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HIS is not, strictly speaking, an inter
view. For in the case of a genuine in-
- terview the party of the first part ap

proaches his victim with a definite object in

view. He arms himeelf with a list of ques-
tions covering certan things he wishes to
know, including the interviewee's past history
and future aspirations, his opinions of him
self and his contemporaries, and his favorite
flowe Having obtnined more or less satis-
factory answers to these questions, he retires
to tabulate the result

it Jori ¢ 1 hadn't the siightest no
t what 1 wanted to know. [ knew
beforehur that Robe Edmond Joner hed
been cho=en by thi tussian Hallet to design
the setting r its forthcoming new produce-
tions: 1 knew, ton, that he ix & young Ameri
van who first sttracted attention three years
ago by his sottings for some of Granville
i:.l"- 1 pre clinnE, & 1l who hﬁ,‘- since I'El'\l'l‘

ame romarkable settings for the inner kcenes
“ and for “The Happy Ending”

of “Caliba
. and admiring his wark, I was

to him; but

]\rlnp_-| r th

curious to see him, and to talk

T hud e very elear object in view, no definite
uesihions 1o #sK. | t waunted ee what he
waus like.

I found him at a scenic studio over in the
west sixties—a young man (not yet thirty,

although he looks older) of medium height,
slender, rather pale, with hair and beard of
ish red. A difficult man to describe ac
curately. He does not in the least resemble
the picture of him on this page, yet | find it
impossible to point wherein the portrait dif-
fers from the man himself. His hands are
long and pointed, the sensitive hands of an

brow:

Artst,
He and another man, a painter, were stand-
rmous rectangle of jet black
adrop evidently. Upon the inky sur
face chalk the outlines of a
huge cathedral, flanked by clusters of ram-

An area of

ing before an en

Cllivas
were traced in

shackle houses with peaked roofs,

several square feet was covered with an ap
parently men gless smear of orange and
violet I asked Jones what it was

“That? That's the back drop for “Till

Eulenspiegel,’ one of the new ballets; they're
This is the mar
Here's my
<Keteh picked up &
small colored drawing of the scene. “You see,
the cathedral and the houses are hlack against
no details to speak of ) just the out-

The fore part

doinge 1t to Strauss's music,

wet-place of Till's home town

r:l[ I-" an ! he

original

the sky

line= of thing= in hluish gray.

TWO OF THE “TILL EULENSPIE-
GEL" COSTUMES.

Designe by Robert Edmond Joanex

Continental literature abounds in plays and
the European peasant’s
to the woil which he

atories illustrating
passionate atfachment
vates, It iz his degpest inatinct—

of ramantie idealism i his nat-

owna or cult

the one touct
wre. The strugnle in the minds of the Luther-

an prasants of the Tyrol, forced by the House
of Hapsburg to choose between expulsion from
their homes and remnciation of their faith,
hemme of Karl Schoenherr's noted
hintamenl drama. “(ilaube una Hevmath,”
which won the Schiller prize pome years ago
in Germany ond tie Grillparzer prize in Aus-
tria, and was warmly proiced by the German
Emperor.

The

oade dealn wit thie Snmac

'} 'l

fory

Mitle Latal arhisd fallav

e by Anna
t gentiment of the
The langing for home

feerman peasant's Lheart

and itz surrowndinge—for burial, even, in the
T L ervixhed home 2oyl vhich poEsessen
he the country papulation of Ger
many, puctured with wunaffected and dehi
cate sympathy., The appeal which the story

maki thevefore wniveranl, [ta tragedy is
vdy of thausands and thowsande of
frerman homes, from which fathers, hrothers

and gons have gone ont never fa return ta
eleep ther lant wleep in far-off, inhoepitable,

ulien

i etrikang story by the

ame authar, “"The
Last (veetynn’ !rlf,pfr-ro'rf in The Trihune Sun
dowv Manazine of June 254

ONOTONOUSLY, with a peculiar met-
allie note, the wvoice of & woman
pierced the gray silence of the early

spring morning.

Huh! Brr!

Now inciting, now restraining.

And hegides her voiee no other sound, noth-
ing but the puffing and blowing of the two
steaming horses, and over there on the wood's
edge now and then the shrill call of a pheas-
ant hen.

