“These Owe Actovs,”
'Tho/f!ont.l.t of Eminent Actors.

Forrest and Logan’s First Appearance—
Edwin Booth’s Early Ambition — He
Wanted to be a Circus Clown—The
Boys’ Circus — Death of the
Horse—Entrance on Legit-
imate Business—Stuart
Robson’s First Ape
pearance, and also
that of Edwin
Booth and J.
S, Clarke.

By CELIA I.OGAN,.

When one thinks of the immense number of peo-
plc on the stage, the questions naturally arise, what
led them there, how did they get there, what gave
them the idea that they could act? If the name
they bear is an old theatrical one, the matter is
easily understood-—they sre the children of actors,
and became actors themselves by the same order
of things that a lawyer’'s son is apt to become a
lawyer, o fariner’'s a farmer, a physician’s a doc-
tor, It would be curious to trace the progress of in-
dividuals from private life to the glitter of the foot-
lights.

i\l) father was bora and Urought up in Baltimore,
and was destined by his family, staunch Catholics,
o religion. For generations it had been tbe cus-
tom to make one of the sons a priest, and the lot
fell on my father, but he soon found out that he
was not. fitted for so severe a life, and ran away to
sea: the utter abseuce of literature decided him to
abandon that mode of livelihood, and to seek one
more congenial to his intelloctual tastes.

He then beeame a printer, and in after life when
out of an engngement be took up the composing
stick.

MISTAKEN LINE OF BUSINESS,

As a boy he made the acquaintance of Fdwin
Forrest, and in an amateaur theatre in Philadeiphia
—of whick I cat find no account—my father made
his first appearauce. He wag deeply im ced
with the belief that tragedy was his torte, as For-
rest was certain that he wouid make a great low
comedy actor; my father eelected for his debut the
cbaracter of Foung Norval, Mr. Forreat appearing
in the faree in a broad low cotaedy part. They wero
both as astonisbed as chagrined at the result, for
the audience almost went into convulsions of laugh-
ter over my father's tragedy. and were plunged into
the deepest gloom by Forrest's comedy.

My mother bas told me that both were 8o morti-
fied at the audience refusing to recoguize their tal-
ent, as they understood its .hrw.n n to be, thas they

actually wept and mingled their tears together after |

the performatice.

It chanced that a regular theatrical manager was
In front that memorable night, and was so struck by
my father's bumorous rendering of Foung Norval
that he offered him an engagement as third low
comedian in his company, which he was wise enough
to accept, though in common with all low comedians,
to his dying day be thought he ought to have been a
tragedian, and further, like all funny men, was
gloomy to the lest degree, except whem with com-
panions, who would spur him to partake of their
cheerfulness, when he would temporaryy cast aside
Lis melancholy and contribute a large quota to the
general wit aud gayety. .

My mother bad @ girl friend who had eloned with
.ﬁ actor, and secretly they continued their triend-
ship.

Being fond of reading, and the facilities for grati-
fying that taste being few in those days, my woth-
er's friend lent her play-books, one of which hap.
pened to belong to my father. Its return led to an
icquaintance, & marriage, and the founding of a
theatrical tamily.

Sometimes one boy—the son of an actor—will in-
fluence the taste of mauny others, for instance Edwin
Booth.

No less than three of our actors became such by
their companionship with him—J. 8. Clarke, Stuart
Robson and Theodore Hawilton. They were all born
aud brought up in the good old city of Baltimore,
Wwere chums, and spent their briglitest hours to.
getber.

EDWIN BOOTH'S FARLY AMBITION,

Booth's ambition, expressed as soon as he wa
able {0 prattle, was to be a *‘thownin a tircus
Robeon’s to be a tragedian, and Clarke’s—called by
the boys “ Sleepy”'—was to be anything to *give a
fellar lots of fun.”

A8 the lads grew, Edwin, the eldest, led them into
the usual boyish pranks, and some that were not
usual, for be determined to start & circus of his own
—that was Lis dream of mavagement then, Robe
Scn went in with him heart and soul, and their am.

ax’uou fired the cmulation aud the soul of the ofher

Mrs. Iobson I £ Ug was

| formed, and the requisite sawdust mrnuhedcby a
triendly wood-yard. Booth cabbaged a few faded
dresses from the wardrobe of his father. The first
step being taken, the stock rapidly rosé to two cents
a share, and-was quickly bought up by every public-
spirited boy in the neigborhood. Still capital was
wanting. How—ob, how to make a raise was the

¢ question esgerly debated by-the young joint stock
t any. At t “Sleepy” bad a bright idea—
Stnart must 0ok’ his mother’s stove; it was
large, not in use, wonld never be missed, and Robe
koD must effect the abstraction.

