
A SHORT time ago I had business
tranaad with a motion pict¬

ure concern. lt was one of thoae
officea where everybody'a converaation
was wafted acroaa apace and the phraae
-one dope ftend and 500 dancing couplea
in full dress at 7 o'clock to-morrow

n orning" regiatered Itaelf automatkally
in my brain to leave me no peace for

days afterward. Was thrre then a de-

partmenl atore for human beinga, with
gpecial delivery, BO to speak ?

l traeed thi mytterioua phraae to its

aoUTCC and diacovered that it had indeed
related to an order given al 3 o'clock in

the afternoon for 1(00 ti_ncing couplea
and one dope ftend t<. be d"livered at a

certain atudio at 7 o'clock the next

morning. Furthermore, I was informed
that this waa a mere bagatelle.one
lliousand.two thousand men and
women to ropresont one particular ape-
cies were often aupplied in leaa than

twenty-four hours.

THE MOVIE MARKET IS LOCATED
SOMEWHERE IN THE

ROARING FORTIES.

Then did my i-uriosity take me to one

of the purveyor-- in queation, to find him

living in one of the old-fashioned PrnJill
dwellin^s which are still permitted t"

cxial among the West Fortiee.
No need to wonder whether I was in

tli»' ri^'ht apot.
People on the pavement outaide, peo-

ple in the garden, people on the stairs.

people in the comdors. among whom I

wended my way to the crowded office,
where behind a barrier (well did he need

il) sat "the boss" with his two assisi-
ants plua the usual pretty-slim-pink-
georgel te-Wlisted stenographer.

I atatod myqueat.
"Could I be allowed to come in and

watch?"
"Gladly," I was smilingly assured.

The barrier door was opened and I found

myself regarding every conceivable kind
of human being civilization had man-

aged io evolve, all perfectly, courteously
and plca.santly demanding if "th-re was

anything doing" of the equally courte-
oua men in charge.

Heit wa< a striking fact. The old-
fashioaaed theatri-cal agent, with his em-

phatic "private" office, a cigar hanging
from the end of his mouth. intrinsically
a bully.sometimes amiable. sometimes
*tcrn, sometimes unpleasantly affection-
ate, but alwaya an object to inspire tcr-

ror into the hearts of his applicants.
had nothing in common with these trim.
plert young men. efficient, impersonally
kind and alwaya strictly businesslike.
They conflded in me that their busi-

waa baaed on this extreme cour-

They never knew when they
would need these people, so patiently
eoming day after day; they had to It

kept good tempered at all costs. Even
this frank admittance ahowed the
health> .-pirit of the concern.

People of every aorl and deacriptioo
from 7 in the morning until 8 at night,

i

WILL IIK

TIME : 5 a. m.

Voice from the crib; "Ya-a-a!"
V" i vake Your wife awakea,

ol one minute, during
whieh you flgure the aituation out as

followa: II may be that he was only
going "Va-a-a" in his sleep. In thia

there v.ill be no further disturb-
tnee, and 47OU mav roll over. It may
be that he [| awake, but affable, in which

-,< .'ill follow uphia iru'ial cry with
..I r.f low cooinga and blowing of

bubblea, and you can fei another half
hour'.- ilaap. Or, ifl tbe third place, he
in awak* and mditant, which means that

SELLING THEMSELVES TO THE MOVIES
Bv ALISSA FRANCaveraging 8,000 per day. A vast throng

changing from moment to moment.it
aeemed like | veaael placed under a tap
0f water.aa faat as the veaael over-

flowed more came in.
People repreaenting every conceivable

station in life.elegant young chorus
girls. men one would assign to the diplo-
matic circlea, achoolgirla, women as our

aunta from the provinces alwaya were
and alwaya will be, men to be met at
t very the dansant, men we see sleeping
on the nark benehes. the evident actor

out of a job, alas. many white heads
and atooping ahouldera.a democratic
erowd indeed.
They were all "types" was explained

to me. Make up of any sort. beards that
might wabble, wigs that might slip were

no longer allowed in the movies. Every-
body had to be made by nature to suit
ihecameraman.
So was I allowed to look into the vo«

luminoua card index, which amonp
others contained the names of 6,000 full
dress people and 8,000 other types. I
found there Italians, Syrians, men of
every conceivable nationality and race,

a man with a whole tribe of lndians at

his command, a hunchback. a one-legged
man (who could appear without a leg.
with a cork one or with a hook one, by
desire), a man who played a dozen weird
instrumente, ladies with curls to the
floor blaek as the raven. men with gray
locka to their waists, everything the

imagination of the BCenario writer could
deviae was, so to speak, in stock. Truly,
a department store of human beings.

