
Vodvil and Legit 
By EDMUND PEARSON 

I N the old days of "Puck" there were 
a great many pictures, usually by 
Opper, of the actor parading the 

Rialto—or Broadway. He wore a rusty 
tall hat, and a long overcoat with 
shabby astrakhan at the collar and cuffs. 
His face was gaunt and his chin not re
cently shaven, but he carried himself 
with a magnificent strut. This, because 
he had "once played with Booth." He 
was very contemptuous toward folk 
whom he called "low-down variety 
fakers." 

If this person ever existed, he is prac
tically extinct today. Opper's drawings 
were, of course, largely caricature, or at 
best he dealt with the ham actor who 
was himself something of a faker, like 
the leading character in Mr. Marc Con
nolly's recent play "The Wild Man of 
Borneo." The great and really success
ful actors have usually fought their way 
up from the humblest beginnings, and 
are sympathetic toward all their brother 
and sister entertainers, whether they 
paint their faces white and amuse circus 
audiences, shoot glass balls from horse
back, or appear in charge of a troupe 
of trained seals. The famous star who 
has written one of the books mentioned 
here today would be the last person to 
object to a discussion, on the same page, 
of a book about the circus and another 
one describing the lives of variety actors 
in a cheap boarding-house. Indeed, Mr. 
Wallace Smith in "Are You Decent?" 
illustrates this exact point in the story 
about the great Shakespearean actor 
who chums readily and affectionately 
with his old fellow-troupers but is him
self snubbed by the third-rate legitimate 
actor who declines his offer to appear in 
Shakespeare for the movies. 

The circus might be classed, snob
bishly, as the lowest form of the three 
kinds of entertainment represented in 
these books. Few of us nowadays make 
any such classification, or find it neces
sary to invent a small boy as an excuse 
for going to the big show. That the 
circus is a good subject for writers of 
books, whether fact or fiction, is per
fectly well recognized. Jim Tully's 
"Circus Parade" is one of the best of 
these books; many readers would not 
qualify that statement at all. Its type 
was long ago described by some polished 
critic, like Andrew Lang, as "good al
though strong." I suspect that Mr. 
Tully and his more unrestrained ad
mirers would feel some contempt for 
critics from Oxford like Andrew Lang, 
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but I cannot help thinking that "Circus 
Parade" would have been a better book 
if the rough stuff were not inserted in 
such lumps. The stories at their best 
are very, very good. Take "The Strong 
Woman"—the pitiful tragedy of one of 
the circus performers billed as "The 
Female Hercules." She weighed four 
hundred pounds and could wring the 
neck of the average man with ease. Her 
heart, however, was a mush of sentimen
tality and an easy prey for the rascal 
who swindled her out of her earnings by 
pretending that he was going to marry 
her. It is trite praise, but I hardly see 
how Maupassant could have improved 
this story; indeed, it recalls, in some 
way, his "Boule de Suif." In other 
stories Mr. Tully heaps on the brutality. 
"A Negro Girl" and "The Last Day" are 
powerful yarns; by over-emphasis the 
author failed to convince me that they 
are true as fact or as art. 

Even at this late day, I should like to 
agree with the Committee for the Sup
pression of Irresponsible Censorship 
(although I am glad I do not have to 
make out checks to it) in its protest at 
the suppression of "Circus Parade" in 
Boston. Not that my heart aches for 
Mr. Tully, who knew well the risk he 
was taking when he wrote certain pas
sages, and who has profited financially 
by the local suppression. But I am 
sorry for Boston with its sweeping" liter
ary censorship exercised by policemen. 

The title of Mr. Smith's "Are You 
Decent?" is taken from the traditional 
formality of the world back-stage. It is 
the inquiry of the visitor who asks if the 
one inside is sufficiently clad to receive 
a caller. The stories are about life in 
Mrs. Fisher's boarding-house, which is 
"strictly for the profession." Many 
readers will instantly recall some earlier 
books (I said earlier, not better, Brutus) 
on this hilarious subject. They are "At 
the Actors' Boarding House" and "The 
Maison de Shine," by Helen Green. 
Mrs. Fisher's house was one in which 
the knife and ax thrower might be con

versing on serious topics in the parlor 
with the decayed actor who was faithful 
to the traditions of Irving and Barrett, 
while from below in the cellar came the 
fishy barks of Sawtelle's trained seals. 
There can hardly be anything better 
than the story of "The Snake's Wife"-^ 
of course, you know that a Snake is a 
human contortionist. In this tale the 
great actor, Eric Doberman, returns 
from his triumphs in London as Hamlet 
to visit his old friends of simpler days. 
As he is described as a member of a 
famous family of actors, many readers 
will insist on identifying him with the 
latest American to play Hamlet in Lon
don. To the boarders at Mrs. Fisher's, 
however, he is still "Wormy" Dober
man, as in the old days, and they explain 
his desertion of the variety stage by the 
fact that they supposed somebody had 
to be playing this "here Shakespeare." 