Little Stuart hesitated, not 80 much becanse of
the mora’e as for the reason that his mother, when
duty called, handled a switch with skill and dexter-
ity; but, appealed to inthe sacred name of Art, he

t eould no longer resist, and- the stove was pur-
Joined. It proved no bollow mockery, for it real-
jzed, when sold as old iron, the handsome sum of
one dollar and five cents. Littie Robson, with
whole-souled magnanimity, turned the eutire pro-
c2eds into the treasury, amid the applause of every
squeaky urchin in the Ward. =

OPENING A CIRCUS.

Excitement was at its hight. They had now the
cellar, the ring, sawdust, clothes and money to
“open the honse,”” but the first essential of g circus
was missing—a horse.  What's a circus without
hor: 1?  Oneat least must be bought—but how
and where ? ] ?

“I'kr
made b

suake or

said Robson, whose iron exploit had
tero and a leader, “I know where I can
Foliow me !
ked the young actors in concert.

ard! ha! ha! to the bonevard!’’
o the boneyard was an auction mart,
wh anything
they would bring; if they were too worthless to be
saleable, they were turned over to the ex: cutioner,
killed and converted into glue and boue dust. Que
dd and seventy cents made the troupe the proud
posseesors of an old scarecrow of & horse,which was
led or red by a rope in the bands of Booth, and
help by the cuffs and shouts of the boys. The
poor oid beast in the falness of tume was anchored at
the cellar window of the circus. The only street en-

Irauce to the Cellar was thus  same window, aud the
Lorse had to be yafiked through somehow; it was

¢ ouly about two fect wide, but the company, by unit.
ing their bone and sinew, wanaged 10 squeeze him
in.

" After this feat it did not take long
the show. Edwin Booth was proprietor and mana.
ger: Sleepy Clarke, stage manager and general busi-
Dess; L. Stout, recently at the Eagle Theatre,
prompier and leading wan; Stuart Robson, gen: ral
utity

Admmssion t
cents, becanse

to inaugurate

) boys one cent; to Irishwomen, thres
they were usually fst and took up
the roomof two boys. Indeed they would not have
been permitted to enter even st exorbitant
rate but that they were mothers of e of the an
dience and threatenod to larruy such of the
Epectators as belonged to them in case they were
ot allowed to seo for tlemselves what thim biys
was up to in that thera cellar.™ °

An organ-grinder was engaged to
&t cight cents an _hour, the nding-
cracked his whip, Booth ia a clow
did the funny business, and th
back rider, Stuart Robsom, 1
tamed steed, and beat and begged higa to ““go round
the ring onece—juast once,” but ho wouldn’'t, or couid-
n't; bis old head bung botween his knecs, and he
wouldn’t budge. The entire sudience as well as u;.v
actors were in desbuir, and wanted to ride the brok-
en-dgwn brute, singiy or ina body. Suddenly the
organ-grinder started a tune, shd Rosinante |-r;rlnl
up his ears, something in the air may have reminded
him of his early days, or he nay in more prosperous
times have been a teal circus horse that question
will never be solved - but certain it i= that the puor
ald horse _shambisd around the ring as 1o
Bk “Kept going, to-the del a's
ver d

(i

=

play lively airs
wastcr, Clarke,
u's quecr old rags,
arcatest living bare-
inted his fiery, un

bu'gn.ln ne
he circus became

woeks, Never g

the boys fed him so weil-that he grew fat, shaky, and

80 Bscless that it was decided to return him to the

rd, bat he had *fleshed up ** so that he could
not be thirough the window, and it had to
be enlarged. In order to encon him to crawl
out, the organ-grinder was station at the corner of
the street and struck up au old familiar tune. It
aflected the podr old horse straugely—he drew s
heavy sigh and gave up the ghost. Such a time then
as thero was getting out the carcass and carting it

way |
IN THE LEGITIMATE BUSINESS,

Jnma, st having oty e
an

¢ circus—for on some ni.h:n.my Mmm 4
dollars to divide—they clubbed together and

a set piece for one dollar and twenty-five conts from
the Kilmist Garden, when {t was selling out old
e 0OM Balti will the Kilmist

They played all the scenes before this one set, but
it did not detract from the delight of the sudience
nor the power of the actors when
;hrllling and classical t
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“were thrown hetr resOurces, & DUt 1
Go.heoﬂmmluﬂhwrmhlm&rﬁ:
vert it into & s to give t —

s fhey chopped off Edwin’s hesd

with a wooden ax.
AN OPPOSITION SHOW.