The woman, an apron over her dark dress,
stepped with a heavy, even gait over the soft
parth of the furrows which the silvery-shining
ploughshare cut in the hard, herb-scented wnil,
With the reins hanging over her shoulders she
ploughed tirelessly, furrow after furrow, up

A YOUNG CHAP

By DEEMS TAYLOR

of the scene is treated in the same way. In
front, at the left, will be merchant's
booth, and 111 have nearly & puarter ol the
stage, around the hooth, covered with bright
colored cloths of every description. Stretch
ing across the square, from the top of ont
house to the other, there'll be hanging a line

a cloth

full of wash—all blue, the briphtest blue |
can find."”

i glanced up at the drop once more. Whil
we had been talking, the painter. ng the
skoteh ne a guide, had heen applyving brushful

aftor brushful of color, at random. 1t seemed

“Step hack,” said Jones,

1 did. And suddenly the whole thing took on
meaning. The streaks of paint turned into «
sky, & strange, mad sky of pink apd orange
anid gray and white clouds, whirling up, up
acainst a background of lilac and violet and
purple. What had heen the ragged edges of
this mase of calor became the skyline of a row
of houses. They weare not the sober, perpen-
disular affairs that grow in real strects. They
leaned crazily to the right and left; they swaved
together drunkenly, with a “united we stand”
air: from their absurd chimneys rose prepos
terous colunms and spirals of sooty smoke;
their roofs were not on straight. The thing
was plainly impossible, but it was irresistibly

fuhli_\ .

COLORS SEEM TO SHOW UP BET-
TER IF THEY HAVE TO FIGHT
FOR EXISTENCE.

“I'm glad you laughed,” Jones was smiling
contentedly. “It's exactly what 1 hope the
audience will do when they see it. 1'm hoping
to get some of the spirit of * “Till Eulenspiegel’
into this get. I want it to look as ”'.H.I[:i'l the
» had exploded and the whole town had gone

CraEy.
“It does,” I said. “Why i
blaek, to begin with?"

“Phat's # new scheme of mine—or rather a
heen done

the canvas all

new application of an old one. It's
in easel painting, but never hefore, I think, in
Putting the colors on over the black
Thev

Somehow

"il'l'l'."l'_\'.
wems to give them a peeuliar brilliance
gecm to show up betier that way
vou get more out of them if vou make them
fighit for their existence."

And it was =0, The flaming sky seemed (o
possess a quality of light far beyond the mere
hrightness of the colors themselves, while the
black bulk of the ecathedral loonred up with a
startling effect of salidity and relief. It was
hard to believe that the scene possessed onlv
twi dimengions,

T hope vou won't mind my interrupting now
anid then to bother the painter,” said the artist.

He found two rickety chairs, “Sit down and
we can talk.”

He told how he happened to get the commis-
sion to design the setting for “The Man Who
Married a Dumh Wife,” the Granville Barker
production that first made him known te New
York.

“It was just luck,” he =aid. “The Stage 5o

ciety were planning to put on ‘The Dumb Wife.'

and I was deing the scenery and costumes
took over the production. | was
one of the propertics. He just inherited me
The other Barker sets followed ‘The Dumb
Wife' 1 painted all the scenery for that my
self, hesides designing the costumes and build-
ing the properties.”

That reminded me of a question to ask, a
leading auestion. 1t was not & question that I
particularly wanted to ask, | thought I knew
the correet answer to it beforehand, anyhow,
But it was a question that a lot of people do
ask. indeed one that he had probably been asked
besore—perhaps a hundred and fifty times or
so. 1 decided that I might as well do my duty
and be No. 1561, [ asked:

“Isn’t thie new art of stare decoration pri-
marily suitable for productions like *‘The Dumo

Then Barker

LR

and down the field, the busy field erows at
her heels. The silvery ploughshare loosened
layer after layer of the fat, black-brown soil
and turned it smoothly to one side.

