions; but even
these actors, the legitimate comedians, were forced
to abandon the old comedies and arrange special
entertainments of their own, in which they gave
imitations of popular and easily recognized public
characters.

The first to command universal attention as a
single magnet was Tyrone Power. Possibly he
was no greater than the comedians that preceded
him, but Irish comedy up to the time of his advent
had been confined to characters that were less im-
portant. Fortunately for Power, a number of
rollicking and effective plays were written for him,
through which his own unique power shone with
special brilliancy. Besides this, he was not a
mushroom. His professional growth had been
gradual and healthy. As the leading juvenile
actor and light comedian of the Theater Royal,
Dublin, he had been for four years the prime
favorite of the city, and afterwards, as a leader
in legitimate plays at the Haymarket Theater, in
London, he held a no less important position.
This career was a firm foundation upon which to
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build his lighter, but to the public more valued,
work ; so that his long theatrical experience, added
to his new and effective repertory, ranked him as
the greatest and most successful Irish comedian of
his time. I am not aware what effect Power’s suc-
cess as a star had upon the English stage,—it is
more conservative than our own,— but his achieve-
ments here stirred up a new ambition among the
comedians of America, and with national energy
they immediately set to work developing their
especial gifts; and these in many instances quali-
fied them for becoming distinct features. Casting
aside the old comedies, they came forward with
novel and effective, if not legitimate plays. Dra-
matic portraits of Dutchmen, Yankees, French-
men, together with the Western and local char-
acters of our own country, were speedily and
vigorously exhibited, many of them commanding
immediate attention. Among the most success-
ful comedians may be mentioned Hackett, Hill,
Marble, Burke, Chanfrau, Williams, and, later on,
Owens, Sothern, Florence, Raymond, and a host
of others.

For myself, like some of those already mentioned,
I had always been, more or less, a legitimate actor,
and the hope of entering the race for dramatic fame
as an individual and single attraction never came
into my head until, in 1858, 1 acted Asa Zren-
chard in “Qur American Cousin”; but as the
curtain descended the first night on that remark-
ably successful play, visions of large type, foreign
countries, and increased remuneration floated be-
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fore me, and I resolved to be a star if I could. A
resolution to this effect is easily made; its accom-
plishment is quite another matter.

Art has always been my sweetheart, and I have
loved her for herself alone. I had fancied that our
affection was mutual, so that when I failed as a
star, which I certainly did, I thought she had
jilted me. Not so. I wronged her. She only
reminded me that I had taken too great a liberty,
and that if I expected to win her I must press
my suit with more patience. Checked, but un-
daunted in the resolve, my mind dwelt upon my
vision, and I still indulged in day-dreams of the
future.

During these delightful reveries it came up
before me-that in acting Asa Zrenchard 1 had,
for the first time in my life on the stage, spoken
a pathetic speech; and though I did not look at
the audience during the time I was acting,— for
that is dreadful,—1 felt that they both laughed
and cried. I had before this often made my audi-
ence smile, but never until now had I moved them
to tears. This to me novel accomplishment was
delightful, and in casting about for a new char-
acter my mind was ever dwelling on reproducing
an effect where humor would be so closely allied
to pathos that smiles and tears should mingle with
each other. Where could I get one? There had
been many written, and as I looked back into the
dramatic history of the past a long line of lovely
ghosts loomed up before me, passing as in a pro-
cession: Job Thornberry, Bob Tyke, Frank Oat-
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land, Zekiel Homespun, and a host of departed
heroes “with martial stalk went by my watch.” -
Charming fellows all, but not for me. I felt I
could not do them justice. Besides, they were
too human. I was looking for a myth— some-
thing intangible and impossible. But he would
not come. Time went on, and still with no
result.

During the summer of 1859 I arranged to board
with my family at a queer old Dutch farm-house
in Paradise Valley, at the foot of Pocono Moun-
tain, in Pennsylvania. A ridge of hills covered
with tall hemlocks surrounds the vale, and numer-
ous trout-streams wind through the meadows and
tumble over the rocks. Stray farms are scattered
through the valley, and the few old Dutchmen and
their families who till the soil were born upon it;
there and only there they have ever lived. The
valley harmonized with me and our resources.
The scene was wild, the air was fresh, and the
board was cheap. What could the light heart and
purse of a poor actor ask for more than this?

On one of those long rainy days that always
render the country so dull I had climbed to the
loft of the barn, and lying upon the hay was read-
ing that delightful book, “The Life and Letters
of Washington Irving.” I had gotten well into
the volume, and was much interested in it, when,
to my surprise, I came upon a passage which said
that he had seen me at Laura Keene's theater as
Goldfinch in Holcroft's comedy of “The Road to
Ruin,” and that I reminded him of my father “in
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look, gesture, size, and make.” Till then I was not
aware that he had ever seen me. I was compara-
tively obscure, and to find myself remembered and
written of by such a man gave me a thrill of pleas-
ure I can never forget. I put down the book, and
lay there thinking how proud I was, and ought to
be, at the revelation of this compliment. What an
incentive to a youngster like me to go on!

And so I thought to myself, *“Washington Irving,
the author of ‘The Sketch-Book,” in which is the
quaint story of Rip Van Winkle.” Rip Van Winkle !
There was to me magic in the sound of the name
as I repeated it. Why, was not this the very char-
acter I wanted? An American story by an Ameri-
can author was surely just the theme suited to an
American actor.

In ten minutes I had gone to the house and
returned to the barn with “The Sketch-Book.”
I had not read the story since I was a boy. I was
disappointed with it; not as a story, of course, but
the tale was purely a narrative. The theme was
interesting, but not dramatic. The silver Hudson
stretches out before you as you read, the quaint
red roofs and queer gables of the old Dutch cot-
tages stand out against the mist upon the moun-
tains; but all this is descriptive. The character of
Rip does not speak ten lines. What could be done
dramatically with so simple a sketch? How could
it be turned into an effective play?

Three or four bad dramatizations of the story
had already been acted, but without marked suc-
cess. Yates of London had given one in which

15
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the hero dies, one had been acted by my father,
one by Hackett, and another by Burke. Some of
these versions I had remembered when I was a
boy, and I should say that Burke’s play and
performance were the best, but nothing that I
remembered gave me the slightest encourage-
ment that I could get a good play out of any of
the existing materials. Still I was so bent upon
acting the part that I started for the city, and in
less than a week, by industriously ransacking the
theatrical wardrobe establishments for old leather
and mildewed cloth, and by personally superin-
tending the making of the wigs, each article of
my costume. was completed; and all this too be-
fore I had written a line of the play or studied a
word of the part.

This is working in an opposite direction from
all the conventional methods in the study and
elaboration of a dramatic character, and certainly
not following the course I would advise any one
to pursue. I merely mention the out-of-the-way,
upside-down. manner of going to work as an illus-
tration of the impatience and enthusiasm with
which I entered upon the task. I can only account
for my getting the dress ready before I studied
the part to the vain desire I had of witnessing
myself in the glass, decked out and equipped as
the hero of the Catskills.

