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In "The Art of the Moving Picture," Vachel Lindsay explores the nascent art form of cinema, uniting lyrical prose with critical analysis to illuminate the pictorial and poetic aspects of film. Published in 1915, Lindsay'Äôs work was groundbreaking, as it articulated the relationship between visual storytelling and the broader artistic landscape of the early 20th century. With a mix of lyrical flamboyance and intellectual rigor, he positions the moving picture not merely as entertainment, but as a unique medium capable of profound emotional and social commentary, paralleling the spiritual depth of poetry and painting. Vachel Lindsay, often referred to as the 'poet of the cinema,' was deeply influenced by the cultural shifts of his time, including the rise of modernism and technological advancements in art. His background as a poet and his fascination with performance led him to perceive cinema as an evolving medium that could aspire to the grandeur of traditional art forms. This synthesis of poetry and visual imagery solidified his reputation as a trailblazer in understanding the artistic implications of film. "The Art of the Moving Picture" is vital for scholars, cinephiles, and artists alike, inviting readers to appreciate film as a significant form of cultural expression. Lindsay'Äôs insights not only presage contemporary film criticism but also encourage a deeper contemplation of cinema'Äôs role in shaping society. This seminal text is essential for anyone interested in the intersection of art, technology, and human experience.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The "BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection" is a comprehensive anthology that presents twenty-two enchanting children's stories, each illustrated with Potter's intricate, original artwork. This collection showcases her whimsical narratives, filled with a blend of anthropomorphic animal characters and pastoral settings, reflecting the early 20th-century British countryside. Potter's literary style combines a simple yet engaging prose, making her tales accessible while also rich in moral lessons and life reflections. The stories, deeply rooted in natural history and ecological awareness, provide both entertainment and education, making them timeless classics in children's literature. Beatrix Potter, an esteemed author and illustrator, was born in 1866 into a well-to-do family in Victorian England. Her upbringing in the Lake District inspired her love for nature, which profoundly influenced her storytelling. A naturalist and an early advocate for conservation, Potter's experiences with animals and her keen observations of their behaviors are beautifully woven into her narratives. Her unique background and artistic inclinations allowed her to craft stories that resonate with both the innocent curiosity of childhood and broader environmental themes. This collection is highly recommended for readers of all ages who wish to immerse themselves in a world of imagination and nature. The exquisite illustrations and delightful tales serve as both a nostalgic reminder of childhood and an invaluable resource for parents seeking to cultivate a love of reading in their children. Potter's stories are not merely entertainments; they are an invitation to experience the beauty of the natural world, making this ultimate collection a must-have addition to any library. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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Just off Union Square, New York City, there is a stately
old brownstone house on which future generations some
day may place a tablet to commemorate the place where
David W. Griffith and Mary Pickford were first associated
with moving pictures.

Here has dwelt romance of many colors. A bird of
brilliant plumage, so the story goes, first lived in this broad-spreading
five-story old brownstone that still stands on
Fourteenth Street between Fifth Avenue and Broadway,
vibrant with life and the ambitions and endeavors of its
present occupants.

Although brownstone Manhattan had seen the end of
peaceful Dutch ways and the beginning of the present
scrambling in the great school of human activity, the first
resident of 11 East Fourteenth Street paid no heed—went
his independent way. No short-waisted, long and narrow-skirted
black frock-coat for him, but a bright blue affair,
gold braided and gold buttoned. He was said to be the last
man in old Manhattan to put powder in his hair.

As he grew older, they say his style of dressing became
more fantastic, further and further back he went in fashion’s
page, until in his last days knickerbockers[1] with fancy
buckles adorned his shrinking limbs, and the powdered hair
became a periwig. He became known as “The Last Leaf.”

