
ager wants to save money on his cast. He may be
spending it recklessly on the scenery and costumes;
but when it comes to the company, he will save!
The Stage Manager has to secure an amicable wise
settlement of this problem.
Then comes the matter of the scenery. If the con¬

tracts for this have already been given out,.and
very often they have before the Stage Manager is en¬
gaged,.he has to see that the scene painters and
carpenters are making the scenery so that it will be
practicable for the requirements of the book. It is
likely not so at first, as scene makers have a habit of
going ahead without paying much attention to the
necessary floors, gateways, and similar entrances.
The Stage Manager has sent out his call for a cho¬

rus, and the applicants begin to arrive. Of course,
the requisites in a chorus girl are voice, appearance,
and ability to dance, or at least to learn. Easy to
obtain? If you were a Stage Manager, you would
know better. It is practically impossible to find all
three of these good points combined in one indi¬
vidual. When the miracle does occur, the person so
blessed ceases to be a chorus girl. But finally the
chorus.say forty-eight girls and sixteen men.is se¬

lected, and the cast has been chosen, and everything
is in readiness for rehearsals.

So far there has been no actual warfare. The
musical director is teaching the chorus their music,
and the Stage Manager is studying the book a little
more carefully. Unknown to the author, he has by
this time settled on some changes that absolutely
must be made, and is preparing to have them made.
If the author refuses to make them, the Stage Man¬
ager must ask the manager to have somebody else
do it.

At the First Rehearsal

I^OW comes the first real tug of war. The prin-
cipals are brought together for their first re¬

hearsal. Up to this "time few if any of them.except,
of course, the star.have seen their parts or know
anything about them, except in a most general way.
Now they come to the theater.
The Stage Manager is sitting at a little table in the

center of the bare stage, near the footlights. His
face is furrowed with frowns. He knows what is
coming. The company draw up chairs in a semi¬
circle about his table. He knows most of them, and
they speak the time of day cordially. The Stage
Manager introduces the author and composer, who
are properly proud, and then hands out the parts.
"What!" exclaims the soubrette, disdainfully

looking at the typewritten script given to her.
"What! Only so long?"

"I beg your pardon, Miss Flash." says the Stage
Manager quietly. This means,

" Well, if you don't
like it, you know what you can do!"
The soubrette flounces into her chair, voicing her

protest against such an insult to her position in the
profession to the tenor, who sits by her side and is
equally outraged by the part he has received.

" Let's read the book now, ladies and gentlemen,"
says the Stage Manager.
And it is done. There is silence throughout the

hurried reading. The company does not seem en¬
thusiastic about the piece. The author is wilting.
The composer smiles serenely. Wait till they hear
his music! he thinks. Then the reading is finished,
and.after that the deluge!
The company, from star down to the humble pos¬

sessor of a two-line speech, cluster round the Stage
Manager.

"Say, what do they think, giving me a part like
this?"

"There isn't a laugh in my part!"
"Only ten 'sides'! Two scenes, and neither of

'em any good!"
"If the music isn't any better."
"Where's the manager? If he thinks I'd play a

part like this."
"Say, old man, on the level, am I expected to be

funny with such stuff as this?"
Bang! Bang! It is the Stage Manager, smiting

the table with his fist to secure order. The hubbub
ceases.

" Ladies and gentlemen, now that you have all de¬
cided that you don't wish to play the parts assigned
to you, suppose you all return them to me, go over to
the manager's office, ami resign. Otherwise, we
shall now begin rehearsing. Opening chorus over!
Enter So and So!"

The Kickers Subdued
T IKE a flock of sheep following the bell wether, the
^ company stampede.but not to resign. No, to
work. There is a rustling of the pages of the parts,
and in five minutes things are moving as smoothly as

though the company had been rehearsing a week.
The Stage Manager, with the book in hand, is here,
there, everywhere, showing the actors where they
are supposed to enter and leave the stage, placing
chairs to mark doors, houses, and trees, leading the
soubrette across the stage by her arm, to meet the
tenor; in fact, acting the entire piece for them. By
noon he has taken them through the first act two or
three times, and they have obtained a smattering of
what it is all about. By this time it has occurred to
some of them that there are possibilities in their r61es.
Others have made up their minds that their parts are

hopeless. At any rate, the impossible has been ac¬

complished. The thing has begun!
By the end of another day two members of the

company have quit and others show that they are

entirely incompetent to play the parts they have
been cast for. The Stage Manager's duty it is to get

rid of these people. He hates to do it, for incompe¬
tent people are generally touchy; but it must be done
now or never. So he has to lead them aside and
break the news gently to them. Maybe there are
tears, if it is a woman, or profanity, if it is a man;
but finally it's done, and new persons are selected for
the parts.