[ got together the three old printed versions of
the drama and the story itself. The plays were all
in two acts. I thought it would be an improve-
ment in the drama to arrange it in three, making
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the scene with the specter crew an act by itself.
This would separate the poetical from the domestic
side of the story. But by far the most important
alteration was in the interview with the spirits. In
the old versions they spoke and sang. I remem-
bered that the effect of this ghostly dialogue was
dreadfully human, so I arranged that no voice but
Rip’s should be heard. This is the only act on the
stage in which but one person speaks while all the
others merely gesticulate, and I was quite sure
that the silence of the crew would give a lonely
and desolate character to the scene and add to its
supernatural weirdness. By this means, too, a
strong contrast with the single voice of Rip was
obtained by the deathlike stillness of the “ demons ”
as they glided about the stage in solemn silence.
It required some thought to hit upon just the best
questions that could be answered by a nod and
shake of the head, and to arrange that at times even
Rip should propound a query to himself and answer
it; but I had availed myself of so much of the old
material that in a few days after I had begun my
work it was finished.

In the seclusion of the barn I studied and re-
hearsed the part, and by the end of summer I was
prepared to transplant it from the rustic realms of
an old farm-house to a cosmopolitan audience in
the city of Washington, where I opened at Carusi’s
Hall under the management of John T. Raymond.
I had gone over the play so thoroughly that each
situation was fairly engraved on my mind. There-
hearsals were therefore not tedious to the actors;
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no one was delayed that I might consider how he
or she should be disposed in the scene. I had by
repeated experiments so saturated myself with the
action of the play that a few days served to per-
fect the rehearsals. I acted on these occasions
with all the point and feeling that I could muster.
This answered the double purpose of giving me
freedom and of observing the effect of what I was
doing on the actors. They seemed to be watching
me closely, and I could tell by little nods of ap-
proval where and when the points hit.

I became each day more and more interested in
the work; there was in the subject and the part
much scope for novel and fanciful treatment. If
the sleep of twenty years was merely incongruous,
there would be room for argument pro and con;
but as it is an impossibility, I felt that the audience
would accept it at once, not because it was an im-
possibility, but from a desire to know in what con-
dition a man’s mind would be if such an event
could happen. Would he be thus changed? His
identity being denied both by strangers, friends,
and family, would he at last almost accept the ver-
dict and exclaim, “Then I am dead, and that is a
fact”? This was the strange and original attitude
of the character that attracted me.

In acting such a part what to do was simple
enough, but what not to do was the important
and difficult point to determine. As the earlier
scenes of the play were of a natural and domestic
character, I had only to draw upon my experience
for their effect, or employ such conventional
metheds as myself and others had used before in
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characters of that sort. But from the moment &3
meets the spirits of Hendrik Hudson and his crew
I felt that all colloquial dialogue and common-
place pantomime should cease. Itisat this point in
; the story that the supernatural element begins, and
henceforth the character must be raised from the
domestic plane and lifted into the realms of the
ideal.

To be brief, the play was acted with a result
that was to me both satisfactory and disappointing.
I was quite sure that the character was what I had
been seeking, and I was equally satisfied that the
play was not. The action had neither the body
nor the strength to carry the hero; the spiritual
quality was there, but the human interest was
wanting. The final alterations and additions were
made five years later by Dion Boucicault, and will
be referred to in their place.

At the death of my wife, which occurred in
March, 1861, I broke up my household in New
York, and, leaving three of my children at school,
left home with my eldest son for California.

Through the act of an overzealous agent, my
engagement in San Francisco was an unmistakable
failure. Before my arrival I had been «over-
billed,” as it is technically termed. If a circus had
been coming the placards could hardly have been
more numerous. Those fatal documents known as
the “opinions of the press” had been so freely cir-
culated that every one was aware not only of what
I could do but what I had done, and must therefore
take for granted what I was going to do. All
power of judging for themselves had been denied

15%



230 JOSEPH JEFFERSON

both to the public and the local press. I felt
that I should fail, and I did fail.

One of the first actors I met on my arrival was
Harry Perry. I had known him years before, and
we had acted together in our youth. He was
standing in front of the theater reading, rather
quizzically, I fancy, one of the many cards on which
were printed the previously mentioned, and, I think,
always to be avoided, “opinions of the press.”
After we had shaken hands, he looked at me with
the same old twinkle of mischief in his eye that I
had remembered years ago, and said, pointing to
the “opinions,” “ You must have improved greatly
since we last met.”

Harry Perry was one of the handsomest men on
the stage, and a capital actor too. His animal
spirits and personal magnetism, however, were the
raw materials out of which his popularity was
manufactured. In those parts that belonged to a
farce light comedian he was quite unequaled.
Youth, vivacity, and a ringing laugh made him
altogether one of the most captivating fellows in
his line. His figure was lithe and graceful, and,
as was said of one of the old light comedians years
‘ago, he had a five-act comedy in each eye. On the
occasion I speak of he was quite intoxicated with
happiness, being in the height of a honeymoon.
His bride was Miss Agnes Land,— now Mrs. Agnes
Booth,—a young lady who had lately arrived from
Australia, and whose talent and beauty combined
with his own made them valuable members of the
theatrical profession.
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CHAPTER X

_IN AUSTRALIA, VAN DIEMEN’S LAND, AND
NEW ZEALAND

From California to Auwustralia — Sydney— Mel-
bourne— The Skeleton Dance— The Shepherd—
An Australian Tragedy— A Terrible Audience
— The Keans— A Chinese Theater

N the 1oth of September, 1861, I sailed
O from San Francisco in the fine ship NVzm-
»od, bound for Port Phillip and the harbor
of Sydney. I had only my son, my agent, and my
agent’s mother with me. There were two or three
other passengers besides ourselves, of one of whom
I must make special mention: he was a Catholic
priest, a cheerful, pleasant man, named Father
O’Grady.

From California to Australia is what the sailors
call a fair-weather passage, most of it being made
through the trade-winds. Our voyage was a pleas-
ant, uneventful trip of fifty-seven days. I passed
most of the time in reading, sketching, and trying to
divert Father O’Grady from celibacy; I told him
he was altogether too good a fellow for a single
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man, and assured him that he would never know
what true happiness was till he got a wife by his
side and had half a dozen children on his knee.
Our theological arguments on the quarter-deck
were a source of great amusement to ourselves and
the passengers. O’Grady, when he became ex-
cited, would walk up and down the deck, tossing
his long arms wildly about as if he were making
signals of distress.

We passed to the south, and just in sight of
Norfolk Island, which is said to be the loveliest
spot in the Pacific Ocean. It was formerly a con-
vict station, but the prisoners had been removed
for many years, and the place was then, and I
believe is now, occupied by a colony called the
Pitcairn Islanders. The “mutiny of the Bounty,” it
will be remembered, occurred during the latter part
of the last century, and the people now living on
Norfolk Island are the descendants of the mu-
tineers.