A bachelor, he could indulge in what hobbies he liked.
He got much out of life. He had a cool cellar built for the
claret, and a sun room for the Madeira. In his impressive
reception room he gathered his cronies, opened up his claret
and Madeira, the while he matched his game-cocks, and the
bets were high. Even when the master became very old
and ill, and was alone in his mansion with his faithful old
servant, Scipio, there were still the rooster fights. But now
they were held upstairs in the master’s bedroom. Scipio
was allowed to bet a quarter against the old man’s twenty-dollar
note, and no matter how high the stakes piled, or
who won, the pot in these last days always went to Scipio.

And so “The Last Leaf” lived and died.

Then in due time the old brownstone became the home
of another picturesque character, Colonel Rush C. Hawkins
of the Hawkins Zouaves of the Civil War.

Dignified days, when the family learned the world’s
news from Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Paper and the New
York Tribune, and had Peter Goelet and Moses Taylor for
millionaire neighbors. For their entertainment they went
to Laura Keene’s New Theatre, saw Joe Jefferson, and
Lotta; went to the Academy of Music, heard Patti and
Clara Louise Kellogg; heard Emma Abbott in concert; and
rode on horseback up Fifth Avenue to the Park.

Of an evening, in the spacious ballroom whose doors
have since opened to Mary Pickford, D.W. Griffith, and
Mack Sennett, the youths, maidens and young matrons
in the soft, flickering light of the astral lamp and snowy
candle, danced the modest cotillon and stately quadrille, the
while the elders played whist. Bounteous supper—champagne,
perhaps gin and tansy.

But keenly attuned ears, when they paused to listen, could
already hear off in the distance the first faint roll of the
drums in the march of progress. “Little Old New York”
was growing up and getting to be a big city. And so the
Knickerbockers and other aristocracy must leave their
brownstone dwellings for quieter districts further uptown.
Business was slowly encroaching on their life’s peaceful
way.

* * * * *

Another day and another generation. Gone the green
lawns, enclosed by iron fences where modest cows and showy
peacocks mingled, friendly. Gone the harpsichord, the
candle, the lamp, to give way to the piano and the gas-lamp.
Close up against each other the buildings now nestle
round Union Square and on into Fourteenth Street. The
horse-drawn street car rattles back and forth where No. 11
stands with some remaining dignity of the old days. On
the large glass window—for No. 11’s original charming exterior
has already yielded to the changes necessitated by
trade—is to be read “Steck Piano Company.”

In the lovely old ballroom where valiant gentlemen and
languishing ladies once danced to soft and lilting strains
of music, under the candles’ glow, and where “The Last
Leaf” entertained his stalwart cronies with cock fighting,
the Steck Piano Company now gives concerts and recitals.

The old house has “tenants.” And as tenants come and
go, the Steck Piano Company tarries but a while, and then
moves on.

A lease for the piano company’s quarters in No. 11 is
drawn up for another firm for $5,000 per year. In place
of the Steck Piano Company on the large window is to
be read—“American Mutoscope and Biograph Company.”

However, the name of the new tenant signified nothing
whatever to the real estate firm adjacent to No. 11
that had made the new lease. It was understood that
Mutoscope pictures to be shown in Penny Arcades were
being made, and there was no particular interest in the
matter. The “Biograph” part of the name had little significance,
if any, until in the passage of time a young actor
from Louisville, called Griffith, came to labor where labor
had been little known and to wonder about the queer new
job he had somewhat reluctantly fallen heir to.

The gentlemen of the real estate firm did some wondering
too. Up to this time, the peace of their quarters had
been disturbed only by the occasional lady-like afternoon
concert of the Steck Piano Company. The few preceding
directors of the American Mutoscope and Biograph Company
had done their work quietly and unemotionally.

Now, whatever was going on in what was once “The
Last Leaf’s” gay and elegant drawing-room, and why did
such shocking language drift through to disturb the conservative
transactions in real estate!

“Say, what’s the matter with you—you’re dying you
know—you’ve been shot and you’re dying! Well, that’s
better, something like it! You, here, you’ve done the shooting,
you’re the murderer, naturally you’re a bit perturbed, you’ve
lots to think about—yourself for one thing! You’re not
surrendering at the nearest police station, no, you’re beating
it, beating it, you understand. Now we’ll try it again—That’s
better, something like it! Now we’ll take it. All
right, everybody! Shoot!”