The woman's eyes were fixed on the furrow
which stretched crumbling hefore her feet.
Only when she turned dexterously at the upper
end of the field her glance strayed expectantly
in the direetion in which the big. straw-roofed
gable of her house, with its crossed wooden
horseheads on the ridge, loomed through the
ecarly morning mists,

Had Klaas Brookmann come yet? It was a
long way from the village to the lonely farm,
ta which Peter Karstens had years ago hrought
her, that she might bhecome a loval helpmeet in
hix life and labors and might bear him inher-
itors for the land of his fathers. Guarded by
ancient oak trees, the house lay in a dull si-
lenice. One would not have thought from its
stern exterior that warm, voung life pulsated
heneath its that childish volces laughed
there as silvery as the peals of tiny bells—
laughed despite the fact that war, the im-
placahle, had also here knocked imperiously on
the door and converted the tranquil cheer which
into anxiety

roof,

custamarily ruled behind its walls
and apprehension.

But Wiebke Karatens had clenched her teeth
and had refused to let herself be conquered hy
circumstances. A woman's strength wasz wiry
and & woman's shoulders were elastic, Though
hushand and farmhand were gone, war, with
it needs, had doubled her capacity. It blessed
the hand of the woman who courageously guid
ed the plough and carefully sowed the seed.

An Wiehke Karstens cut her last furrow s
flaxen-haired boy came loddling along a path
which led from the house across the field. In
his hands were a little gayly painted tin pail
and a broken wooden spoon.

A light came inta the woman's eyes. It was
her youngest, her Peterkin.  He had found
things tiresome at home, With fearless con
fidence the little fellow walked close hy the
horses in order to nestle at his mother's knee,
She tenderly stroked hix blond head and then
hade him go off to one side. Obediently he
stepped away and squatted himself down on
the edge of the field, where in childish sport

AME

“DRAMATIST, PRODUCER, ACTOR, SCENE PAINTER—WE DON'T MATTER,
ANY OF US. AT OUR BEST WE ARE THE MEDIUM THROUGH
THROUGH WHICH AN IDEA IS TRANSMITTED.”

Wife' and *'Till Eulenspiegel,’ dramas whose
main theme is itself fantastic and improbable™™

“Cortainly not. [ admit that in it
state of development it has been applied chiefls
to settings of the character you mention. Buf
that is the fault of us scene painters, and the
producers, rather than of the art itself, |
believe that many of the men who are de-

prosent

signing this new style of scenery limit them
es unnecessarily. It's a great miztake to
assume, as so many people do, that
of this school is suitable only for wild, exot
settings. If the new art of the stage t
adaptable to any s ihject, any mood! the
new art of the stage will die, and deser !

“Have you tried to get away from the me
bizarre side of 17" 1 asked him.

“Luckily, T have had to. The Barker
duetions and *The Happy Ending’ were mor
or less fanciful in spirit. But take the inne
seenes of ‘Caliban.' Here wus a far difter
mood, and a difTerent _r-.--I-i' m. I was e
fronted with the necessity of ]
Shakespearian settinrs for use o a <tage that
was only six feet deep.  Moreover, they were
to be shown in the open air, before wn audi

ence that sat, part of it, more than a hundred
yards away. That meant the entire elimina
tion of detail, Those ‘Caliban’ sets were prue.

tioally all & matter of simple planes and lights
colored Lignts
“Petween ‘Caliban’ and the Russian Ballet
settings, morcover, 1 had to design scenery for
a modern society comedy, a piece somewhat

similar in locale and mood to ‘The Boomerang.'

Here was no chance at to introduce any

of the more fantastic fea  of the new art,
I had to paint smart interiors. As a matter
of fact, 1 didn't paint them at all, We simply
11 [} ! i anil doot
nothem, 1t [ I them aund fitted them
with hanging furniture, just ns vou would
decorate a1
SOME DAY THE AMERICAN

DRAMA IS GOING TO GO BANG
—AND LEAD THE WORLD.

“That doesn’t imnd much like the way an

AVOTE nmerein!’ manoger would dooat”
| t Bu © COMIIMEre ninacer e
I I, We've pradually getting him.
We've ot to, 1 1w stape and stage decora-
tion are to advance We've got either to con
vert the commercinl manager or eliminate
him.  Jones grinned, “*Maybe we can con

vert him and then eliminate him."”

He was silent for a moment. “Before long,”

OME SOIL

By Anna Gade.