On the 4th of November the coast of Australia
loomed up before us. A great wall of rocks rises
almost perpendicularly from the ocean, and the
narrow opening directly in front of us is called
Sydney Heads. When a ship arrives in sight of
this formidable place it is customary for the sailors
to inform the passengers that this is the most dan-
gerous spot in the world. A thrilling story at this
point of the voyage seems to be in order, and one
of the crew is generally called upon to relate an
awful catastrophe that once occurred in the very
sight of the spot where the ship is sailing. We
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stood out well to sea that night, as the weather had
a threatening aspect, and at daylight, the wind
being fair, made again for the land. The pilot
sighted us, and brought the ship safely over the
treacherous shoals into the beautiful harbor of
Sydney. Once inside, if the day be fine, what
perfect fairyland is here : the rocks are of a beautiful
siena tint, surmounted with rich foliage in every
shade of green ; numerous little crescent bays edged
with white sand curve in and out, meeting the deep
blue water ; islands crowned with tall and graceful
trees ; parrots in the gaudiest coats of plumage fly
in flocks chattering and screaming through the air;
and the whole harbor is dotted with white sails and
gaily colored streamers. In the middle distance
is the beautiful city of Sydney: a long, low line
of shipping stretches in front, and as the high
bluff rises behind the tapering masts, the town, with
its tall, white stone buildings and church spires,
finishes the picture. As our ship sailed into this
dreamland of beauty there was a rich purple haze
veiling the scene ; the sun shone like gold in the
far-off horizon, and as it sank behind the city the
purple deepened into blue. We reached the town*
and dropped our anchor, the night came slowly on,
the new constellations of stars (not seen in our fir-
mament) sparkled over our heads, myriads of lights
in the city and the surrounding shipping were
reflected in the water, and all these glittering gems
twinkled and flickered like fireflies about us.

The next morning I rose early, and rejoiced after
fifty-seven days’ rolling about to get my feet once
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more upon land. As I stepped ashore I had that
curious sensation which all must feel when for the
first time they find themselves in a new country
where, though they speak the same language, not
a soul knows or has ever heard of them. I walked
through the busy streets holding my son by the
hand, and tightly too, for it was comfort to feel
that there was some one near who knew and feltan
interest in me. I seemed to regret that I had'come
so far from home, and wondered whether I should
ever be able to raise any interest among the vast
crowd of strangers that surrounded me.

I met my agent by appointment at the little hotel
where we stopped, and he handed me the money
he had gone in quest of. The first thing to do now
was to purchase new clothes, something that would
at least faintly resemble the costumes of the people,
which mine certainly did not in any degree. The
hat is always the first thing to change ; everybody
looks at your hat as soon as you arrive in a strange
country. These little matters were soon amended,
and in a short hour I looked quite like the people,
but not a bit like myself. My agent had been a
manager in Australia some years before, so he
knew everybody. We went to the theater, where
he introduced me. to the manager; and as I shall
have some little business relations with this gentle-
man of an interesting sort, perhaps it will be as well
to describe him, he being almost an historical char-
acter. He was an under-sized, round-shouldered
little cockney, named Rolamo. Where he got this
remarkably Italian appellation I cannot say, but if
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his ancestors belonged to the “land of song” they
must have strayed into the very heart of White-
chapel just previous to the birth of their son and
heir, as his dialect was strongly impregnated with
the drawling twang of that locality. It is recorded
of him that he never was known to put an /4 in the
right place, and his talent for reversing the = and
v almost amounted to genius. He had originally
been lamplighter in the theater, but by hisindustry
and intelligence he rose to be its manager, and he
was in the zenith of his fame when I arrived in
Australia. After my agent had introduced me to
Mr. Rolamo as the coming man who was to make
his (the manager’s) fortune, that worthy cast a
patronizing eye over me, but did not seem at all
overwhelmed, taking my arrival with provoking
coolness. This chilling atmosphere pervaded the
office until my agent unrolled some highly inflam-
mable printed matter, the novel character of which
seemed to attract the great man’s attention, and
condescending to address me, he said, “ You see,
Mr. Jeffries— oh, beg pardon; Jimmison, I mean,
—with all due respect to you, there ’as been so
many blawsted Yankee comics over ‘ere that we
are kind o’sick on ’em. You may be a hextra good
lot for all T know, but lately the queerest mummers
we 've 'ad ’ave come from Amerikee. This printed
stuff you 've got looks spicy,— in fact, I don’t know
as I ever see spicier,— but it don’t prove nothink,
does it?”

My agent here broke in with the assurance that [
was a legitimate actor and not a mummer,
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“Legitimate | ” said the manager, “Well, that’s
the worst rot of all. The legitimate would wenti-
late my theeater on the first night; and as for that
dismal old guy ’Amlet, I would n't ave 'im at no
price.”

I told him that Aamlet was not upon my bill
of characters, and that so far as I was con-
cerned the reputation of his theater would be in
no way desecrated by any Shaksperean produc-
tions. Besides, I admitted his perfect right to
protect himself against fraud, and, as I was a
stranger, I proposed first to show him what my
material consisted of, and wound up by offering to
rent his theater and company, pay him a good
bonus to relinquish the management into our
hands for a month, and, if we could agree
upon terms, give him his money in advance.
At this proposal the hard features of Mr. Rolamo
softened into an oily sweetness that was lovely to
behold; he gently put out both hands to grasp
mine, his eyes fairly beamed on me with affection,
and his heart seemed so touched that it quite
choked his utterance.

“My dear lad,” said he, “that’s the way I likes
to hear a cove talk; for I always believes in a cove
wot believes in hisself.”

Terms were soon agreed upon, and it was settled
that the contract should be signed that evening and
the first advance paid. In due time our printing
was posted on the walls, and the lithographs —
a novel feature in those days — were placed in
the shop windows. I passed my time in wan-
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dering about the streets, observing the startled
inhabitants as they scanned the pictures, stopping
from time to time to listen to their remarks.

Of course my first night in Sydney was spent at
the theater, always an attractive point to the actor.
It is said that few men are in love with their voca-
tion, but this remark cannot be applied with justice
to members of the theatrical profession; some actors
will play without salary rather than not act at all.
On this occasion, however, it was more a matter
of business than pleasure that took me to the play.
I was anxious to see the kind of acting that was
most effective here, and also to examine the qual-
ities of the company in reference to their fitness
for the characters in my list of plays. I found
the acting much better than I expected; in fact,
throughout the colonies I was invariably impressed
by this dramatic excellence. The actors had orig-
inally come from England to Australia to star.
Afterwards in many instances they had settled
here, making it their home, and as their novelty
wore off had dropped into the different stock com-
panies, and so had become admirable supporters
to the stars that followed. I sat in front of the
theater on the night referred to, and, as the actors
came upon the stage one by one, I plainly saw that
I had my work cut out if I expected to stand
prominently forward amidst such surroundings. It
was also quite evident that the delicate sensibilities
of Mr. Rolamo had failed to appreciate the fine
legitimate qualities of his company, and had more-
over underrated the taste of his patrons. In a few
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days it was settled that the company should assem-
ble in the greenroom, where I was to be formally
introduced previous to reading my opening play
to them. The introduction was given under the
“auspices” of the manager, who performed the cere-
mony after the following manner: Ushering me
into the presence of the company, he made an
awkward bow, forgetting to take off his hat—a
tall, black, semi-conical-shaped article with a large
dent in it,—and announced me as “Mr. Jimminson
from Amerikee.”

