“STRANDED.”

To the dog—‘‘Gee! Trixic, it's a long walk to dear old Broadway.
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“CLOSED.”
.

ERT LEVY, the popular cartoon-
is 1 New York Morning
legrap has become famous
oug it United States W)
artoo s of vaudeville life., which
appeared CVer) Sunday for
=1 1w CUre I1is work has been
eprinted oftener than the
K of any other New York news-

e artis T in addision to the

fact that his personality 4 familiar to

theatergoers of over sixty cltles in
America, has given him an enviable
Vvogue 1§ his country,

Bert Levy Is & Jew, an intense lover
of the art and traditions of his race,
and his ambition in life is to ledve be-
hind Lhim some record of this aspect of

his neture, His ilipstrations for BEzra

Bruduys' “The Pugitive,” which he ex-
ecuted for The Call some two years
ago, was his first work on American

soll and gave Eastern editors some idea
of the power and depth of feeling his

work conveys. By birth Bert levy i
an Australian. To use the artist's own
words

“1 mever did any work of muech im-

portance in my native land, for 1 could
net make myself understood there; in &
word, there was not scope for my
secret ambition, which was to illustrate
the pathetic and serious side of my
rare, All T did out there was to draw
libels on my coreligiouists—allcged hu-
moroys jokes on Jews for the Eydney
Buylletin. 1 was also the artist of The
Leader, the weekly journal of the pow-
erful Melbourne Age.

“4All this time I was nursing my am-
bition te do good work, so I studied
quietly and persistent!y, and when 1|
exhifb@® my serious studies to the
prominent Jews of New York, well—I'm
grateful to America for the kind way
in which it has received me. Oscar
Strauss, Jacob Schiff, Jacob Adler and
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meny other great and prominent Jews
have encouraged me to continue my
wovk and lectures on Jewish art and
affairs. I have now spoken from the
pulpits of over thirty synagogues and
no words can express my gratitude for
the kindness shown me by the differ-
ent rabbis and congregations.”

Tire New York Telegraph will shortiy
publish in beek formn “Bert Levy's Car-
toons,” being fifty-four drawings of the
last year, "But,” remarked the artist,
“my heart is set on the romlnf nl?ro-
ductions of my Ghetto studiesf beinig a
record of my work among the wonder-
ful types of the great Jewish quarter—
the East Side of New York, This is
my real work; vaudevilie to me is but
a side jssue.

“My father was a German Jew of no
education, but @ man of deep emotions,
Between us there was\a strong bond of
sympathy, too strong for expression,
and we spent many Rours talking of
his Mfe. 1 was once speaking of my
father: to a well-known New York
rabbl, and 1 told him that I had never
felt like a real Jew until he died. The
rabbl remarked: ‘You are probably the
reincarnation of your father's ldeals,
You are trying to tell in black and
white what he couldn't put fnto words,
The memory of your father will help
you to achieve ff-ln‘t.'

“1 belleve that he is right,”

By Bert Levy

HE average audience, well rested
and with ite stomach lined with
good, warm, wholesome food, sits
in judgment ypon the perform-

anece on the first day of each week.
It leans back in comfortable, soft
chaire and faces the stage with an an-

tagonistic “well-you've-got-to-show-
me”  alr that chills the ecnterprising
vaudevillian to the bone,

During my travels hundreds of men
and women in private life haye said to
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The manager has just sent a note to say that his act is bad and that he had better quit.

me: “I'm 'h\lking of going into vaude-
ville; it seems an easy way of making
money, and such a nice life, too!"

T wish I could adequately describe to
vaudevilie aspirants the atmosphere of
the stage during the first performance
of a new bill.

Oh, that array -of unfriendly faces
that lines the wings to “look over the
new act,” Some one has said that.the
performer’'s most difficult audience is
made up of the people of his
own kind, Martin Beck, the man-
ager of the Orpheum 'clreuit, evi-
dently thinks this is trye, or
he would not have signed the set of
rules hanging in each dressing-room,
one of which reads: “Performers arec
requested to stay in thelr dressing-
reoms until called for thely act, as art-
ists are naturaily nervous If watched
from the wings by fellow-performers.”

The performer who has been in the
business twenty years or more I8 just
as easlly hugt by the unfriendly criti-
clsm of “profs” or the flymen or stage
hands as he was when he put in his
first week at the business.

Oné of the first and most essential
things the vaudeville aspirant should
learn is to tear from his heart the last
shred of sentiment and to substitute in
its place a determination to absorb and
become an integral part of that
atmosphere which goes to make up a
new and strange life. A refined man
or woman of sensitive feelings will lead
an unhappy life among *“two-a-day”
folk until he Jearns that life is one big
vaudeville show, and that nothing mat-
ters. Happiness comes only when he
has ceased to worry over his place on
the bill; but it is enly after long years
that the intelligent performer drags
the demon of petty jealousy from his
sou! and is content just to “make
good.”