William L.

he shovelled the dark brown earth inte hue
gayly colored hucket,

But the woman looked up again with a new
start of surprise. The blood rushed
heart. Wasn't that a blue and red cap bob-
bing up and down behind the bare row of
birches over yonder? Klaas
Brookmann, the crippled letter carrier.  Had
Inst? He had never hefore

to her

Yes; it was he

Peter written at

let her wait so long in suspense,

Yet one ought not to despair too 2oon.  Such
a letter might eazily Despite the

care which robbed her of sleep by

g0 astruy.

ANX10US
night and preyed on her strength by day, she
W1ill cherished a consoling hope, an inextin.
guishable confidence,  Perhaps he would

come home himself, on a furlough, for sowing
time, quite unannouneed, as the eldest =on of

one of the village families had done, just to
surprise her!

She knew that altheugh he had answered
the call of the King with loyal fervor ecvery
fibre of his being drew him homeward —not
only to wife and children, but also to the soil,
to which he was attached with all a peasant’s
passionate affection, with a love which was all
the deeper hecause it never passed his lips,
Because it never clothed itselfl in any outward
CXpression.

On that golden, sunny morning when he had
taken leave of her, what had he said to con-
sole her, his face set and pale, but his lips
smiling?

“Don't worry; weeds are hard to kill."

He would come back: he certainly would
came back. He in alien so0il? He never conld
find rest there. The good Lord would not per-
mit that,  And he himself had motioned to the
inseription carved over the house door

“Lord, bless ug in our work,
And bless graciously all we do.

Translated, with Introductory Comment, by
McPherson

And allow us to reet af last in peavce

In our native earth.”
Yes, she hoped and trusted that the Lord
grant the prayer written over
the portal of the homestead.

How he would be amazed, her Peter, when
he came back and saw what her woman's arms

would pious

had w 1] Hished!

Prembling with “minatience she stands there,
How slowly th  old man hobbles along much
ton slowly for one who is awaited with so de
vouring a longing; who with the seantiest post.
vard from the front can change the torments
of sleepless nights into rejoicing and huoyant
contidence into the darke W,

She ealled out to him cheerily. Had Peter
written?

Kian Brookmann did not auswer at
once, That is the way with age—indifferent,
dolid, understanding no longer the feverish

anguish of waiting. Slowly and stiffly he felt
around among his letters, while the wife's gaze
fastened in grim suspense on the unsightly
leather covers of Lis postman’s bag., Suddenly
v black and forbidding

it oceurred to her hos

was the bag, as forbidding as—yes, as the fate
which it carried hiudden in its depths,
Kluas Brookmmnn nedded at last, reluctantly

drew a letter out and handed it to her,

“1 think there is something in that about
Peter.”

Then he limped away, much faster, as it
seemed, than he had come.

The the soft
ground of the furrow, the reips still hung about
her shoulders, tares with paralvzing fear
at the envelope which bears her name, That
it certainly
was not her husband’s, Then she sees it for
the first time, The name of Captain von Wris-
kow is written on the back of the envelope,

wife stands motionless in
nna

unfamilinr, vigorous penmanship

JONES

he resumed thoughtfully, “we Amvriransl nr:
lead the world dramatically, 1 think.
wo'll evolve a great school of

going to

mea
playwrights?"
o1 don't believe it wil be a matter of evolu-
It will come suddenly, I think. We are
sinative people, @ concise people. We
And we're
We're
thing.
t"—a

tion.
an imaginat

terms of the dramatic.

1z our self-consciouss

{ closer to the

real

» day we'll just go bang, like th
1 wand find we're leading the

wave of the hand

atehing

Subiconsciously he must have been wa
painter, for he suddenly called out

the scene

to him
“Pon't touch at., Mr. Vineent.,” The
painter had just added a pgreat splazh of

vivid vellow to the = “That's exactly right.
Leave it just as it is."

“You know,” he resumed, turning back to
me. “it’s extraordinary the way he's caught m+
idea on this stuff. Of course, he isn't exactlv
an ordinary scene painter. He does easel work,
ton, and they use him here for the little detai's
that require an expert knowiedge of painting:
he does pictures on walls, and articles supposed
to he seen through shop windows—things like
that. But, even so, it's amazing to see how he
adapts himself to this new style. If you could
cos come of the stuff these people are called
upon to do! Not that mine is better, neces-
sarily; simply, the two styles are utterly op

THROWING THE WORKMAN ON
HIS OWN RESPONSIBILITY PRO-
DUCES BETTER SCENERY.