I found the company obliging, and, as I expected,
thoroughly competent. Matters progressed favor-
ably, the pieces for the first week wcre rehearsed,
and all things were duly prepared for the opening.
The house was quite good on that night, and the
audience generous and sympathetic; they seemed
to appreciate what a thorough stranger I was, “and
as a stranger gave me welcome.”

When the curtain fell, I was congratulated by
the company and Mr. Rolamo, who I fancied was
alittle annoyed to think that he had not made other
terms with me, as his compliments were couched in
the following remark: “I say, mister, I took you
for a green un when I first see you; you got a
kind o’ innocent look about you, but you ’re sharp,
do you know that?” I told him that I did not
think I was particularly sagacious, but thanked him
for the delicacy of his compliment, and hoped that
I might live to deserve it. ,

I was fortunate in bringing with me to Australia
a large amount of new material in the matter of
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plays. “Rip Van Winkle,” “Our American
Cousin,” and “The Octoroon” were all novel, and
their reception was most satisfactory.

At the expiration of my Sydney engagement we
took the steamer to Melbourne. Fawcett Rowe
was the manager here of the Princess Theater, and
the same arrangements were entered into with him
that had been made at Sydney. Our success in
Melbourne was even more flattering than it had
been in Sydney, and it wgs quite evident from the
impression made that we were likely to continue
our season for some time. The audiences were
numerous and fashionable, and the articles in the
daily papers referring to our plays and acting were
of the highest literary character; those in “The
Argus,” written by the accomplished critic James
Smith, were models in style and strength.

My engagement at the Princess extended to one
hundred and sixty-four consecutive nights. At its
conclusion my agent and I dissolved our temporary
partnership, he assuming the management of the
new Haymarket Theater, and I going into the small
mining and provincial towns to reap the benefit of
the reputation I had acquired in the two larger
cities. Ballarat, Bendigo, and Adelaide had all
good stock companies,and were visited in their turn,
generally with pleasant and profitable results.

During this provincial tour I was acting in one
of the mining towns called Castlemaine, and after
tea as I was strolling leisurely towards the theater
my ears were suddenly saluted by the violent ring-
ing of a bell, and a sonorous bass voice roaring out
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my name in full. I looked in the direction of this
unaccountable noise and saw a little fat man, in a
high white hat and a seedy suit of black, standing
on a barrel in front of the theater and surrounded
by a crowd of boys. Gesticulating violently with
his left hand, he swung in the right an enormous
bell. Now suddenly stopping, he seemed to swell
and got red in the face as he delivered himself of
the following: “Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Oh, yes! Step
up, ladies and gentlemeg; now or never is your
only chance to see the greatest living wonder of
the age, Joseph Jefferson, the great hactor from
Amerikee. His power of producing tears and
smiles at vun and the same time is so great that
he caused the Emperor of Roushia to weep on his
weddin’ night, and made her gracious Majesty the
Queen bu’st out laughin’ at the funeral of Prince
Albert. He is the bosom friend of the President
of Amerikee and the hidol of ’is Royal "Ighness the
Prince of Wales.”

I always had a horror of orators. They are sel-
dom sincere, and never hesitate to say the wrong
thing instead of the right one if they can say it
best. To most of them epigram is more sacred
than truth, and we are often so fascinated with the
manner that we forget somewhat the matter. It
must have been the comical earnestness and bom-
bastic attitude of this extraordinary creature that
had interested the crowd; certainly they did not
believe what he was saying, for they were rcaring
with laughter at every word, while his face was as
serious as the fifth act of a tragedy. At this junc-
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ture I rushed into the theater and demanded that
themanager should make the bellman stop. “ Why,
we always have it done here, and thought you ’d
like it,” replied the manager.

«Like it!” said I. “If heis not stopped at once
I shall not act.” So the little fat man was ordered
to cease his harangue and come down from his
barrel: but no, he said he would n’t budge; he
was n’t half through,and it would injure his business
and ruin his reputation to be cut off ““in the heye
of the public,” and he would “be blowed” if he
stirred till he finished. The manager now appealed
to me to let him go on. “Now, mark me,” said L.
«If he rings that bell again, or opens his mouth,
I don’t act.” This settled it. The little fat man
now stood with his arms folded, glaring defiance at
the manager and his myrmidons, but they seized
him and a tremendous struggle ensued. The tall
white hat was completely mashed over his eyes,
and in stamping violently with his rage the head
of the barrel burst in, letting him through till only
a fat head just appeared above the top. They
tipped the barrel over and rolled him off inside, to
the great amusement of the bystanders, who had
been roaring with laughter all the time.

After having been in the colonies about a year,
during which time I had acted quite steadily, I de-
termined to take a long rest and see a little of the
interior life of the country. At the invitation of
the Winter brothers I visited their station, the
land they owned, and the Government lease con-

trolled by them, extending over an area of seventy
16
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miles in length and fifty in breadth. There are
many such stations in Australia, but the pasturage
was thin, and the interior of the country badly
watered, so that these vast tracts of land would not
support with much profit the large flocks of sheep
that grazed upon them. My son and I lived with
the Winter brothers several weeks. They placed
their house, servants, and horses at our command,
to which they added their own pleasant company
and warm hospitality. I staid three weeks with
these gentlemen, shooting, fishing, and riding. At
the end of this time I sent my son back to Mel-
bourne to finish his term at the Scotch college, and
having a desire to penetrate farther into the coun-
try, started for the Murray River, where I was told
I could see a wild and interesting region.

There are little settlements along the river to
which the aborigines pay periodical visits to beg
for ammunition and hold their ¢corrobories,” as
one of their mystic ceremonies is called. In a few
days I reached the river, and, having a letter of in-
troduction to the owner of a large station, took up
my abode there for a fortnight, meeting with the
same kind welcome that I was assured would at-
tend my visit.