All very well, but how could they
within twenty-four hours get from one to

two thousand people exact to one type?
The reply was simple.

IF THEY IIAVENT WHAT YOU
WANT, THEY'LL FIND ONE

INTHE STREET.

Firstly. there were 10,000 people of

various descriptions known to be follow¬
ing the various motion pieture concerns.

If these did not till the demand they
were literally picked from the streets
of the neighborhooda where they
V.ero known to dwell. Six or seven

men asallied forth and collected them.
.^ometimes they were bribed from the
large department atorea, or from their

occupations, whatever they might be.
they had to be obtained from somc-

where.
No matter whether they could read or

write, no matter whether they could
a*.ing or dance, they had but to fulfil one

command.be true to their type.
I was interested to hear how the un-

warned public took such an unlooked for
invitation to "join the movies." To my
surprise I was told that in most cases

they found nothing unusual therein,
having grown accustomed to such re-

QUeata (I felt vaguely hurt that neither
I nor my friend;* had), but pometimes,

SEEKING THEIR FILM-FORTUNES.

.»f course. it was conveyed to the invitpr
that he was being "fresh" in terms more

or less polite, as the case might be.
Pay ranges from one to live dollars,

depending on the "type" and the dothea
they needed to come provided with. Ex¬
penses of every kind are paid, including
any meal occurring during the time they
are working. so that the sum handed out

at the end of the day ia alwaya dear
protit.

The manager seenried to know every
single one by name and to be able to
catch their eye in turn, and without the
elightest flurry or fuaa was each one

spoken to.
"Would you come back at 5:30, Mr.

Smith?"
"Sorry nothing for you to-day, Mrs.

Jones."
"Good afternoon. Miss Ethel," .<> a

superior blonde. "Yes, I do want you
with your evening clothes to-morrov:
morning at 11."
She came forward, her name was en*

tercd in a book, and a pink ticket with
the name of the place and hour handed
tc her. This, after bring signed by the
director, cventually to serve as check for
the day's payment.

One thin-faced lady, who could not

possibly have bren anything but a New
England schoolmistress on her holiday,
waa among those needed for the mor-

row. Very evidently this was to be her
debut, and duly flurriad was she.

MYou are to be one of the four hun¬
dred getting off a steamor," she was

told, ".'<» come armed with a large hand-
bag, a travelling rug and a thick travel-
ling coat over your arm."

I longed to remark that these daya
nothing short of a second ciass passen-
ger, certainly not the upper four hun-
dred, would deign to be aeen descending
the gangway armed with a large hand-
bag, a travelling rug and a heavy coat.

I was invited to call again the nexc

morning to see if there had been an in¬
terest ing call from one of the studios.
¦\t midday I duly appeared (o learn that
a tough mob was requirod for a scene

to be enacted "somewhere outside,'
which mob was to leave in a few mo¬

ment s.

I waited, but. could discover no signs
of a mob, tough or otherwise.
"Where was it ?" I inquired. And was

told to look out of the window.

There truly stood. leaning against the
wail of the house on the opposite side

of the street. a collection of men of the
kind I never thought to exist, except in

the gas chamber which was deatined to

see the last of Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

"Yes," cheerfully commented the

manager. "they telephoned at 10 this
morning for a hundred men of the

'tough' variety, to be accompanied by
thirty lean women and twenty lean chil¬
dren.' It's 12. and here they are already
to start." Just then the lean women

and children entered.
This strange procession now wended

Us way across Fifth Avenue to the
Third Avenue L.

There was a complete segregation of

the men and women, the women leading.
followed by the men.

It was cheerfully explained to me that

of the men. half of them were gunmen.
some were burglars. most of them had
come out of jail. Far was it for me to
.ontradict hia statement, judging from

appearancea.
I'p to 131s* Street we rode, and de

...ended to walk a few blocks until we

arrived at a certain bridge.
Two and a half hours we literally

stood in the blazing sun and waited.
nothing happening. At the end of tho
said two and a half hours there arrived
an automobile with four male oecupanfs.
which drew up and silently waited.
Presently came another automobile, this
time containing four female occupants,
which drew up and silently waited.
Then appeared an automobile, evi-

dently containing the blooming young
heroine, chaperoned by the lady vam-

pire; they also drew up and silently
waited.
They were followed by the young hcro

and the this time young villain, respec-
tively, aeated in a taxi, and they also
followed the formula of silent waiting.

