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The taxi drops me at the old Nixon Theatre in Pittsburgh. I have traveled all day to come here. It is late.
I go up the dark dirty alley littered with newspapers and refuse, to the grimy old sign, stage door, Inside, the
doorman, the letter-rack, the dark stage with its one tiny pilot-lamp, a pin-point of light in a region of
shadows. The stage is lonely, and forlorn, and as silent as midnight. Ropes descend from the darkness of the
flies, dim curtains fad away into mystery. How well I know these stages, with their chill, brooding
atmosphere, their echoes and their memories! Here, in this Cimmerian darkness, in this strange sunless
Acheron, dwell the great spirits of the Theatre. I feel them in the air around me.

A parily assembled setting is standing on the stage. I see the walls of a room hung with pictures and
elaborate window-draperies. I walk around the setting and go behind it. There is no back. Only a wooden
framework covered with canvas, stamped with the name of the scene painter and blackened by the handling
of numberless stage-hands. Behind this scene, which will presently seem so real when viewed from the front,
there is nothing. Nothing at all. Only the emptﬁ echoing stage, desolate, ominous, prophetic.

I stand for a while in the shadowy# ngsiﬁ,the lﬁi’-] tithat brings dreams. Here, I say to my self, is
where actors spend their lives. It is fime. 3 e
chill void.
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Why did these actors go into the theat iboose to paint their faces, learn endless lines,
get up on the stage before audiences? Perhaps the selves did not know. They were drawn to the theatre
by some nameless ambition to dominate, it may be, some desire to "show off", or by some half-grasped
intuition as to the nature of their chosen calling. But no matter how they began, they presently became part

of the Body of the Theatre, as people become part of the Body of the Church. They became the Ladies and
Gentlemen of the Theatre.
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of hfe into the life of the theatre. There is a
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Not all of them were born in the theatre, but all of them were born for the theatre, born to tread the
boards, to wear the sock and buskin. They sensed the theatre with a kind of sixth sense. In due time they
came to look at life in a way that was peculiarly theatrial. They came to see all life in terms of

impersonation.
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