A party of “blacks,” as the natives are called,
was encamped near here, so I had full time to wit-
ness their sports, if sports they can be called, for
more dismal games can scarcely be imagined. One
of the features of the “corrobory” is the “skeleton
dance.” I saw this weird performance, which is
" conducted in a curious way. A long row of fagots
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or broken sticks was stretched upon the ground for
a distance of forty feet; these were ignited, mak-
ing the footlights to illuminate the performance.
The audience was made up of myself and a few
. Visitors, paying what we chose to give the natives
for their artistic display. We were seated on logs,
stumps, and rudely made benches in front of this
elongated fire, huge logs being arranged between
us and the blaze, so as to shield the light from our
eyes. The actors always select a dark and moon-
less night for this exhibition, so that before the per-
formance began all we saw was a dismal forest of
tall, gaunt trees, faintly illuminated by the foot-
lights. Now far off a strange sound was heard,
moaning and faint cries of distress; then came the
dismal beating of a drum, and in the distance, out
of the darkness, appeared forty or fifty skeletons.
They came forward slowly, hand in hand, with a
strange halting gait, till they were close to the fire.
There they paused, and for full ten minutes were
as still as death. The effect is produced by paint-
ing their black bodies with white earth or chalk.
The bones of the human anatomy are as perfectly
marked out as if done by a surgeon and an artist
— attenuated white stripes down their legs, with
bulging knee-caps and broad, white hips, the breast-
bone and ribs, shoulder-blades and arms, all clearly
defined, and the long neck surmounted by a hideous
skull. Their black bodies mingle with the dark-
ness that surrounds them, and the fire shining upon
the white pigment makes the illusion quite com-
plete. Not a sound is heard for full ten minutes;
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even the audience speak in whispers. At some
mysterious signal, so arranged that no one can de-
tect it, every alternate skeleton begins to move
slowly, the others remaining rigid, then they jerk
violently and spasmodically, and suddenly stop-
ping, they become rigid; then the alternate skele-
tons begin to move, and so go through the same
fantastic actions. Now they all screech and dance
together, and suddenly, turning their backs, plunge
into the deep woods and disappear. The spectators
seem to breathe more freely after they are gone,
and, looking around on one another, exclaim
that it is the strangest sight they have ever
witnessed.

The next morning I visited the camp, such as it
was, for they seemed to have little or no shelter.
The tribe numbered about sixty blacks, and a more
miserable lot of human beings I never saw — long,
thin legs and arms, big stomachs, huge, fat heads
covered with large shocks of unkempt hair. I no-
ticed there were only two or three children among
them, which seemed rather curious in so large a
tribe. I asked one of the women if that was her
only child which she was holding by the hand, to
which she replied, “Yes, me only keep dat one.”
On inquiry of the landlord of the little hotel what
she meant by that, he explained that he supposed
she had drowned all the other small members of
the family. It seems that after a child is born, if it
is of much trouble to the mother, she tosses it into
the river. With these exhibitions of maternal af-
fection it is no wonder that the aborigines of the
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country are fast disappearing. 1 don't suppose
that they make away with their children from
cruelty,— for they do not seem to possess either
that quality or affection,— but simply because they
do not want to be troubled with the care of them.
They do not appear to buy anything or to offer
anything of consequence for sale, and as they wan-
der listlessly from town to town they are followed
by the most dreadful lot of cur dogs of all sizes,
sorts, and shapes, attenuated and half-starved ani-
mals, that look even more miserable than their
wretched masters.

One of their sports is the throwing of the boom-
erang. This instrument is made of hard wood and
shaped somewhat like a carpenter’s square. If they
wish to strike an object, they hurl the boomerang
in an opposite direction from the mark. It shoots
forward at tremendous speed, and then suddenly
stops for a moment, and, making a sharp turn,
comes backward almost to the place it started
from, and so strikes the object aimed at. Some
people think that this eccentric movement is
caused by the shape of the instrument; but be
that as it may, no one can throw it with any preci-
sion but the native blacks.

The scenery in the interior of Australia is in
many respects uninteresting, having but little vari-
ety. The blue-gum tree, or eucalyptus, grows
everywhere. This tree is said to have the virtue
of absorbing malarious poisons from the air, and has
been introduced in California and the Southern

States with marked success.
-\6*
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On one of my excursions, riding through the
blue-gum forest, I had galloped about twenty
miles from the home station; dismounting from
the horse, I sat down to rest and take a lunch.
A large flock of cockatoos, those beautiful white
parrots with yellow crests, came circling around
and lighted in the trees overhead. I was watching
the curious manceuvers of these birds as they were
chattering and hopping about among the limbs,
when they stopped suddenly as if alarmed. Some-
thing was evidently approaching of which they
were in dread. They set up an awful scream, and
with a tremendous flutter spread their white wings
and sailed away. Just at this moment a large
black collie dog came bounding out of the bushes
and suddenly stopped in front of me. For a
moment | was startled The dog paused and
eyed me keenly, then coming slowly up walked
round me, and at last approached and licked my
hand, which I had held out to him. In a moment
more he bounded away, leaving me astonished at
his strange conduct. I had never seen a dog act
in so singular a manner, and was wondering what
it could mean, when a sharp, joyful bark warned
me that he was returning; and, sure enough, he
had come back wagging his tail and followed by
a tall, gaunt figure of a man thinly clad, bare-
footed, and with a wide-brimmed, frayed straw
hat on his head. He was about fifty years of age,
and as he removed his hat and made me a well-
mannered, dignified bow, I could see that, though
he was undoubtedly a shepherd, he had once been
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a gentleman who had seen better days. As he
stood bareheaded before me the wind blew his
long, thin, sandy hair about his brow, and he re-
garded me with a strange, far-off look in his eyes,
as if I had been miles away. I met several shep-
herds after this, and noticed that same strained
expression. They live so much alone, sometimes
being three and four months without seeing a
human being, that they form this habit by looking
over the plains, hoping that they may catch sight
of some one to relieve the awful monotony of their
lonely lives. “Thank God! God bless you, sir!
I hope you are quite well,” he said. There was
not much expression in the man’s face. I almost
fancied that he looked like a sheep, but there was
enough to prove that he was glad to see me; and
would have been to see any one else, for the mat-
ter of that. *“ Sit down, my friend, and have some
lunch with me,” said I. “Thank you, I will,” said
he. “Well, Jack, you are right, quite right; you
always are, old boy.” This was said to the dog,
who never once took his eye off his master, but
stood in front of him wagging his affectionate tail,
that expressed as much love for the poor, tattered,
wasted shepherd as it could have done had he been
an emperor in purple robes. “Yes, always right
and true, eh, old boy?” The dog answered by
licking the shepherd’s hand and rubbing his head
against his master’s legs.

“I knew you were here,” said he. “You knew
I was here? How could you tell that? What do
you mean?” ¢ Oh, when I say that I mean that
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I knew it was a friend, or at least not an enemy ;
and Jack knew, if I did n’t. About an hour ago,
the dog began to get uneasy. He ran about sniff-
ing the air and giving little short barks; then all
of a sudden he broke away and left me. I thought
he was on the lookout for something strange, so
I just sat down among the sheep and waited for
him. Presently he came back quite pleased at
what he had discovered; then he gave some more
of those little short barks and ran off towards you
and back again; then wagged his tail impatiently.
He could not have spoken plainer if he had been
a Christian. The loving beast knows the lonely
life I lead, and how I yearn sometimes for a human
face to look at. That’s why he went on so— Gced
bless him! It’ll be a shame for us to live in the
other world if Jack don’t go there. Look at him
now; can’t you see in his face that he knows that
I have been talking about him ?—and every word
I 've said, for the matter of that, I believe.” And
sure enough, the look in the dog’s face was almost
human. '

