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“They hava no intelligence of their own. Tha atags manager
pulls the strings and they make the appropriate yestures. They
even have to be taught how to kiss—on the stage.”

*Just Word-Stuffed, Gesture-Drilled
They Don’t Think,
Can’t Think--How Much Greater
the Music Hall Artiste Is!” Exclaims
the Girl Whose Toes Kicked the

Automatons.

Throne From Under Manuel

By GABY DESLYS

(The Parislan Star of

W zood friend Grorge Bernard Shaw
znd [ have. ol, %0 many heart talkz
over the elage ae it i In.dav, He

it & very greal eynle. He savys to me that

the modern play s no good
b

Then to prove
118 point he writes a play that 1 eay Is no
sood, the pubile pulie it te pieces, hut poes
to serc it juat the pame. [ do not know which
i= the tfunniest, the public or my friend Ber
nard Shaw

i do not agree with the temperamenial
Mongicur Shaw, ar we French call him,
Non, non, 1t {5 nat tha piay but the playvers
vwho are wrong., | am sure that I am right,
and I em sure that you will agree with me
and not my evnical friend. [ speak not from
cynfeiem, not from bad digestion, but from
an intimate knowledge of the stage and ita
people

We have never golten away, vou see, from
the marlonette age, Our first actors were
wooden puppets, who were pulled and jerked
about by stringe. They were the jumping
lacke, the Punch and Judys, of the gtage.
Ther wept, danced, smiled and Xissed tn
arder. How ghastly! Think of making love
to arder! Poul, never conld 1 do It,

And yet the acior and aciress, most aof
them., have never golten away from thias
nuppet aga. ‘The manager pipes and his men
dance and his women sing to his

piping.

Winter Garden, New York.)

There ie an absolute lack of originality among
the stage prople to-daj I"'nderstand me,
please, | except, of course, the faw greal
artiste who translate their own ideas, who
think for themselves; it is just the sharp
contrast they malke with the average of
their colleagues that makes the latter show
1ip #o brainiess, 30 unoriginal.

The stage i= overrun with a race of peopls
whn do not think for themeives; they would
not be allowed to do so il they could, for
ouly the director is allowed that privilege.
I is, 1 think, v 1 Americans would call
“the man higher up,” who is responsible
for the sad state of affairs. And vet the
actors are also to blame. Think for a minute.
Nothing is more easy than to play a small
prart at the theatre. The person, the mos:
atupid in ihe world, hus only to obtain her
part, she studles ir; the stage manager
tearhes her how 10 speak every word, how
tn make every gasture: she can rehiearsa
until, like the parrot, she can reel it all off
word by word, She calls herself and the
world also calls her an actress. But | gay
she i not an artiste, And there is much
wideness betweon those two terms.

The actress, taught parrot like. puts noth-
Ing of nerself in her part; she does not know
how to. Mest often she has nothing to pu!
in, She has no Impression. no emotion, nn
idea. She exerts hersell nol at all to trans-
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| THE STAGE IS FILLED[E-
WITH BRAINLES!

PUPPETS

e e

Gaby Deslys Who Pities the ‘Legitimate” Actors and
Actresses and Thinks the Music Hall Artists Has So
Much the Better of Them.

late her part to the public. She iz plmply a living, breath-
Ing marionette, and that is all. The only difference be-
tween the wonden puppet and this modern actress is that
the latter Is esh and blood.

Mrs, Fiske, who is one of the really great artisis of
America, tells me that the hardest thing she encounters
12 to find au actress who can play the part of belng a lady

* on the stage! Yet a lady is always a lady!

How common is it to hear an American girl who has
a speaking parl say: I do my part just llke Maude
Adams or BEthel Barrrmore.' ¥

ln T'rance I hear girls 'say: “Oh, that T might be a
second Racliel or a Sarah Bernhardt!" This is all wrong.
T.et these girla say: “I will be myself, a Maris Iolice
the first, & Mary Jones the first, not a second any one."”

[ hope that T make myself plain to you. It is better ta
hn one's self than fo be a monkey or a ‘parrot actress,
made by man,

‘“Who is it gets the most interesting husband? The music hall

artiste. She leaves the degular actress at the post because he

is alive and the other

I talked myself over with mvself. T declded
that I could never approach the great paris.
the Phedras, the Celimenes, that 1 could
never rival Bernhardt or Brandes. “Will |
be satisfied,” T asked mymelf, “to play the
small frog In the big pool?' *“Non, non.”
I answered, “I will be the big frog in the
lttle pool; T will be myself, Gaby Deslys, of
the music hall.”

1t was the cold, calculaling natura that 1
inherited from my bourgeoise father that
kelped me in my decision.

The actress, 1or Instance, who learns by
rote how to take the part of an Ingenue is
invariably given that part, even after she
has become i grand mother! The urtiste of
the music hall never plays thie same part
for more than a week at a time, and perhaps
does not play that part twice the same way.
And vet each presentation must be one that
wins her audience,

There are many sides {o the question as tn
which is the greater actress. the music hall
artiste or the flesh and blood puppet of the
stage. ‘The actress, so called, looks down on
the actress of the music hall. She considers
hersell more important in avery way, and,
2las, the world agrees with her as a rile.
The music hall artiste is considered declasse.
1 admit that the legitimate actress may have
more respectability, but wa of the halls hav
more art, and of the two T prefer the last.
I plty the legitimate actress.