The neighborhood certainly was changing. The language!
The people! Where once distinguished callers in ones and
twos had come once and twice a week—now in mobs they
were crossing the once sacred threshold every day.

It was in the spring of 1908 that David W. Griffith came
to preside at 11 East Fourteenth. Here it was he took up
the daily grind, struggled, dreamed, saw old ambitions die,
suffered humiliation, achieved, and in four short years was
well started on the road to become world famous as the
greatest director of the motion picture.

For movies, yes, movies were being made where once
“The Last Leaf” had entertained in the grand old manner.
That was what the inscription, “American Mutoscope and
Biograph Company,” had meant.

But movies did not desecrate the dignity of 11 East
Fourteenth Street. The dignity of achievement had begun.
The old beauty of the place was fast disappearing. The
magnificent old chandelier had given place to banks of mercury
vapor tubes. There were no soft carpets for the tired
actors’ feet. The ex-drawing-room and ex-concert hall were
now full and overflowing with actors, and life’s little
comedies and tragedies were being play-acted where once
they had been lived.

Fourteenth Street, New York, has been called “the
nursery of genius.” Many artists struggled there in cheap
little studios, began to feel their wings, could not stand
success, moved to studio apartments uptown, and met defeat.
But 11 East Fourteenth Street still harbors the artist;
the building is full of them. Evelyn Longman, who was
there when “old Biograph” was, is still there. On other
doors are other names—Ruotolo, Oberhardt, John S. Gelert,
sculptor; Lester, studio; The Waller Studios; Ye Studio of
Frederic Ehrlich.

In the old projection room are now stacked books and
plays of the Edgar S. Werner Company, and in the dear
old studio, which is just the same to-day as the day we
left it, except that the mercury tubes have been taken out,
and a north window cut, presides a sculptor by the name
of A. Stirling Calder, who has painted the old door blue
and hung a huge brass knocker on it.

Now, when I made up my mind to write this record of
those early days of the movies, I knew that I must go
down once again to see the old workshop, where for
four years David W. Griffith wielded the scepter, until
swelled with success and new-gained wealth the Biograph
Company pulled up stakes and flitted to its new large
modern and expensive studio up in the Bronx at East 175th
Street.

So down I went to beg Mr. Calder to let me look over
the old place and take a picture of it.

My heart was going pit-a-pat out there in the old hallway
while I awaited an answer to my knock. “Please,”
I pleaded, “I want so much to take a photograph of the
studio just as it is. I’m writing a little book about our
pioneering days here; it won’t take a minute. May I,
please?”

Emotion was quite overwhelming me as the memories
of the years crowded on me, memories of young and happy
days untouched with the sadness that years must inevitably
bring even though they bring what is considered “success.”
Twelve years had gone their way since I had passed through
those studio doors and here I was again, all a-flutter with
anticipation and choky with the half-dreamy memories of
events long past.
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“Lawrence” Griffith.


(See p.12)
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Linda Arvidson (Mrs. David W. Griffith), as leading ingénue with Florence
Roberts in stock in San Francisco.


(See p.15)





But don’t be tempted to announce your arrival if you have ever been connected with a moving picture, for Mr.
Calder has scarcely heard of them and when I insisted he
must have, he said, with much condescension, “Oh, yes, I
remember, Mr. Griffith did a Chinese picture; it was rather
good but too sentimental.” And he refused to let me take
a picture of the studio for he “could not afford to lend
his work and his studio to problematical publicity of which
he had not the slightest proof.”

I felt sorry Mr. Calder had come to reside in our movie
nursery at 11 East Fourteenth Street, for we were such
good fellows, happy and interested in our work, cordial
and pleasant to one another.

The change made me sad!