The man now sat down quietly beside me, and
ate sparingly and rather mechanically of the lunch,
always sharing his morsel with Jack. I took out
a flask of whisky, and, pouring out some of it into
a cup, offered my guest a drink. His eyes beamed
with a longing look as he saw the liquor, and, turn-
ing on me a strange, frightened look, said: “No,
none of that for me. Put it away, please; I don’t
like the sight of it.” It now dawned upon me that
my friend was a reformed drunkard, who had come
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out to this lonely part of the world to avoid tempta-
tion. I had heard that there were many such in
Australia, and that the shepherd’s life was chosen
as being the most isolated one that could be found.
I rose to take my departure, when he put his hand
gently on my arm, and with an appealing look
said: “You won’t go back to-night, will you?
It’s too late. I wish you’d stay in my hut to-
night, it ’s so long since I 've seen a human face —
over three months now. A man only comes once
in a great while to bring provisions, and that ’s all
we see of humanity from one year's end to another.
Do stay to-night, won’t you?” «I°d like to oblige
you,” I replied, “but they 'll be uneasy about me
at the home station. I must be twenty miles from
there now, and it will be long after dark before I
get back, even at a smart gallop.” “But are you
sure you know the way? —you might get lost,”
said he. “Oh, no; I ’'ve only to keep on the
banks of the Murray and I’'m all right.”

The poor fellow hung his head, looking the pic-
ture of despair. “Well,” said I, “I Il stay.” He
brightened up at this. “How far is your hut from
here?” I asked. “Not a mile, I assure you.” So
he started off at a good pace, fearing I might change
my mind, I suppose. The dog bounded ahead,
barking away, and I followed on horseback. We
soon came upon his charge — a large flock of sheep.
As they heard the dog’s bark the stupid creatures
pricked up their ears and looked surprised, just as
if they had never heard it before; then they took
to their heels and galloped off, with the dog in full
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pursuit, running first in front, and then at the side,
as some stray wether showed a disposition to re-
bel, then circling round and round till he got the
fold just where he wanted them. He now went in
and out among the sheep as though giving orders
that they were to put up for the night. They
seemed quite to understand him, so they quietly
lay down in little family groups. By this time we
had reached the hut, and the dog came up wagging
his tail, as much as to say, “It’s all right; there’s
none of them missing.” The hut was built of mud,
sticks, and straw, with the hard earth for a floor.
I hobbled my horse so that he might browse about
in safety, the shepherd prepared a cup of tea,— the
usual beverage of the bush,— and the dog, not a
whit tired, stood bolt upright overlooking his dis-
tant charge with the air of a general reviewing his
army.

The sun had gone down behind the low horizon
with the same effect that it does at sea, and as we
sat outside upon a couple of rude blocks of wood,
drinking our refreshing tea, the moon rose up, shed-
ding its soft light over this mysterious scene; there
was no sound but the distant tinkle of a sheep-bell
and the crackling of the little fire that was boiling
the tea. The smoke went straight and silently up
into the still air; the loneliness was bad enough
with two men — what must it have been with one !

I felt there was something more in my profound
acquaintance than I had yet learned, so I lighted
my pipe and began to draw him out. It is curious
that a man being alone among dumb creatures loses
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after a time something of his human expression
and acquires that of his dumb companions, and that
a dog under the same circumstances retains his in-
dividuality. Here was a man who, to judge from
his manner and speech, must have been tenderly
reared and highly educated, and one too who had
practiced the busy calling of the law; yet in a few
years of isolation the bright mind had become
faded, and the human look of the face changed al-
most to the blank expression of a sheep, while a
dog under the same circumstances had retained
his perfect individuality. Jack’s eyes sparkled like
diamonds. His character was marked by intelli-
gence, faithfulness, and affection. He would lie
with his head between his paws, and his sharp
nose flat on the ground, turning up the whites of
his eyes to watch us as we talked. Now and again
he would heave a deep sigh of satisfaction, as much
as to say, “The old man is all right to-night; he’s
got some one that can talk to him.”

I questioned the shepherd about his past life.
It seemshe had been educated at Eton; then became
a fast youth in London, where he studied for the law,
and in a short time rose to be a successful barrister.
He had married early, and had one child, a daugh-
ter, born to him. After two years of wedded life
he lost his wife and child. Despairingly he took
to drink, and, being weak and desperate, went
downhill and lost his position; that once lost in
London is seldom regained. Not so in America.
Here, when a man falls, if-he has the strength to
brace up again he goes to the West, and rubbing
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up against a new society absorbs fresh magnetism
and recuperates at once: but London is compact;
the Englishman hates to leave his home; his fail-
ings are known, and if he remains they are flung
in his face. There is no escape for him; and, as
his friends shun him, he falls deeper into disgrace.
This was the trouble that had beset the shepherd,
who, having a sensitive and perhaps weak mind,
succumbed to the pressure that surrounded him.
And so after a time, with a broken spirit, he left
England and came to the colonies. He practiced
law in Melbourne for some time successfully, but
the old habit came back upon him, and, as he could
not resist temptation, he buried himself on this sta-
tion. This was the tale he told me, and there
could be no doubt of its truth. After he had fin-
ished he turned his strange, far-off look on me
again, and said, “Are you superstitious?”

“Well, I think I am alittle. Most people are, if
they would own it,” said I.  “I did n’t use to be,”
he said with a sigh; “but since I 've lived here I
seem to have become so, and it’s all Jack’s fault.”
The dog, not looking up, beat his tail on the ground
gently, as if to say, “ Yes, blame it all on me; it’s
all my fault.”

“I have never seen anything ghostly or myste-
rious myself, but I think Jack does sometimes.
When we 're alone—and God knows that ’s often
enough —he ’ll start up and look around slowly as
if his eyes were following something in the hut; at
these times he will give a low, strange kind of
moan, and, putting his tail between his legs, seem
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to be frightened, peering up into my face with an
inquiring stare, as if he said, ‘Don’t you see it,
too?’” The dog during this recital kept slowly
beating time with his tail, as if he were endorsing
every word his master said. “ After noticing this
with the dog,” said the shepherd, 1 called to mind
the strange look I used to see in the beautiful face
of my baby when she was only six months old.
The little thing would sometimes stare at vacancy,
and then smile sweetly and turn its head around as
if it were following something—just as that dog
does. What s your opinion of this sort of thing?
Do you think the spirits of those we loved in life
can return and stand beside us?”

I told him that his question was a difficult one
to answer ; that different people held different opin-
ions on these mysterious matters, and the chances
were that nobody had hit it quite right yet. « Well,”
said he, “if they can come, I know who it is that
the dog sees when we ’re alone.”