THEY ALSO SERVE WHO ONLY
STAND AND WAIT THE
CAMERA MAN'S COMING.

These stars had evidently brought the
bilent waiting to a fine art, for they sat

immovable ia if carved of stone, their
facea hearing an expression I am sure

never existed on the countenance of man
or woman before the invention of the
movie director.

IncidentaHy, it ahed a light on the
peculiar atmosphere und'-rlying the
screen expression being registered. I

at last diacovered that joy, aorrow, hate,
love, jealouay, etc., were all laid over
that stone maak, produced by the ever-

iasting silent waiting.
I should not forget to mention th.it an

enormoua audience, which grew from
minute to minute. had by this time
gathered from the neighborhood. Luck-
ily it elected to watch by hanging over

THE WEE SMA' ONE'S HOURS
the day has begun for you and your
family.
You hold your breath. There is a

creaking from the crib, indicating that
its occupant has raised himself \\y> on

his hands. He may Iie down again. He
did yesterday morning. It was a quar
ter to six yesterday morning when

he finally woke up and you got the 8:57
and met Balch on the train and he had
un a new green hat like the peasants
you saw in the Tyrol and how the Tyrol
muat have changed since you were there
with the Italians overrunning it. and
Italy doesn't leem to have been dring
much in the war until lately, but you
wouldn't dare tell that to Enrico who

runa the restaurant because it would
tart a tight there like the one in the.
" Ya-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a!"
There he goes! Is it the first time

this morning? No, he has done it once

before.
"Ya-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a!"
The engagemtBt If on.

"Li-t him cry for a minute. Maybe
Iu'll atop and go to slecp."

Indignant eraakingi from th<- crib.
"Ya-a-a-a-a-a-a-a! Bla-a-a-a-a-a-a-a

a a!"
Your Wife then aaya: "Well, I sup-

po.se thai hc might an well get his bottle
if he'a going to keep this up."

You: "I guefls you're right."

Your Wife gets up and vou hear her
slippers Rapplng down the stairs.
There ia another series of shrill lig-

nals from the crib. You wonder if it
would do any good if you were to get up
and give him his rubber walrus. That
would mean that you would have to gel
out on the cold floor and feel around for
your .slippers and, like the man ln the

tunny pictures, atep on a safety pin and
get blood poiaoning like rlarria, and how
did he ever come out, you never h;?ard
whether he had to have his foot cut off
or not, and it certainly would be tough
to have to have your foot. cut off, and
likely aa not it would spread to your leg,
and then you would have to have that
cut off, and-

"Whaa-a-<i-a-<va-a-a!"
What is that woman dotog down

there? She has had time to heat twelve
bottlea, Probably she is reading the
paper or something. Doean'1 she rcal-
ize that the child's crying is diaturbing
'he neighbora? You can hear the tinkle
of the bottle against tho (idea of the
glass measuring-beaker. Here she
romeei In a minute or two he will have
the bottle and will have stopped yelling.
What will it BOUnd like when he has
atopped? He doesn't cry till the time.
and yet you cannot exactly imagine to
yourself just how it will sound when he
lan't crying. It will be like stopping the
r.iusic of the spheres. There, sh" i.s
turning off the gas. He hears the ap-
proaching meal and doubles up on his

exhortationa. Through them you hear
a crash. What was that?

Another minute and your \\ ife enters.

Very tragic.
"What do you think has happened?

'! he bottle dropped against the stove and
broke.we haven't a drop of milk left in
the house.and the milkman doesn't
come until almost 7. And he's in a per¬
fect rage now."

Vou <lo not stop to ask her whether
she means that the milkman or the baby
is in a rage. You don't have to.

"Well, the only thing todo is to enter¬
tain him until the milkman comes.

Where are my alippera?"
You go to the crib, while she goes

downstairs again to get the rest of the
ingredii nts ready so that the milk can
be rushed in as soon as it has come.
The entertainment ia up to you.

"Hello. sir!" you say. in a poor at¬

tempt to be converaational. "How's the
b \v thia morning?"

"The boy" himself aeea the absurdity
of thia remark and goes about showing
you in words of one syllable ju_t how he
ia this morning.

"Well. well. well, there. there, there,"
vou say. picking him up in contraven-
tkm of all laws of civilised mother-craft,
"what's this?" And you point to a pict-
;re on the wail.
The boy doeen't give a hang what this

is. and says so in so many words.
"Hey." you shout down stairs to your

wife, "I don't suppose that you could
put him down on the floor and let him

iap up the milk that spilled. could you?"
This draws no answer.

