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By CELIA IL.OGAN.

When oie 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
thew 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,
aud became actors themselves by the same order
of things that a lawyer’s son is apt to become a
lawyer, a farmer’'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. .

My father was born and brought up in Baltimore,
and was destined by his family, staunch Catholics,
to religion. For generations it had been the cus-
tom to make one of the gons a priest, and the lot
tell 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 abséuco of literature decided him to
‘abandon that mode of livelihood, and to seek one
more congenial to his intcllectual tastes.

» He then beeame a printer, and in after life when
out of an engagement he 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 which I cai find no account—my fatber made
his first appearance. He wag deeply impressed
with the belief that tragedy was his torte, as For-
rest was cerfain that he wouid make a great low
comedy actor; my father eelected for his debut the
cbaracter of Foung Norval, Mr. Forrest appearing
in the faree in a broad low coraedy part. They wers
both as astonisbed as chagrined at the result, for
the sudicnce almost went into convulsions of langh-
ter over my father’s tragedy, aud were plunged into
the deepest gloom by Forrest's comedy.

My mother has told me that both were 80 morti-
fied at the audience refusing to recognize their tal-
ent, as they understood its dire ction to be, that they
actually wept and mingled their tears together after
the performance.

It chanced that a regular theatrical manager was
In front that memorable night, and was so struck by
my father’s bumorous rendering of Young 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 he thought he ought to have been a
tragedian, and further, like all funpy men, was
gloomy to the lest degree, except whem with com-
panions, who would spur him to partike of their
cheerfulness, when he would temporarily cast aside
hLis melancholy and contribute a large quota to the
general wit aud gayety. .

My mother had & girl friend who had eloped with
IE actor, and secretly they continued their triend-
ship.

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

! Mrs, Lhobson
| formed, and the risi
triendly wood-yard. Booth cabbaged a few faded

! eould no

Sometimes one boy—the son of an actor—will in-
fluence the taste of mauy others, for instauce Edwia
Booth.

No less than three of our
their companionship with
Robson and Theodore Hawilton, They were all born
and brought up in the good old city of Baltimore,
were chums, and spent their briglitest hours to.
getber,

EDWIN BOOTH'S EARLY AMBITION.

Booth's ambition, expressed as soon as he was
Able to prattle, was to be a *thownin a tircus.’

Robeon’s to be a tragedian, and Clarke’s—ealled l;y -

the boys * Sleepy”—was to be anything to * giv
fellar lots of fun.” ¢ - g
As the lads grow, Edwin, the eldest, led them into
the usual boyish pranks, and some that were .not
ugual, for be determined to start a circus of his own
—that was his dream of mavagemeuat then. Rob-
8on went in with him heart and goul, und their am.
bition nrcd,the emulation and the soul of the aogher
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dresses from the wardrobe of his father. Thoe 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 eszerly debated by-the young Jjoint stock
company. At last “Sleepy” bhad a bright idea—
Stuart must “hook™ his mother's stove; it was
large, not in use, would never be missed, and Rob.
Bon 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 in the sacred name of Art, he
longer resist, and- the stove was pur-
Joined. It proved mo holiow mockery, for it real-
ized, when sold as "old iron, the handsome sumr of
oune doliar and five cents. Little Robson, with
whole-souled magnanimity, turned the eutire pro-
c2eds iuto thetreasury, amid the applause of every
squeaky urchin in the Ward. p

OPENING A CIRCUS.

Excitement was at its hight. They had now the
cellar, the ring, sawdust, clothes and mouney to
“open the honse,”” but the first essential of & cireus
Wwas missing—a horse.  What's a circus without

One at least must be bought—but how,

.""- said Robson, whose iron exploit had
u a heroand aleader, “I koow where I can
¢ cheap. Foliow mic !
asked the young actors in concert,

‘To the boneyard !" ha! ha! to the boneyard 1"
Attached to the boneyard was an auction mart,
where old worn ont . horses were sold tor anythiug
they would bring; if they were too worthless to be
saleable, they were turned over Lo the executioner,
killed and converted into glue and boue dust. Que
ddllar and seventy cents made the {r ape the proud
possessors of an old scarecrow of & b s, which was
led or dragged by a rope in the hands of Booth, and
helped along by the cuffs and shouts of the boys. The
poor oid beast in the fulness of time was anchored at
the cellar window of the circus. The only street en-
tranuce to the Cellar was this same window, and the
Lhorse had to be yafiked through somehow; it was
ouly about two feet wide, but the company, by unit-

ing their bone and sinew, wanaged to squeeze him
i

" After this feat it did not take long

to inaugurate
the show.

Edwin Booth was proprietor and mana.
Slecpy Clarke, stage manager and general busi-
G. L. Stout, recently at the Eagle Theatre,
ter and leading wan; Stuart Robson, gencral
utility.