It was now getting late, and the shepherd in-
sisted on my taking his couch, an old canvas cot
with a plain gray blanket spread upon it; so, as I
was quite tired, I accepted the offer, and lay down
for a night’s rest. My companion stretched his tall
figure on the grass outside. The dry climate of
Australia admits of this ; there is no danger in sleep-
ing on the ground ; the chances are there would not
be a drop of dew during the night, and that the
grass in the morning would be as dry as hay. Jack
lay down between us, and seemed, by one or two sat-
isfactory sighs that escaped him, to be quite happy.
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I was awake for some time, and happening to
look towards my new acquaintance, found that he
was lying upon his back with the moon shining full
upon his pale face. I had heard that it was dan-
gerous in this climate to sleep in the moonlight.
People have been known to go mad, or to have
been struck with paralysis, for committing this in-
discretion. I called to him to move into the
shadow, but he did not heed me; so, thinking he
had dozed off, I let him alone. '

The strangeness of the scene, together with the
strong tea, seemed to banish sleep from me, and I
must have been there an hour with my eyes closed,
but quite awake, when presently I heard something
stirring, and, opening my eyes, saw the shepherd
sitting up in the doorway with his head resting in
his hands. After a time he arose and went out
into the night air. He seemed uneasy, and began
restlessly to pace up and down in front of the hut.
The dog remained still, but I felt that he was awake
and watching his master, as he walked nervously
backward and forward in the moonlight. Presently
the shepherd stopped in front of the hut, and came,
with a hesitating and irresolute step, towards the
door. He entered slowly, and, stooping down
upon his hands and knees, crawled stealthily to the
chair on which my coat was hanging; he put his
hand in the breast pocket and drew forth the flask
of liquor. And now he seemed bewildered, as if
some strange emotion had seized upon him, and
then fell upon his knees as if in prayer. Suddenly
he seemed to rouse himself, and, instead of drink-
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ing the liquor, placed the flask untouched back in
the pocket of the coat; then stretching himself on
. the floor, with an apparent air of comfort and sat-
isfaction, went off to sleep. The whole proceeding
so haunted me that it was broad daylight before I
closed my eyes. When I awoke, the sun was high
in the heavens. It must have been midday. My
host had prepared breakfast —some bread freshly
baked, tea, and salt beef. He seemed quite calm,
and had lost the nervous, wearied look that was
noticeable the evening before. After our meal,
he spoke freely of the night's proceedings to me.
I told him I had seen all that had taken place. «I
thought perhaps it might be so,” said he. “The
old craving came upon me again, so strong too,
but if ever I prayed for strength it was then. Well,
at that moment there was a hand laid on my head;
a calmness came over me that I had not felt for
years; and when I returned the flask to your pocket
I knew then, as I know now, that another drop of
liquor will never pass my lips; and, as God is my
judge, I believe it was the angel hand of my dead
wife that rested on my feverish head. It ’sall over
now, thank Heaven, and I can leave this lonely
place and return to the world again with safety.”
I started to ride for the home station; the shep-
herd walked some distance by the side of my horse,
and at last we shook hands and parted. I looked
back after a time, and in the distance saw his tall
figure against the sky, waving his old straw hat to
me, while the faithful dog by his side was looking
up into his face and wagging that expressive tail.
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I traveled still farther into the interior—in fact,
quite far enough for safety; for not over one hun-
dred miles from where I now stopped there had
been living in a stronghold in the mountains a
band of desperate men, and though lately their
career had been checked, I deemed it prudent to
suppress any desire that I had for further explora-
tions.

The bushranger of Australia is an offshcot of
the highwayman of England. Convicts had been
sent from the old country for this unlawful prac-
tice, and after finishing out their time, or being
pardoned for good conduct, remained in the
colonies, instead of returning to their native land.
Gold had been discovered ; the country was grow-
ing rich. and offered a fine field fcr the “terror of
the road.” In all new and thriving countries there
is a class of lazy, cunning, and desperate men who
prey upon society, looking upon honesty as weak-
ness, and society, by way of punishing these
criminals, wastes a good deal of sympathy and
sentimentality upon them. The villains know
this, and enjoy the joke. Ladies, I regret to say,
are especially attached to this kind of animal.
The Claude Duvals, Jack Sheppards, Lafittes,
and Massaronies of the past were just such cun-
ning sneaks. Their praises have been versed, and
we are made to believe that they were a race of
persecuted heroes. Byron well describes one
of these miserable wretches as sitting in a grace-
ful attitude on the quarter-deck, with a thoughtful
brow and a noble air, as if he were turning over
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in his mind how he could best benefit mankind.
Our own Cooper describes the “noble red man”
as only delaying his departure to the ‘happy
hunting-grounds” in order that he may unburden
himself of a large stock of ready-made gratitude
which he constantly keeps on hand; whereas it is
well known that no Indian could possibly be happy
in any hunting-ground unless it was on the reser-
vation of some other tribe. I think we rather
suspect the sincerity of the poets who dignify
these rascals.

Just such a worthy as one of the pirates re-
ferred to had been occupying the attention of
Australia the year before I arrived. The ladies
vowed that Morgan, the man’s name, had the most
manly form that ever was seen, surmounted by
a perfectly classic head: the latter certainly ought
to have been very fine, for the Government had
offered a thousand pounds for it, but up to the
present time Mr. Morgan had not offered it for
sale. He evidently looked upon it as a cash article
at any time, and determined that, as it was the
only one he possessed, he would not force it on
the market. “If they want it,” said Morgan, play-
fully, “they must call for it.” It seems that they
had called for it on several occasions, but always
failed to carry it away with them, for the bush-
ranger was a wary fellow, and had a head able to
look after itself.

The station where I was now staying had been,
some time back, the scene of this fellow’s exploits.
He and his gang had “stuck up” the place. One

17
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brave lad resisted, and was killed by Morgan.
The sister of this unfortunate boy was concealed
in the house, and witnessed from her hiding-place
the cruel murder of her brother. The scene
preyed upon the poor girl's mind, and the spirit
of revenge took possession of her. Morgan, being
quite a star in the bushranging firmament, paid
annual visits to the profitable stations, and, hear-
ing that there was a fine race-horse on the place,
thought he would call again and make an exchange
for the worn-out beast he was then riding. After
paralyzing the small community he took the horse,
and just before his intended departure the girl pur-
posely threw herself in his way, offering to prepare
a meal for him. Being good-looking, she attracted
his attention, and with a full and aching heart the
half-crazed creature made an assignation with him
for that night, to be held at a secluded spot some
distance from the house. The matter settled, the
bushranger rode away to await the appointed
hour. The desperate girl mounted a fleet horse
and rode twelve miles to police quarters, giving
the alarm, and telling what she had planned. An
ambush was prepared that night, and as the girl
approached the point of meeting she waved her
handkerchief for Morgan to appear. The stealthy
murderer approached, and at the next wave of the
handkerchief fell dead, riddled with bullets.

A large sum of money was subscribed by the
wealthy people of the colony and given to the girl,
besides half of the reward, which was divided be-
tween her and the captain of police; but the men-
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tal strain told upon her, and she never recovered
from the shock.

Having had a long rest from acting, I returned
to Melbourne to play a short engagement with my
former partner at the Haymarket, and then sailed
for Van Diemen’s Land, now called Tasmania.