Handling the Author and Composer
A LL this time the musical director has been teach-

ing the chorus the music. Now the Stage Man¬
ager has to take them at least part of the day to teach
them the "business" of the numbers. Here he im¬
mediately finds more trouble. It has been growing
more and more evident daily that some of the num¬
bers will not go. This is a hard thing to determine in
advance of a production; but a frightfully bad song
can be spotted without question.
The author and composer are told, gently and

apologetically, that such and such a number hasn't
a chance of success, and of course they take it un¬

pleasantly. Finally, however, they promise to write
a new one. This means that the Stage Manager must
look around for an interpolated number; for, no
matter how accomplished an author and a composer
are, it is seldom that they will be able to suit a mem¬
ber of the company with a new song, once they have
given him one he does not like. No, write as they
may, the Stage Manager in all probability must look
to an outsider for the right song. More trouble for
him.
As to the rearrangement of the songs, it is per¬

fectly plain that they cannot go as they are now laid
out. The Ponies are needed in certain numbers for
which they cannot make changes of costume in the
time now allotted by the distribution of scenes.

Again the author and composer are argued with.
By this time they are "up in the air," as the saying
has it. More trouble for the Stage Manager. He
must settle this. Either the pair must be brought
around, or their consent obtained to have some one
else make the necessary changes.
About this time, too, the costumes are being cut

into shape. They are being fitted to the girls of the
chorus. Just as this period is reached, it becomes
absolutely necessary to discharge three or four girls.
This means that, unless others exactly of their size
can be obtained, new costumes must be made. The
manager does not like this. He and the Stage Man¬
ager have an argument. The Stage Manager threat¬
ens to quit if he is interfered with, and the manager,
being a wise man, decides to leave him alone.
And so it goes. People resign, are discharged, re¬

main absent for a week, forget to learn things, do
everything wrong in every possible way. And what¬
ever goes wrong it is the Stage Manager's province
to straighten it out.

The Man Who Does It All
nnOWARD the end of the rehearsals it becomes nec-

essary for all concerned to work night and day.
The Stage Manager eats in the theater. He talks,
corrects, scolds, blames, until he can scarcely whis¬
per. He dances with the awkward ones, trying to
teach them the simplest steps, until he can hardly
move one foot after the other. He acts every part;
he sings every song. He changes the book, chops out
whole pages at a time, writes in cues that the author
forgets; in fact, he is and does everything. He
must be chorus singer, showgirl, star, soubrette, scene

painter, costumer, musician, everything from top to
bottom of the entire works.
By this time argument has no place in his system.

There is no time for argument. \Vhat he gets must
be the result of demands, hurriedly given, quickly
obeyed. He is a martinet. And then, as the mo¬
ment arrives for the consummation of all this work,
the dress rehearsal, the tide changes. All see that he
is bringing order out of chaos. They begin to appre¬
ciate what the Stage Manager has done. They tell
him what a great man he is. But he brushes them
all away.
The dress rehearsal is an all-night affair. Anyone

who has ever been present on suc h an occasion knows
what it is like. And after it is over, and the company
has gone home for a little sleep, the Stage Manager
is still about, making more changes, the inevitable
eleventh-hour changes, so as to be ready for a short
last rehearsal prior to the opening performance.Then the opening! Let us hope it is successful.
If it is, there are cries of "Author! Author!" and
the men who wrote the book and music.originally.
bow to the audience and receive their cheers. The
Stage Manager! Why doesn't he come out? He
wouldn't look well, in his unshaven face, with bleary
eyes and unkempt hair. Besides, he is too busy back
on the stage, trying to get twenty incompetent scene
shifters to put up a whole scene in two minutes when
they have never set eyes on it before.
And when it is all over, he goes home to bed, so

tired he cannot sleep. He must, however; for to¬
morrow there is. Well, let the morrow take care
of itself!

So goes the merry life of the man who "realizes"
musical comedies. The picture I have sketched is
not, many will bear me witness, a whit overdrawn.
In fact, words cannot adequately describe the four
or five weeks of rehearsal through which every such
dramatic production must go before it is ready for
the public. The management of so complicated an
affair is, I truly believe, one of the most difficult
tasks that a man can devise for himself. I have par¬
ticipated in many of them, have watched many a

Stage Manager wear himself to a frazzle, trying to
whip things into a success, and each time, when it

was all over, I have had to take off my hat in ad¬
miration of the man who could do it.

