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I play Roundy in “Uncle Josh Whitcomb”
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A LITTLE GIRL GOES
BARNSTORMING

“Dot vas early von mornings ven der day-dimes broke oudt
Dot dose dings vas happen vot I told you aboudt.”

FOUR generations of my  family have declaimed, recited, read or interpreted – according to our epoch – a
parody on Barbara Fritchie, written in German dialect by one George S. Knight, of which the above is the opening
couplet. Because it is part of our tradition, and because it never yet failed to 'get' our audiences the poem is known to us
as IT. As I would, of necessity, inject IT into this tale at some point, I put it here, both to dispose of it at once, and
because It seems appropriate, as it was in the wee sma ' hours of my life "dot dose dings vas happen vot I told you
aboudt''-for I was a very little girl.

One day long, long ago some of the members of an interesting but unpredictable pioneer Ohio family, having
pulled up stakes once more, and again migrated westward, suddenly became "troopers". One of the least of them was
the black-haired, brown-eyed, rather wistful tiny person that was I.

In that far away and almost pre-historic time-for it was B.C., Before Cinema-the entire theatrical set-up was
very unlike it is today. There were then no central hooking agencies; there were no chains of producer-controlled
theatres; and there was no Actor's Equity Organization. It was each company for itself and each actor for himself-and a
walk home on the rails for the hindmost.

Not so many decades prior to my reminiscing there were practically no 'road companies' in this country. The
big eastern cities supported one or more 'stocks' such as Wallack's in New York, the Walnut Street Theatre in
Philadelphia, and in Boston the Boston Museum. In those early playhouses great actors, whose names have become
fireside words, were trained. When their fame spread they did not always, in those earlier days, go about with
companies of their own. Rather they traveled from city to city 'starring' with local 'stocks'.

Sometimes this was done with no rehearsal at all with the supporting cast. More often 'star' and 'support'
would work together for a few days or a week. The resident company was supposed to be letter perfect in any plays the
star saw fit to choose-having been given a week's notice of 'he coming luminary. Some of the famous ones sent their
stage managers in advance to coach the company in the stage business desired by the visiting celebrity. In almost no
instance in those early days did the Stage Manager presume to instruct the Actor HOW to act. That was his profession--
acting--and he rose or fell by his own ability.

Schools of acting were virtually non-existent, though the Lyceum School may have already opened, to the
very great amusement of the 'Palmy day tragedians.'

THEN, NOT SO LONG

before my adventure, a change came to the American theatre. Small towns and hamlets began to build halls and even
'Opery' houses of their own. Road companies were started here, there and everywhere, from New York to San
Francisco. Actors, whose careers had begun in Boston, New York or Philadelphia, who felt qualified to star' launched
road companies and went on tour. Many of these, in turn, furnished the well known names in the next theatre
generation.

Of these, one of the successful, in his day, was Milton Nobles, my Mother's Uncle. When I was the very small
child of whom I am telling, he was in the prime of his career. He wrote his own plays and starred in them for years and
was well known from coast to coast-a very able actor. One of the most widely quoted catch-phrases of his generation of
American theatre goers, "And the villain still pursued her!" came from his popular play, The Phoenix. He died, as he
would have wished, "treading the boards", in 1924, then about eighty-five. He was appearing in the production of 'She
Stoops to Conquer', given for one of the Lamb's Club Gambols and passed on just after he had finished his performance
on the night of June 14th.

In the hinterland many road companies were family groups. Families endowed sometimes-with talent plus the
wanderlust-and often, with only the wanderlust which they financed at the expense of unsuspecting provincial
audiences. These flourished like the proverbial green bay tree, especially from the Ohio to the Mississippi

But to return to the little girl I was, and how she happened to go barnstorming.

Back there, well before the turn of the century, ‘elocution’ long since a word with a stigma--was worthy and
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honorable, both as a word and as a profession. Many actors who later achieved fame began then as elocutionists. In
fact, elocution was a fundamental requirement for all actors--good elocution for good actors, and, as a corollary, bad
elocution for bad actors. There were still few schools of acting, but the woods were full of teachers and schools of
elocution, many bad, but enough good ones to make it, at that early date, a respected calling.

So two Aunts of mine-sisters of my Father--were elocutionists. When I was little it never occurred to me to
question their ability, but as I have grown older, I realize that it was of a fine quality. In addition to real native talent
they were star pupils of Mrs. Heman Walbridge, a star pupil of Steele Mackaye, and Steele Mackaye, so I have been
told, was the only American pupil of the great Delsarte, himself. Delsarte is another outmoded word, but the same thing
is taught today under modern labels-eurythmics, diction, interpretation, etc.

These Aunts, born and bred in Toledo, Ohio, became the leading young Thespians of that city-always chosen
for stellar roles in things dramatic that occurred there. Both teachers of elocution, they had large and flourishing
classes.

Matrimony claimed the older, and she moved with her husband, a newspaper man (then on the Toledo Blade)
and also an ardent amateur, to Meadville, Pennsylvania. There she continued her professional career, teaching oratory
to embryo ministers in the Meadville Unitarian Seminary-since moved to Chicago.

THEN KANSAS BOOMED.

This was of sufficient moment to cause easterners in great numbers to migrate to that state, among them this same Aunt
and her husband. They went to Salina to publish a newspaper there.

This move seems to have been the first link in the chain of events that led me barnstorming.

It was the era of "Go west, young man, go west!" and The Brush Electrical Company sent my Uncle I. R. to
Butte, Montana. A few months later our Ohio home was dismantled, our belongings packed and shipped, and my
Grandparents and my Youngest Aunt followed him, taking me with them. On our arrival my Aunt resumed her
teaching at once and started a little theatre group in the wild and woolly west.

Butte was a small, but growing mining camp~strange and crude to us. The hastily constructed house in which
we lived was not much like the big house in Toledo, with its wide stone steps leading up from the street, and its
spacious rooms~ Four things I remember dimly of that first short sojourn there. First, the ceiling of our tiny house was
not plastered but was lined with some kind of muslin that shook up and down in the wind and made me cry for fear the
house was falling on my head. Second, the kindly, young milkman who took with him, one day on his rounds, a lonely
little girl wracked with whooping cough. Then, the Renshaws, a  jolly family of grown-ups and children with whom, on
my birthday, 1 went see 'Jo-Jo, the dog-faced man', and presumably a circus, though I do not remember that. But most
clearly of all I see the undulating 'placer' that stretched between our house and that mysterious place where my Uncle
worked each day. I did not know what 'placer' meant, nor that the day of placer mining was even then over in Butte.

All the family was homesick and I have heard my Aunt tell how just the sight of a freight car, with the word
"Ohio" on it, made her weep. But the altitude was bad for my Grandfather and the second link in my chain was forged
when the vicissitudes of life caused my Aunt, my Grandparents – and incidentally me – to go to Kansas to join the
members of the family already there.

What now happened, why such momentous plans were made, what eddies, currents or undercurrents changed
the rather prosaic stream of our lives, I do not know, being too young at the time to comprehend. I do remember
strange excitements in the air. A young man was coming all the way from Ohio to see my Aunt Marie. My Grandfather
was very ill. In spite of that, my Grandmother was cutting out and sewing many queer garments, and there was a
general unrest in the family.