The great tragedian makes an attempt 
to dance a shuffle to see if he has im
proved at all, while the expert, Eddie 
Dean, looks on and criticises. 

"How am I, Eddie?" asked Dober
man. 

"You're lousy," said the real hoofer. 
"If I wasn't," said Wormy, ruefully, 

"I wouldn't be playing Shakespeare." 
Mr. Percy Hammond's "But—Is It 

Art?" is a collection of brief essays about 
the stage by the dramatic critic of the 
New York "Herald Tribune." Mr. 
Hammond cannot write a dull line and 
his sense of humor is nearly perfect. I 
would not miss reading what he has to 
say about a new play, and I would not 
think of following his advice without 
seeing what some of the more hopeful 
observers have thought of the show. If 
I followed Mr. Hammond slavishly, I 
should never go to the theatre at all, for 
he is profoundly depressed and cynical 
about the stage. His hatred of the 
whole business of the playhouse is as re
markable as the good nature and humor 
which never fails in his writing. 

At last we come to the legitimate actor 
in Mr. Arliss's autobiography, "Up the 
Years from Bloomsbury." Looking at 
its chapters brings up the pleasant recol
lection that I have seen Mr. Arliss in 
"Old English," "The Green Goddess," 
"Poldikin," "Alexander Hamilton," 
"Disraeli," as well as some of his roles 
when he was with Mrs. Fiske in "Becky 
Sharp" and "Rosmersholm." I missed 
him as the War Minister in "The Dar
ling of the Gods," as "The Devil," and 
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Ivory, Apes, and Peacocks 

Notes on the Newest Contributions of American Genius 
and Inventiveness to the Ar t of Living 

r 
~^HE genius of America expresses 

itself in many ways, but in none 
more effectively than in raising 

the general standard of living. The best 
scientific, inventive, and artistic brains 
in America are being applied to the pro
duction of things that minister to our 
comfort, our amusement, or our sense of 
beauty. 

The editors believe that no view of 
current affairs is complete that does not 
include some account of these things. In 
a very real sense, the window displays of 
Fifth Avenue and Main Street reflect the 
life of the American people. They are 
as much "news" as the columns of the 
daily paper. Here are things we are all 
interested in, that we are all talking 
about—that we buy, eventually, because 
they fill an interest, a need in us. Cer
tainly they are as much a part of our 
lives as the baseball scores, the political 
situation, the latest hold-up. 

Our advertising pages present some of 
these things; but necessarily, since an 
advertisement is an appeal to buy, it 
represents the seller's point of view. 
These notes will represent the buyer's. 
And they will not confine themselves to 
articles advertised in these columns. 
Herein the man Emerson mentions— 
who built a better mousetrap than any 
one else—will find his trap described, 
whether he advertises with us or not. 
Herein will be a record of America's 
progress toward beauty and utility. 

Herein will be found the first mention of 
many things afterward widely known, 
used, and discussed. It will begin in an 
early issue. 

A Daily Reminder 

AMERICA and France have their 
eternal ilames which by their 
clear light keep alive the mem

ory of the sacrifice of the war dead. It 
is less commonly known that in England 
a daily ceremony similarly pays tribute 
to sacrificed manhood. 

Every morning at eleven o'clock a 
solemn ceremony is performed in Can
terbury Cathedral. A selected recruit 
from a depot of the Buffs, East Kent 
Regiment, at Canterbury, goes to the 
Warrior's Chapel in the Cathedral, where 
rests the "Book of Life." This book 
contains the names of the men of the 
regiment who lost their lives in the war, 
and the young soldier reverently turns 
over a fresh page each day. 

Referring to the "Book of Life" at a 
special memorial service in the Cathe
dral, the Dean of Canterbury said re
cently: "It is a very beautiful and a 
deeply cherished possession, and we in 
the Cathedral welcome with all our 
hearts this daily turning over of a fresh 
page in that 'Book of Life' by a picked 
recruit from the Buffs' Depot." 
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and the Boardwalk. 
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