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5 WAS

[{ timidity of a High
d School girl expecting
a note from the callow
youth. The BStar was
twinkling and

the Doorkeeper took
my card, eyelng me with evident
suspiclon as 1 stood clasping my
manuscript a8 & nervous “Johnny”
on his first visit “bohind” might
have held a bouquet Intended for
the prima donna,

“What 's your business?" he asked
gruflly,

“1"m just looking for a friend.”

The Old Doorkeeper grunted:
“Well, you're In the wrong place to
look for a friend,” playing upon the
word with the ease of a comic opera
comedian, I took this for a cue and
laughed. Evidently | missed the cue,
for he frowned. "1 mean you can't
#0060 him here, There's no one al
lowed to recelve In the dressing
mm:”

“Not even the Star?’ 1 ventured.

“Nix,"” was the gruff reply.

“1 suppose 1 can walt here till he
comes out” [ suggested.

"He won 't be out for an hour,” he
replled In a discouraging tone,

I walted & moment for an invi
tation to ocupy the vacant chair be-
side him, but as none was forthcom-
ing 1 seated myself without it and
offered my grudging host a pluper-
fect verfecto. He eyed It as sus
plelously as he had me, put on his
glasses and carefully examined the
decorative band, sniffed at it with

WAITING for

a cynical elevating of the ridge of
skin from which time had plucked
his eyebrows, then submitted it to
the ordeal of fire until he had al-
most obscured the obtruding slgn:
“Positively No Bmoking."

My falth

My reputation was & whole lot safer than Louie s 10e

in the sun-kissed lotus
weed of near Havana had
not been misplaced.
Through fta beautifylng
vapor his rugged features
poftened llke a New Eng-
land landscape geen
through the mist of an In-
dlan summer afternoon. I
gltanted timidly to make
conversation. “I suppose
you 've seen A great many
artista?”

He nodded slowly. “I
certalnly have, |['ve geen
the best of 'em for the last
forty years. Why | was
head stage carpenter at the
old Union Square when Jim Bounder
was the artist, him that afterward
did all the transformation drops for
Colonel Mapleson,"

“1 don’'t mean scenle artists,” [
Interrupted, I mean real artists, you
know — stars.”

He eyed me with puckered brows
a moment, then snorted: “Them!
they 're not artlsts,” he sald con-
temptuously; “they 're actors.”

“But surely,” I started to protest,
“people with the artistic tempera-
ment ——"

HE CUT me short with a grunt.
“You got it all from the front,”
he sald. "The only real artists in
this business are the ‘grips.’”

“'Grips'? 1 querled.

“SBure, us, me, the stage hands,”
he apecified as If Instructing a child.
“We're the real fellows that hold
the lookin' glass up to nature; the
actors are only the ones that make
faces in it. As for that artistic tem-
perament business, well, maybe
that's as good a name for it as any,
I dunno, It reminds me of Henry
Miller ono time when he was rehears-
ing *The Devil's
Disciple’ out In
‘Frisco, him In
the title role, o'
course, You know
there's a thunder-
storm In it and so
Miller's down in
the orchestra do-
ing hls own
storming and he's
got his bull pup
setting in the
alsle alongside of
him. Of course,
the storm don't
suit him — Miller
I mean, not the
pup~—and when
the nolse is so
loud he can't volee
his objections and
get 'em over the
foots he looks
around for some-
thing he can get
over and the only
thing that's not
nalled down |Is
the pup. Well the
first thing we
know here's the
pup sailing right
through the back
drop llke he was
shot out of a gun
and the storm
Btopa so Miller
can stage his.
While he and the
slage IADARET Are
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he said contempiuousty;
“they're actors”

doing & heart-to-heart, a ‘grip’ named
Doyle picks up the pup who's so
peared by his avistion stunt he can 't
move.

“‘What do you call that,) asks
Doyle.
“‘That's a canse of arlistie tem-

perament,’ T says.

“Doyle looks at the shivering pup
a minute and then he says, kind of
speculatively: ‘Well, it's the first
time I ever seen it in the flesh.'

“Arnold Daly was another one
with a temperament, and there
never was a stage carpenter that
could sult him. He was strong on
reallam, and one time while I was
serving & term with him I had to
stage n scene that had a bower of
roses In It. Well, 1 made as fine a
pleture as you ever saw, but when
it came to dresa rehearsal do you
think I was right? I should say not.
He took one look at that rose bower
and then he started in.

“'S8ay, those tlssue paper roscites
look about as much like the real
thing as you do like an artist,’ he
raved. Well, 1 plcked one of "em off
and stuck it under his nose.

“*You 're critlicising God, not me!”’
I velled, for 1'd spent forty dollars
‘prop’ money on real roses and 1'd
like to know who was the artist
thrt time."”

“Yes,” 1 interrupted, hurrylng to
the defense of cherished Idols, “but
those were exceptlonal cases.”

THE Old Man took a long puff and
favored me with a tolerant look.
“Oh, I dunno!” he continued slowly;
“1 could go on tellin’ you exceptional
cases all night. Now, there was
Loule Mann; he was another one
the reallstic bug had bit so bad he
had a continusl case of the Itch.
He used to make me so mad [ wished
he'd get a sulclde scone, for 1 was
gure he'd Introduce enough reallsm
into it to get over, once and for all.
He was staging a play that had a
safe in the first act and I says to
myself; “I'1l give you one to erack
all right’ Well I went to the safe
people, promised 'em program notice
and finally got 'em to send up one
that took a four-horse drag to haul
and about ANy men to wheel into
position. Loule was late for the last
rehearsal and we were all get when
he showed up. He took one look
at the safe setting there in the half
lHght and told me it was about strong
enough to hold my reputation as a
stage mechanie, After he had klcked
verbally till the alr was full of red
dust he went over and, putting his
realiam on o firm footing, landed
on the safe, Well my reputation was
a whole lot safer than Loule's toe,
for he broke it at the first joint and
it took two doctors to set it and