“The way a scene painter usually works is to
take the scene mudel and square it up, inch by
inch, upon the canvas. Then, when he paints it
in, he must follow the coloring and drawing of
the mode! absolutely.”

Parenthetically it might be well to explain
briefly the ‘squaring-up’ process. The artist's
original design is a tiny model of the finished
wene, made to a scale of about 4-inch to the
foot. The scene painter takes this, piece by

piece. and by drawing lines across it divides it
o a network of squares '4-inch across, He
thon divides the large canvas into one-foot
puares and fills these in from the correspong-
squares on the model, thus obtaining a per-
foet enlargement.

‘Here, on the other hand.” Jones continued,
waving his hand toward the black drop, “the
nainter is thrown more or less upon hiz own
esourees, Vincent enlarged this, for example,
rechand, taking no great pains to duplicate
pvery line of mine exaetly. The same with the
painting. He follows the general scheme of the
sriginal, of course, but, not being guided by
the squares, is bound to deviate somewhat in

details.”

‘What is the advantage of that?"”

“Why, he approuches the work with an en-
tirely different attitude. He is responsible not
only for the execution of the work, but partly
for its conception. As a consequence, he takes
W geruine, creative iiterest in it. Besides, he
‘vequently gets accidental or experimental ef-
feets that are better than the original.

“It's all wrong. 1 believe, to assume that the
artist's first design for a scene is perfect, anc
therefore, sacred. After all, a scene is to be
looked at on the stage and not in an artist's
studio. Consequently when it comes to tha
actunl making of the set certain defects are al-
most bound to become apparent that couldn't
possibly be foreseen.”

“Then vou're not always certain of your e’
fects?" 1 asked,

He laughed. *1 There's
no use pretending that we are. There was a
seene in ‘The Happy Ending,' for instance. It
showed a rainbow, and the thing looked beauv-
tiful in the model. But when we got the set
painted, and up—well, that rainbow looked ex-

st !
not.

should Say

Sl

Her face has hecome deadly pale. With
shaking hands she opens the letter and reads
it mechanically, almost without comprehend-
ing what the strange officer has written to her,
the simple peasant woman, Painfully she
puzzles out the handwriting, even to the end,
where it says:

“RBe satisfied, dear madame, that we
mourn him from our hearts! He, a simple
soldier, and yet one of the hest and brav-
e, ~gste now, together with two of his
comrades, far from tha bame soil which
he cultivated, in alien ear.h, yet m & grave
most scrupulously and lovingly cared for.”
“In alien earth.”

She repeats it aloud, as though she must hear
it in order to believe it. She understands first
from those three words that he of whose safe
return she only a few moments ago was s0
confident will never come hack to her.

Her glance wanders vacantly to the child
near by. Her Peterkin an orphan! And he
plays there so innocently and contentedly, with
no idea of what has happened. The burden of
her sorrow is so new. It shows itself at first
in all its harshness, all its cruelty.

She stands there, her apron over her face,
and does not know how long it is befare she
realizes that in spite of her own grief life
atill unfeelingly makes its demands on her.
She collects herself, carefully puts the plough
aside, softly calls the little boy and drives the
horses home. She fills the hay racks, waters
the horses, feeds the cows and pigs and trims
the fire for the midday meal. The children, of
whom the two older ones are at school, will all
be hungry and must have something to eat.
Iirst come the imperious calls of life; after
ward the luxury of grief for the fallen.

When all is finished she goes, taking the little
one by the hand, into the low-ceilinged peasant
living room. With vacant eyes she looks about.
An envelope, with field post paper, lies ready
on the table. Near by are pens and an ink-
stand, two brown paper cartons and a silvery
white tin packing box, in which she had in
tended to send some fresh butter to her hus-
band,

Then it comes over her again, the pain of
her bereavement, in all its keenness and bit-

acily like a slice of watermelon,
done over.