IT WAS JUST AT THIS TIME

that I saw my very first opera. It was Patience. I was taken to see it with m young cousin Grace and it made a profound
impression on us both. I remember an earlier performance of some patriotic cantata in Toledo, when I looked down
from the great heights of a theatre box and heard my Aunt Marie sing "The Little Major" followed by loud applause.
But this – a real opera – was very different. For days my small cousin and I did nothing but 'dress up' and drape
ourselves over the furniture, playing at being all of “The twenty love-sick maidens still".
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Whether our acting was so effective at this time that we, then, became part of the queer excitement in the air I
do not know. It is possible that we were an integral part of it from the beginning, for long before we went to Montana,
when can have been scarcely four years old, I had assisted my Aunt in a recital at “Garfield College”. This institution,
probably defunct, or long ago swallowed up in some more modern school, was really Hiram College of which
President Garfield was an alumnus. I must have heard it referred to as Garfield's College, and Garfield College it has
always been to me.

It was at that time that I showed my first requisite for an actress-temperament. For, so I am told, on being
requested to 'speak' "Miss Annabelle McCarty" for some grown-ups visiting my Grandmother, I declined, saying
demurely, “I cannot do myself justice before such a small audience.”

There are strange lapses in my memory, for I do not remember the coming of the Young Man from Ohio. I do
remember in detail his marriage to my youngest Aunt, and my deep resentment, which made me howl like a banshee at
the wedding and refuse to speak to him at all. Because it was this Aunt--my Aunt Marie--who, until that moment, had
been my own personal property. And it was she who later, at the death of my Grandmother, took the place of a mother
to me.

I also remember, vaguely, the death of my Grandfather which followed almost at once the marriage of my
Aunt.

After the wedding and the funeral, there is another hiatus in my memory.

There must have been much commotion; strange people coming and going, and rehearsals taking place with
intense regularity. From later remembrances, I am sure that my two Aunts and, now, my two Uncles must have been
hearing each other's lines at every opportunity. For the new Uncle, of whom I was still terrifically jealous, had come
out of the east not only to marry my Aunt, but to become a part of the theatrical venture that was causing all the hub-
bub in our usually placid lives.

A DRAMATIC COMPANY WAS ABORNING.

The Andrews Dramatic Company. It consisted, basically, of my two Aunts, their husbands, my Grandmother, the
nephew of one of my Uncles, my little cousin, Grace (the daughter of my older Aunt) and myself. Though I much
doubt if we children were dignified by being even considered members of the company'.

As financial backers, and being, concededly the most talented, the older Uncle and Aunt gave their name to
the Company and were its stars. They always had first choice of parts, the best hotel rooms, and, if there was a best, the
best dressing rooms.

My Aunt Marie was second lady-playing alternately leads, ingenues and characters. The Young Man from
Ohio started out as leading man, and later doubled as advance agent. Harry, my other Uncle's nephew was general
utility', walking gent' and also 'props'.

My Grandmother was always there-in the background–lending gentility and respectability to the entire affair.
But in my memories she never acted. Strange that seems to me now, for it was from her that my Aunts must have
inherited their ability. Today it would be the natural thing for her to have the old woman's parts. That was not the way
it was done then. Not only in our company, but in the theatrical world at large, people were not picked for type, nor
were they cast for age. Actors acted then, they did not play themselves. In fact it was the acid test of ability to play the
parts assigned one and there was nothing incongruous for the very young, indeed, to essay the roles of great age.

Speaking of age, I must interpolate here, that the people of whom I write so glibly, seemed very old, very
formidable, and very frightening to me then--all old--all quite as elderly as my Grandmother. As a matter of fact they
were all very young. As I reckon back, my Aunts could have been only just before and just after twenty, and my Uncles
not much more. So while their project was wholly serious, they were still having the time of their young lives--living a
story, about which they, too, would reminisce as long as they lived.

To our family group was added, in the beginning, several friends. Of these I remember only two. The first was
Arthur Day, a tall, gangling fellow, with dark hair and bushy, beetling, black brows--afterwards an artist in New York.
One of his paintings hangs on my wall now, given to me as a wedding present. And him I remember in one part, only-
Wan-a-tee, the Indian in 'The Octaroon'. I was not in this play, and watching it from 'the front' he always sent slithery,
cold shivers down my back, though I have a keen suspicion that as an actor he was a very good painter.
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Grace and I as Meenie and Heindrich in “Rip Van Winkle”.

“Our Star” as Gretchen in “Rip Van Winkle”
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The other friend was gay, fat little Marybelle Daily of the lovely voice, which she, later, took to Europe to
have properly cultivated. In after years she married a well known newspaper editor in Los Angeles and 'lived happily
ever after'.

One day she and my Aunt Marie decided that with my dark eyes, I would be much more bewitching with
yellow hair. So they struggled valiantly to change my truly raven locks to gold. I think I stood the peroxide torture
manfully for I, too, would have been delighted to have beautiful fair curls instead of my straight black mane. But they
never materialized and, when essential, I had to be content with a nice blond wig.

STRANGE AS IT MAY SEEM,

I have absolutely no memory of our beginnings. I do not remember when we started on our travels. We were in the big
house in Salina and, out in the yard, I was popping the pods that fell from the big cottonwood trees and--then--we were
on the road. There is no recollection of our first engagement, nor can I recall ever having been taught any of the parts
that I afterwards played. Another queer quirk of memory--to this day I can say many of the lines in those old dramas,
but never any of the parts I acted myself.

The first thing I do remember after we left Salina is a stuffy hotel parlor-what town I do not know-wherever it
was we there annexed another little girl, a much littler girl than either my Cousin or myself.

I think it must have been the child that makes that dark, gloomy parlor with its stiff, stuffed furniture and
ormolu clock high up on the mantel so sharply out lined in my memory but it is her parents, and not the little three year
old, that I see as I look back. The mother, in her high-collared, tight-fitting basque and long full skirt, seemed to my
childish eyes an exceedingly tall, dignified, forbidding person. Taller than either of my Aunts. The father was a small
mousey haired man with watery blue eyes-and, somehow, they both loom important in my picture. This is probably
because of my younger Aunt's undisguised antagonism toward the woman from the beginning.

THE MACK'S LITTLE DAUGHTER

was so small, so chubby, and so cuddly that she charmed me as well as the grownups. My cousin Grace was five and a
beautiful big-eyed, soulful child, with real talent and a flare for the theatre. More, she had an appealing personality that
made friends with every one. So, what with watching Grace playing the parts I loved to do myself, and seeing Doris,
the new baby--for that is all she was--taking such a swift hold on the hearts of the company, which by then consisted of
about fourteen people, I felt a little forlorn and lost. My own Aunt--as distinguished from Grace’s mother--must have
sensed this, for she was always putting mc first and doing small things to make me happy.

But if I was jealous of them, in my childish way, it was not to  last long. We were playing in Lincoln,
Nebraska--I do not remember the theatre--but I can see the long, bleak corridor of the hotel with row on row of closed
doors, behind which, some place, were Grace and Doris. I do not recall being sick--but I was very ill. There was a
virulent epidemic of measles in Nebraska that year, and all three of us were stricken with it. We caught it from the tiny
daughter of the hotel proprietor in the previous town. She was an obstreperous little child, who wanted so much to be a
boy that her chief indoor sport was trying to kiss her elbow.

When I was well again and we moved on to the next town I was the only little girl who went. My
Grandmother had hurried back to Kansas with my Cousin as soon as Grace was able to travel. The other little girl, roly-
poly little Doris had died  whether in Lincoln, or whether she had recuperated enough to be taken home I do not know.
I only know she was no longer with us.