" This lovely island had formerly been a convict sta-
tion, where life-sentenced prisoners from England
had been sent. Therewas at the time I speak of, and
is now, a most refined society in Tasmania, though
among the lower classes there was a strong flavor
of the convict element. I acted “The Ticket-of-
Leave Man” for the first time in Hobart Town,
and there was much excitement in the city when
the play was announced. At least one hundred
ticket-of-leave men were in the pit on the first night
of its production. Before the curtain rose, I looked
through it at this terrible audience ; the faces in the
pit were a study. Men with low foreheads and
small, peering, ferret-looking eyes, some with flat
noses, and square, cruel jaws, and sinister expres-
sions,—leering, low, and cunning,— all wearing a
sullen, dogged look, as though they would tear the
benches from the pit and gut the theater of its
scenery if one of their kind was held up to public
scorn upon the stage. This shows the power of
the drama. An author might write an article
abusing them, or an artist paint a picture showing
up the hideous deformity of their features — all this
they could -bear and even laugh at; but put one of
their sortupon thestage in a human form, surrounded
by the sympathetic story of a play, and they would
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no more submit to an ill usage of him than they
would to a personal attack upon themselves.

The first act of the play progressed with but lit-
tle excitement. These men seemed to enjoy the
humorous and pathetic side of the story with great
relish ; but when I came upon the stage in the sec-
ond act, revealing the emaciated features of a re-
turned convict, with sunken eyes and a closely
shaved head, there was a painful stillness in the
house. The whole pit seemed to lean forward and
strain their eager eyes upon the scene; and as
Bob Brierly revealed to his sweetheart the “ secrets
of the prison house,” there were little murmurs of
recognition and shakings of the head, as though
they fully recognized the local allusions that they
so well remembered; deep-drawn sighs for the
sufferings that Boé had gone through, and little
smothered laughs at some of the old, well-remem-
bered inconveniences of prison life; but then, Bob
was a hero, and their sympathies were caught by
the nobleness of his character and his innocence of
crime, as though each one of these villains recog-
nized how persecuted he and 50é had been.

As the play progressed, their enthusiasm in-
creased. Whenever Bob was hounded by a detec-
tive or ill-treated by the old Jew, they would howl
their indignation at the actors; and when he came
out unscathed at the end of the play, a monument
of persecuted innocence, they cheered to the very
echo. This performance rendered me extremely
popular with some of the old “lags” of Hobart
Town; and I was often accosted on the street by
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these worthies and told some touching tale of their
early persecutions. In fact they quite looked on
me as an old ‘“pal.” These courtesies were very
flattering, but the inconvenience that I was caused
by being poked in the ribs and winked at now and
then, as much as to say, “All right, old boy, we
know,— you ’ve been there,” rendered my favor-
itism among these fellows rather irksome.

An English audience is as loyal to an old fa-
vorite as the nation is to its queen. Therefore
the visit of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Kean to the col-
onies was hailed with delight by the public.

Old Londoners who remembered young Charles
Kean and Ellen Tree in the springtime of their
lives were charmed to think that they would not
only renew their acquaintance with these celebrated
artists, but could take their children to see the fa-
vorite actors who had delighted their fathers and
mothers in days gone by. The Keans on their
opening night were welcomed with great warmth;
the audience rose from their seats and cheered
them as they came upon the stage; old ladies and
gentlemen waved their handkerchiefs and stood up
to applaud their former favorites as though they
would have said, “ Welcome, welcome to our new
home. Age has dimmed our eyes and wrinkled
our brows, but, thank Heaven, it has not weakened
our affection.”

The engagement was a financial success, for
every one was anxious to see the Keans; but time
had told upon them, and there was a feeling of dis-
appointment in the audience that with all their

7*
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kindness they could not shake off or conceal — the
veterans had tarried too long. Mr. Kean felt this,
and regretted that he had come so far only to
shatter his reputation.

About a week after their appearance I was walk-
ing through St. Kilda Park, when I came sud-
denly upon an old gentleman sitting alone upon a
bench; he seemed to be looking out upon the bay
with a sad and thoughtful expression. I had not
seen Charles Kean upon the stage since I was a
- boy: he was then young, vigorous, and in the ze-
nith of his fame, full of hope and ambition, and just
married to that gifted actress Ellen Tree; and here
he sat an old man, in a far-off land, and from the
melancholy look upon his face was perhaps think-
ing that the closing scene of his career was near
at hand. I had been regarding him for some
time, when at last he looked up and caught my
eye; he stared at me with no very pleased ex-
pression: my apparent rudeness had evidently
offended him, so I at once told him who I was,
and he seemed glad to see me. “Sit down,”
said he. “I was just going to write you to call
on me; you ought to have done so before: I
am the last comer; and, between you and me,
I am sorry that I came.” I told him that I had
intended to call, but had heard that he was suf-
fering from dyspepsia, so I thought I would delay
paying my respects to Mrs. Kean and himself
until he had quite recovered.

“Well,” said he, “as I said, I was going to write
you; and, curiously enough, I believe I was think-



OF JOSEPH JEFFERSON 263

ing of you while you stood in front of me. By the
way, what was I doing while you were looking
at me? —anything foolish; making faces or any
nonsense of that kind, eh?”

“Oh, no!” said I, laughing at his anxiety.
“You were quite correct, I assure you.”

“Well,” said he, “you know an actor when alone
is very apt, if he is thinking of his part, to frown
and stare in a very unmeaning way. I remember
once in London I had ordered lunch at Verey’s in
Regent street, and while I was waiting for it, be-
gan, in an abstracted kind of way, going over one
of the scenes of ‘ Louis XI.’ to myself. Suddenly
I saw two young fellows talking to one of the wait-
ers and pointing at me; then they passed out, ap-
parently laughing at something I had done. I was
quite indignant, and called the waiter to ask what
they said. Well, sir, it all came out: I had been
frowning and staring, first one way and then another,
going over my part, and those fellows thought I
was mad ”; and here he burst out in an immoder-
ate fit of laughter. “Well, come,” said he; “«I
have had a good laugh, at all events, and, as it is
the first for a week, I have enjoyed it. Now, then,
I wish to consult you on a matter of some impor-
tance ; and as it is in reference to our approaching
visit to America, I am quite sure that you can, and
will, give me all the information I require. I heard
that you were in front several times during the last
week : now tell me candidly,—don’t be afraid of
giving offense,— what do you think of our engage-
ment here?”
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“Well, in the first place your reception was one
of the warmest I ever remember to have seen,” I
said.

“Yes, yes,” said he; “the reception was cor-
dial. But after that there was a coldness, a lack
of enthusiasm; and this feeling has characterized
the audience during the entire week: now don’t
you think so?”

This question was rather a poser. I felt that
every word he had spoken was true, but I knew
he was ill and needed encouragement more than
facts; so I put a bold front on the matter, and told
him that I thought he was oversensitive, and only
fancied that the audience was cold, and that the
crowded houses ought to convince him of this.

“That is what my wife says,” said he; ‘butshe
is so full of hope and cheerfulness that nothing
daunts her. Well, now then, to the point. We
go from here to California, and then to Ne