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They havo no intelligence of their own. The stage managerpull* the strings and they make the appropriate feeaturei. They
even hare to be taught how to kias.on the stage."

"just W^ord-Stuffed, Gesture-Drilled
Automatons. They Don't Think,
Can^t Think.How Much Greater
the Music Hall Artiste Is!" Exclaims
the Girl W'hose Toes Kicked the

Throne From Under Manuel
By GABY DESLYS

(The Parisian Star of the Winter Garden. New York.>
MY good friend George R^rnard *5haw

and f have, oh, no many heart t a 1 k"
ovei the flag** ar it is to-day. He

U a very crr-ai cynic. H<? says to me that
the modern piny is no pood, Then to pro1*"
hi.~ point he writes a play that I say is no
uood, the public pulls It to pieces, hut goes
to f-rr; It juat the name. I do not know whi^h
is the funniest, thn public or my friend Ber¬
nard Shaw.

i do not agree with the temperamental
Monsieur Shaw, hf we French call hiin.
-Non, Tion. It is not the play hut the players
who arr> wrong. I atn sure that I am right,
and I am sure that you will agree with in"
nnd not my cynical friend I speak not from
cynicism, not from bad digestion, but from
»n Intimate knowledge of ih« stage and it*
people
We have never Rotten away, you see, from

the marionette ago. Our first actors wer»»
wooden puppets, who were pulled and jerked
nbout hy strings. They were the jumping
jacks, the Punch and Judys, of the stage.
They wept, danced, smiled and kissed to
order. How ghastly! Think of making love*
irt order! Pouf, never could I do It.
And yet the actor and actress, most of

them, have never gotten away from thh
puppet age. The manager pipes and his men
dance and his women sing to his piping.

Theie if an absolute lack of originality amonp
the stage people to-daj I'nderstand me.
please, I ^xcep'. of course, the fen- great
artist? 'Alio translate, their own ideas, who
think for thprnFclvos; it is just the sharp
contrast they make with the average of
their colleafnifis that makes the latter show
up ho brainless, io unoriginal.
The stage i* overrun with a race of people

who do not think for themelves; they -would
not he allovod to do so if they could, for
only the director is allowed that privilege.
It is, 1 think, what >ou Americans would call
"the man higher tip." who is responsible
for the sad state of affairs And yet. the
a« tnrs are also to blame. Think for a minute.
Nothing is mom easy than to play a small
part at the theatre. The person, the most
stupid in the ^orld. has only to obtain her
part: she studies it; the stage manager
teaches her how to speak every word, how
to make ever> gesture; she can rehearse*
until, like the parrot, Kiie can reel it all off
word by word. She calls herself and the
world also calls her an ar-tress. But I say
she is not an artiste. And there is much
wideness between those two terms.
The actress, taught parrot like, puts noth¬

ing of herself in her part; she does not know
how to. Most often she has nothing to put
in. She has no Impression, no emotion, no
idea. She exerts herself not at all to trant-

"The atagA people are just Iik« the «tag« locomotive. Not real.
Oh, if only tlio locoinotivn would really run oyer the hero tpme
day! See them in moiodrama.three what you call.fake!"

Gaby Deslys Who Pities the "Legitimate" Actors an£
Actresses and Thinks the Music Hail Artists Has So
Much the Better of Them.
Intr her part to the public. She is simply a living, breath
Ing marionette, and that, is all. The only difference be
tween the wooden puppet and this modern actress is that
the latter Is ,.esh and blood.

Mrs. Fiske, who is one of the really great artists of
America, tells me that the hardest thing she encounters
Is to flud au actress who can play the part of being a lady
on the stage! Yet a lady Is always a lady!
How common is it to hear an American girl who ha*

a. speaking pari say: "I do my part just like Maud*
Adams or Ethel Barrymore."

In France I hear girls "say; "Oh, that I might be a.
second Rachel or a Sarah Bernhardt!" This is all wrong.these girls say: "I will be myself, a Marie Fel!r«>
the tirst, a Mary Jones the first, not a second any oue."

[ hope that I make myself plain to you. It is better to
be one's self than to be a monkey or a parrot, actress,made by man.

Why Villains Are
And All A,

Professor wilhelm von licht-
ENSTEIN*. of the University of Her-
Jin, has discovered why villains and

"villaineeses" on the stago hiuI in fiction
are always dark complexloned, with lus¬
trous raven tresses, and why in art all
angels are blonde.

Professor von Uchtenatoin starts right,
out by saying that there ib gruond for the
first belief but. none for the second. All
angels may be blonde, but all blondes are.
not angels.

In the earliest ages man associated all
malign powers with darkness, says the
ProfesBor It was in darkness that the
cave tiger sprang upon him *and In the
darkness that the enemy sought him in
his rocky lair. And so he gradually grew
to think of evil as darkness. Conversely
it was in daylight that hf» was most se¬
cure, The yellow sun, a blonde luminary,
brought him warmth, comfort and life.
So the primitive mind shaped the belief
that evil tbingn wore dark.brunettes, and
that good things -were light.blondes.
When man began 10 personify evil. t<>

write of crll men and women and put'

Always Dark.
ngels Are Blondes

them on the stage, he made them dark
simply because he followed the ancient
line of thought.