Then suddenly-exchanging clothes scarcely ten minutes before the curtain went up--my Aunt Marie was
playing my Aunt Gertie's part in Rip Van Winkle, for my little cousin was worse and her mother was hurrying to her
bedside.

IT WAS ONLY A SHORT TIME,
and Grace, too, had succumbed to the after effects of that treacherous disease, and my other Aunt had rejoined us,
wearing a long crepe veil.

Whether I missed them or not I do not know. Probably I did, but at any rate Grace's death had one queer
consequence for me. My oldest Aunt--our star--no longer loved me! I was perfectly conscious of it. I was kept out of
her way as much as possible and she never smiled when I was in the room. It was not until I was a grown woman,
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when her aversion to me not only wore away but changed to deep affection, that I was once more comfortable in her
presence.

This tragedy had another consequence, but to the company, not to me. Mr. Mack was no longer with us. He
had taken Doris home and I think he came back. If so, he did not remain. My Aunts' antagonism to his wife grew and
now included in it was one, Bert Roe. I never liked Bert Roe. Finally he and Lydia Mack, too, were suddenly gone and
the company saw them no more.

In later years we heard of her again. She was in New York and that beautiful, dignified wife of the little
Kansas lawyer, whose daughter was buried in Nebraska, was one of the notorious actresses of her decade-a strip tease
artist we call them now. My Aunt felt her antagonism justified.

It is after these occurrences that I begin mo re clearly to remember about our daily affairs. For one thing, a
young man, Roy Thayer, who now joined us, was chosen, partly, for his qualifications as a tutor for me and I began to
have lessons  I think his acting wasn’t so expert but he could sing and yodel beautifully– or so I thought, and he always
yodeled a lovely lullaby for me in “Editha's Burglar”. These lessons brought about one of my bitterest recollections as a
youthful actress. For to an actress – especially, I think, to a very young one such as I, to forget her lines is a terrible
catastrophe. I was playing Heindrick in Rip Van Winkle when the blow fell. Before my Cousin died she had played the
part of Meinie, but now I had to relearn the lines and combine the words of both.

I had to double and play Meenie and Heindrich both,
after Grace died.

At one point in the play the dialogue between Rip and Heindrick is pivotal to the plot. Rip, being unable to
read, the boy reads a document to him that proves that he, Rip, is being robbed. Up to this time the paper from which I
supposedly read, had been covered merely with wavy black lines –- the words entirely in my mind. Now, due to the
effective work of Roy Thayer, the tutor-actor, I was, it seems to me quite suddenly able to read.

AT THIS FATEFUL PERFORMANCE

it burst upon me like a thunder clap that there were no words there, and with that revelation everything that I had been
saying week after week, left me as if I had never known it.
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I could not have uttered a word if I had been killed for the omission. My poor Uncle who was playing Rip,
was as surprised as I when I failed to catch my cue –- could see no reason for it. He whispered my lines to me, but my
totally blank mind could not pick them up. Then he began to ask me, in a honeyed voice, edged with an irritation so
sharp that I could feel it cut, did the paper say this? did the paper say that? All things he was not supposed to know. To
every question I answered with mute nods, until he finally ended the scene to the best of his ability.

I rushed off the stage into my Grandmother's waiting arms, and shuddered when we passed Rip's dressing-
room, where my Uncle was swearing like the trooper he was and bringing down maledictions wholesale upon my
young head. No reprimand was meted out to me -- for my Uncle was really one of the mildest of men-but the next time
I played Heindrick, Roy had printed the document out in a clear, bold hand, so that a little girl could read it.

It is difficult to reconstruct the far west of the 1880's in the mind's eye -- for by now we were in the Rocky
Mountain territory. It is difficult for a westerner to do so and even more taxing for those born, in what, in those days,
was called the 'effete East'.

My Uncle Milton wrote a description of Virginia City as it was about twenty years before our company came
upon the scene, but it was quite as applicable then to many of the towns west of the Rockies. He says, “It was certainly
a hot town. 'Wide open' in its slang significance could not begin to express it. Inside out might suggest it. There was the
International Hotel, with Jack Magee' and Kentuck's Palace, the most pretentious saloons and gambling houses in town,
Across the street from the hotel was the Variety Theatre, with the familiar allurements of the wine room annex. The
place was raw to the limit. Under the hill, on the street below was Piper's Opera House. The principal gambling rooms
of Virginia City were in the rear of the long saloons fronting on Main Street. Kentuck's Palace was more conspicuous
than the others. It joined the International Hotel. The bar room was about fifty feet deep, and an additional twenty-five
feet was occupied by four faro layouts. There were probably about fifty layouts in the city. Each was licensed and each
paid into the city treasury ten dollars a day. From seven until daylight something was doing all the time.”

No one, then, even dreamed of concrete or asphalt, but sometimes the unpaved roads--by courtesy streets--
were flanked with wooden, or very occasionally, brick side walks. There was 'lots of mud when it rained, and lots of
dust when it didn't.' This mud and dust loomed important to barnstormers because, all too often, the towns boasted no
hacks nor hotel wagons and the entire company had to transport itself from depot to hotel via shanks mare.

Perhaps the mud was one of the reasons that most men--not actors, of course wore their pants tucked well
inside their boots.

Most of the buildings were frame, probably none over two stories high, and often The Hall or Opera House--
as distinguished from the Variety Theatre, a burlesque hall for man only--was nothing but a crude barn-like building
with a stage at one end.

Breckenridge, Colorado, but typical of many towns we “played.”
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INTO THOSE SQUATTY TOWNS

-–most of them merely overgrown mining camps--came a motley crew of ranchers, cowboys, Mexicans and Indians.
The latter thrilled me with secret terror, for it was still near enough to Indian disturbances for the air to he electric with
Indian atrocities. Clinging tightly to the hand of my Aunt or my Grandmother, I would watch, with more or less fearful
curiosity, the striding 'braves' wrapped in their brilliant blankets. Their straight hair was braided with strings and hung
long on their shoulders, and they were usually trailed by fat, dirty squaws with papooses strapped on their backs.  We
were nearly always accompanied by some male member of the company, for it was not taken too literally that a lady
was safe on the street of any mining camp.

The hotels were notoriously bad in all those western towns. The worst ones you would come across today are
better than the best in the far west then. All of them smelled of cabbage, onions and boiling soapsuds--a most pungent
mixture. The most acceptable ones were usually rail-road houses, built near the depots, and run by the railroad--or so I
always thought. These were occasionally pretentious –- I can remember one that had a gorgeous red carpet in the
parlor.

No matter what the hotel was like The Office was a place devoted entirely to the men. It was furnished with
big, wooden rocking chairs, many spittoons, and a long bar-like desk almost twice as high as a little girl like me. The
ladies never lingered in this male stronghold, but hurried with modestly averted eyes, through it, to the stairs. Of course
there were no elevators.

The dining rooms were big and empty save for the inevitable stoves, and long tables where ten to twenty
people sat and ate together. Oilcloth or red table cloths alternated with egg stained white ones. One or two chromos or
engravings often hung askew on the fly-specked walls; the 'Stag at Bay' or 'The Maiden's Prayer' were favorite subjects.

Whenever possible our advance-man found quarters for the women and married couples in private houses. It
was in one of these homes--in Pocatella, Idaho, I think--that I heard an Indian story I have never forgotten. My sweet,
white haired Grandmother was a splendid liaison officer for the company wherever we went. She always made friends,
and it was she who usually overcame the first prejudice of the natives against 'them show folks'. In Pocatella she and
our landlady got on especially well together. The landlady was a 'sour-dough' and full of stories of the earlier days.  I
expect she amused and instructed the members of the company putting up at her house no end, and, as I said before,
one story she told made a lasting impression on me.

