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VENERABLE BIR!
" When recently.a man of lettere, M.
Octave Mirbeau, made an attack upon
the profession and person of actors, M.
Coquelin, answering him in a courteors
manner commou among actors, but alus
none too common among men of letters.
merely recalled the names and profee-
¢ior of Moliere and SBhakepere, adding
«It is sweet, monsieur, to be insulted in
such company.” 1o every country there
are certain namee, which men whose
teeling tor the drama is deep and vital
evoke in vindication of the art they love,
Youre, sir, is one of thos> names, the
very utterance of which renews our
loyaity to the theater. Your name can
never ke spoken or written, can never
greel the eye from the printed page
without contributing a peculiar lustre
to the srt which you have so long
adorned. There have been other careers
in the history of the American stage
quite se valuable as youre, but about
about sour life and work there ie a sin-
gulur titness and evenness and complete-
ness which give you the authority of a
clus-ic muster in your own life time,
Your career hus Leen one of the beauti-
tul ivcidants of dramatic history. Fu-
swure chroniclers will delight to write of
it, and maoy an actor yet unborn will
wopsecrate to you the purest aspirations
avd find in your name & weapon to re-
fate (combat) the mockery of the world,
1 vave noticed, eir, thut 1n writing of
you, even critics doff their airof licensed
guperiority, and fall into the language
and feelicg of the man who pays for hie
reat and reserves the right to enjuy and
admire uncunditionally. And, iodeed,
you seem not to belong to the quibbling
world of analytical criticisms wod coc-
flicting estimates and buir Lrendth dis-
tin.tione, but to the common world of
all of us, where the real suo shioes and
renl brooks low. You have reached out
of art into lite, You bave touched the
lurge world of men who .eel more closely
than the emall world of men who formu.
late, Your art hae given a tungible de-
light that is quite independent of the
intellectuwl or critical faculties; a beau-
ty which the simplest uivine and which
‘t+ 0 most astate cannot define, which re-
flain3 the vitality outside the radius of
the calcium, avd which the backwoods-
wian can carry back to the hills and find
i, * sw real in the sunlight as it seemed to
hin, im the theatre. This, sir, s the art
whic & endures, because it concerns it-
colf w 4B Apen's sympathies, which are
change ‘W, eaiher than with the intel-
loet, wh, Wit i ougetantly moditied by
external e ‘0diitions, gnd developiog new
tistes at th e exp "weof old passiovs.

Youre, sir, is the voa Sumina of art, the
transition of

tlinent which survives
‘mu, revolutior of method, “ad the de
cudence of schools, contributis, Y. #HU"
ully and measurably to the sum o. h?-
mun happiness, And perhape after «l,
sir, that is the only thiog which give
art the right to be,