Admmssion to boys-one cent; to Irishwomen, three
cents, becanse they were usually fst and took up
the room of two boys. Indeed they would not have
been permitted to enter éven at that exorbitant
rate but that they were mothers of some of the au-
dience and threatened to larrup ** such of the
spectators a8 belonged to them in case they were
not allowed to see for tlemselves what  thim biys
Was up to in that there cellar.™

An organ-grinder was engaged to play lively airs
8t cight cents an hour, the niding-waster, Clarke,
cracked his whip, Booth in a clown’s queer old rags,
did the funny business, and the greatest living bare-
back rider, Stuart Robson, monnted his fiery, un-
tamed steed, and beat and begged hig 1o **go round
the ring once—jast once," but ho wouldn’t, or couid-
n't; bis old head bhung botween his knees, and be
wouldn’t budge. The eutire sudience a8 weoll as the
actors were in despair, and wanted to ride the brok-
en-dgwn bruaty, singiy or ina body. Suddenly the
organ-grinder started a tune, ahd Hosinante pricked
up lis ears, something in the air may have reminded
him of his early days, or he may in more prosperous
times have been a xeal circus horse—that question
will never be solved —but certain it is that be poor

horse shambisd around the ring ae lone 110
Bk “Rept Fotow, 1o the: delighted ‘shouts St i
DO_F. and never stopped until the instrament did.

bo circus became an institution, and lasted for
woeks, Never a horse received better
the boys fed him 8o well-that he grew fat,
0 Uscless that it was. decided to return him to the
d, but he had “ fleshed up * so that he could
'l::‘:u.l Ml monr)‘llxgh the window, and it had to
. In er to
ot the s encon him to crawl
the street and struck up an old familiar tune. It
affected the podr old horse nnngdy—hc drew &
heavy sigh and up the ghost. Such a time then
s there was gef out the carcass and carting it

away!
A IN THE LEGITIMATE BUSINESY,

These our boy actors then determined to go into
the legitimate and having made mouney by
the circus—for on some nights they had over &

dollars to divide—they clubbed together and bo&
a set piece for one dollar and twenty-five cents from
the Kilmist Garden, when it was selling out old
scenes. Old Baltimoreans will recall the Kilmist

en,
They played all the scenes before this one set, but
it did not detract from the delight of the audience
nor the power of the actors when uced the
thrilling and classical tragedy of *The Slippery
Purse; or, The Bloody Thieves.” It was withdrawn
to give 'r{alw to **Allesandro Massaroni, King of the
Bloody Thiev Booth played the leading serious
parts. hoir list of dramas gave out, th

shaky, and

treatment; ‘

Tailor of Tamworth.  In order to
dy, and to give the audience a
ey chopped off Edwin’s head

-olu.g:
t it into s

with a wooden ax.
AN OPPOSITION SHOW.

As sometimes happens to childrem of & larger
growth, disaffection had seized upon some members
of the éompany, and it was secretly srranged
to start an opposition show in Theodore Hamilton's
mother’s cellar. t the new company baving
neither funds nor scenes, John Wilkes Boota and
Hamilton broke iuto the Robson cellar and stole the
set piece! When Edwin and the rest discovered
the foul theft, there was mounting in hot haste, and
that set piece was secreted in balf the cellars in
Baltimore. 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 heartsof the boy actors, and Stuart Robson,
for one, determinegd to wake a serious venture to go
upon the stagé. ‘‘Mose” had. just then appeared,
and had 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 little break-
downs. Robson spplied for a situstion, and was
accepted. Fortunately for him, he was not wanted
until late in the play, so he went through the cere-
mony of undressing 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 whatle supposing him
sweetly reposing in his bed.

Oune eventful night his elder brother was permit-
ted to go 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
his scéne with a swagges, and bad but just taken
the first step in his little breakdown, when, to his
horror and dismay, he caught sight of his brother
ifu 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,
clotbhes 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 spparently in s deep sleep,
thought nothing short of magic could have brought
hims there in such double quick time,

here!” said the irate mother, “there he is,
ep ! I saw the boy
g myself. How could he get out of the
house 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 & thing! I'll teach you to tell
stories ou your poor inmoceat little brother—I'N
teach you!™ and she did, if there and then a good
dusting of his jacket could induct a boy inso the sci-
ence of fabrication.

The scamp Robeon still chuckies over this story
in telling it, and declares he never enjoyed—vicari-
onsly—s whipping so much, but the mine was
sprang on him, and he did not dare go back, for
fear it would explode; consequently John E. Oweans
does not know to this day what became of nor why
that littie boy took to his heels in such an unac-
countable manuner.

FIRST APPEARANCES OF A TRAGEDIAN AND A
COMEDIAN,

It was my fortune to witness the first appearance
on a regular stage of two of the boys named in this
sketch, Edwin Booth and John Sileeper Clarke.
Booth was about seventeen years of age, and true to
his 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
Hamlet. The house was crowded—the Baltimore
Museum—and he was 80 calm and self-possessed that
his voice never trembled, nor did he lose & mngle
point, and but for his boyish and beautiful appear-.
ance, might bave been mistaken for an old actor.
Neverthelees he was nervous and difideat, had small
confidence in his own powers, little foreseeing the
carcer in store for him, and I pever ses him in
*‘ Hamlet " now, and hear him say:

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

J. 8. Clarke never mistook his line of businees,
I-but engaged at once for low comedy. He made his
first appearance at the Walnut Street Theatre, Phil.
adelphia, speaking some half a dozen lines, baut they
ware 8o well delivered, and he threw inte them
soms fupny little original business, that he was
marked at once as possessing that indefinable ®ome-
thing indisp ble to the making of cne of * these
our actors.”

S

Didr’t I tell you so?