SHE HAD COME WEST

with her parents years before, by covered wagon. From the first her mother was desperately afraid of the Indians. One
day, after the very  house in which we were staying was finished, her father had to be away and she and her mother were
alone. All the mother could think of was the awful stories she had heard about the cruelty of the Indians. Suddenly they
heard a knock on the window, and looking up, saw, peering in, a swarthy, menacing red face. The mother was
petrified! What prompted her she never knew, but she had false teeth, and she snatched them out of her mouth and ran
toward the window brandishing them at the enemy. Apparently convulsed with fear that Indian Brave let out one most
Hood curdling yell and ran as if the very devil were after him.

Frightened as she was, but shaking with hysterical laughter, she thought she had discovered a wholly unique
method of self defense. But her security was ill-timed. It was not long until there was another rap at the window, and
there were half dozen Indians. By no mean sign language her first tormenter let her know that he wanted the others to
see her pull out her teeth.  She repeated the performance. They argued awhile among themselves and finally went
away. That was only the beginning. She was in a state of siege for days until every Indian brave and squaw in the
reservation and in the territory must have seen the white woman who could pull out all her teeth. It seemed to give
them a wholesome respect for her, and the experience cured her of her awful fear.

If the hotels were bad, it would be still more difficult for those accustomed to the modern theatre, to form a
composite picture of the Opera Houses in which we played from Kansas to California. They were, for the most part,
big bare halls with a raised platform at one end-sometimes on the ground floor, sometimes up one flight of steps. There
was usually a dingy ticket office in an equally dingy outer hallway where the owner sold the tickets, which one of our
company collected as the audience passed into the main room. In the bigger towns where there was really an Opera
House there would be a balcony for the gallery-gods.

In his memoirs, my Uncle Milton speaks of Frank's Hall in Kansas City as "an old upstairs rookery, seating
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about three hundred people" and of Odd Fellows Hall at St. Joe as about the same with "an iron post running up
through the center of the stage. This post gave much opportunity to the Low Comedians". I wonder how Ed Wynn,
Eddie Cantor or W. C. Fields would relish that title now. But it was the perfectly legitimate designation for actors of
their type in the days when the tragedian was the autocrat of the theatre.

In the auditorium, wooden benches, plain wooden chairs--of the kitchen variety–or, in the more elite houses,
splint-bottom ones, were the usual seats for the audience. Sloping floors for theatre seats then--at least in the far west--
were quite a distance in the future.

I was the only little girl who went.

WHAT THE POOR ACTORS

had to put up with when it came to dressing rooms is almost unbelievable. I have heard it said that the first time any
consideration had been given to dressing room comfort for them was when Tabor built the Grand in Denver. Usually
these rooms were, obviously, afterthoughts. Often they were under the stage, if not they might be just roughly
partitioned off from it with boards. Sheet or curtain partitions were not unknown. They were often bitter cold in winter,
and with no ventilation in summer. Richmond burners-huge lamps-were sometimes used to (try to) heat them.

A long shelf of unplaned boards built against the wall answered as a make-up table, and one or two wooden
chairs and a cock-eyed mirror, often cracked, completed the furnishings. Full of superstitions, cracked looking-glasses
were just anathema to actors. So most carried their own make-up mirrors. Those of my two Aunts always intrigued me,
for they were folding ones with plush hacks and would sit up jauntily on the make-up table and a little girl could see
three views of her face when she looked into one of them.

Nails in the walls answered as clothes hooks and costumes hung limply without the aid of clothes hangers.
However it may have been with the well known companies of that day who frequented the really big cities,
barnstormers never boasted a wardrobe mistress. Each actor and actress attended to his or her own wardrobe, and I can
well imagine that in many groups whose artistic standards were not as high as ours, the results were sometimes
startling.

Often there were just two dressing rooms–one for the men and one for the women. If there were more the
question of division was difficult, especially among the women. I can remember seeing tears shed on that score more
than once. As for me, like Topsy, I must have 'jes growed' for each part I played, as I have no recollection of ever
having been made ready.
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No dressing room, no matter how small the community, or how isolated, but had the walls literally covered
with the names of those who had preceded us there. It was then that I learned from my Grandmother that "Fools names
and fools faces are always seen in public places." Occasionally, however, there would be a name of real renown and
that would give the lesser folk a thrill--to be donning their garments on hallowed ground.

The stage itself and the scenery were quite foreign to anything you see today. There were no soft warm-toned
velvet drapes drawing silently apart to disclose a lovely interior or a far reaching woodland. Instead there was a very
gaudy scene painted on canvas, artistically fly-specked, fastened to the proscenium arch at the top and to a heavy
wooden roller at the bottom. It was worked with some sort of a crank and, after the proper cue music, one of the men
would grind it creakingly up, often stopping, disconcertingly, half way. Then, after the carefully executed climax of
each act, it would come as noisily and as haltingly down, and hit the stage with a dull thud. These curtains had the total
depravity of some inanimate things, and there was always the possibility of their braining an actor caught, carelessly,
too far down stage.

Some of the more progressive merchants–-or those with the least sales resistance--had their names printed on
these curtains thus perpetuating themselves for generations yet unborn.

The enclosed 'box sets' of today were, then, far in the future. No company carried its own scenery. Each
theatre was--generally speaking--equipped with at least three back drops. These were flat scenes painted on canvas and
let up and down at the back of the stage just like the front curtain. The usual list was a street scene (sometimes this was
directly back of the front curtain) a 'wood drop' and an 'interior'. If the theatre was more pretentious, a kitchen, a
mountain pass and a parlor drop, known as a 'center door fancy' were possibilities. Very occasionally there was a grand
garden with a lovely painted waterfall and statuary.

To match these drops there were sets of six wings. These were slipped into grooves on each side of the stage
to complete the illusion of room or meadow, and to make the entrances and exits. There were houses where these wings
furnished the full scenery equipment. A practical door for an actor to walk through was almost unknown at that time–
other than the middle arch of the 'center door fancy'. Occasionally holes were cut out for windows, but all too
frequently someone looking out of a painted semblance of a window might say in great glee, "Why, here is our darling
May, now!" And instead of coming in from where 'our darling' had just been sighted-supposedly--she would skip
jauntily on from the left upper entrance.

Actors might come and actors might go, but year after year saw those self same back drops doing duty for
mansions of the rich, hovels of the poor, the backgrounds for the broken hearted or the joyful, each spectator dressing
them, in his or her mind's eye with beauty or sordidness. Imagination was developed by theatre goers in those days.

Furniture, secured from local merchants at the price of a few comps, was usually a rather heterogeneous
assortment. However, if it did not carry scenery nor furniture, each company did carry its own 'props', and the property
trunks were its largest and most imposing pieces of baggage.

Theatre lighting--an essential part of modern theatre equipment--was then a mere matter of oil lamps. In some
of the larger towns there may have been gas lamps--I would not remember. In most cases oil lamps supplied foot-lights
on the stage as well as illumination in the hall. Here, again, the Richmond burner was sometimes requisitioned for
supplementary lighting. Rigged up with a big tin reflector one would be set on the floor in front of the stage. In the
dressing rooms my mind's eye most often sees my Aunts making-up by candle light.

I DO NOT REMEMBER

what was done to darken the house (the house being, to my youthful puzzlement, at once the audience and the part of
the theatre where they sat) when the curtains went up, or when the prompt-copy called for a totally dark stage. Perhaps
the light was already so dim that it made no particular difference.