TO JOSEPH JEFFERSON.
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liive been born, e it were, inta the
theater, Whatever may be the merite
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the cloud palaces of the Fata Morgara.
And thie world hae an wtmosphere, a
perepective, laws of vocalization and
motion distinctively its own, with which
one can best familiarize himeel! in child-
hood. You have told, better than any
one else could tell it, how the stage wae
your first play ground, how its settings
and properties, Juliet's balcony, the
throne of the stage kings, the tomb of
the Cupulets, were your firet playthinge.
How the star's dreseiog room was a sort
of throne chamber to you, and bow
many & time you slipped from your
nurse’'s arms und etole duwn in your
white night g»wn to brhold the elder
Booth, or Macready, or Fanny Kemble
posing in their robes of state before the
mirror. Yet I think, sir, that much ot
that rich humanity which makes your
character seem less & stuge creation than
people of our own world and guests at,
our fireside, is due to the influences that
came from the world without, and to
certain peculiar and trying conditions
with which churlish fortune saw fit to
hedge about your youth. The life of
the strolling player, as you knew it, is
now almost & thiog of the past. l's
hardehipe, its privations, ite reproach, ite
vagsbend wanderioge, ite jovial accept-
ance of the chances of sun and rain, it
glorious lberty and its touch of veri-
table, first hand romance, are now be-
come legonde. I huve often wondered
whether those fortunate epectators who
tremble before the demoniac fury of
Keene's Overreach or the burste of vin-
dictive hatred of hie Richard, bethought
them from what s!raoge sources, from
what wracking experiences, the actor
had distilled such passion and such bit-
terness: from what weary miles tramped
ovar the frozen slush of winter roads;
from what m'serable shelters in bay-
ricke and stables whither he and his
wife had crept for warmtb; from what
rope dancing at country faire, hooted
and jeered by rustic bumpkins. from
whut frenzied debauches in low tap
rooms, amonget the most depraved of
humankiod, Edmond Keene had learned
so well to suffer and to hate. And you,
sir, found hoopey, even where he found
gall. Like him, you felt the world's
rough hand and learned lifo and art
amongst the people, far enough from
the pinnacle you were destined one day
to grace. When in your sutobiography,
one of the most engaging and least pre-
teatious works ia the literature of the
drama, I read of those early Thespian
wunderings of yours; of that memorable
trip to Chicago by bout, when the shores
of the great lakes were dotted with In-
dian villages, of your playiog in fiat-
bouts, drifting down the tuibid Missis-
sippi, of those barnstorming nighte on
tue prairies of Illinoie, of your followiog
the army into Mexico, of all the various
extremes of life you tasted and the man-
ful maonoer in which you mingled umong
men while yet a boy, then I think with
compasseion of our young actors whore
world liea betwecn Broadway and Fifty-
first etreet; who spend half their lives in
theaters and hotels and the other half
in the dawdling monotony of a Pullman
car. You were never beset by the temp.
titions of premuture or cheaply bought
puccess. Poverty made you a man he-
%re you became an artist. To your
‘q and hard apprenticeship, to yovr
sud natural growth, to the stub-

wuch of that perfect finich,
v to completely develop the
't & past and throw it into
vhich imparts a singular
'y to all your imperson-
‘o task of your suc:
ladeed. It wus s
1 which you ae-
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bow drum world of the every-day is
AFoc), which ie created and supported
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WKL born anew out of dreamland, like

have been well nigh futal to ® lllll: I\lm
rerolutely cheerful. Yet it w W ‘Bere

‘ormed

tical, unerring estimate which has been
#so potent a factor in your sucvess, It
was there, morrover, that you gathered
at firet hand & knowledge of men ae
they are, & knowledge not to be acquired
in polite society, much less among uct-
ors and artists.

We hear much in these days of the
“artistic temperament,’ and,like charity,
is made the cloak for many unsight-
ly things. I wonder if one of our tem:.
peramental players, who offer tempera-
mental excuses alike to their wives and
their tailors and ure forever demanding
te nperamental consideration, had one
of thees been set down in & barn in Mis.
sissippi to amuse the country folks for
his dinner and a night's lodging, wheth.
er his temperament would have kept his
heart light or his heels nimble? Yet 1
think you learned #omething ic the
barn that our dramutic echools bave not
been able to teach. To have cultivated
a timely *olerence for the failures and
failiogs of men; to have valued all men
for the potential gord in them; not to
bave been blind and stopped with per-
sonal ambition, but alert and awake to
every humor, every passion, every
beauty, however fleeting, in God's great
playbouse; to have been serious without
pretentious gravity, to bave cheerfully
welcomed fair daye and foul; to have
lived joyfully and kept the inrer delight
in thinge alive until one is six-and-sev.
enty, this, it seeme to me, bespeaks the
trve temper of the artist more than do
all the exaggerated ecrenlricities of die-
torted egntism, so often mistaken for
genius,

It is this happy temper which has pro-
loonged your youth for three-quartersof a
century and given to your work that ox-
quisite polish, that eveo serenity, that
refinement of grace which our younger
comedians would do so well to emulate,
which has iofused into your creatiovs
& mellowness of humor, a gentleness of
pathos akin to the modest beauty of the
English claesice of a8 hundred years ago.