1 myself have been only sixty weeks
in vaudeville, and yet I long dozens
of times & week to hurry miles away
from the *“show shop,” out on the
hills or among the big trees, where
the small disputes as to the locations
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of dressing-rooms, the place on the hill
and the hundred and one other tiifles
that worry “two-a-day” folk may
seem like myths. The hest antidote to
the opinfon of the stage hands anent

the demerits of one's act is a spring

morning down by the seashore, where
every hreaker seems to be roaring, “"Oh,
forget it!"

But the audience?

Does it ever stop to think about the
pathetic side of the artist’s life in vaude-
ville? Does it realize that while it is
sleeping the performer is speeding hun-
dreds—thousands—of miles from the
north, south, east and west to be on
time to entertain 1t? Does it realize
that the frail young gir! who looks so
attractive in her fresh makeup has
been sitting in a chalrcar all night
and has reached the theater just half
an hour before she smilingly dashes
on to sing “He's a Cousin of Mine,"” or
“Somewhere the Sun is Shining”?
Should that frail young thing show
any evidences of fatigue, or, in theater
phrase, shomld she fail to “make good,”
the audience would never forgive nor
forget her,

And the merry, rollicking Bung broth-
ers! How the house shrieks when one
of them wallops the other across the
head with 2 bladder. The Bungs have
made a two-thousand-mile “jump,” and
Jald off a week to do it. They have
worked just three weeks in seven, and
the only things they recelve regularly
are laughter and applause. Of course,
this is not the fault of the audience,
but I submit, nevertheless, that it is
the pathetic side of vaudeville. 8

The public has a Wrong estimate of
the vaudeville performer of today. It
im an estimate born of the time when
this class of artist worked only In the
variety houses and tenderl resorts.
But today the man with a red nose and
green whiskers who entertains a cold
audience twice a day is probably an
ex-Harvard student who knows his
Homer and Plato and has per! for-
gotten more than the average member
of the audience ever Knew.

The

San Francisco Sunday Call.
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“Many the time I'VE brought down the old house.”

billed all over town and the “man and
dog™ act which opens the show in “one”

T have found hearts of oak and
hearts of gold among people in vaude-
ville, T have met many men and wo-
men who are fitted to fill almost any

sition on the stage, Here you find
he eold actor clinging to the vehicle
(In sketch form) which gained him ap-
plause a quarter of a century ago.
Here s the fat and prosaic serio-
comic, grown gray in the service ex-
cept for that helpful blond wig, There
are few notes left In her voice. but she
is conscientlous-—she tries to sing the
new songs, - Oh, the types—books full
of them!

‘It §8 in vaudeville as /in life; the

good people suffer because of the bad.

The man is a blase person who has
probably listened "for a quarter of a
centyry te people of medium ability
by whom his life has been transformed
into a veritable nightmare,

1 was walking with a msnager the
other day and as we neared the the-
ater he turned pale and started back.
“For heaven's sake, let's take a (urn
around the block,” he exclaimed agl-
tatedly. “There's Miss " (mention-
ing one %of the artistes on the hill),
“she’ll keep  me two hours launching
complaints.” We took the walk, for
that one woman (she was divorced
from a blacklaced /comedian) caused
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consternation among aill the managers
on the circuit Even the stage man-
ager's dog hid under the switchboard
at the “prompt” entrance when she en-
tered the stage door, This performer
spends most of her spare time showing
lawyers' letters to managers. Itls peo-
ple of this type who have gained for
the performer thie enmity of the aver-
age manager. y

The vaudeville artist is, in my opin-
lon, on the lowest rung of the the-
atrical ladder. Even ,the stage door-
keeper's contempt for the performer is
obvious. It is a study !n itself. The
first thing the men and women of the
new bill proceed to do on thelr ar-
rival iz to make friends with the auto-
crat of the house-—the doorkeeper.
But the doorkeeper's trigid stare as the
goubrette gushingly blds bhim “Good
morning, dearle,” would freeze. any-
thing human, for the doorkeeper is
uspally & man whe has been disap-
pointed in life. He has triec every-
thing he can to in an honest liv-
ing. and in sheer despair has taken to
guarding the door of nontheatrical
people's paradise.

He seems to blame all, actors and

.actresses, for hiz failure, and so pro-

ceeds to “hand it down" to them. Te
him the pompous headliner who is

look alike. and when the former, in-
flated with importance, stalks to the
stage door the doorkeeper stares ‘va-
cantly at him and inquires in his most
scathing tones, “Are you on this week—
what's your name?”

The young man in society whe scores
a tremendous hit at the evening party
where private theatricgls are the thing
and where the  audience consists of
twelve dear friends who are -persuad-
ing him to adopt Lthe stage shoula wike
a few days' course In regular vaude-
ville to get cured and stay cured.
There is nothing more obnoxlous. to an
esthetic soul than to be greeted with
the remark, “Have you been on ye*?”
as you come from the stage covered
with perspihration from twenty-iive
minutes’ ynsuccessful effort to rais¢ a
Jaugh from a ceold audlence: or per-
haps if the act should go well, re-
celving half a dozen encares, to have
& jealous dressing-room mate “hand it
out te you" with the words, “Say, old
man, they certainly don't ynderstand
you here. You went much better in
Superlior, Wisconsin.” &
“ But, after all, vaydevillians are just
simple children of natural instincts
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