Only a Few of Them
T HAVE had to take off my hat to only a few men

on such occasions, at that. For there are only a
few in the country to-day who can successfully carry
a musical comedy through its various stages of in¬
cubation and launch it, completely hatched, on its
career as a fledgling. To put it broadly, I should say
that there are fifteen men who can, possibly, stage a
musical comedy thoroughly in every detail. There
are not more than ten who can certainly do it. When
you stop to consider that there are from fifty to
seventy-five musical comedies produced in Xew
York and Chicago every season, you can easily fig¬
ure out the amount of work each one of these ten
must do.
The Stage Manager supply is, indeed, so limited,

that now and then a musical comedy star conceives
the brilliant idea that they are all overworked, and
that if he wishes to have his piece well put on the
stage he must do it himself. When this happens
there is sure to be something worth seeing.

Three or four years ago one of the best known
stars undertook to do without the services of a Stage
Manager. It was a hilarious occasion for those not
too seriously concerned in the matter; but for those
intimately connected with it there was no joy per¬
ceptible. By the end of the first week the star had
taught the entire company to act like him, had tried
to rewrite the book three or four times, had dis¬
charged the musical director and most of the chorus,
and was so nervous that he could scarcely tell which
act he was rehearsing. In attending to the details of
stage management he would forget his lines, and
in picking up his lines would forget the stage man¬

agement.
At the end of the second week he gave it up and

called in a real Stage Manager, who discharged most
of the remainder of the company, took the star into
the property room and talked seriously to him, put
the nook back into somewhere near the condition it
had originally been, and brought the piece to a suc¬
cessful opening in a fortnight. If the star had con¬
tinued as Stage Manager, I doubt if the play would
ever have been produced.

Richard Burnside on Vacation
TN the ranks of the musical comedy Stage Managers

there is no more indefatigable worker than
Richard H. Burnside, last season responsible for the
gigantic productions at the Xew York Hippodrome,
and for several years previous general Stage Manager
for the Shuberts. Few men have ever done as much
in connection with any one production as he did with
the Hippodrome show; for ne not only created every
detail of the complex pictures, but he wrote the en¬

tire entertainment from beginning to end, "Sporting
Days," "The Battle in the Clouds," and all, and con¬
ceived and arranged the great ballet of the birds.
"Yet I declare," he said, recently, "putting that

whole show on, and handling the four hundred people
in it, wasn't a circumstance to staging the average
musical comedy. I had no stars to combat, no au¬
thors to worry me, no anybody but myself. It was
a vacation. I'd like to do nothing but such things as
that!"

Burnside's idea of a vacation would strike some

people as odd. Working from fourteen to eighteen
hours a day for three months does not, somehow,
seem the ideal way of resting. But work is Burnside's
joy. He is a bundle of nerves, this thin, blue eyed
young person. Nervous energy fairly flashes from
him and affects everyone around him. From the
moment he takes charge of the rehearsals of a musi¬
cal play until the curtain has fallen on the last scene
of the opening performance he is absolutely tireless.
I have seen him, on a hot summer day, when he had
been rehearsing the company "off their feet" since
morning, insist «>n their coming back in the evening
and keeping at it until away into the middle of the
night. The company would have been in open
mutiny but for the energy of Burnside. It was in¬
fectious, and nobody seemed to notice the fatigue so

long as he himself showed no sign of it.
He is as changeable as he is nervous. I recall a

piece of which he was part author, called "Fascinat¬
ing Flora." The final to the first act was a mock
grand opera effect. Hours and hours, days and days,
had been spent on getting it into shape. Louis Har¬
rison, Adele Ritchie, Frederic Bond, Ada Lewis, and
others of the principals were in it, and all the chorus.
Gustave Kerker had written most elaborate music
for it, and the orchestration had all been made. In
fact, it was the day before the piece was to open.

All day the company had been rehearsing this
finale, and it finally looked as though it was letter
perfect. Burnside turned to me and said:

"I don't think that finale is any good."
"Why not?"
"I don't know; but it isn't. Hold on, everybody!"
This to the company, who, tired out, were getting

ready to go home, satisfied that at last they had per¬
fected the difficult finale. The company stopped
wonderingly, and Burnside said:

"We're not going to do that finale, after all.
We'll just end the act with the march at the close
of it. Come on, let's run through the march a couple
of times!"

Before anyone had time to protest, Burnside was
in the thick of the crowd, piloting people through
some march convolutions his mind was figuring out,
singing the tune at the top of his rasping voice. And

Continued on page 17