CHAPTER II

ENDINGS AND BEGINNINGS
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But now to go back to the beginning.

It was a night in the summer of 1904 in my dear and
fascinating old San Francisco, before the life we all knew
and loved had been broken in two, never to be mended, by
the disaster of the great fire and earthquake. At the old
Alcazar Theatre the now historic stock company was producing
Mr. Hall Caine’s drama “The Christian.”

In the first act the fishermaidens made merry in the
village square.

Unknown to family or friends, and with little pride in
my humble beginning, I mingled as one of the fishergirls.
Three dollars and fifty cents a week was the salary Fred
Belasco (David’s brother) paid me for my bit of Hall
Caine interpretation, so I, for one, had no need to be horrified
some four years later when I was paid three dollars
a day for playing the same fishermaiden in support of
Mary Pickford, who, under Mr. Griffith’s direction, was
making Glory Quayle into a screen heroine.

Here at the old Alcazar were wonderful people I could
worship. There was Oza Waldrop, and John Craig, and
Mary Young, Eleanor Gordon, Frances Starr, and Frank
Bacon. Kindly, sweet Frank Bacon whose big success,
years later, as Lightnin’ Bill Jones, in his own play
“Lightnin’,” made not the slightest change in his simple,
unpretentious soul. Mr. Bacon had written a play called
“In the Hills of California.” It was to be produced for
a week’s run at Ye Liberty Theatre, Oakland, California,
and I was to play the ingénue.

One little experience added to another little experience
fortified me with sufficient courage to call on managers of
visiting Eastern road companies who traveled short of
“maids,” “special guests at the ball,” and “spectators at
the races.” New York was already beckoning, and without
funds for a railroad ticket the only way to get there was
to join a company traveling that way.

A summing up of previous experiences showed a recital
at Sherman and Clay Hall and two weeks on tour in Richard
Walton Tully’s University of California’s Junior farce
“James Wobberts, Freshman.”

In the company were Mr. Tully and his then wife,
Eleanor Gates, the author; Emil Kreuske, for some years
now “Bill Nigh,” the motion picture director; Milton
Schwartz, who took to law and now practices in Hollywood;
Dick Tully and his wife Olive Vail. Elmer Harris of the
original college company did not go. Elmer is now partner
to Frank E. Woods along with Thompson Buchanan in
Mr. Wood’s new producing company.

The recital at Sherman and Clay Hall on Sutter Street
was a most ambitious effort. My job-hunting pal, Harriet
Quimby, a girl I had met prowling about the theatres, concluded
we were getting nowhere and time was fleeting. So
we hit on a plan to give a recital in San Francisco’s Carnegie
Hall, and invite the dramatic critics hoping they would
come and give us good notices.

The Homer Henley Quartette which we engaged would
charge twenty dollars. The rent of the hall was twenty.
We should have had in hand forty dollars, and between
us we didn’t own forty cents.

Harriet Quimby[2] knew Arnold Genthe, and, appreciating
her rare beauty, Mr. Genthe said he would make her photos
for window display for nothing. Oscar Mauer did the
same for me, gratis. Rugs and furniture we borrowed, and
the costumes by advertising in the program, we rented
cheaply.

We understood only this much of politics: Jimmy
Phelan, our Mayor (afterwards Senator James H. Phelan)
was a very wealthy man, charitably disposed, and one day
we summoned up sufficient courage to tell him our trouble.
Most attentively and respectfully he heard us, and without
a moment’s hesitation gave us the twenty.

So we gave the recital. We sold enough tickets to pay
the Homer Henleys, but not enough to pay the debt to Mr.
Phelan. He’s never been paid these many years though I’ve
thought of doing it often, and will do it some day.

However, the critics came and they gave us good notices,
but the recital didn’t seem to put much of a dent in our
careers. Harriet Quimby soon achieved New York via
The Sunset Magazine. In New York she “caught on,”
and became dramatic critic on Leslie’s Weekly.