With electricity has come the wonderful stage lighting we now take for granted. But the spot light of today
had as its forerunner the 'flash pan' and the lime lights of yesterday. This flash pan was an essential part of prop's outfit.
Into it was pored some mysterious mixture which gave forth red or green flares much like those we now have on
Fourth of July. These pans of powder were lighted when very especial climaxes called for them. Setting one off in a
wrong entrance one night was the occasion of deep chagrin for all our company.

We were playing "The Count of Monte Cristo" and had arrived at the great scene where Edmund Dantes had
jumped from the Chateau d'If and swam out to the rock for his tag speech.
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In those days of no electrical effects large sheets of dark blue cheese cloth--yards and yards of it sewn
together--were known as sea cloth--a requisite prop for every repertoire company. Almost every theatre boasted one set
rock. This was a piece of canvas painted to represent the most convulsed piece of granite ever thrown off from a meteor
by a malignant god, and pasted on a wooden background. Braces at the back held it erect, and with a box placed behind
it an able actor could give a splendid illusion of climbing or standing on the rock. When such a set piece was not
available, boxes were piled high under the sea cloth, which billowed over the entire stage. The edges of the cloth were
held by members of the company, standing in the wings, and the harder the sea was supposed to rage the harder those
in the wings must 'work the sea'. To make the storm still more realistic and the sea more turbulent rock salt was thrown
on the cloth from the wings. In the dimly lighted theatre this spray effect was not so bad.

But on this particular night the stage manager wanted something very especially spectacular in the way of a
storm, and so he had lured half a dozen small boys, by means of comps, to secrete themselves under the sea cloth with
instructions, at the proper cue, to jump up and down with all the energy at their command.

Every thing was going as per schedule. Dantes reached the rock, clambered up, raised himself majestically and
with arm lifted to heaven cried, "Now for the Treasure of Monte Cristo and the world is mine." This was the cue for the
green fire and on it flashed at just the proper instant--but—

Suddenly a great shout went up from the gallery-gods, "Pipe the kids, pipe the kids!"

THE YOUNG MAN FROM OHIO

who was 'doing' the flash, in his excitement had lighted it in the entrance behind the sea cloth, instead of in the first
entrance, thereby bringing to the startled eyes of the audience the madly gyrating boys, who had every intention of
earning those complimentary tickets. Again my Uncle Fred tore his hair, and I was glad I was not the cause.

The Young Man from Ohio and his bride
in “Pygmalion & Galatea”.

Lime light was also used for lightning and conflagrations. For lightning it was blown out of a long tin tube,
which, with the thunder sheet, were also indispensable props. 'Props', of course, were--and are--properties. And this
particular one was soon to blame for another contre temps no less devastating than the one in Monte Cristo.
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This time we were playing "The Octaroon"--a play I do not remember as well as some of the others. In it there
is a steamboat race on the Mississippi. I wonder if I can give anything like an adequate word picture of the stage as it
was set for a river scene. The back drop was painted vivid green as to water and startlingly blue as to sky, the latter
flecked with gobs of white clouds. Large bright hued trees painted on the wings represented the woods in the
foreground. A single log down stage answered both for a seat and for atmosphere. The two wings at the back came well
out on the stage and were connected at the bottom by a couple of steps leading to a low platform, built of boxes--
presumably the dock--where the interested characters could precariously balance themselves, while giving the audience
the illusion that they were tense watchers of the thrilling race.

In this play it was necessary, for some reason, that the Natchez win--just why I have long ago forgotten.

Boats, then, like rocks, or trees were simply painted on canvas and pasted on boards--like children's cut-outs
today. There were no revolving stages nor any kind of automatic scene shifting. So, when the race was due, members
of the company, or stage hands-if the theatre boasted any--simply stooped down, or even crawled on their hands and
knees across the stage, behind the boats, and literally carried them to victory–or defeat, as demanded by the script,
before the mystified eyes of the audience. In The Octaroon one of the boats catches fire. Maybe it was the rival so the
Natchez could win, maybe the Natchez won, fire and all.

On this particular night there was a stage hand and he was commandeered as one of the boat men. When the
mighty side-wheelers hove in sight, gliding smoothly down the stream, the cue for the red fire was given, and they
were suffused in flames. Apparently the stage hand had been given no warning of this for, suddenly, to the horror of the
actors on the stage and in the wings, a big, black negro unexpectedly loomed up behind the boat in the very center of
the Mississippi. Lifting the boat with him, he strode with it across the stage, head and legs in plain view. Again an
uproar from the spectators, for remember this was the day of vocal audiences, when villains were hissed and heroines
and heros loudly acclaimed.

Reading the unpublished memoirs of my Uncle Milton Nobles I realize that the traveling companies of only
twenty years prior to the time of which I am telling, had many more difficulties than we. Then all travel was by coach.
With us, though connections were bad, and all railroad schedules seemed made to mortify the flesh, still most of our
journeys were by train. I can remember; perhaps not so much with my mind as with my senses, the small, dirty, dimly
lit, smelly railway depots, where we always seemed to be waiting for trains in the middle of the night.

ONE OF THESE STATIONS

is particularly vivid to me, because there I made my first acquaintance with a very thrilling story. It was dark and cold,
and I was huddled up, fighting sleep. Roy was reading by the light of a smoky lamp with a rakish tin reflector, hung
high above his head. He was absorbed in his book, but I kept nagging him to read to me. My persistence must have
worn him down for finally he began, and, out of that grown-up book, read to me the story of a hungry, ragged,
sorrowful little girl. I never forgot that tale, but it was not until long afterwards that I found 'Cosette' again in Victor
Hugo's Les Miserables, and felt that I had come upon an old friend.

However, if trains, furnished most of our means of locomotion, there is one trip by horse and wagon that I
remember very distinctly. We were staying for a week in Aspen, Colorado. It had been a pleasant week for me. I had
been sent to school--being almost cut off from children, that had been a great treat. Then the boarding house where we
stayed was bright and sunny and the pleasant lady who kept it was especially kind to me. I even remember that her
name was Lutes. Toward the end of the week there was great excitement in the town, for word came down the
mountain to Aspen that Tourtelotte Park, a mining camp 'up top', had struck it rich. Strange as it seems, those sudden
riches even affected us, for hearing 'show folks' were in town these newly rich sent down word that they wanted a
performance all their own and would pay well for it if we would come up to their camp and give them a show on
Saturday night. I do not know, but I rather imagine that our finances made that a very welcome offer. They also sent
word that their hall had no scenery-so plays had to be chosen that could be simply done. It was decided that 'Pygmalion
and Galatea' with 'Editha's Burglar' as a curtain raiser, would do. As I played Editha, I must go along, to my great
delight, for not all the company went.

We started early in the day in a large wagon, drawn by four horses. To my young eyes it seemed that we went
straight up a perpendicular road. Some times when I looked out over the side of the wagon as far down as I could see
there was no bottom at all. Then I would hide my head in my Grandmother's lap. We would hear a bell or a horn far up
the mountain, and as soon as we came to a spot in the road where two teams could pass we would stop and wait.
Presently another wagon going down the mountain would pass us. Some times our driver would blow a horn and soon
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we would pass a wagon waiting for us to go by. Up and up we went and tighter and tighter I clung to my Grandmother.

The next thing was a long, low, log building that seemed to be just one enormous dining room. It was filled
with bearded men in rough clothes and great boots. There was lots of noise and I felt very small indeed.

