THE ECCE.\'TRIC BOOTHS.

THEIR PF( ULIARITIES DI‘Q(‘RIBTD
BY ONE WHO KNEW THE!

An 014 Actor’s Reminiscences of Junius Brutus,
Junius Brutus, Jr., Edwin and John Wilkes
~—The Veln of Genius and the Taint of
Madness That Dwelt in the Famous Family,

That the border lind'of sanity was touched by
geveral members of the extraordinary Booth

family I think will be conceded by all who were |

acquainted with their history, and certainly by
all who came in contact with them.

It has been my happiness to know them all
personally, from the first, Junius Brutus, to the
last and youngest.

The terrible deed of John Wilkes Booth, that
ptruck down the foremost American of our time,
had its origin in the disordered brain of the
young man's father, for if not madness there
was at least perversion of intellect in the pro-
genitor of this brilliant and handsome family.

Junius Brutus Booth was still in the twenties
when he measured himself against the great
Edmund Kean, who then dominated the British
stage. In spite of Booth’s handsome, expressive
face and powerful, melodious” voice, that won
him instant attention, Kean still continued to
hold his supremacy with press and public.
Booth had ability enough, but lacked steadiness
of mind and tenacity of purpose, for had he per-
gisted Kean’s irregularities would soon have
given him opportunity. But love triumphed
over ambition. The would-be Roscius aban-
doned the contest, left the fleld to his rival
and eloped with the sweet and - beautiful
woman who became the mother of a family dis-
tinguished for great talent and beauty. He went
to Amsterdam, where it is said he acted in the
Dutch language. He was an accomplished lin-
guist, for it is of record that he appeared as
Orestes in Racine's tragedy at the French
theatre in New Orleans, where he received the
highest acclaim. Theairical tradition abounds
with stories and anecdotes of the vagaries and
eccentricities of this singular genius.

George Jamieson, an excellent actor, once told
me that he was strolling with Booth along St.
Charles street, New Orleans, when he (Jamieson)
made some remark about the weather. Booth
fell upon his knees, and then exclaimed: *"Oh,
wise young man, how much more elder art thou
than thy looks!” Itold this to Edwin, and he
gaid, “ The old man was guying him.”

When in Washington Booth and Gen. Sam
Houston of Texas were great cronies. It was a
picture worthy of Punch to see this eccentric
pair take their afternoon promenade along Penn-
sylvania avenue. Houston stood 6 feet 4 inches
and Booth about 5 feet 5 inches. As it
winter Houston’s ample shoulders were covered
with a large gray blanket that reached to
his heels; his grizzled head was
mounted by a huge Mexican sombrero.
Booth was fashionably attired in a brown,
long-skirted overcoat, with buttons high up in
the small of his back, and his classic head held
up a high-crowned silk hat; and thus they
marched, little Booth clinging to the arm and
with difficulty keeping pace with the sturdy
gtrides of the hero of San Jacinto. They were
on pleasure bent, and were soon lost to the view
of the amused pedestrian in the hospitable por-
tals of Hancock’s hostelry. I neversaw thissin-
gular man and mighty master of tragic emotion
again after this engagement at Washington.

One night Junius Booth gave us his idea of
Othello, whom he made as black as a negro.
What with his wretched dressing and bandy
legs, he was a sorry sight. Not even his fine
reading could save him from ocecasional ripples
of laughter. But, despite his eccentricities, he
gave us some great acting during that, to me,
memorable week. His Richard and Shylock
were thrillingin their whirlwind of passion.

was

The great scene in the * Iron Chest” with W7l-
Jord is still vivid in my memory. His curse,
should the boy reveal the terrible secret, was
appalling in demoniac fury. The flesh
creeps at the mere recollection.

Yet when the wonderful actor came from the
scene he was as playful as a kitten. Ihad the
part. of Fitzhardinge, an old man. When he
first saw me early in the evening he scrutinized
me most mystcnouqi\' *What do you play ¥~
he asked. * Fitzhardinge,” said 1. “My boy,
my dear boy, this.won't do at all. You are not
made up properly. Come with me and . I'll fix
you,” and he did. I found out what amused the
actors when I glanced into a mirror. I was made
up like Scaramouch. The great man was hav-
ing fun with me.

Yet he was kindness itself. I was very young
and very nervous, and had mislaid my cane. No
young actor can play an old man without a
cane! The great man hunted every corner until
he found it.

