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CHAPTLR L

ON THE RIVER.

N the night of the 26th of April our com-

pany closed an engagement at the 5t

{ harles Theater in New Orleans; and be-

fore the clocks bepan to strike the hour of twelve,
our bags and bagpage had been tumbled on
board a steamboat headed for St Louis.  The pros-
pects of the National Dramatic Company had been
bright; competent critics had pronounced our new
play a work of true and sympathetic art, before pro-
duction, but had slashed at our tender vitals when
the piece had passed from rehearsal to presentation,
The bad beginning in the East had not truthfully
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foretold a good ending in the South. The people
had failed to sympathize with our “Work of Sym-
pathetic Art.” Hope had leaped from town to town;
was always sure to fall, but always quick fo rise
again; and, now, three nights in St. Louis would
close the season, and doubtless end the career of the
National Dramatic Company. The captain of the
Red Fox, a dingy, waterlogged and laborious craft,
had kindly offered to let us come ahoard at half his
usual rate. He assured our manager that this con-
cession afforded a real pleasure; that he held akeen
interest in our profession, having years ago done
4 clog dance as a negro minstrel. Necessity cozed
oil upon this umconscious sarcasm, and with grate-
ful dignity the captain’s offer was accepted.

By two o'clock we were creaking and churning
against the current, and, alone in a begrimed cubby-
hole, with a looking-pglass shaking against the frail
wall, I lay down with a sigh to take stock of myself.
Hope had been agile, but now it did not bound with
so light a spring. Could it be that I had begun to
question my ability as an actor? It was true that
the critics had slit me with their knives, but the
people had frequently applaunded, and, after all, the
people deliver the verdict. The judge may charge,
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but the jury pronounces. I knew then, as I know
now, that there must be a reserve force behind all
forms of art; that one essential of artistic expres-
sion is to create the belief that you are not doing
your best, that you are not under a strain. And 1
thought that T had accomplished this, but the critics
had said that my restraint was weak and my passion
overwrought. [ had not come out 25 a star. As a
stock comedian [ had been granted a kindly men-
tion, and had accepted the place of leading man, but
this had given offense and had called forth an unjust
tirade of censure. Perhaps 1 had assumed a little
too much, but the than who is not ready t5 assume
will never accomplish anything, and from a lower
station must be content to contemplate the success
of those who were less delicate.

When morning came I looked out upon the cane-
fields, green to the edge of the horizon, The break-
fast bell rang, but I hung back, not for lack of appe-
tite, but for the reason that the other members of the
company had ceased fo be companionable. Even a
meager applause can excite, if not envy, a certain
degree of contempt; and the small stint of approba-
tion which, like a mere crumb, had fallen to me
could not have aroused the jealousy, but surely