After we had eaten, we went to the hall to prepare for the performance. It was a second floor hall, over a
supply store, or more probably a saloon. In order to reach it we had to climb a flight of rickety steps on the outside of
the building, which was situated right against the side of the mountain-so, while we had to climb to get in, once there,
we could look right out on the ground on the other side. More fascinating still, we could look through the cracks in the
floor and see the cans and bottles on the shelves in the store below. There was a rough platform which Harry (otherwise
'Props') and the Young Man from Ohio had improvised by nailing long, heavy planks onto empty beer kegs. It was
much too high for that small room, There was no curtain, no piano and, of course, no scenery. But also there were no
chairs, nor seats of any kind. When she saw the empty hall, one of my Aunts asked, in consternation, what the audience
was going to sit on.

"Oh, each man will bring up his own chair from the dining room, Miss," was the answer.

So, without any paraphernalia of the theatre, save costumes--no curtains to divide the acts one from the other--
no furniture but a wooden table and three or four kitchen chairs--no music--no footlights and only a few soot-stained
lamps hanging from the walls, we performed that quite sophisticated comedy by W. S. Gilbert, "Pygmalion and
Galatea" and the sentimental little story of Editha and her burglar, to an audience wholly of men. Men who had just
become rich, beyond the dreams of avarice and men who came clomping, noisily up those shakey outside wooden
stairs, dragging their reserved seats behind them.

In the midst of one of the most touching scenes in Pygmalion a rocky-mountain mocking bird-otherwise a
burro-stuck his head in at the window and emitted a long, loud, ear-splitting "Hee-haw, hee-haw". That was almost the
last straw for the actors, but as the audience seemed too engrossed to notice it, after a slight ripple the play went on.

Finally, it was over. It was a glorious moon-lit night and we were to drive down that hazardous mountain road
to Aspen at once, probably to catch one of those strangely scheduled trains that only ran at midnight. We piled into the
wagon, actresses, actors, and baggage and away we went.

WE WERE HARDLY ON OUR WAY

when some one realized that the miners, jubilant over their 'strike' had plied our driver much too liberally with liquor
and that he was decidedly the worse for wear. As a consequence, we went tearing down that mountain side like mad--
and may the devil take the hindmost. If I had clung to my Grandmother going up, all the women in that wagon clung
together now. Away we went, swaying first, away out over the dark abyss below on our left, and then scraping the
mountain side on our right. It was a wild ride, but in almost less time than it takes to tell it, we saw the welcome lights
of Aspen twinkling in the distance. It had taken several hours to make the ascent but, so I have been told, we went
down in twenty minutes. Providence does seem to take care of children and fools.

Some trains did go in the day time, for one Sunday we were snowbound. I think we had left Ogden, Utah, in
the night, and the snow overtook us. At any rate we were there –- in the midst of nowhere -- in a freezingly cold car
and without food for hours, before rescuers came and took us back to Ogden in a box car. Of the ride back, where we
went, or what happened I have no memory.

But it was that same winter that we had Christmas in Park City, Utah, with the snow so high that it reached
above the second story windows of the hotel, and we went to the theatre through a tunnel that was higher than Arthur
Day, the tallest man in the company.

Queer what quirks children's minds take. I remember the lovely Christmas gift my Uncle Milton and Aunt
Dolly brought me there, when, enroute to a nearby city, they spent their 'twenty minutes for refreshments" with me at
the depot. I remember how indignant I was at Madam Halka Robideaux (a member of our company who had been with
them years before) because she used up most of my precious visiting moments talking old times to them. I remember
the big snow and one of the waitresses at the hotel (she was so white – and I heard 'them' whispering that she ate
arsenic) but every thing else is a blank.

I do not know whether it was the summer before or after this that some one decided that we would be more
prosperous if we had a brass band. My Aunts were both very much against it. They thought that brass bands belonged
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to 'shows' not to a legitimate repertoire company. But they must have been over-ruled for suddenly, we were in the
midst of acquiring a brass band. The first step was to run advertisements for 'Utility men who could double in brass' in
the New York Clipper and in Harrison Grey Fiske's new theatrical paper, The Dramatic Mirror.

NOW A 'GENERAL UTILITY MAN'

was exactly what it sounds like -- an actor who could play any kind of part at all. Any one who would care to browse
through old theatrical magazines would find literally scores of 'ads' like this; "Wanted--leading man--Wanted--walking
gent--Wanted--juvenile--Wanted--general utility" all followed by the words "must double in brass" or "who can double
in brass”.

To explain--many traveling companies, especially minstrels and musical shows, carried with them brass
bands. My Aunts were perfectly justified, however, in their attitude. It was not done by the best legitimate companies.
But I have suspicion that our fortunes were at a rather low ebb, and needed reinforcements. And why add the expense
of a brass band? Well, to answer this is to realize that advertising was a totally different proposition then than it is now.
There was no radio. Many western towns--large cities now--then boasted only a weekly paper, if any. So advertising
for roving artists was a problem.

'Stock paper' could be bought in New York for many of the plays popular at that time. This included gaudy
three sheets and posters--lurid lithographs to lure the local theatre goers. But it was expensive. However we always
carried some of it, especially for "May Blossom" a play by young David Belasco, for which we had the western rights.
But for other plays we did not have the 'rights'-and this created a difficulty distinct from the mere expense of 'stock
paper' itself, a difficulty not limited to our organization. Some plays each repertoire company produced were subject to
royalty. And while copyright laws were very lax it was hardly necessary to bring yourselves so pointedly to the
attention of the authors. As to the copyright, any one who could prove-and who couldn't--that having seen a
performance he had written his adaptation of the play from memory was exempt from penalty. These side-steppers of
royalty were known as 'pirates'.

We played Rip Van Winkle for years from a dramatization my Uncle Fred made--probably after seeing Joe
Jefferson. I always thought it was the same play until years later when I saw Jefferson, and recognized the dissimilarity.
Though to this day I like our version better.

The advertising for the company devolved upon the 'advance man. He would go ahead' and make
arrangements--sometimes several weeks in advance--for theatre and lodgings. If we had already played a town this
could often be done by letter. But each theatre was locally owned and each owner had to be individually interviewed
for bookings--nothing like the chain management of today. If finances were at a low ebb, sometimes the advance man
had to do his part as an actor one or two nights in the week and then sally forth to fresh fields to line up more worlds
for us to conquer.

In any event, a week or so before we actually invaded a town, he must visit it, see the printer, get out hand-
bills and then with paste pail and brush, and aided by a few local boys he must 'bill' the town. This was literally pasting
bills on every available post, fence-corner and wall. Good locations were worth a couple of comps–complimentary
tickets–to the Monday night performance.

Now, as publicity this left much to be desired and a brass band might solve a real problem. It would parade
through the town, daily, with banners and literally drum up trade. No doubt all right for some, our experience with this
type of advertising was short lived. But while it lasted my Aunts writhed and my very unmusical Uncles struggled
manfully in an effort to 'double in brass'.

UNCLE FRED GOT A BASS DRUM

and the Young Man from Ohio, a horn. Tall, rangy Arthur Day found a snare drum some place, and while they were
waiting for the band to materialize they set to work to learn music in a few self taught lessons.