In 1852, under the auspices of his son Junius,
he went with Edwin to California. His success
there was marred by his unreliability, and he
returned, leaving Edwin there, and landed at
New Orleans, where he acted for the last time,
his closing parts being Sir Edward Mortimer
in the “Iron Chest” and John Leimp in the
“Review,” at the St. Charles Theatre.- He
boarded the steamboat J. S. Cheneworth and was
taken suddenly ill, dying before he could reach
medical aid, uncared for and almost unknown,
an inglorious end to a checkered career.

On a visit to California in 1856 I first met
Junius Brutus Booth, Jr., eldest son of the great
actor. Like his father, his head was moulded on
classic lines, but he had a figure of more athletic
proportions than the sire. A handsome face and
amiable expression bespoke him a man whom it
was pleasant to meet.

While playing at the Chatham Theatre,
York, the  unsophisticated youth had

New
been

caught in the toils of matrimony by the experi-.

enced artist, Clementina De Bar, sister of the
noted Ben ]h- Bar, comedian and manager. This
;1(1\' was a most versatile actress, but far from
preposse: sing of feature. Tiring of this incom-
patible alliance, young Junius sought the freer
atmosphere of California with the Argonauts
and carried with him young and handsome Har-
riet Mace, whom he soon made his wife,

I w Junius often, and found him a sensible,
the least
at marked the father
and his brothers. .\'ur W there much of the
suspicion_of the ‘‘divine fire” that gave the
ILllL\l r, Edyvin, and Wilkes a claim to be classe

with the immortals. Yet he was a good (ulul
mnl had some supreme moments. He was a
superb athlete and had few peers with either
foil or broadsword. With the celebrated maitre,
Col. Monstery, who had his salle d’'armes at
Frank Wheeler's gymnasium in San Francisco,
tve had many a hot ““assault” with foil and

word, often winding up with a few rounds of
he manly art.

Junius Brutus Booth, Jr., came East in 1867,
bis wife having died, ALdVlHL{' a daughter. He

ame Xusw e of the Boston Theatre. He mar
znes Perry, a fine actress, relict of Harry
;- erry, an exu'l]onl actor, who died in California
n 1861. Booth was: not a su ssful manager
any more than his brother lwin. Latc
leased Booth’s Theatre on Twenty-third
and Sixth avenue. He failed to make tk} )
for the owners, so Edwin told me. They were
not good managers for themselves, ‘nll art did
not wﬂu It was said that Edwin lost $500,000
in his theatre. Butin his time he earned over
$1, mnmm as .)rlmm

Edwin Booth had been in California for some
acting a wide range of characters, excel-
ing in negro dialéct parts. He visited Australia
.1(”1 x" winy with Laura Keene and his life-long

, David C. Anderson, and stopped at
Iw ich Islands on his way I,: -I; to California,
g at San Francisco and cramento with

T *‘ctilv‘_\'. w v‘n\\.lsunu.\.ml editor of the
Round Table. He was the chief player with
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He was not ungrateful, for during one of
brilliant engagements at the St. Charles Theaire,
New Orleans, he volunteered for my benefit,

and, of course, drew a tremendous audience, F
acting Richmond to his Richard III. We acted
together often in the South and Whest, but only
once in New York, and that for Ben Baker’'s-ben-
efit. The play was ** Othello,” and I ™vas ter-
ribly frightened, as I had never acted so great a
parc as that of the Moor in the me trop-
Here the sweetness of Booth's nature

E vin manifest, for words of encou ment
came from him at the end of the great scene in
the third act, when the audience summoned us
before the curtain. We also appeared tog

at the theatre in Boston. That able

Thomas Barry, was the lessec. Here he begs
to show some of the eccentric habits that marred
the career of his father. On one of these nights
the American tragedis Edwin Forrest, was

sitting far bac € vte bov, He w on a
visit to his f Jame uces, the * Aecorn”
of the New : Spirit of the Times. Oakes
told me .nlqu\\ wrd that the only commentg
Forrest made on his prospective rival was,
“Why don’t the young man learn his lines "
As Edwin had imbibed most of his father's
great characters by ear in the theatre,
he did not trouble himself with the mid-
night oil. But now, as recognition of his fine
powers came to him, he felt forced to contend Jor
m: «\!M\ with the holder of the dramatic crown.
The fault that was tolerated and condoned in
]nd father couldn’t be overlooked in this promis-
ing son. Edwin himself began to perceive that |
the time had come to chasten the Bacchic ebulli-
tions that destroyed his great father, if he ex- |
pected to reach the height on which llw master |
sat supreme. Edwin Forrest still held the
sceptre, and was in the very zenith of his great |
yowers when the daring young actor made his gal-