“The point is,” he went on, “scens
architecture. The lines and dimensig
cated on an architect’s plan of 4 building m
be followed implicitly, otherwise the tu:ld:t
wouldn't stand up. DBut that fact js 4 limr
tion, not a virtue. Suppose you eonld & s
the skyline of a bullding overnight if it dlﬂB;
look right when you eame to put it up? he
case of sconery you can do just that, wh"‘l‘“
do it? v

“That, I think, is the outstanding feature o
this so-called ‘new art’ o 10 pair !“"-R-ﬁg',.
hility. a certain & .--Tl‘il}' and impr MPty qualies
that enables it to fit into the drnf‘.mnﬂ-.

It h‘dhh

Ty iy
N8 ing.

3 : las
with a minimum of friction. Wo don't ]:’
.c4 ne out once and for all and then assyme th'
i is beyond change. We experiment, ang l't:r
- )
sna it . . y

ideal arrangement, fr

m  the Scons
point of view—in fact, the only satisfator
one—is the repertoire theatre, with jty .
svonic stiudios. There are plenty of these |,
Europe, and it wouldn't surprise me 4o gee m
In such a theatre the scene designes
weuld be A permanent member of the stafl 1,
the actors and the executive foree, He eould
experinrent, studying the effect of his H’ew,.
in performance, changing it from one day 1
another until he had evolved "'?Ht‘ihing thes
approached what he wanted.” '

He sighed. “It all looks very simple "
easy when it's finished, but you have to worny
pretty hard to get it right, to get it decorative
and harmonious and still not intrusive,

“The best scenery, to my mind,” he contis.
wed, “is virtually invisible. The nearer
comes to fulfilling its proper function the jey
the audience will notice it during the perfom.
ance.”

here.

“You mean that it should merely form a pes.
{oct background for the actors?”

“No; not exactly. The actors are net j»
portant, either. Nor is the deamatist, forthg
matter. It's only the play itself, the gade.
Iving idea, that matters. What iz a dramate
anyhow? Just a man who gets hold of an idy
that's bigger than he Anid he generall
spoils that, .

“What iz holding back the development of
the stage iz the fact that the people concerny

Coatinued on Page ight

TILL'S TOWNSPEOPLE AREN'T
MUCH ON LOOKS, BUT THEIR
CLOTHES MAKE UP
FOR THAT.

o bas .

terness. Now he would need nothing mer
Never again! She would never again be able
to do anything for him. That scems her
the hardest blow of all. Oh, if she could only
once more do something to please him! Se*
bing, she sinks on the bench, throws her armd
in despair on the table and luys her head
on it.

The little boy stands by her, shy and fright
ened. Iz mother in trouble? Softly he Cﬁ_d'
dles up to her, and as she only s0bs more Vi*:
lently and he sees that his efforts at consois-
tioh sze all in vain he turns quietly and pi
tiently agasz to his play and his gayly colored
bucket, He tins!ly clambers on one ol the
wooden stools ana 'ooks for n while 88 the
things which lie on the table,

The pretty white tin packing boX, how ¥
shines and glitters, just like his own little pai
He takes the case down—it is quite t‘f‘-‘rl“zf"
n filling it with the soit.
I jght home

and paszes the tim
dark-brown earth which he has brol
from the ploughed field.
v - .
Three weeks later. )
“It was a pleasure to me |s0 wrote Cap-
tain von Wriskow a second time from ]'f'
station in the Argonne to Peter Kif"""f
widow] to be able to fulfil your urges
wish. Even if your dead husband had
alrendy found in alien earth & tranqul
' i1 will rest

and peaceful sleep, his home sol
v upon him. Your old

all i
To transport the

pastor is qu of
hody, : in n grave &

e more lig
to: Tight
since ‘it does not lie
its own, would not be pr\rmiﬂih[t. IP.ﬂ.
from the fact that it would involve many
difficulties and a good deal of expense.
As the burinl ground in the woods 18
very close to our lines, I eould all the mor¢
ensily grant your request. 1 have ha
the contents of the boxes which you sent
me strewn on the mound, and 1 r!ll-l";
you, as a remembrance, ® phul"!“ﬂl"h b
the grave and its surroundings. May ‘E
be w consolation te you in your griel!
Now the gallant hero and father sleepd
far from the fields to which he was at
tached with a true German Peasan’
Jove—and vet under his own native soll.
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