‘The artiste of the halls has a greater charm
and fascination for the masculine sex than
the ordinary actress of the stage. Look at
the ease with which these artistes hava
wallked away with the dukes and lords of
Fingland., The merry little sprite of the
=mull stage makes the stiff-jointed puppet of
the large #tage look lke-cr—what vyon
would call thirty c¢ents, one frane and a half!

And why? TIs L because we make much
moiuey? XNon, non. 1t is because we are such
thorough artistes, We know how to inter
aret, a man’'s moods as well as our parts
We know liow Lo poriray emotion because
we make ourselves feel cmotion. We do not
weep crocodile tears, but recal salt tears,
We are not artificial. "We are not given our
parts bv a director and told how to play

MATEY ARV, RULERER

“The stagn people are just like the stage locomotive. Not real.
Oh, if only the locomotiva would really run over the hero jsqmse
day! Seco them in melodrama—three what you call—fake!
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ENSTEIN, of the University of lor-

lin, hag discovered why villains and
“villainegses” on the stage and in fiction
are always dark complexioned, with lus  thal thers are more wicked brunettes
than blondes. 'The hrunette s chemically
different. from the blonde. T1is liver does
not functionate so well, and he {8 more
These aulo-
toxing disturb his or her brain and lead

P ROFESSOR WILHELM VON LICHT-

irous raven tresses, and why in art all
angels are blonde.

Professor von Lichtenstein starvts right
out by saying that there 18 gruond for the
first belief but none for the second. All
angels may be blonde, butl all blondes are
not angels.

In the earliest ages man assoclated all
mallgn powers with darkness. says the
Professor
cave tiger sprang upon him ‘and in the
darkness that the enemy sought him in light." There can be, are, and ought to
hig rocky lair. And so he gradually grew
to think of evil as darkness. Conversely
, it was in daylight that he was most se-
praiceaiies  cure, The yellow sun, a blonde luminary,
1 ¥ brought hlm warmth, comfort and life.
So the primitive mind shaped the belief sor, “the really fatal women are fair
that evil things were dark—brunettes, and
that good things were light—blondes.

When man began (0 personify evil. to
write of eril men and wemen aud puf

Why Villains Are Always Dark--
And All Angels Are Blondes

them on the stage. he made them dark
simply hecausn hie followed

line of thought.

a vietim of auto-toxine.

them to wickedneas.

It was in darknoss that the

blondes. £
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the ancient

Buf, says the Professor, it 13 also trus

For exactly the same reason that Satan
was made a brunetie aod the Prince of
Darkoess, the angelds have been alwaya
pictnred as blondes and “vessels full of

be good brunette auvgels, 2aye the Pro-
fessor, for some of the greatest villaing
and “villainesses” in the world have been

“In my opinion,"” concludes the Profes-

women. [ do not mean the fair-haired
woman, with a complexion of milk and
roses and pretly blue eyas, but the blonde
ihin. sharp, and acid lopking.”
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“Behold the matinea idol as he is. Behold the fooljsh wor;hip
ping maids who think they see a hero and do not know they ara
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an auto motor!"

them. Neaver, never have 1 klssed by order!
Never, nover have T made love as the director
pulled his siring! Pouf! 1t would ba im-
possible.

It iz not the director’'s idea that we give
our public, it is our own idea.

1 do fully belleve that the maljority of men
would rather spend fifteen davs at Deauville
with (he Allle. Chic that T portray than with
Phedre or Camille, They are much more
interested in the sprightly love making of
the Httie Mlle. Chic than in the weoaden suf-
forings of Pheidre il Camille, The men
lool ol me and sigh, and sav:  “There, that
is the way I, too, conld he haopy.” There-
tore, T flatter this interlor dream, T make
cach man rfeel, as he watehes me plaving my
part on the sitage, that he it alone with me
at Deanville, and for the half honr he is
stiipremely happy.

Iz this not art? Making mysell so like the
real character that aach man thinks that |
live for and love him alone? It is thig art of
the music kall artiste that makes her sought
in marrlage by the weaithy and titled men
of England

What can there he more futile from an
artistic viewpoint than the modern matine®
idol. Pouf! He is nothing but a rack on
which the costumer hangs his wares, and hia
head & vacuum in which the director poura
his own ideas. A man of straw mentally.
Yer all the feminine theatregoers fall down
nnd worship hin.

A\ few actors and actreseses male a great
dewl of money, A few of them beecause, like
Mrs, Fislkie, they are really greal artists: the
others because the public cannot tell the dif-
ference between puppets and real people.
The lesser aclresses and workers earn onlv
enongh to 11ve on, not enough for the luxuries
without wnich woman is unhappy. Thesa
women to have thelr own money, must all
look to some man for it Vrong, wWroog.
There is no economic difference hetween
any wonien who Bave to look to a man for
support But oh, what a diiference he-
tween these two and the artiste who maken
ecnpugh of herself to earn her own jawela
and motors Anid yet we are despized of
other women, Pouf!

SO\

.“

only in love with just an empty Suit of clothes.”
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