I think that 'oom-pah, oom-pah' was as far as the horn ever got, though for days weird, unmusical sounds
wafted out of the theatre windows as the would-be-impresarios labored to master "Phantom Footsteps" and "Come
Where The Lillies Bloom So Fair". No less weird were some of the troopers that joined us to 'double in brass'. They did
finally parade in one town. But whether it was due to my Aunts' ridicule and indignation, or whether to lack of funds
the 'doublers' never became a real part of us--they--like the Arabs folded their tents and silently faded away.
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In my blonde wig – as “Little May Blossom”

Aunt Marie and Uncle Fred as Deborah and the
Parson in “May Blossom”
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Closely connected in my mind with the band is the sudden appearance and as sudden eclipse of Mrs. Burla-
bourla-gaa. The piano player was an integral part of a repertoire company. No play was complete without its cue-
music. This went out of date for a couple of decades, but has been revived and streamlined and is now known as the
theme song. Then, however, cue music was essential to a fine performance. What villain could make a proper entrance
without his 'tum-tum-tum-tum-tum or what ingenue, appear without her sprightly tune, to say nothing of the star? One
of my prize possessions is the score of the cue music for 'The Phoenix', written by the hand of John Philip Sousa,
himself.

But to continue, our first pianist was a young country girl, one Nettie Lanham. Nettie was not over brilliant,
but she could play well. She was graduated from one of the mid-west conservatories of music-I think Oberlin College-
and she was with us from the beginning, a nice, fat, pudgy girl. Now for some reason she was going back home. The
same Clipper advertisement requesting 'doubles in brass' may have asked for a piano player. Anyway, I was sitting on
the porch of our hotel one day when the vision of the applicant for Nettie's job hove into sight.

She was an enormous creature (perhaps to my small person alone) with a florid complexion, and she was
dressed in a sky blue satin garment that billowed all out about her like a sea cloth. On her head was a hat to match her
dress, trimmed with a long white ostrich plume that floated in the breeze. She looked like a circus rider-which, indeed,
she had been. Consternation reigned. My Grandmother most subdued and modest of women, and my two Aunts, who
dressed with great discretion-making it clear they were theatrical--not 'showpeople'--were horrified just to look at her.
She fascinated me. I do not think I had ever seen a woman with make-up on in the day time, or on the street, before.
Whether she could play the piano or not or what became of her I do not know. I never remember seeing her but that
once, but she is inextricably tied up in my mind with “Phantom Footsteps”.

ANOTHER INNOVATION

that was short lived was selling pictures of the actresses and actors in the east-but more particularly of me. I think when
our first consignment of pictures was gone my Grandmother put her foot down on that. I must have been too bashful to
make much of a success at it. It was done as programs are sold for special productions now. Only instead of ushers,
after the announcement from the stage, I was sent out to do it. I must have sold some for I can remember getting a
lovely new coat with my 'picture money'. But I can only remember selling them twice. Perhaps after that it was done
from the box office.

It was on one of those two occasions, however, that a delightful thing happened io me. A gentleman in the
audience who seemed to feel sorry for me--why I had no notion--not only bought my pictures but asked me if I had a
nice big doll. Now there was an idea already current in my family--fallacious to be sure--that “Frances did not care for
dolls”, so I could answer him 'no' quite truthfully. He turned out a veritable Santa Claus. Owner of the town's general
emporium he invited me to come the very next day and receive a doll of my very own choosing as a gift from him. I
remember going timidly to the store, and how he tried quite unsuccessfully to steer me away from the loveliest doll I
had ever seen, to others less attractive. I must say to the lasting credit of that local magnate that, though he pointed out
the good features of less worthy ones, when my affection would not be swerved, he kept his promise gallantly and
delivered to me the most beautiful doll in his store. Christmas was near and when that great day arrived every member
of the company contributed to Fredricka's wardrobe.

Pictures of the entire cast always stood in front of the theatre entrance. They were in a large gold frame with a
red plush background. That, too, was considered very bad taste later, but with some modification of the red plush and
the gold frame, it is being done again now. These big frames and a large tin box bearing the gay legend "The Andrews
Dramatic Company", which was called the ticket box, and from which one of my Uncles 'counted up' after each
performance, were always prominent on the railway platform with the other baggage.

Bank Night is considered another modern institution. This probably had its prototype in the large doll and the
ball and bat that were sometimes given away on Saturday afternoon to the child holding the lucky ticket. The toys spent
the week in the window of a prominent store, boldly ticketed, and were supposed to stimulate youthful matinee going.

I have spoken several times of the poor hotels--but the very fact that they were so bad gave us some of our
jolliest times. We were always having little picnics. My Grandmother carried with her a tiny oil stove-just the thing for
heating milk or making coffee in her room. Her trunk was always coffee-scented. But the thing I loved best of all were
the jolly, impromptu meals that we would have in the theatres themselves, when the hotels were too impossible. One of
these I recall especially. It was in Central City, Colorado. Central City now has one of the finest summer theatres and
summer stocks in the United States. The theatre then was a ramshackle, large wooden structure, with a wide corridor
running its full width between the stage and the dressing rooms. This particular day the men rigged up, somehow, a
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long table in this wide hall and the whole company, together with some friends who had joined us there from Idaho
Springs, had a picnic dinner. And because some place in the building there was a real cook stove, instead of the
inevitable heater, there were honest-to-goodness biscuits such as only my Grandmother could make.

NOT LONG AFTER THIS

we played in Georgetown for the first time, and from there we went to Silver Plume, and on our way crossed over a
wonderful new suspension bridge. Silver Plume was, just at that time, one of the wealthy mining camps in Colorado.
Some one remarked in my hearing, just as we boarded the train that there were rumors that the bridge was not safe, so I
traveled over it in terror with my head well hidden in my Grandmother's lap. Now and then I would snatch a hasty look
out of the window at that great gorge below and then back to safety. The bridge did duty for many years and may still
be there for all I know.

There was a nice hotel in Silver Plume and a whole family of children and I had a grand time. One day they
got some burros and we all went for a ride far up the mountain side--but I was a terrible little coward and soon wanted
to ride back. There was also a skating rink, and in it I tried my first roller skates.

My Aunts and Uncles found friends here, too, and it was not long before we went back and several times these
people came to see us in other towns. These visits from friends were not uncommon.

I remember our trip from Breckenridge to Leadville, Colorado, better than almost any other in all the time we
were traveling. It was a steady climb, for Leadville is about ten thousand feet above sea level, and was-perhaps still is-
the highest town in Colorado. The scenery must have been gorgeous on that narrow gage road, for I can remember
running from side to side of the car to see the deep ravines and towering snow capped peaks.

IT WAS IN LEADVILLE

that I had one of the bitterest disappointments of my life. It seems strange to think how much a minor event loomed so
large on my childish horizon that I have never forgotten it, when important things made no impression on me at all.

It was all the fault  of one small boy. He was a nice little boy, too. He came to the theatre on our first night to
see Rip Van Winkle. Apparently he was much impressed by my extraordinary ability for the very next day he brought
me a box of candy. He must have passed the inspection of both Aunts and Grandmother for he was, graciously, allowed
to come to the hotel to play with me. And every night thereafter he sat in the front row at the theatre.

And, I expect to have me out from underfoot, I was often allowed, when not in the cast, to sit out in the front
row myself to watch the play. By looking through the curtain my Grandmother could assure herself that I was all right.

Also, we had come upon a relative of my Uncle Fred's here, his cousin I think. This gentleman was fond of
children and he and I made friends at once. There was a wonderful trout fishery not far from Leadville and Uncle Lant,
as I called him, made arrangements to take the entire company there for a fish breakfast. As grown-ups will, he
explained to me that this was to be my party--that he was having it just for me--and that I must not fail to wake up early
Saturday morning so I could be ready to go. We talked about it all week. I can never remember looking forward with
the same eagerness to anything, as I did to that party breakfast. Even the flowers the small boy handed me over the
footlights on Wednesday did not dim my thoughts of Saturday morning.

