338 LAUGH WITH LEACOCK ,

orate care upon his uplifted wrist the ruins of his cuff
and most of all when he draws forth from beneath his ar®™
his manuscript and stands forth to rcad what none W
hear except in mockery, with his poor self carried away
unconscious with the art of it.

Mark him now as he strikes his attitude to read. Hedf
the full voice, deep and resonant for all the gin that is in I*
No parody can quite remove the majesty of that, nor the
grace that has once lived in those queer gestures. Let ¥
temper our laughter, as we look upon him, with somethiffg
kindlier than mockery, something nearer to respect; for "
the Faded Actor with his strange twists and graces, h';s
futile manuscript, his blighted hopes, his unredecemed amb"”
tions, we are looking upon all that is best in the gres*
traditions of the stage. That thick decp voice—com
now, but once revered—that is the surviving tradition ©
the Elizabethan tragedy, declaimed as a Shakespeare of ?
Marlowe would have had it. ‘That sliding step so funny ©
our eye, is all that lingers of the dainty grace of the cight”
centh century when dance and stage were one; or tha’
dragging limp with which the poor Faded Actor cross®
the stage—he does not know it, but that has come to hi®
from Garrick; or see that long gesticulation of the ha?
revealing the bare wrist below the cuff, there was a tim*
when such gesticulation was the admired model of a Fo*
or a Sheridan, and held, even at second hand, the admir#
tion of a senate.

Nay more, there is a thing in the soul of the Faded
Actor that all may envy who in this life are busied Wit
the zsthetic arts. For after all what does he want, po%
battered guy, with his queer gestures and his outlandish
graces? Money? Not he. He has never had, nor evef
dreamed of it. A coin here, and there, enough to buy A
dram of gin or some broad cheap writing paper on which