The honor of being the first woman in America to
receive an aviator’s license became hers, as also that of
being the first woman to pilot a monoplane across the English
Channel. That was in the spring of 1912, a few months
before her death while flying over Boston Harbor.

* * * * *

Mission Street, near Third, was in that unique section
called South-of-the-Slot. The character of the
community was such, that to reside there, or even to
admit of knowing residents there meant complete loss of
social prestige. Mission Street, which was once the old
road that led over blue and yellow lupin-covered hills out
to the Mission Dolores of the Spanish Fathers, and was
later the place where the elegantly costumed descendants
of the forty-niners who had struck pay dirt (and kept it)
strolled, held, at the time of which I speak, no reminder
of its departed glory except the great romantic old Grand
Opera House, which, amid second-hand stores, pawn-shops,
cheap restaurants, and saloons, languished in lonely
grandeur.

Once in my young life Richard Mansfield played there;
Henry Irving and Ellen Terry gave a week of Shakespearean
repertoire; Weber and Fields came from New York
for the first time and gave their show, but failed. San
Franciscans thought that Kolb and Dill, Barney Bernard,
and Georgie O’Ramey, who held forth nightly at Fischer’s
Music Hall, were just as good.

At the time of the earthquake a grand opera company
headed by Caruso was singing there. Between traveling
luminaries, lesser lights glimmered on the historic old stage.
And for a long time, when the theatre was called Morosco’s
Grand Opera House, ten, twenty, and thirty blood-and-thunder
melodrama held the boards.

At this stage in its career, and hardly one year before
the great disaster, a young actor who called himself
Lawrence Griffith was heading toward the Coast in a show
called “Miss Petticoats.” Katherine Osterman was the
star. The company stranded in San Francisco.

Melbourne MacDowell, in the last remnants of the faded
glory cast upon him by Fanny Davenport, was about to
tread the sacred stage of the old Grand Opera House, putting
on a repertoire of the Sudermann and Sardou dramas.

Frank Bacon, always my kind adviser, suggested I
should try my luck with this aggregation. So I trotted
merrily down, wandered through dark alleyways, terribly
thrilled, for Henry Irving had come this same way and
I was walking where once he had walked.

I was to appear as a boy servant in “Fedora.” I remember
only one scene. It was in a sort of court room with
a civil officer sitting high and mighty and calm and unperturbed
on a high stool behind a high desk. I entered the
room and timidly approached the desk. A deep stern voice
that seemed to rise from some dark depths shouted at me,
“At what hour did your master leave Blu Bla?”

I shivered and shook and finally stammered out the
answer, and was mighty glad when the scene was over.

Heavens! Who was this person, anyhow?

His name, I soon learned, was Griffith—Lawrence
Griffith—I never could abide that “Lawrence”! Though,
as it turned out afterward, our married life might have
been dull without that Christian name as a perpetual resource
for argument.

Afterward, to my great joy, Mr. Griffith confided to
me that he had taken the name “Lawrence” only for the
stage. His real name was “David,” “David Wark,” but
he was going to keep that name dark until he was a big
success in the world, and famous. And as yet he didn’t
know, although he seemed very lackadaisical about it, I
thought, whether he’d be great as an actor, stage director,
grand opera star, poet, playwright, or novelist.

I wasn’t the only one who thought he might have become
a great singer. Once a New York critic reviewing
a première of one of David Griffith’s motion pictures, said:
“The most interesting feature of Mr. Griffith’s openings
is to hear his wonderful voice.”

“Lawrence” condescended to a little conversation now
and then. He was quite encouraging at times. Said I had
wonderful eyes for the stage and if I ever went to New
York and got in right, I’d get jobs “on my eyes.” (Sounded
very funny—getting a job “on one’s eyes.”) Advised me
never to get married if I expected to stay on the stage.
Told me about the big New York actors: Leslie Carter, who
had just been doing DuBarry; and David Belasco, and what
a wonderful producer he was; and dainty Maude Adams;
and brilliant Mrs. Fiske; and Charles Frohman; and
Richard Mansfield in “Monsieur Beaucaire”; and Broadway;
and Mrs. Fernandez’s wonderful agency; and how
John Drew got his first wonderful job through her agency
at one hundred and twenty-five dollars a week!