Friday night the boy was on the front row as usual, and, as usual, I was allowed to go out and sit there too.
Now comes the dirty work at the cross roads. There was a small ice cream 'parlor' next door and the little boy--heaven
knows what his name was--asked me to go there with him and have some ice cream. I must have realized that I was not
supposed to leave the theatre, but I do not remember having any guilty qualm as I followed him out after the next act. I
was probably between seven and eight.

Every detail of that shabby little room; its oilcloth covered tables, its long, slinky, soiled, cotton curtains
dividing the front from the living quarters in the back, the dingy lamps hanging on the wall, are all etched on my mind.
I do not remember who served us the ice cream, but we ate it and hurriedly returned.

I was stopped at the theatre door and was told to go back stage at once. There my Aunts and my Grandmother
met me with stern, though sorrowful, eyes. I was properly scolded, but--and this put to rout my youthful idyll--I was
further punished by being deprived of that lovely party Uncle Lant was giving just for me. "But", I implored, "I have to
go. It is my party!" My Grandmother was adamant.
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The next morning I awakened and heard them all go--all but the two of us, for, of course, my Grandmother
had to forego the party, and stay with me. Perhaps they had been frightened, for Leadville was a wide open town,
saloons, gambling houses, variety halls all ablaze. I did not think of that then. Anyway I have always looked back on
that small boy with distaste and I still regret those fish I didn't get.

Amid all of these events common to the trooper's life in the crude west before the gay nineties--the
inadequate, illy-equipped play houses of the times, the bad business, the worse hotels, and the changing personnel–one
thing stands out to me in bold relief. That is the quality of my older Aunt's determination that the productions of the
company should be as finished as our limitations would permit. Rehearsals never ceased. She struggled continuously
for artistic interpretations of her own roles; never sparing herself, she also spared no one else and was wholly intolerant
of incompetence. While I sensed then, and know now, that my Aunt Marie was much the most talented, it was the
unflagging efforts of my Aunt Gertrude that kept up the company morale. Perhaps it was because of this that we always
received enthusiastic welcome on return engagements.

LOOKING BACKWARD,

I find only a few of our changing personnel lingering in my memory. Asa Mathews is there, though I did not like him
and was gleeful when some mischievous member caught him napping and clipped the nails he allowed--from some
queer sense of vanity–to  grow two inches long on both of his little fingers. Another is young Harry Andrews, whose
devoted slave I was at the beginning. He was smitten from his pedestal by two, to me, tragic events in which he was
implicated. The first was not his fault exactly, though I never forgave him for it. In the course of our earlier
meanderings Grace and I annexed a small, mangy kitten which we cherished with great joy for several weeks. One day,
as we were leaving for a train the kitten could not be located. Plunged in gloom, we had to be almost dragged away to
the depot. Unfortunately, later, I heard one grown-up tell another how the tiny thing had been, inadvertently, caught by
Harry, between two trunks and squeezed to death. The kitten's demise was sad enough-but to be crushed! It was
terrible!

Another time, he and a new pianist, Alberta Rowe by name (her name is all I hold of her) went fishing and
took me along, for propriety I fancy. I was thrilled to catch a minnow and exhibited it to the entire company, to have
my triumph dashed, by over-hearing again, that Harry had put it on my hook when my back was turned. Perhaps if I
had not been a little pitcher with big ears, my first idol would not have been so quickly shattered.

Others--Joe Kelly (afterwards an Irish Comedian of some note) I do not see at all, though I recall snatches of
'come-all-ye's' that he sang so gaily between the acts of "Uncle Josh Whitcomb". John Brownell (an old Shakespearian
actor) known to the company as the Duke of Bogata for his pompous ways, still lives to me because he was responsible
for many 'blue prints' of us all, some of which I still death. The kitten's demise was sad enough--but to be crushed! It
was terrible! cherish. Other names, and there are many in old programs and newspaper clippings which I have, awaken
in me no response at all.

We may have had the financial difficulties that beset other repertoire companies of that era; there may have
been times when our audiences were not big enough to defray our hotel bills. I suspect there were many such. The
wherewithal for railroad fares may sometimes have been minus; if so I was too young to appreciate it. But I have an
idea that very often, the 'ghost did not walk' for the members of the family. And I know that even when money was
flush, there was no thought in the minds of any, that the children in the company were entitled to compensation other
than their board and keep. Salary was entirely a grown-up affair.

MY UNCLE MILTON'S MEMOIRS

have another story to tell. In his early career there was never enough money--pooling the resources of all the actors--to
pay the hotel bills and move on to the next town. Companies were always folding up and leaving actors stranded
according to the youthful reminiscences of the Thespians of his generation.

Uncle Milton's tale of the four singing landlords tells how, on leaving Neenah, Wisconsin, too broke to pay
the hotel bill, their landlord sent his son along to collect in Menasha. There business was no better so the Menasha
landlord likewise joined them to protect his interests. The next stop was Green Bay, where poor business again
prevailed. Here, by way of consolation, landlords Number One and Number Two, waxing jovial in the bar began to
sing. Soon they were joined by the proprietor of the local caravanserai and found themselves a very fair trio. So
Number Three annexed himself and went with the company to Winona, Minnesota.
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Meantime the advance agent, proceeding to Rochester to make arrangements for their arrival there, found the
hall engaged for Monday and Tuesday for some sort of a community festival. This meant two idle nights with no
income. So he offered the services of any of the company to the committee in charge. All they needed to complete their
arrangements was a quartette. So he telegraphed back to know if the Winona landlord could sing bass. If so he said
bring them all along as he had a job for them. Believe it or not, Landlord Number Four did sing bass in the Methodist
Choir. He did go along, and from then on the fortunes of that particular troop began to improve. Incidentally the
manager of that company was Tom Davey, father of Minnie Maddern Fiske.

Another story of Uncle Milton's not along the same line, is that of a young fellow in his company, hired as
'props' but who was stage struck and wanted to act. Opportunity came when they needed some one for a small bit-a
messenger who would run on and say "My Lord the carriage waits." Props was thrilled. Already in his mind he was a
great star. He studied his line day after day. After rehearsal he would ask, "Did I say it all right? Was I good?" The
eventful night finally came. He dressed and made himself up with great care. In the wings waiting for his cue his
tongue clove to the roof of his mouth. He shivered with apprehension. The cue came. He rushed on. "My Lord," he
began. Stopped. Began again, "My Lord, My Lord--I knew damn well I'd stick."

There were other numerous high lights for me-the wonderful castle in Idaho Springs where I spent a magic
week--the cloud-burst and the roses in Boulder--our sojourn with the Mormons--the great pool in Glenwood Springs–
not to mention Cottonwood Lake, high in the Rockies, where we spent a glorious vacation.

And then it all ended as it had begun. We were on the road. We were on the road no longer, but living once
more in Butte City, Montana. My Youngest Aunt had a brand new baby! I was attending school at Miss Darrow's
Private Seminary. I do not know when I went. I was just there.

My Uncles were managing one of Butte's two theatres, and instead of playing I was seeing plays. The only
two that seem to cling to my memory are Brady's tank drama "Under the Gas Lights" or was it "After Dark"?-and Clara
Morris in "Miss Moulton".

The little girl had ceased to be a trooper.

Her barnstorming days were over.
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