As sometimes happens to childrem of s larger
growth, disaffection had seized upon some members
of the original éompany, and it was ;ecreuysmnge:i
to start an opposition show in Theodors Hamilton's
mother’s cellar. But the new company baving
neither funds nor scenes, John Wilkes Boota and
Hamiiton broke iuto the Robson ceilar snd stole the
set piece! When Edwin and the rest discovered
the foul theft, taere was mounting in hot haste, and |
that set piece was secreted in balf the celiars in

Jaltimore. Reprisal followed reprisal until it was
torn in shreds, each company was ruined, and both
mother’s exclaimed, “A plague on both their
houses !”*

STUART ROBSON’S FIRST APPEARANCE.

The love of acting was now irrevocably implanted
in the hearts of the boy actors, and Stuart Robson,
for one, determingd to make a serious venture to go
upon the stagé. ‘‘Mose” had just then sppeared,
aud bad mzde a great sensation. John Owens, man-
ager of the Baltimore Museum, brought it out there.
A number of boys were required in the piece to per-
sopate newsboys, &c., and to dance liftle break-
downe. Robson spplied for a situation, end was
accepted. Fortunstely for him, he was not wanted
until late in the play, 8o he went through the cere-
mony of undreesing and going to bed at eight
o‘clock, and as soon as bis brother was asleep he
hurried on his clothes, slipped out of the house, and
waa off to the theatre, arriving just in time for his
scene, his good mother the while supposing him

etly reposing in his bed.
ventful night his elder brother was permit-
0 out, but where he was going was not con-
fided to the younger child, who, as soon as the coast
was clear, shot out of the house. He came on for
i8 scéne with a swagger, and had but just taken
the first step in his little breakdown, when, to his
bhorror and dismay, be caught sight of his brpther
fu the very first row in the pit. His brother rose,
and the-comedian did not stop for the order of his
going, but turned and fled as if for life. He reached
home first and had but just bounded into bed,
ciothes and all, and drawn the covers over him,
when the door opéned and his mother came into the
room, switch in hand, foliowed by the elder brothar,
who, seeing Stuart tly in & deep sleep,
thought nothing short of magic could have brought
him there in such double quick time.

“There!™ said the irate mother, “there he is, §
quietly asleep! Didre't I tell youso? I saw the boy
go to bed mysell. How could he get cat of the
bouse and I not know it? What do you mean by
trumping up such tales to frighten me out of my
senses 7 My son Stuart dancing & jig on the stage!
The idea of such a thing! I'll teach you to tell
stories ou your poor lnmocemt littie brother—I'N
teach you!™ and she did, if there and thea s good
dusting of his jacket could induct a boy into the sci-
ence of fabrication,

The scamp Robeon still chuckles over this story

g it, and’'declares he never enjoyed—vicari-
whipping s0 much, but the mine was
og on him, and he did mot dare go back, for
fear it would explode; consaquently John E. Owens
does not know to this day what became of nor why
that littie boy took to his heels in such an unace
countable manner.
FIRST APPEARANCES OF A TRAGEDIAN AND &
COMEDIAN,

It was my fortune to witness the first appearance
0n a regular stage of two of the boys named in this
sketch, Edwin Booth and John Sl eper Clarke.
Booth was about seventeen yrars of age, and true to
lis boyhood’s inclination, he appeared in & melo-
drama, **Therese; or, The Orphan of Geneva.™ He
was dressed much in the style which he now dresses
Hamiet. The house was crowded—the Baltimore
Museum—and he was socalm and self-possesased that
his voice never trembled, nor did he lose & single
point, and but for his boyish and beantiful appear.
ance, might bave been mistaken for an old sctor.
Neverthelees he was nervous and difSdent, had smail
counfidence in his own powers, lttle foreseeing the
carcer in store for him, and I pever ses him in
* Hamlet " mow, and hear him say:

“"Tis not my inky cloak, good mother,*™
but that the inexorable past secems * like the flerce
vexation of a dream,” to melt away, and he stands
betore me the light, willowy striphing of the olden
time, whose voice made the air musical,

J. 8. Clarke never mistook his line of businees.
[-but engaged at once for low comedy. He made his
first appearance at the Walnut Street Theatre, Phil.
adelphia, speaking some balf a dozen lines, bat they
wore g0 well delivered, and he threw inte them
| Some funny little original business, that he was
marked at ooce as possessing that indefinable ®Ome-
thing indispensable to the making of cue of ~ thess
our actors.™