It is now 5:40. The milkman is due
at 6:66. What is there that will enter-
tain him for an hour and tifteen min-
utea? He isn't quite old enough to play
penny-ante. That's too bad. Penny-
ante would solve the problem. How
about looking at the leaves on the cal-
endar?

"Here. son, what's this? Nice calen-
dar?"

"Ya-a-a!" That for the calendar.
"Here, want to pull daddy's hair?"
This makes a big hit, but has its limi-

tationa as a pastime to last for an hour.
Didn't know the boy was so strong.

"Here's something nice. Pretty bath-
thermometer?"

It certainly ia a pretty bath-thermom-
eter. and is immediately swallowed as

far aa the handle.
"Here, here! None of that. Here,

' ry this."
A box of absorbent cotton ought to be

all right for a baby to mouth. It's got
a red cross on it. So you watch him
with relief until you see that the blue
is coming off, giving him the appearance
of a man with a false beard.

"Hi. there! Drop it! Drop it ! Give
it to daddy. (.ive-it-to-daddy." If you
pull it. it will tear and leave a great
piece in his throat.

"Look. see what daddy's doing. Ta-
ta-tarata-ta."

Imitation of a silver cornet band. Big
hit.

the bridge above. Otherwise we should
probably have been crushed to death
At last, by this time three and a haj'

hours had elflpeed apent under tha*
baking stone bridge facing a *****^
marked the "Recorder." afterward Z
play an important part.there arrivaw
another automobile accompanied by *m.
gentlemen. the long-haireil eamera man
with his cap back lidfl from. and thi
check-suited agoni/.ed lookinp director
naturally unarmed by any apology,
By this time even our mob was h\>

notized into a comatoae eondition, and
did not betray the slightest en.oti*na,
his eoming.

A PLACARD PUTS THE MOB
IN A PAROXYSM OF

RAGE.

The crowd we had brought *W h.ir-
riedly roufltered together before the
aforementioned ahoplei marked "Re.
corder".thua was our newapaper office
complete. A placard was hoisted up.
hearing in tho large 1""' ra h
known to the film fan words tn *no p*
feet that "another outrage had bi |
eommitted against the workingmaa,-*
followed by the equally large lettencj
query as to "how long he would stand
for such treatment."
The check-suited agonized director

pro*ceeded to Inform the mob simpiv
that this placard was auppoaed to
them into a paroxyam of rage, ,;*fs wp.,

to be ahaken by the men and the arm-
of the women and children were
raised in fury.

It was amazing to see how little ir..
atruction and direction theae men need¬
ed, who certainly had nol been inocii-
lated with theoriea of the arl of the the¬
atre. No aelf-conaciouaneas, no single
false gesture.-here truly had one not
known they were being merely them-
aelvea would one have heralded art be*
yond criticism.

It oecurred to me wouldn't it solve the
i^uestion of realietic art of the stageto
g.-.ther typea true to the part? Why
.should a man be given aeveral hundn-i
dollars a night to play the part of a

hobo, more or less badly, when a real
nobo would play it for less than five dol¬
lars a night infinitely better than Ifl
ever could. judging from theae men.

After ftata had been Ahaken at tbe

placard there was inatructed to dnu
up the taxi containing the young a_'

handsome villain (nearly kno<-king down
ihe director, who did not aeem in the
; lightest to mind); he nou regardedtkl
ominoua placard. Whereupon he wai

recognized by the crowd. and thia ti_e
f:sls and arms were shaki n al him,

All was over for the day, and naught
remained but to take the "m- b" ba
the office for its pay.

Surely ia genius alwaya pr -phetic, but
truly marvellous was he that wrote:
"All the world's a atage and all the men
and women merely playera," for instinct
must have warned him of thi
the moviea.
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WAKE UP?

Band decides to parade an ind the
room. Trernendoi's ovfltion.
Knocka over small table with ********

lamp. Unparalleled lUCCi

This if the key to the B.l
Forty-eight ttoea around the rfljplaying tunea through the aide °\t
moufh. ranging in repertoire from
der the Double Bagte" tfl "iWat th°

Double Kagle."
In the di.stance comes the IflU*- 0

approaching whei Is. The3 drav. "j JJ
the curbing. A man jump.**- out and rlll

to the back door.
"Clink-clink."
It is the milkman.

R. C. B.