I was eager to learn more of the big theatrical world
three thousand miles away. I invited Mr. Griffith out home
to lunch one day. A new world soon opened up for me—the
South. The first Southerner I’d ever met was Mr.
Griffith. I had known of the South only from my school
history; but the one I had studied didn’t tell of Colonel
Jacob Wark Griffith, David’s father, who fought under
Stonewall Jackson in the Civil War, and was called
“Thunder Jake” because of his roaring voice. He owned
lots of negroes, gambled, and loved Shakespeare. There
was big “Sister Mattie” who taught her little brother his
lessons and who, out on the little front stoop, just before
bedtime, did her best to answer all the questions the inquisitive
boy would ask about the stars and other wonders.

This was all very different from being daughter to a
Norseman who had settled out on San Francisco’s seven
hills in the winds and fogs.

The South began to loom up as a land of romance.
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When the Melbourne MacDowell repertory season
closed, the stranded actors of the “Miss Petticoats”
Company were again on the loose. While San Francisco
supported two good stock companies, the Alcazar presenting
high-class drama and the Central given over to melodrama,
their rosters had been completed for the season and they
offered rather lean pickings. But Lawrence Griffith worked
them both to the best of his persuasive powers.

Early fall came with workless weeks, and finally, to
conserve his shrinking treasury, our young actor who had
been domiciled in the old Windsor Hotel, a most moderately
priced place on Market and Fourth Streets, had to bunk
in with Carlton, the stage carpenter of the MacDowell
show, in a single-bedded single room. Mr. Carlton was on
a social and mental plane with the actor, but his financial
status was decidedly superior.

The doubling-up arrangement soon grew rather irksome.
What with idle days, a flattened purse, and isolation from
theatrical activities, gloom and discouragement enveloped
young Griffith, although he never seemed to worry.

He had a trunk full of manuscripts—one-act plays, long
plays, and short stories and poems! To my unsophisticated
soul it was all very wonderful. What a cruel, unappreciative
world, to permit works of genius to languish lonely
amid stage wardrobe and wigs and greasy make-up!



On pleasant days when the winds were quiet and the
fogs hung no nearer than Tamalpais across the Gate, we
would hie ourselves to the Ocean Beach, where, fortified
with note-book and pencil the actor-poet would dictate new
poems and stories.

One day young Lawrence brought along a one-act play
called “In Washington’s Time.” The act had been headlined
over the Keith Circuit. It had never played in San
Francisco. He wondered if he could do anything with it.

* * * * *

It was approaching the hop-picking season[3]. The
stranded young actor’s funds were reaching bottom. Something
must be done.

In California, in those days, quite nice people picked
hops. Mother and father, young folks, and the children,
went. Being the dry season, they’d live in the open; pick
hops by day, and at night dance and sing.

Lawrence Griffith decided it would be a healthful, a
colorful, and a more remunerative experience than picking
up theatrical odd jobs, to join the hop pickers up Ukiah
way. So for a few weeks he picked hops and mingled
with thrifty, plain people and operatic Italians who drank
“dago red” and sang the sextette from “Lucia” while they
picked their portion. Here he saved money and got
atmosphere for a play. Sent me a box of sweet-smelling
hops from the fields, too!

A brief engagement as leading ingénue with Florence
Roberts had cheered me in the interval, even though Fred
Belasco made me feel utterly unworthy of my thirty-five
dollar salary. “My God,” said he when I presented my
first week’s voucher, “they don’t give a damn what they
do with my money.”

However, Mr. Griffith soon returned to San Francisco.
He hoped to do something with his playlet. Martin Beck,
the vaudeville magnate, who was then manager of the Orpheum
Theatre and booked acts over the Orpheum Circuit,
said to let him see a rehearsal.