But. says the Professor, It Is also tru*
thai there are more wicked brunettes
than blondes. The brunette is chemically
different from the blonde. His liver does
not functionate so well, and he is more
a victim of auto-toxin?. These anto-
toxins disturb hi/< or her brain and lead
ibem to -wickedness.
For exactly the same reason that Satan

was made a brunette and the Prince of
Darkness, the angela have been always
pictured as blondes and "vessels full of
light." There can be, are, and ought, to
be good brunette aogelB. says the Pro¬
fessor, for some of the greatest villains
and "villainesses" in the World hare been
blondes.

"In my opinion," concludes the Profes¬
sor, "the really fatal women are fair
women. I do not mean the fair-haired
woman, with a complexion of milk and
roses -and pretty blue eyes, but the blonde,
t.hiti. sharp, and acid looking."

"Who ii it jets the most interesting liu»ban<i 1 lie music hull
artiste. She leaves the degular actress fit the post because he
is *lire nnj the other is an auto motor!"

I talked myself OTer with my6elf. I decided
that I could never approach the great parts,rbs Phedres. tbo Cellmenes. that 1 could
never rival Bernhardt or Brandes. "Will I
be satisfied." I asked myself, "to play th*
small frog In the big pool?" "Non, non."
I answered, "I will be the big frog in tli»
little pool; I will be myself. CJaby Deslys, of
the music hall."

It was the cold, calculating uatur»i that 1
Inherited from my bourgeoise father that
helped me in my decision.
The actress, lor instance, who learns by

tote how to take tbo part of an ingenue is
invariably given that part, even alter she
has become a grand mother! The nrtiste of
(ho music hall never plays the same part
Tor more than a week at a time, and perhapsdoes not play that part twice the same way.And yet each presentation must be one that
wins her audience.
There are many sides to the question a.« to

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
herself more important in every way, and.
alas, the world agrees with her as a rule.
The music hall artiste is considered declasse.
1 admit that the legitimate actress may havo
more respectability, but we of the halls hav>-
more art, and of the two I prefer the last.
I pity the legitimate actress.
The artiste of the halls has a greater charm

and fascination for the masculine sex than
the ordinary actress of the Htage. Look a».
the ease with which these artistes liav«
walked away with the dukes and lords of
Kngland. The merry little sprite of tha
*nuill stage makes the stiff-jointed puppet of
the large tttage look like-- or.what you
would call thirty cents, one franc and a half!
And why? Is it because we make much

money? Xon. non. K is because we are such
iborough artistes. We know how to inter¬
pret a man's moods as well as our parts
We know how to portray emotion because
we make ourselves feel emotion. We do not
weep crocodile tears, but. real suit tears.
We are not artificial. We are not given our
parts bv a director and told how to play

them. Never, never have 1 kissed by order!
Never, nover have I made love as the director
pulled his string! Pouf! It would be im¬
possible.

It is not the director's idea that we giv«
our public, it in our own idea.

1 do fully believe that, the majority of men
would rather spend fifteen days at. .Deauville
with the Mile, f'hic that. I portray than with
Phedro or Camille. They are much more
interested in the sprightly love making of
the little Mile, Chic than in the wooden suf¬
ferings of Phedre and Camille. The men
look at me and sigh, and say: "There, that
is the way I. too, could be happy." There-
torr>, I flatter this interior dream. T make
eaeli man feel, as he watches me playing my
part on the stage, that be is alone with me
«t "Deauville. and for the half hour he is
supremely happy.

Fs this not art? Making myself so like the
ronl character that each man thinks that I
live for and love him alone? Ft is thin art of
the mu-sic hall artiste tha't makes her sough?
in marriage by the wealthy and titled men
or Kngland
What can there be more futile from an

artistic viewpoint than the modern matine**
idol. Hon I"! i le is nothing but a rack on
which the costumer hangs his wares, and his
head a vacuum in which the director poura
his own ideas. A mau of straw mentally.
Yet all the feminine theatregoers fall down
and worship him.
A few actors and actresses make a great

deal of money. A few of thein because, like
Mrs. Klske, they are really great artists; the
others because the public cannot tell the dif¬
ference between puppets and real people.
Tho lesser actresses and workers earn only
enough to live on, uot enough for the luxuries
without which woman is unhappy. Thes«
women to have their own money, must all
look to some man for It. Wrong, wrong.
There is no economic difference between
any women who have to look to a man for
support But oh. what a difference be¬
tween these two and the artiste who maken
enough of' herself to earn her own jewels
and motors. And yet. w<* nr» despised of
ether women. Pouf!
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''Behold the matinee idol at lie i«. Behold the fcol)«h worship¬ping maids who think they see a hero And do not know they nro
only in love with ju»t aii empty Suit of clothes."