ant attack on the intellectual world by his ideal
presentation of Hamlet at the Winter Garden in
New York, I saw him quite often during the
hundred-night run of this f\l.x_\ Chatting one
day, he said: “I understand you acted Charles
de Moor in rman in San Franecisco. I intend
to Germany some day and should like to
play ‘Hamlet’ in that language

He acquired this notion from ‘the fact that he
had acted lago to the Othello of the distin-
guished German actor, Bogouil Dawison, who
spoke the part of the Moor in German. Mme.
Scheller ~pnl\c the part of Desdemona in both
anguages. As I was then to appear in German
as Othello with her at the Stadt Theatre, our
conversation naturally flowed in that direction.
He did go to Germany, although he stuck to his
own vernacular, surrounded by German players,
who were his greatest admirer Ovations

;reeted him everywhere, the actors crowning
1im with laurel, His triumphs there and his
brilliant association with Irving at the Lyceum
Theatre, London, are matters of record. His
splendid career in this country has furnished
themes for many loving poetic pens,

In the winter of 1858-59 I was in Baltimore
acting with Avonia Jones, who later married
the tragedian Gustavus V. Brooks in Australia.
Avonia and Mary Devlin were very intimate.
Edwin was then at home layi
to the susceptible Mary,
bright, and pretty girl.
then, and exchanged the secret

I dined with him at his modest home, and met

i mother and mum-nh-hu] sisters,
Asin and Rosalie. Asia afterward married John

Sleeper Clarke, the comedian, and settled in

,nm‘lun Edwin took me out to Greenmount
Cemetery, where he had placed a noble granite
shaft over the grave of his father, with the sim-
ple inseription, “Booth,” on one side, and on the
other the family motto, “Dum spero spiro.”

[ have known him in eve relation of life;
with his fellow players he was ever conside rate,
court and kind; as a son, in his household
showing deference and g 'Iiuu to his amiable
mother and cultured sis He was chivalrie
and true, both as lover and husband. Once only
can I remember having seen him roused to
anger, giving vent in strong terms to his out-

raged sense of justi It was after the death of
his second wife, McVicker, or, rather,

were all
s of lovers.

young

0us,

Mary Rumnnion, for 16 was not James Mece-




been managed
diffident nature while
being lived; but

tie that held

greed of gain on
nds became too manifest;
they crowded him too far, and he as-
sertéd his manhood. There never was a sweeter,
gentler nature than that which inhabited the
mortal tenement called Edwin Booth. His char-
numerous, but secret. Few knew that

hort time of his death lu- bought an

r the aged actor, Edmon 8. Connor.

verence for his noble art and hi zh view
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Benedict, and Thomas Bailey Aldrich,

John Wilkes Booth I first met in the summer

It was in a billiard room next to Grace
, managed by Michael Phelan, then the
champion of the cue. - We played several games;
he was an expe Indeed, he excelled in all ath-
letic sports. Like his brother ‘“Jun he was a
master of fence. I was struck with his easy
movements of alluring, springy grace. The classic
Booth head sat above broad shoulders and dee P
chest. Taller than any of the other Booths, his

ume was compactly knit and instilled with
virile life in every flbre. He was then engaged to

nning to go to M yomery, Ala,, to take
nitiation in the 8 HI.H made his father
, in which E forging ahead

for first place in the xnum vllw arens.,

I did not see him again until the winter of
1864. He was then a full-fledged star in some
of his father’s parts, and had made his mark In
the South and West: But suddenly his voice
ll":rh He was compelled to remain idle,
time being passed mainly in Washington. From
there he could easily run over to Belair, the
home of the family ‘in Maryland,. He was a
great favori n Washington soci 3 his talent
as an.actor, auty of person, and engaging
manners made him a welcome guest in any com-
pany. The men were « 1‘."‘1«‘1[ and the women
! 1. It was said that the handsome and
ghter of a certain fe UmMous enator was

ln\l’ with him, and it was soon ru-

their en ement was shortly to be
announced, wi terrible crime put an
end to the romantic episode.
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