Such excitement! I was to play a little Colonial girl
and appear at our own Orpheum Theatre in an act that
had played New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, and
other awesome cities. Mr. Beck booked for the week and
gave us a good salary, but could not offer enough consecutive
bookings to make a road tour pay, so that was that.

In the meantime Oliver Morosco had opened his beautiful
Majestic Theatre in upper Market Street, with “In
the Palace of the King.” The New York company lacking
a blind Inez, I got the part, and the dramatic critic, Ashton
Stevens, gave me a great notice. In the next week’s bill,
“Captain Barrington,” I played a scene which brought me
a paragraph from Mr. Stevens captioned “An Actress with
more than Looks.” On the strength of this notice Mr.
Morosco sent me to play ingénues at his Burbank Theatre
in Los Angeles, at twenty-five dollars per week.

Barney Bernard was stepping out just now. He wanted
to see what he could do away from the musical skits of
Kolb and Dill. So he found a play called “The Financier.”
“Lawrence” Griffith had a little job in it. The hardest part
of the job was to smoke a cigar in a scene—it nearly made
him ill. But he had a good season, six weeks with salary
paid.

That over, came a call to Los Angeles to portray the
Indian, Alessandro, in a dramatization of Helen Hunt Jackson’s
famous novel “Ramona.”

It was pleasant for us to see each other. We went
out to San Gabriel Mission together. Mr. Griffith afterwards
used the Mission as the setting for a short story—a
romantic satire which he called “From Morning Until
Night.” His brief engagement over, “Lawrence” went back
to San Francisco, and my Morosco season ending shortly
afterward, I followed suit.

In San Francisco, Nance O’Neill was being billed. She
was returning from her Australian triumphs in Ibsen,
Sardou, and Sudermann. The company, with McKee Rankin
as manager and leading man, included John Glendenning,
father of Ernest; Clara T. Bracy, sister of Lydia
Thompson of British Blonde Burlesque and Black Crook
fame; Paul Scardon from the Australian Varieties and now
husband of a famous cinema star, Betty Blythe; and Jane
Marbury.

Mr. Griffith, hoping for a chance to return East with
the company, applied for a job and was offered “bits” which
he accepted. Then one day, Mr. Rankin being ill, Lawrence
Griffith stepped into the part of the Father in “Magda.”
Miss O’Neill thought so well of his performance and the
notices he received that she offered him leading parts for
the balance of the season.

When in the early spring of 1906, the company departed
from San Francisco, it left me with my interest in life
decidedly diminished—but Lawrence Griffith had promised
to return, and when he came back things would be different.

So, while the O’Neill company was working close to
Minneapolis, I was “resting.” I “rested” until eighteen
minutes to five on the morning of April 18th, when something
happened.

“Earthquake?”

“I don’t know, but I think we had better get up,” suggested
my sister.

* * * * *

I sent Lawrence a long telegram about what had happened
to us, but he received it by post. And then about
a week later I received a letter from Milwaukee telling me
that Miss O’Neill and the company were giving a benefit
for desolate San Francisco, and that I had better come on
and meet him in Boston where the company was booked for
a six weeks’ engagement.

So to Fillmore Street I went to beg for a railroad ticket
to Boston, gratis. There was a long line of people waiting.
I took my place at the end of the line. In time I reached
the man at the desk.

“Where to?”

“Boston.”

“What is your occupation?”

“Actress.”

I thought it unwise to confide my matrimonial objective.
No further questions, however. I was given a yard of
ticket and on May 9th I boarded a refugee train at the
Oakland mole, all dressed up in Red Cross clothes that
fitted me nowhere.

But I had a lovely lunch, put up by neighbors, some
fried chicken, and two small bottles of California claret.
In another box, their stems stuck in raw potatoes, some
orange blossoms off a tree that stood close to our tent.

Ah, dear old town, good-bye!

Every night I cried myself to sleep.
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