It is greatly to be wondered at that an
actor so pertectly equipped should have
been e0 seemingly dormant io artistic
ambition, so satisfied by a few creations,
well nigh perfect though they are. Yet
strangely miogled with the poetry and
humor of your nature there isa vein of
hard Yunkee practicability. There is
no gainsaying that your manugerial suc-
cess limited your artistic growth, that
you made the actor subservient to the
manager, which, from the professional
point of view, is quite as it should be,
The enormous floancial succees of ‘ Rip
Van Winkle” checked your career glo-
riouely, but fioally. Your amkition
went to sle¢p with Rip upon the moun-
taio top, and though thirty years and
more have passed, it has never wakened.
You have chosen the placid waters and
sholtered barbors. No craving ior ver.
satility has ever tempted you into
bioader Lighwaysof dramatic experi-
ence. Unlike Mr. Mansfield, that rest.
less spirit “forever roaming with a hun-
gry heart,” you have risked nothing and
lost nothing. You have been content
to concentrate yourself upon a few
dramas, all of which were, or have be:
come, classics, and to attsin in these al
most absolute perfection, you have been
gingularly lacking in that insatiable,
that boly curiosity, usually so impotent

a factor Iin the artistic constitution, '

You have evinced a kind of classic con-
servatism and content, as opposed to
that feverish thirst of soul which drivee
men to esek various and multiform ex-
pression, which limits your register to a
single mellow octave in the vast scale of
dramatic passions and experiences.
Withino th 8 limit we bave accepted you
with all gratitude and admiration, as
one of the noblest geniuses of our time,
regretting occasioually, perbape, that
Fortune turned her smiliog face upon
you quite so early, that oue so equipped
should have lacked the acute passion

tor creation, and that haviog the clue
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and the eword you did not care to ex-
plore the labyrinth.

(leorge Moore somewhere says that to
have ® personality worth expressing;
aud to express that personality perfectly
in the essence of dramatic art. We all
know in what character you have formed
your moat adequate expression; a char=
acter perhaps the greatest which the
American stage has yet produced, and
which will scarcely outlive you. For
almost forty years the public, so fickle
and so fond of new toys, has never
wavered in ite loyalty to “Rip Van
Winkle.,"” Howsfew historical creatione,
air, have ever really installed themselves
in our affections! How few of those
roeverend cardinul virtuea behind the
foothghte ore really denr to us in our
heart of hearts. Bome amuee us, some
we admire; but toward how fow do we
feel the wurmth of a personal affection;
yet for nigh upon hal® a century this
improvident, dream drioking:Dutchman
hae been heloved by the whole Eogleh-:
speaking world, Only an actor ripe in
judgment, rich in sympathy, gentle by
pature and very lovable Limselfl cou)d
#0 have endeared such a character to us
Judged by purely intellectual canonas,
your impersonation of Bob Acres is
doubtless & more remarkable perform-
ance. But it is us Rip thuat future gen.
erations of play-goers will know you,
Alas! not know you. For what written
accounts of your performance can con-
vey to them ite dignity and tendernese,
the dramatic power of that utterance to
Gretchen when, polating to your child,
you eay, “You say that I have no part
io anyth ng in your house?” the poig-
nant pathos of your farewell to Meenie,
or the greatnees of that moment in which
you 4o out into the storm and the night?
Iu thie 1ippliog vegubond whom even
the dogs loved, who squandered his life
and fortune and yet possessed more of
this world than most of us, in this way~
ward lover of Old Earta who was so
close to her that the trees talked to him,
who got eo much of the sweetnese out of
lite while other people were doing ‘heir
duty, you have found expression for all
that is best in you, and you assume the
character only to ennoble it. Oaly halt
awake in this tippling Dutchman are
tiose freeh, child.like per:eptions that
have made poets of eo many of the
world’s vegabonds, 1t is on thisground
that you meet the character. It ie this
dominant pote of poetry that makes
your Rip. Unique among the creations
of comedy, this light, fanciful touch th. t
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